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A GOOD Saint founded an Order great ; 
Gi Mortal conceit was a thorn in his side; 

So he framed a law for his holy state 
That should kill the flesh of its pride. 

God knows they have little of boy hope, 
And nothing of purple and gold, 

Yet one may not cherish a stray hope 
Of praise, for, pulseless and cold, 

The law of the good Saint clasps them, 
And cools the hot pride of its thirst, 

With chill fingers it tenderly grasps them; 
“ The last shall be first.” 

The Freshman comes from his village school, 
And he was a leader of leaders there, 

A good strong boy, and nobody’s fool; 
Freshman, beware! beware! 

You start in the race for the boy hope, 
And strive for life’s purple and gold ; 

Yet now you may not touch a stray hope, 
For a law that is pulseless and cold 

Will rudely clutch you and clasp you 
Till the strength of your pride is past, 

Its fingers too closely will grasp you; 
“ The first shall be last.” 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT, ’00. 
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ABOUT CAMP-FIRES. 

THE bright, fragrant, dancing camp-fire 
of the woods is to those that know 

it well, “ a good friend and a dangerous 
enemy.” It is a good friend when you 
come- in, wet, tired, and cold ; when the 
fierce wind howls among the dark forest 
trees, driving the snow like rifle-balls 
against your unprotected face, or when 
alone and far from friends the deep silence 
of the frost broods in the dark forests and 
oppresses you with thoughts of home. 
Then the cheery blaze of the spruce or fir 
is a good friend and genuine comfort. But 
when in an unguarded moment it escapes 
from your watchful eye, and running 
through the tall dry grass to the dead trees 
envelops them in a blaze, or catches the 
fat, greasy sage-brush, it becomes a danger- 
ous enemy, and many are the tales of pros- 
pectors and hunters who have perished in 
the wrath of the avenging fire. 

The office of friend is performed by the 
fire in three ways. First, it cooks your 
food, that is, helps to cook it, and as we 
speak of cooking, we think it no more 
than right to mention the cook, who is, 
perhaps, the most abused and certainly the 
most discussed man in the “ outfit.” For 
on him in great measure depends your 
“ good time.” The fire may burn for you 
brighter than Rome did for Nero; your 
mess chest may be supplied with nature’s 
choicest gifts, but it all depends on the cook 
whether dinner will turn out well, and in 
the words of Meredith— 
“Where is the man that can live without dining ?” 

A man can bear an incredible amount of 
hardship, cold, rain, or snow if he knows 

that finally a warm, well-cooked dinner 
awaits him. 

Cooks in the West generally can be 
divided into two classes : those who know 
how to cook and those that say they know 
how to cook. The majority are of the 
latter class, and the less they really know 
about the art the higher salary they de- 
mand. Last summer, out of three we only 
had one that was in any way worthy of 
the name, and he was as lazy a mortal as 
ever lived. On the first part of our trip 
he dropped his hat and being too lazy to 
climb out of the wagon and pick it up he 
went bareheaded through all kinds of 
weather for the rest of the time. But his 
laziness was easily forgotten when you sat 
down to a meal of steaming coffee, hot 
rolls, and pink salmon done to a turn. To 
speak of the others would only bring back 
to my mind the miseries we suffered at 
their hands, so I shall pass them by without 
a word. 

The next function of our friendly fire is 
to furnish us with warmth; for among the 
high mountains, with the coming of dark- 
ness, there also comes cold, and I have 
known ice to form several inches thick 
when the days of June were in the twen- 
ties. Then after a short time of compara- 
tive warmth the cold weather began again 
the first week in August. Indeed in the 
mountains there is hardly a night in the en- 
tire year that has not at least a white frost. 

A fire of huge spruce logs performs this 
function admirably till quite late, when 
it goes out and you wake shivering, to find 
your trousers, shirt and coat white with 
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frost, while your shoes have received their 
share of the chilly substance, both inside 
and out. 

Then, lastly, the fire furnishes the inspi- 
ration for your after-dinner story-telling 
seance, which generally lasts far into the 
night, the spell of which will never leave 
my memory. 

On one of our trips we had with us a 
quaint old Indian, such a man as Frederick 
Remington’s “ Sundown Selfare ” must 
have been. Once some one asked him 
what he thought of the white man. For a 
little while he looked silently into the fire, 
pulling vigorously on his short-stemmed 
corn-cob pipe, and then said, “too much 
readee, too muchwritee, heap much crazy.” 

But there come times when, riding over 
the deserts or plateau country, no wood 
can be found, and then is undergone one 
of the most trying experiences a man can 
have in the West—a tireless camp. 

One evening we had been riding all day 
beside a rapid, treacherous river that had 
to be crossed ten times. Besides this it 
was snowing one of those damp snows so 
common in the early fall, with a high cold 
wind blowing in our faces. It was long 
after dark when we emerged from the 
river canon and found a suitable place to 
camp. But what good did a camp ground 
do us when wood, that most essential ele- 
ment for a comfortable camp, was lacking ? 

All day we had been traveling through 
heavy timber, so heavy indeed as to make 
progress difficult and dangerous. But a 
few hours before we had left the timber 
belt and were now among bare hilltops 
destitute of even sage or grease brush. 
Stay here we must, and make the best, of 
it, for already our horses had done more 
than a day’s work, and a long walk or 
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rather climb had done its worst for us. So, 
cold and supperless, we were forced to lie 
down in the snow and try to sleep. As I 
lay in my blankets that night, wet and 
shivering, a great longing for Washington 
came over me, a longing for its crowds, its 
lights, the scent of its overheated asphalt 
streets, the noise of its cars, for its broad 
avenues and quiet parks. Then slowly 1 
forgot my hunger and fatigue, forgot my 
cold. I found myself on the shores of 
Long Island Sound, sitting on a huge gray 
rock, gazing out to sea at the white-sailed 
boats that glided by. 1 heard nothing 
save the pounding of the surf on the rocky 
beach and the creak of a sail when now 
and then one of the boats came nearer to 
shore. 
- On awaking from my dream an entirely 
different scene met my gaze. The clouds 
had vanished and alone in a sea of black- 
ness the silent moon rode gloriously. Our 
camp was on a high, bare hill that sloped 
swiftly to a small lake set like a jewel in 
the mountains. A high wind tossed the 
waters into white-capped waves, made sil- 
very by the moonlight. Away off on the 
far side of the lake I could see the light of 
a small fire flickering, that told me of some 
more fortunate wanderers. 

The deep silence of the scene was bro- 
ken now and then by the long, awesome 
howl of the hungry wolf, the deep-voiced 
bay of the pancher, or the shrill cry of some 
nightbird, which sounded strangely clear 
across the snowy hills, to be followed 
again by silence. 

Far to the east the black sky was already 
turning to purple, as the herald of the 
approaching day sent forth his brilliant 
banners. Once more I slept. 

THOS. V. SULLIVAN. 
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TO DANTE. 

Great Dante, bard divine, immortal sage, 
Thou poet peerless, whose triumphant strain 
Soars to the stars, then, plunging down again, 
Seeks the abode of Satan’s baffled rage, 

Methought as 1 did scan thy life’s short page, 
This of thy greatness was the meed, to drain 
The cup of bitterness and sharpest pain, 
Ingratitude, thy only heritage. 

False Florence spurned thee disinherited, 
Nor deigned thee from an exile’s death to save, 
And now her marbled halls resound thy name; 

She scorned thee living, yet she claims thee dead. 
Great minds oft pass unheeded to the grave, 
And of their dust is born undying fame. 

G. C. R., ’02. 

GOLDSMITH. 

If nature e'er against one man did sin, 
If e’er to beauteous soul and noble mind, 
Her gift cf mien she meted out unkind; 
The tool of her caprice had rather been 
That bard of Erin, hapless wand’rer in 
All realms of earth, who sought in vain to find 
Sweet solitude; and then for home repined, 
Far from the world’s mad strife and deaf’ning din. 
Who scans his themes, or sorrowful, or light, 
Invades a Paradise of rhyme and prose, 
Wherein the soul doth wonder at the might 
Of mind, wherefrom those gems of thought arose. 
O Goldsmith, thou hast left us melodies, 
Whose music might enchant the sounding seas! 

HALL STONER LUSK. 
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ARISTOTLE’S RIGHT AND WRONG. 

(A paper read before the Philosophers’ Academy of Woodstock College.) 

apiarov apa xai xalhorov xa'i tfSterov 7) ebdaipuvia. 
—Aristotle s Ethics to Nichomachus, Bk. /, ch. 8. 

THE present question, Mr. President, 
Reverend Fathers and Gentlemen, 

brings before us a man whose work has 
the greatest influence on our own, in a light 
that to us, as defenders of the right and 
witnesses against the wrong, is the most 
apt to claim our interested attention. We 
are to consider Aristotle, the Philosopher 
by excellence; we are to examine his idea 
of right and wrong, his standard, his norm 
of morality—in a word, his conscience. 

Now, what right and wrong are, a child 
with unpolluted conscience can tell you as 
promptly and unhesitatingly as the gravest 
sage—perhaps more so. But what con- 
stitutes right and wrong, makes right right, 
and wrong wrong, and consequently severs 
one from the other,—the dividing line, 
the norm of morality,—is a question of 
more profundity, and puzzles the wits of 
Plato, Aristotle, Descartes and Kant; nor 

1. Ethics to Nichomachus : Bk.l, ch. 2,7,9,10; Bk. 
H, ch. 2, 6, 7, 8; Bk. IX, ch. 8. 

The Great Morals: Bk. I, ch. 4, 9; Bk. II, ch. 10,11, 
18. 

Ethics to Eudemus: Bk. I, ch. 1, 2; Bk. II, ch. 1, 5, 
12. 

Politics: (Bk. I, ch. 2); Bk. Ill, ch. 3 ; Bk. VII, ch. 
1, 2, 3, (13,15,16, No. 10,17); Bk. VIII, ch. 3. 

Places cited in parenthesis are points of erudition* 
The Commentaries of St. Thomas and of Sylvester 
Maurus are classical in this matter, and exemplify 
scholastic use of Aristotle. 

2 See also: “Aristotle and the Christian Church,” 
by Brother Azarias, ch. 12. “Aristotle and the 
Church in Morals.” 

3. Stockl’s Higtory of Philosophy, “Aristotle,” §37, 
p. 123. 

lack we the modesty to admit that even 
some advanced students of this venerable 
seat of learning find the question a knotty 
one. 

Taking it as a proved position that there 
is an objective and intrinsic difference be- 
tween right and wrong, that consequently 
there is some mode of discriminating be- 
tween them, we find among philosophers 
two modes in favor, which may be ex- 
pressed thus: “ Right is that which makes 
for the perfection of nature and wrong is 
the contrary,'’ or “ Right is that which 
makes for happiness and wrong is that 
which makes for unhappiness. ” Now, those 
who assert the former norm are called 
Deontologists and their system Deontology; 
these are Plato, the Stoics and Kant. But 
the Stoics and Kant add a precision which 
is worthy of note, for they assert that right 
must be done only in order to perfect 
nature and with utter exclusion of any 
will to receive pleasure or happiness from 
the well-doing; so that it is wrong if one 
practises virtue with admission and partial 
intention of the pleasure its practice brings 
with it. 

On the other hand, those who set up 
happiness as the test are called Eudaimon- 

ists, and these are of two kinds, Hedonists, 
or those who identify happiness with pleas- 
ure, as Epicurus, and Eudaimonists proper; 
and these again are of two kinds, those 
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who place the said happiness in this world 
(who may be called temporal Eudaimon- 
ists), and those who place it in some eternal 
bliss (who may be called Eternal Eudaimon- 
ists). Now this last is obviously the true 
position, whether the eternal bliss be natu- 
ral or supernatural. This position is com- 
monly maintained by an argument drawn 
from the nature of the soul which, mani- 
festing in its activities a nature superior to 
matter, is reasonably inferred to be inde- 
structible, whence a state after death is the 
only possible conclusion; a final state, for 
the state of probation is over and the mu- 
tability of the will in a soul existing sep- 
arate from the body is of very doubtful 
possibility. In this final state reward or 
punishment for the changeable state just 
passed must take the form of eternal bliss 
or eternal woe. 

Again, the act of wrong-doing is finally 
an act against God, the Self-existent, Infin- 
ite. This, if willingly and wittingly done, 
acquires some aspect of infinity by reason 
of its term; the same may be said of a 
good done to please God. Infinite, there- 
fore, the good or evil, infinite, as far as 
can be in a finite being, the reward or pain. 
In intensity impossible, therefore in dura- 
tion. 

Moreover, Divine Justice cannot come 
short in rewarding. Its operation in estab- 
lishing the perfect compensations of nature 
is plain to all eyes. No less then must be 
its efficiency in dealing with the darling of 
all nature, man himself. Wherefore it is 
only not blasphemy to say that He who in 
this life seems so often to neglect His most 
faithful servants will not reward them 
fittingly and with an imperishable reward 
in the next. This is cold logic. 

For finally, the present life, so far from 
satisfying the intellect as to whet its appetite 

beyond all possible satisfaction^ or the 
will, as to render it more and more restless 
the more its desires are gratified, or the 
senses, as to corrupt them by the very 
excess of their enjoyment, is an irresistible 
argument, to the mind capable of pausing, 
in proof of these truths; truths which 
Socrates, Plato, Descartes, Kant and Leib- 
niz saw too clearly by the light of reason 
to doubt for an instant; which Homer, 
Sophocles and Pindar, Virgil and Horace, 
Dante, Chaucer, Shakespeare, Lamartine, 
Wordsworth and Browning adorned with 
poetic charms, and which have given the 
sublimest inspirations to the oratory of all 
time,—the sacred, of course, and even the 
profane, as the efforts of our patriotic 
forefathers still abundantly witness. 

In this position we stand; but not sim- 
ply. For we do not say : “ Right is that 
which makes for eternal bliss and wrong is 
its contrary.” We are also, and indeed 
mainly, Deontologists with Plato, but not 
using the Stoic precision, so that we say in 
point of fact: “ Right is that which makes 
for the perfection of nature, which is at- 
tained only by eternal happiness, and wrong 
is the contrary ” ; or wording the definition 
conversely, we may say : “ Right is that 
which makes for eternal happiness, which 
is the perfection of nature, and wrong is 
the contrary.” Thus we are at once 
Eudaimonists and Deontologists, and you 
may, if you. please, call our system—for 
the truth of which I can here offer only 
a brief defence—Eudaimonistic Deontol- 

, ogism. 
The proof of this position may be 

summed up thus: There is an' intrinsic 
difference between a morally good action 
and a morally bad one. This difference 
can be determined only, by the end for 

which the ad is performed, i, e., the good 

-4 
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sought by the action. This good can be 
useful, agreeable or becoming. 'The useful 
is excluded, for it is always secondary to 
something further, and there is here ques- 
tion of the ultimate norm. Is it then 
agreeable good ? Evidently not, for some 
very agreeable things are very wrong. 
But 1 mean what is becomingly agreeable. 
Evidently, therefore, you place an ulterior 
test for your agreeable good, namely, the 
becoming. That, therefore, which becomes 
rational nature is good morally, and what 
is done in conformity with rational nature 
is right, i. e., if it be done, not perchance, 
but in order to perfect nature. But must 
it be done only to perfect nature, exclusive 
of the agreeable consequences ? Evidently 
not; for first of all, this would be to act 
against the innate and rational appetite for 
happiness. Again, acting according to 
nature, is aiming, implicitly at least, for 
the perfection of nature. This perfection 
is happiness. Therefore the aiming at right 
is also an implicit aiming at happiness. So 
our position stands, namely, that “ Right 
is that which makes for the perfection of 
nature,” perfection identical with happiness. 
Note also in passing that the perfection of 
nature being founded on the Divine Ideal 
of humanity, causes our norm to rest 
finally on God Himself. 

Now, we spoke of temporal Eudaimon- 
ists, who are not Hedonists or Epicureans, 
but who place the happiness to be attained 
by virtue in something temporal. It is 
among these that we class Aristotle, not, 
however, without proof. 

We assert, then, two things: 1 ° Aris- 
totle is an Eudaimonist; 2° Aristotle’s 
Eudaimonism is temporal. 

Before adducing the three proofs cited in 
your papers we may premise an argument 

drawn from his general treatment of Ethics. 
A mere glance at the Ethics to Nichoma- 
chus, the Ethics to Eudemus and the Great 
Morals will show that in every case he 
begins the treatment of morals not by lay- 
ing down the nature of moral obligation, 
but by reasoning out the nature, definition 
and acquisition of happiness. Therefore 
a first glance prejudices us at least to the 
persuasion that he is an Eudaimonist and 
not a Deontologist. 

But to proceed more in particular. We 
have undertaken to prove our position from 
Aristotle’s definition of probity. It is fair 
then to give him a hearing. 

1° Then from the Ethics to Nichoma- 
chus, bk. ix, ch. 8 : “He who is unrighteous 
(aaoXof) seems then to do everything on 

his own account, and the worse knave he 
is the more he does so ; on the contrary, 
the upright man acts for honor, and the 
better he is the more he acts for honor and 
on his friend’s account, and disregards his 
own interest.” 

2° From the Great Morals, bk. ii. c. lo: 
“ Honest probity is a name not ill-applied 

to him who is perfectly upright.” “ He 
is, therefore, honest and good to whom is 
good what is simply, i. e., naturally good, 
and right what is naturally right.” And 
from chapter 2 : “It is, in fine, to act from 
right reason when the irrational part of the 
soul does not prohibit the rational from 
exercising its functions.”' 

3° From the Ethics to Eudemus: “There 

are some who think virtue is not to be pur- 
sued save for the sake of natural good.” 
“But whoso thinks virtue should be em- 
braced for the sake of eternal goods, does 
right accidentally: wherefore perfect virtue 
is probity.” 

Now from these citations it would seem 
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reasonable to infer the very contrary of our 
assertion that Aristotle is an Eudaimonist 
and not a Deontologist. Yet in truth they 
only confirm our position. 

For what are these natural goods at which 
the perfect man aims not, in the pursuit 
of virtue ? They are such things as, being 
good in themselves, may be abused, honor, 
riches, power, etc. But nothing is said 
about happiness, it is not excluded, it is not 
prescinded from, nay, it is the main end in 
view after all. 

For what now is this virtue which the 
perfect man exercises and how is it distin- 
guished from vice ? It is commonly known 
that Aristotle places virtue in some medi- 
ocrity or moderation ; the golden mean be- 
tween the extremes of excess and short- 
coming which constitute the vices. “ This 
therefore must first be observed, namely, 
that such things are naturally corrupted by 
deficit or excess.” (For we must make use 
of visible examples in the case of invisible 
things). “ Just as we see in the matter of 
strength and health, for excess or omission 
of exercise breaks down the strength.” 
Eth. Nich., b. ii., ch. 2. 

“ Virtue is an elective habit, consisting in 
mediocrity regarding ourselves, marked out 
by reason and with such limits as a prudent 
man would set. The mean, moreover, of 
two evils, the one by excess, the other by 
default.” Eth. Nich., b. ii., ch. 6. 

But how does he put this sense of virtue ? 
Proceeding in his usual common-sense 
manner he takes the commonly received 
ideas of virtue and by induction arrives at 
a universal notion. Courage is the golden 
mean between cowardice and rashness, 
temperance between stolidity and inconti- 
nence, liberality between prodigality and 
parsimony, and so for the rest. Why, 
though, should virtue consist in this me- 

dium ? Or again, in such things as admit 
of no mediocrity but are bad in themselves 
as murder, lying and the like; whence 
arises their intrinsic badness? Aristotle 
admits it but does not explain it, at least 
not in the place where he admits it. We 
must therefore look elsewhere. 

In discussing the object which virtue 
intends he says that it intends rather the 
end than the means, so that to do good, 
not in order to do good, is no more meri- 
torious than to draw a good portrait with- 
out the intention of imitating. 

Let us therefore look to the end and we 
have the clue of all our questions and the 
solution of all our difficulties. 

Now he says that the end of all acts is 
some good. Which is evident to any one 
who takes the trouble to make a simple in- 
duction of the most important and unim- 
portant of our deliberate acts. Passing 
thence to consider what the highest good is 
which is aimed at in all our acts viewed uni- 
versally, he finds this cannot be pleasure, 
because, first of all, many acts lead to no 
pleasure, and again, many which lead to 
pleasure are not conducive to the greatest 
good. Moreover, pleasures are indifferent 
in themselves, and good or bad according 
as we use or abuse them. A similar in- 
difference applies to wealth, which, more- 
over, sometimes brings misery to the pos- 
sessor, and is the instrument of wrong- 
doing, no less than of good. Finally, 
no material thing can be the highest 
good, for such things are always sought, 
not for themselves, but for something 
higher. Perhaps there is some separately 
existing ideal good, as Plato held. But, 
first of all, this involves the scheme of 
Platonic “ Ideas,” which Aristotle does not 
admit, and besides, even Platonists did not 
assign an ideal existence to things capable 
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of more and less, as good obviously is. To 
sum up then: The highest good is one 
which is sought for itself. It is conse- 
quently supreme, i. e., in such a way supe- 
rior to any other good as the end is ever 
superior to the means. It must be endur- 
ing, because the greater the endurance the 
greater the good. It must be attainable, 
for it is the highest good of our nature, and 
it is repugnant for a nature to be ordained 
to an unattainable end, like a mathematical 
infinite. Moreover, this good must contain 
in some eminent manner all the inferior 
goods which are to be made use of to 
attain it. This good is obviously happi- 
ness, which is defined according to the 
common notion “ To live well,” or “ to do 
well.” Now, if it is not something mate- 
rial or something existing as a thing or an 
idea, and is yet getatable, what can it be 
but something subjective? But, if sub- 
jective, a joy of some kind. But, if a joy, 
the resultant of some energy in action. 
For the exercise of any energy gives some 
kind of joy. To see delights the eyes; to 
hear, the ear; to love, the will; to reason 
unto truth, the understanding. The oppo- 
site is true, that there is no joy in utter 
inaction. Nirvana is not beatitude, but 
the gelid hell of Dante, 

“ Where stand the traitors out a-cold.” 

Therefore happiness is in the exercise of 
some energy. But it is the best good. 
Therefore the best joy. For a better joy 
would be a better good. But the best joy 
must be in the play of the best energy. 
For the joy begotten of the play of a higher 
energy would overtop it. Therefore in the 
play of the best energy, i. e., in an exercise 
of the soul. And again, the best, exercise 
of the soul, and this is virtue. 

Therefore happiness is the fruit of the 
virtues, which consist in keeping the golden 
mean. This is the highest good, This is 

the lot of the perfect man. This—mind 
you—is the end intended by virtuous action. 
For virtue intends the end rather than the 
means. 

Therefore virtue is determined by hap- 
piness. 

Therefore Aristotle is an Eudaimonist; 
which is what we had to prove. 

Nowhere is the sharp line of distinction 
drawn between right and wrong. Nowhere 
is intrinsic right or intrinsic wrong assigned 
to any action. Nowhere is there even a 
hint at the divine ordination of the actions 
of creatures to an end determined by the 
Creator. Happiness is the end of man, be- 
cause all men seek it. That is virtue in 
the exercise of which man finds happiness, 
and specifically, that is the keeping of a 
golden mean, and deeper than this Aristotle 
does not go. 

Though farther he does go. He specifies 
the virtue in the exercise of which happiness 
mainly consists, namely, contemplation, the 
most perfect exercise of the most perfect 
virtue, namely wisdom. Not, however, in 
this alone, but also in the exercise of the 
moral virtues. Moreover, happiness re- 
quires, as they require, the possession and 
use of temporal goods, wealth, power, lib- 
erty, friends, and length of days with 
health, and these goods, indeed, for the 
perfection of happiness, should be extended 
also to friends and children, though not 
with an indefinite succession. This is evi- 
dently no eternal bliss, but a prosperity 
great, admirable and enviable, but ending 
with the grave. For even if Aristotle 
had not said expressly in treating of the 
soul that it is inseparable from the body, 
only the participated intellect surviving after 
death, it is day-plain that happiness such as 
here described is not the lot of man in 
another world, but is limited by the sphere 

under our feet- 
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We think the thesis stands. We think 
we have proven both counts: that Aristotle 
is an Eudaimonist and not a Deontologist; 
that he is not an eternal Eudaimonist, but 
a temporal Eudaimonist, though not a 
Hedonist. If you are a little disappointed 
at not having this proven from the explicit 
statements on the part of the author and 
the citation from him of neatly worded 
definitions of right and wrong, we confess 
that we share your disappointment, and 
felt it keenly when searching his works for 
the matter and arguments of this essay. 
But it must be remembered that a man in 
search of truth, as was Aristotle, is not the 
one to give a precise and scientific definition 
of the very thing he confesses by his search 
that he does not know; and that the ob- 
scurity of Latin translations or the inaccu- 
racies resulting from a tyro’s efforts at 
doing into English the original Greek 
would much detract from the value of 
quotations which might be put forward 
with more pedantry than prudence. 

Two points worthy of remark remain: 
1 ° The practical effects of such a norm of 
morality as Aristotle maintains. 2° The 
use and application of his principles by 
scholastic philosophers. 

For the first, without attempting a bio- 
graphical notice of the philosopher, we sum 
up his life as a whole to have been a con- 
tinued exercise of that moderation in which 
he held virtue to consist. Wealthy and 
beneficent, without extravagance or volup- 
tuousness; elegant in dress and manner, 
without ostentation; a man of family, 
not without public spirit; warm in his 
affections, and yet bearing up bravely 
under the bereavements occasioned by 
death and misfortune; living to a ripe old 
age without descending into decrepitude; 
intense, in application to the abstrusest 
Sciences, without neglect of the practical 

affairs of life; temperate so as to have mer- 
ited no well-authenticated charge against 
his moral character, and yet far from the 
austerities of Stoicism, he seems, if any 
man did, to have secured the ideal happi- 
ness which he portrayed;. and may we not, 
out of gratitude for the good things he has 
left us, desire, at least, his having attained 
a bliss of which he never dreamed. 

Yet that bliss, how wonderfully he seems 
to have shadowed forth in some of his sub- 
lime ambiguities. It is these which his scho- 
lastic commentators have made use of to 
transform him almost into a Christian clas- 
sic. Is not happiness, after all, the highest 
good ? Does it not, indeed, consist of the 
exercise of the sublime virtue of contempla- 
tion ? Is not, indeed, virtue the one sure way 
of attaining it ? Such half-truths as these 
St. Thomas and the Scholastics have supple- 
mented by a divine light, and so read into 
his words a meaning truer and loftier than 
their pagan writer ever conjectured. It was 
to remove these borrowed though becom- 
ing splendors and reveal the author in his 
more natural aspect that the present paper 
was written. 

A higher aim, however, than that of 
a mere criticism may be attained by it. In 
view of the audience to whom it is ad- 
dressed, we may humbly hope that even 
these few words may not fail of their effect 
in combating that naturalism, and we may 
say temporalism, which is narrowing and 
confining, by the limits of this life, the 
hopes and views of some of the noblest 
minds on earth to-day. Against which it 
behooves us to combat with tongue and 
pen. Against which it behooves us to pro- 
claim, in trumpet tones, the immortal, the 
Apostolic truth:—•“ Non habemus hie do- 
mum manentem.” 

MARK J. MCNEAL, S. J., ’93, 
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DUE AMIN’. 

1 dunno what’s the reason that long about this season 
When the sleigh bells are a tinklin’, and the snow is failin’ fast, 

An’ the pine-logs are a gleamin’—thet 1 kinder get to dreamin’, 
Get to dreamin’ an’ to thinkin’ of the happy days thet’s past. 

Now I’m in the old-time places, an’ 1 see long vanished faces, 
Kinder creepin’ up before me, like shadders in the blaze, 

An’ I hear the pine-logs hummin’, an’ 1 feel the tear-drops cornin’, 
An’ I’m siftin’ with the old folks as 1 did in other days. 

We were three—myself an’ mother, an’ ole Dad he made the 
other, 

But the war came on and laid him low one” bleak December 
day ; 

An’ then Ma, she grew so lonely, thet there passed a fortnight only, 
’Till she left to jine the soldier in thet Kingdom far away. 

So mebby thet’s the reason thet along about this season, 
When the house is kinder cheerful an’ outside it’s bleak 

an’ cold, 
Thet my heart begins a yearnin’, an’ 1 know my mind’s a turnin’, 

Fer to conjure up the faces thet 1 knew in days of old. 
W. F. BARRON. 

« 

: 
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THE VIOLIN SOLO. 

Of the darkest, blackest root 
The flower fair is born' 

From the cloddy, sterile earth 
Up springs the golden corn. 

— Toppleton’s {Moralities. 

WHAT a beautiful night! From the 
balcony I can see the twinkling 

lights of the distant city and almost hear 
the throaty murmur of the river as it sings 
its little never-ending song in the same 
little monotone. The stars are beautiful 
to-night; far overhead night has hung her 
silver bow. How grand to gaze upon the 
face of nature in repose. What an ideal 
moment for a song ; could I go further and 
ask for a violin song? But any tune, 
however harsh, would be grand to-night as 
if it took the purest beauty to itself and— 
some good fairy must have heard my re- 
quest—surely these are the sweet opening- 
strains of my favorite air. 

Ah! A well-played violin is surely a 
treat for the gods and Jove himself. 1 am 
of the opinion that Apollo’s lyre must have 
been a modification of our violin, and 
Orpheus could not have played anything 
else than some simple form of a Stradi- 
vari us. 

Those liquid notes are swelling high like 
angel voices in full chorus blended. Though 
1 love music, still 1 cannot play a single in- 
strument, however often I have attempted 
it; however, such mattersiprofane this holy 
temple, this perfect hour. Did ever such 
music lull the Eastern kings ? Has ever 

the crooked harp played such a song for 
“good Haroun Alraschid?” How the 
notes melt one into the other. Oh, heav- 
enly goddess of music, thy best setting is 
night, and thy most perfect instrument, 
beyond the human voice, the violin! Listen 
how that one sings. It was on such a 
night, when his soul was flooded with such 
music, that Will must have written these 
lines; none but his genius could have 
praised the sweet deity of music so well:— 

“ How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon the bank ; 
Here will we sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony.” 

What a strong, tall man the musician must 
be to play such music ? What a clear-cut 
face ! 1 think I can see him now. The 
face of a poet, the dreamy, far-gazing eyes; 
with what grace he must handle the bow; 
see his long, supple fingers fondle the neck of 
his instrument! Such beautiful music must 
have a perfect musician. Why, the player 
is coming down the path that passes be- 
neath the balcony; I will see him after all. 
Careful now for these plants on the ledge! 

Ah ! here he comes, heralded by a burst 
of music. Why, what a shuffling pace for 
a poet-musician! Why—Oh ! 1 see who 
it is now. Hmm ! 

“ Thank you sah! Thanks foh de 
money ! Yiss, sah ! Uncle Sambo won’t 
pester you no more wif his old vilin.” 

H. J. F. 
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A STUDY IN CHARACTER. 

it 'T'lRRIL- irril- irril- rl! ” — crash. — 
Dead silence. 

It was a clever shot. Upon the floor lay 
the alarm-clock, a wreck; the missile, a 
shoe, had picked its target clean from the 
corner of the desk, just brushing past a 
costly cut-glass inkstand. 

The marksman, however, as uncon- 
cernedly as though this feat were a com- 
monplace part of the daily program, merely 
turned over on his side in the bed, snug- 
gled his face in the coverlet, and was 
striving successfully to regain the embrace 
of the dear old dream-god, from whose 
arms he had been rudely startled lr^ the 
bluster and clatter of the clock. 

The scene is set in one of the corridor 
rooms of Windom College, an institution 
where the discipline, although not harsh 
and repressive, is rigid enough to remind 
the students that self-control and subjection 
to authority are essential elements in true 
education; and to protest that college life 
is not altogether a season of pastime, whose 
passage is noted only by the schedule of 
athletic contests, and by the periodic recur- 
rence of the “social functions” of the 
various “ societies ” and “ clubs ” con- 
nected with the school. 

Tomorrow begin the Christmas holidays, 
and last night the junior class had held its 
“ cotillion,” consequently our brave marks- 
man had not reached his room until long 
after midnight. How, therefore, was he 
expected to rise in time for chapel ? 

Still his breast is not without some mis- 
givings when two hours later he stands be- 
fore the chiffonier adding the finishing 
touches to his toilet. 

Now, Lionel Ryland, or as he writes 
himself, P. Lionel Ryland—but whether 
the P. stands for Peter or Patrick, or has 
been assumed simply to balance the pre- 
ponderance of liquid sounds in his name, 1 
cannot say. Of course there were not 
wanting invidious tongues to whisper that 
his real name was Patrick Leo Reilly; but 
again, as there are no solid grounds for 
believing that a name so rich in suggestions 
of Irish aristocracy and loyalty to the 
.ancient Faith should be distasteful to the 
bearer, it is not well to lend too willing an 
ear‘to these rumors—Well, Lionel Ryland, 
as I was about to say, is not a bad-looking 
young man. He seems intellectual and re- 
fined, and if we peep over his shoulder 
into the mirror while he arranges his cravat, 
we shall see that even his fastidious taste 
appears satisfied with the features reflected 
there. 

It is, at first glance, a good, open face, 
perhaps a trifle too pale; a pallor not in- 
deed, as Lionel’s own conscience testifies, 
and as his latest report of class standing 
confirms, due to excessive zeal for learning. 
Those shadows, too, beneath the eyes are 
not at all reassuring; and—yes, if we 
look close, we shall discern a decidedly 
pinkish glow in the corners of those eyes. 
And there is something deeper—something 
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our eyes are unable to discover, but of 
which the owner of that handsome face is 
only too keenly conscious—that throbbing', 
rending pain within. 

Perhaps, reader, you recognize the symp- 
tom. Lionel certainly does, for of late the 
ailment has become almost chronic, and 
this morning it provokes from him the 
following monologue: 

“ By George! I’ve got to ease up. 
This pace is altogether too fast,—it is kill- 
ing. 1 wonder if the folks will notice any- 
thing wrong ? ” 

He was thinking of the day, over two 
years ago, when he bade “ God-speed ” to 
his parents as they were setting out for a 
prolonged tour in Europe, and he for col- 
lege. They were back now, and had sent 
word for him to spend the holidays at 
home. 

“ Pooh! Two years make a big change 
in a man. But what a ‘ kid ’ 1 was when 
1 left home, and what a green ‘ Freshy ’ 
the fellows must have thought me! They 
had a great time with me when they hailed 
me along for the first lark. That’s when 
I first met Amy. Let me see, that was last 
May; she then thought me a sort of tin 
god—the crack pitcher of the college nine. 
Well, that racket cost me the place on the 
team. But I wonder why they ‘fired’ 
me ? It was but the first time 1 broke 
training; others had been doing so right 
along and were kept on the team. I’ll 
wager the Faculty had a hand in it. They 
used to make much of me once; now I 
never meet the President or a Professor 
without getting a lecture on degeneracy. 
Do I look like a degenerate ? Pshaw! 
surely no one except the fellows in our set 
knows that I am at all fast or loose.” 

Lionel might not have dismissed the 
subject so carelessly had he recalled the 

full import of the closing lines of the poem 
lately analyzed in his English class: 

“ O wad some Pow’r the giftie gie us 
To see oursel’s as ithers see us! 
it wad frae monie a blunder free us 

And foolish notion; 
What airs in dress and gait would leave 

But, of course, Lionel is a youth, and a 
college youth at that, and so—well, he 
doesn’t reflect. And as none is so blind as 
he that will not see, so Lionel, turning 
aside from the mirror of his soul, lays all 
the blame of his misfortunes to the spite 
of the Faculty. 

“They’re down on me because I withdrew 
from the ‘ Sodality ’ and the ‘ Sanctuary 
Society.’ Yet a fellow has to outgrow the 
age of singing hymns and of parading 
about the altar in a surplice. Besides, 1 
want t^ give the new fellows a show ” 

• Pure selfishness of course! But just here 
there is a rap at the door. 

“ Come in! Hello, Jack, what’s up ? ” 
“ You’re in for it, old man,” was the 

solemn rejoinder of the new-comer, as he 
threw himself into the rocker and pro- 
ceeded to light a cigarette ; something, of 
course, which he had no business doing, 
but, again, he was a college boy, and— 
well, that explains it. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked Lionel, 
a little alarmed at the solemnity of the 
other’s tone. 

“ Well—eh—doncherknow, you were 
pinched last night. It must have got out, 
doncherknow, that some of the fellahs 
had keys, so the ‘ Old Man ’ lay for you, 
and—well, the Head Proc. wants to see 
you right off.” 

“ Great Scott, this is serious. I hope it 
don’t mean suspension or expulsion.” 
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“ Hard luck, old chappy. Very sorry, 
doncherknow, but—eh—say, old man, 
you won’t—eh—give the other fellahs 
away ? Heh! ” 

The question suddenly ended in a 
startled exclamation as the speaker shrank 
back, affrighted at the fierce glance of con- 
tempt that Lionel shot at him as he strode 
out of the room. 

“ I didn’t know that Jack Halstead was 
that mean and selfish,” he mused, as he 
passed down the corridor. “If the rest 
of the fellows are made of the same stuff, 
I’ll be shot if ever I have anything to do 
with them again.” 

Apparently Lionel’s mood presents a 
fertile soil for the reception of the seed 
of grace—or of perdition. Shall the right 
sower come ? 

As Lionel’s hand rests on the knob of 
the Head Proctor’s door, a flood of per- 
plexing thoughts surges through his brain, 
and his heart sinks leaden. - He falters, 
his hold relaxes, and he turns sadly away. 
He dare not enter; he must first collect 
his thoughts. What shall he say to ex- 
cuse himself ? Shall he deny all knowl- 
edge of the charge and trust his com- 
panions to support him ? Shall he admit 
everything, implicate his associates, lay 
the blame on them, and beg for clemency ? 
Shall he flatly lie out of the scrape? 

“ No, no, I can’t do it,” he muttered, 

setting his teeth firmly. “I’ll take my 
medicine. I’ve had my fun, or, at least, I 
thought 1 was buying the real article, and 
now I must foot the bill; that’s flat, even 
if it prove a big one.’’ 

So once more he grasped the door knob, 
but again overcome by a faintness that 
stole through every nerve, he faltered, and 
once more turned away. 

“ Confound it, what a coward I am! 

m 

Surely, I’m not afraid of Father Beek- 
man’s reproaches and indignation, What 
a fool, to fear an angry man; and haven’t 
I, by my conduct during the past half- 
year, been defying Heaven itself and 
braving the terrors of hell? Well, what 
inconsistent dolts we are ! Indeed, if 1 never 
suffer anything worse in my life—or for 
that matter, in the life to come—than the 
worst that will befall me to-day, I shall 
deem myself a most favored child of 
fortune! ” 

Now, reader, do not be too hasty to 
accuse Lionel of cowardice. He has, I 
venture to say, more moral courage than 
many of you v/ho are making this analysis 
of his character and who think yourselves 
pretty good sort of people. He has been 
thoughtless, imprudent, vain, intemperate, 
and weak, if you will, but not mean, 
malicious, or cowardly. He lacks experi- 
ence, he is uninformed, and though boast- 
ing nineteen years of age, he is too young 
to shift for himself; he should have had 
at least two more years of a careful 
parent’s supervision. No, poor Lionel is 
not a coward, nor is he superstitious. 
When he shall have added more years to 
his age, and shall take time to reflect on 
this event, he will recognize as the cause 
of his wavering, heart-failings, and fear, 
the inexorable tyrant who makes cowards 
of us all—conscience; that voice within, 
which, however we may for a time 
smother or evade it, is destined event- 
ually to rise sternly and grimly, one 
might almost say, with mocking irony, to 
chide us for our mistakes no less than for 
our misdeeds. 

Father Beekman is at his desk when 
Lionel enters, and greets the youth with 
a serious yet not unkindly glance, bidding 
him be seated. 
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“ I thank you, Master Ryland, for your 
promptness,” he began with his customary 
measured and stately phrase. “ It will, no 
doubt, be a cause of mutual gratification 
to have the painful interview over as 
speedily as possible. Well, sir, last night 
you wantonly abused a very great privilege. 
By a special concession, your class was 

permitted to hold its reception, with the 
understanding that all should be in their 
respective dormitories by eleven o’clock. 
You, with several others, did not appear 
until some hours later; and then—it shames 
me to have to say it—you arrived in a most 
unseemly condition. The penalty for this 
offense, as you are aware, is prompt expul- 
sion. Three of your associates already, 
within the past hour, have heard me pro- 
nounce against them this sentence. It is 
but a question of time for the others, who 
have thus far eluded my vigilance, to meet 
detection and due punishment. 

“ Now these irregularities and abuses of 
discipline extend over some time ; but so 
long as I lacked clear proof, or the evidence 
was such as I did not. care to make use of, 
I contented myself simply with warning 
you, trying to persuade you to desist. You 
however chose to disregard my counsel; 
there was nothing left for me, but to catch 
you red-handed and to impose the penalty. 
Have you anything to say in your defense ?” 

“ Nothing, sir,”murmued the crest-fallen 
Lionel. 

“ And yet I am fain to avert the blow 
that threatens you,” pursued the old priest, 
“ for your dear parents’ sake, both of whom 
I knew as children. Your father, Lionel, 
was a pupil of mine twenty-five years ago; 
and although, if 1 recall aright his tempera- 
ment and views, he may not allot to your 
case that gravity which I believe it merits, 
still your mother would take it keenly to 

heart. Her true religious instincts would 
cause her to regard your expulsion from 
college as a dire calamity, as a sign of your 
spiritual degeneracy. And if she knew the 
full facts of the case nothing in your regard 
would cause her more anxiety and grief. 
And she is right, my boy.” 

Lionel here felt a big lump rising in his 
throat, which he tried hard to swallow; 
and yes—tears are actually standing in his 
eyes, ready to roll down his cheeks. 
Father Beekman had indeed baited his hook 
well. The fish is wriggling at the end of 
the line, but it will require deft skill to land 
him safely. 

Perhaps the old priest’s ardent zeal for 
Lionel’s conversion made him less cautious. 
At any rate when he continued, the contri- 
tion awakened by the chords of filial devo- 
tion so cleverly struck upon Lionel’s heart- 
strings began to wane and vanish; and in its 
stead there arose that psychic condition ex- 
tremely hard to analyse—a spirit not unlike 
that which medieval writers named, “ pos- 
session by the devil,” a spirit under whose 
influence we doggedly resist all efforts to 
coerce us into the paths of rectitude, while 
all the time we are conscious of the justice 
and necessity of what is being urged; con- 
scious too, of grief and shame at our errors 
and misdeeds. This then was the feeling 
that waxed within Lionel’s breast as Father 
Beekman continued his discourse. 

“ It has been remarked furthermore, that 
of late you have been shirking your religious 
duties. Now, my dear boy, it is patent that 
all is not well between you and God. 
Come then, straighten up your accounts; 
go to confession to-day before you leave, 
and pledge me your word that you will 
break off your former intimacies and habits. 
If you do, you may return to school after 
the holiday, and you will be restored to 
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your former place .of honor with the 
Faculty and your fellow-students. Do you 
consent ? ” 

“ I—eh—1—in fact, sir, I am not at all 
ready. 1 am afraid it’s of no use. I 
thank you, sir—thank you most sincerely 
but - but, really I cannot -cannot—do as— 
you ask,” he stammered faintly, his voice 
growing weaker until it died away in a sort 
of pitiable wail. 

The old priest realized that he had made 
a slip, and so tried to recover lost ground. 

“Tut—tut—boy; I am sure you mean 
well. And perhaps it were not wise to take 
advantage of the present circumstances. 
Though, truly, many another lad would 
have jumped at this chance of righting 
himself. Well then, go, enjoy your holi- 
days, but write me before you return that 
you have complied with ail my demands— 
otherwise, I feel compelled to say it, your 
name shall be stricken from the college 
register.” 

Lionel felt himself deeply stirred by the 
Father’s evident kindness, yet he could not 
find anything to say, save to stammer forth 
a few inarticulate words of gratitude, as 
he grasped the open palm extended towards 
him. 

“Good-bye, Ryland, my boy, and may the 
holidays prove for you a real blessing; 
may the coming Messiah find within your 
heart his Bethlehem. With all sincerity I 
wish you a merry Christmas.” 

“ Thanks, your Reverence ; I wish you 
the same—and—and, sir, I beg a remem- 
brance in your holy prayers.” 

“ Why, certainly, boy, you shall have 
it. Good-bye.” 

In a small town nestling among the hills 
of central Massachusetts stands the home of 
the Rylands. It is a spacious dwelling 
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suggesting affluence and refinement. Out 
of doors the snow lies two feet thick, and 
is still falling. In strong contrast to the 
muffled mumble of vehicles and the almost 
noiseless tread of the passerby, and of the 
tramp of horses, may be heard, sharp and 
clear, the jingle of bells, the crack of whip, 
and the impatient shouts of the driver, nay, 
even the heavy breathing of man and beast 
as they trudge through the driving storm. 

Thicker and faster, with an almost con- 
scious gayety, the crystal flakes wheel and 
flit about. Like whitewinged heralds from 
heaven they seem, eager to oveTwhelm 
every living creature with the glad tidings 
of the Saviour’s birth. They whirl about 
the head of the wayfarer, beat into his 
face, kiss his cheek and lip, cling to his 
breast, and even strive to slip beneath the 
tightly buttoned collar in order to find 
their way to his heart to deposit their mes- 
sage of peace. 

Within the home of the Rylands good 
cheer and mirth hold high revel this night. 
Not counting the transient guests of the 
day, the family is composed of Lionel’s 
parents and a widowed aunt, a younger 
sister of Mrs. Ryland, with her little 
daughter of four. In honor of the last- 
named member, of course, a gorgeous 
Christmas tree with its brave apparel of 
tinsel, toys, and tapers has been set up- 
Take it all in all, it is a happy scene, the 
picture of a real old-fashioned yule-tide 
festival. 

In an upper room we again come upon 
Lionel as he stands before a mirror getting 
ready for dinner. Perhaps it is the law of 
association of ideas asserting itself, but at 
any rate the theme of Lionel’s thoughts 
just now is akin to that of his monologue 
of yesterday. 

“ Have 1, then, really changed so much ? ’’ 
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he muses. “ Have they remarked any- 
thing wrong ? It may be sheer imagina- 
tion, yet I cannot shake off a feeling of 
uneasiness and anxiety. True, father ex- 
pressed unqualified approval at the change 
in me. He seems no longer to treat me as 
a boy. In his eyes, at least, I am improved. 
But as for mother, I cannot make out her 
looks. Her eyes seem to be on me all the 
time, and to tell the truth, they make me 
feel queer — yes, guilty. And Aunt 
Gladys—I wonder am I to take her re- 
mark as a compliment ? Let me see,— 
how did she put it ? ‘ Why, you’re a 
real man, Lionel, but you have terrible 
eyes. You had better beware of the girls, 
for I’m afraid you’ll make shipwreck of 
their silly hearts.’ What did she mean ? 
Perhaps she didn’t know herself; she likes 
to say smart things. But the little one 
puzzled me. She seems terribly afraid of 
me. 1 cannot at all win her good will. 
No amount of chocolates or toys can bribe 
her; nor can the folks force her to come 
near me. What is there in me so terrifying 
to this baby ? ” 

To increase his uneasiness he recalled 
something he had read or heard somewhere 
to the effect that the instincts of an inno- 
cent child often serve as the safest criterion 
for judging moral character. But he tried 
to laugh the thought away as nonsense. 

Later that night after the festivities were 
over and the guests had departed or retired, 
father and son are seen seated in the library 
smoking. On a small table near them 
stands a bowl of steaming punch whose 
aromatic vapors mingled with the fumes of 
their “ Henry Clays ” pervade the room. 
Ryland Sr. is handing a glass of the liquor 
to his son, remarking with somewhat of an 
apologetic smile: 

“ Of course, Lionel, you understand I am 

not encouraging you in the use of strong 
drink, but then you know this is a very 
special occasion. A glass or two to-night 
will do you no harm; you will sleep soundly 
after the excitement of the day. I don’t 
suppose, eh—that you indulge habitually ; 
do you ? ” 

“Well, sir,—I—well, no, not habitually,” 
stammered Lionel just a little staggered by 
the question. 

“ Hem, that’s not a very decided denial,” 
said the elder with a beaming smile. “ I 
suppose you’re like most college boys, you 
have your little larks now and then. Well, 
well, I shan’t be hard on you; yet remem- 
ber, boy, moderation, even in drink, is the 
badge of true respectability; moderation, 
Lionel; don’t go to excess.” 

Lionel felt encouraged, almost elated at 
what he deemed his father’s broad common 
sense; and he was debating mentally 
whether he ought not to make a clean 
breast of his luckless escapade. He felt 
sure that his parent would regard it as a 
harmless bit of fun, and would probably 
send him to Hale University to complete 
his education, an institution of whose 
Law department the elder Ryland was him- 
self a graduate, and of whose social advan- 
tages he was continually boasting. In fact 
had it not been for the mother’s insistance 
Lionel would not have been sent to Windom 
at all. 

Why should he not speak out ? Here is 
a chance to rid himself forever of the odious 
discipline, the restrictions, the frequent 
chidings, the ever-present dread of expul- 
sion that was sure to haunt him if he re- 
turned to Windom. Three times he 
plucked the cigar from his lips to broach 
the subject, but each time some invisible 
power withheld the words that rose to his 
lips. 
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Ah, Lionel, could your upturned glance 
but penetrate beyond the blue wreaths of 
smoke, through the frescoed ceiling into 
the chamber overhead, they might behold 
there the restraining power at work. For 
there, prostrate on her knees, her arms 
stretched out imploringly, her face upturned 
to heaven, and lips moving in humble 
prayer, is Mrs. Ryland. Her mother heart, 
hardly knowing why she feels so anxious, 
prays ardently for Divine protection and 
grace for her son. Her maternal instinct 
only warns her that dread dangers lurk 
somewhere to ensnare the soul of her 
darling boy. 

Ever since his arrival, her eyes had 
followed him attentively. And while she 
admired his handsome, manly features and 
his strong physique, there was something 
in his air, in his manner, in his looks 
that stirred a mighty anxiety in her own 
bosom. A hundred times her wistful eyes 
had been bent searchingly upon his face, 
peering beyond into the depths of his 
soul for the something which she failed to 
find there, that something also which she 
will never see there again, innocence and 
childish faith and simplicity have fled from 
those bright eyes forever. Never hope to 
see them there again. The utmost you 
dare expect to find within those eyes will 
be the softened light of penance, and upon 
that handsome face the lines of stern reso- 
lution to atone for the past, and to fight 
more bravely the battles of the future. 

And so, when father and son part to re- 
tire for the night, Lionel has not said any- 
thing about his disgrace, nor yet has he 
despatched the letter so longed for by 
old Father Beekman. 

For a week Lionel’s resolution hangs in 
the balance. And now the time of grace 

has almost expired, as he sits near the fire 
one night meditating on the perplexing ques- 
tion. His brow is knit into a deep frown, 
and so absorbed is he that he does not hear 
his mother enter the room. Not until she 
has gone up to him and softly wound her 
arm about his neck, is he aware of her 
presence. Gently she smooths out the 
wrinkles on his forehead and strokes his 
fair curls. 

“ Son, what is the matter ? ” she asks 
tenderly. “ Your mind seems troubled.” 

Lionel does not reply, and the poor 
woman, though pained at his seeming lack 
of confidence, does not chide, does not 
even, press him for an answer, but her 
heart is wrung with pity and anxiety. 
She continues in caressing, almost in plead- 
ing accents: 

“ Lionel, son, 1 come to ask a favor of 
you. Do you remember ever'since your 
First Communion, until we sailed for Eu- 
rope, how each New Year you came with 
me, and together we approached the Holy 
Table, and how you would renew your 
promise to be a good boy, to shun all evil 
companions, and never consent to a wicked 
thought or deed ? Will you come with 
me to-morrow, Lionel ? Say you will.” 

She is weeping now, but more in sym- 
pathy, for Lionel can no longer restrain 
his feelings. He is wholly conquered at 
last. He has risen from his seat and has 
thrown himself on his knees at his mother’s 
feet. With streaming eyes, he takes her 
hand that rests on his head and presses it 
to his lips, asking her forgiveness. He 
discloses to her the sad havoc that his 
folly has wrought, but he dare not tell all. 
There are some secrets of that bitter past 
that may be whispered only into the ear 
of God’s minister. 
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The burden of anxiety is lifted from 
the mother’s heart. In the joy of having 
regained her son’s trust and love, she for- 
gets the loss of that precious jewel she 
had sought in vain. Her hopes repose in 

her Redeemer, and she shares the joy 
the angels feel when the penitent weeps. 

Next morning a letter is on its way to 
Windom College to cheer the heart of old 
Father Beekman. “ BILL,” ’OO. 

A RUSH. 

There was a row in Silver Street, that near to Dublin Quay, 
Between an Irish regimint an’ English cavalree. 
It started at Revellev and it lasted on till dark; 
The first man dropped at Harrison’s, the last forninst the Park. 
* * * # # * # 

There was a row in Silver Street—it isn’t over yet, 
For half of us are under guard, wid punishments to get. 
’Tis all a meericle to me as in the Clink I lie; 
There was a row in Silver Street—begad 1 wonder why. 

—Ttydyard Kipling. 

There was a row out front to-day, down by the college gate, 
Between the frisky Freshmen and the Sophomores sedate, 
It started after breakfast an’ it ended just at lunch. 
The Freshies tried to hold their ground, but the Sophos licked the 

bunch. 
******* 

There was a row out front to-day—it isn’t over yet, 
For half of us are in the jug, with many lines to get ; 
’Tis all a meericle to me how the rumpus did begin, 
But if they get pestiferous—why we’ll do ’em up agin. 

G, ’02. 
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RUSKIN. 

BUT few names are so intimately asso- 
ciated with all that is refined and 

unique in modern English literature as that 
of John Ruskin. His life, while free from 
striking incidents, possesses many things 
of interest to those who love him for his 
books. 

Like most men who have attained pre- 
eminence, he evinced, while still very 
young, a marked precocity in that art 
which was in after years to make his name 
famous. At six he began to write verse. 
As his father was a man of considerable 
wealth and culture young Ruskin received 
at home the first elements of a good edu- 
cation, which was afterwards completed at 
Oxford. On his leaving the University 
his father settled upon him an ample an- 
nuity and established him in bachelor quar- 
ters. From this period may be dated his 
enthusiasm for art. Frequent articles from 
his pen on the subject of painting appear 
in ‘Blackwood’s Magazine. 

His first memorable efforts were in be- 
half of the English painter, Turner, and 
were instrumental in laying the founda- 
tions of his fame as an art critic. Some 
time afterwards he accepted the Slade pro- 
fessorship of Fine Arts at Oxford. This 
office he filled with distinction for many 
years. 

So much for the outline of his life. 
Now for the man himself, his aims and 
ideas. Above all, he was an earnest man, 
and as a consequence an industrious one. 
His capacity for work seemed unlimited 

and out of all proportion to his delicate 
body. His efforts were characterized by 
breadth of conception, virility, and a won- 
derful regard for detail. As a word- 
painter he is unsurpassed and seldom 
approached. Although most of the great 
artists hold opinions at variance with 
his precepts of painting; although few 
social economists of note can be found 
who agree with his ideas on sociology; 
although practically no geologist will ad- 
mit his theories with regard to terrestrial 
formations,we cannot but admire the genius 
displayed in the advocacy of his opinions on 
these subjects. On his power of clothing 
ideas in words rests the genius of Ruskin. 
While some of his opinions may have been 
untenable, and his knowledge often inac- 
curate, as regards the means of the repre- 
sentation of his ideas he was never at fault. 

He possessed an unerring faculty of verbal 
demonstration. A word was to him what 

a foil is to a skilful swordsman, or a chisel 
to a sculptor. No man knew better the 
capabilities and limitations of language than 
Ruskin. 

But were we to praise him merely for 
his technical skill as a stylist and neglect in 
our eulogy that pure current of heartfelt 
sincerity and genuine love of his fellow 
creatures which is as apparent in his woiks 
as the blue vein in a delicate hand, we would 
be guilty of a downright injustice to Ruskin 
the man. No selfish motive prompted him 
to write. He recognized the beauties of art 
and nature and was anxious that all man- 
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kind should see them too. He strove to 
impress his thoughts and ideals on others, 
because he was sincere in all his convictions 
and hopes, and generously wished to share 
them with the world. 

His critics say that in many things he was 
mistaken. This is only another way of 
saying he was human. Let them point out 
mistakes innumerable, let them find one on 
every page, in every paragraph, there is one 

mistake they will never find—the most dili- 
gent search will fail to reveal in one passage, 
in one line, a mistake of bad for good, of 
low for noble, in short, they will fail to find 
one moral sophism. 

Ruskin the art critic, Ruskin the man, is 
dead. But the noble ideals of his radiant 
genius will live to lead future generations to 
the proper conception of the good, the pure, 
and the beautiful. 

E. A. MCCOY, ’OO. 
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SONG. 

Fame, Name, O Fame !—the elves that torture men, 
Loud praise to-day, loud praise in coming years, 

Fame, Name, O Fame!—great Fame 1 wished for then, 
Though both should bring me grief and bitter tears. 

Fame, Name, O Fame !—the imps that ruin men, 
Loud praise I sought in near and distant lands ; 

Fame, Name, O Fame!—great Fame of lip and pen, 
1 grasped my Fame and naught was in my hands. 

I 

INSPIRATION. 

My heart leaps up with an ecstatic thrill, 
Emboldened by a courage heaven-sent ! 

A potent spirit moves my will 
And leaves me filled with great intent. 

J. B. H., ’01. 

ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI. 

The sea stretched tempest-tossed and wide, 
Black, save a light that gleamed afar, 
Refulgent as the evening star, 

Christ’s beck’ning love, His only guide. 

A lustrous light, it overcame 
The troubled sea, the way was won, 
And ere the journey half was done, 

Lo ! all the world reveres His name. 
F- A. C., ’02. 
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Education is a broad term. It may be 
taken in a limited sense and be made to 
mean the bringing out of some one faculty 
of man, the informing of some one part 
of man, but when accepted in its broadest 
sense it must clearly mean the bringing 

out of the whole man, the informing of 
all his faculties. Man is a comjiosite 
being. He has his physical nature, his 
intellectual nature, and his moral nature. 
The education that would best attain 
its object, would be of such a kind as to 
reach the physical, the intellectual and 
the moral components of man. Let edu- 
cation neglect any one of these compo- 
nents and it shall have missed its aim. 
Sound principles must be acquired that 
will enable the man to perceive the right 
and the wrong, and sufficient incentives 
must be proposed to encourage him 
to avoid the one and embrace the 
other. The various faculties must he 
developed, the intellect to perceive truth 
and detect error, and to deduce other 
truths from evident or proved premises; 
the imagination to perceive and enjoy the 
beauties of nature and art, and all the 
several senses to he on the alert to reach 
the specific objects peculiar to them. The 
body must he seen to, that there may be a 
“mens Sana in corpore sano.” We can 
readily conceive a man issuing from a 
course of education in almost perfect phy- 
sical condition, hut with mind so unde- 
veloped, or, with moral sense so blunted, 
that he may become for society an assured 
drone or a possible menace; or, again we 
may conceive a man coming forth well 
equipped physically and mentally, hut 
without the protection of solid moral 
principles and confirmed moral habits, 
which defect will render him all the more 
dangerous to society as his intellect will 
be the more brilliant. Possibly the sys- 
tem of education which apparently sent 
out such a product, may not be to blame. 
Untoward weeds will crop up j]i the 
most carefully tended garden. Yet is it 
true to say that there will be less liability 
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of any such results -where the whole scope 
of education has been fully grasped, and 
provision made for the full development 
of the student. 

* * * * 

At this moment when so much empha- 
sis is put upon technical and specialized 
education, it is with a sense of relief that 
we read the recent discourse of President 
Hadley, of Yale University, on “Univer- 
sity Ideals.” After having clearly stated 
the specific objects of French and Ger- 
man university training, the learned Pres- 
ident takes up the subject of American 
universities, and points out the great di- 
vergence of opinion that exists among our 
educators as to the exact objects which 
universities should have in view and the 
means best adapted to the attainment of 
such objects. But there are certain prin- 
ciples that are recognized by almost all 
interested in education, as for example is 
this: “ The ideal university is not an 
agency for teaching the student the par- 
ticular facts which are going to be of ser- 
vice to him.” So changeable are the con- 
ditions of the present day that it is im- 
possible to know exactly what will be 
necessary for a later day when one will 
have gone forth to contend with the 
world. The speaker then enunciates the 
principle which forms the germ of his 
entire discourse: ■“ In the matter of train- 
ing itself, our higher institutions of learn- 
ing should undertake to teach theory 
rather than practice, methods of reason- 
ing rather than methods of doing things.” 

Then he proceeds to say: “ The best 
law schools in the country concern them- 
selves less witli the purely practical side 
of their teaching, and more wfith the 
development in the student of the power 
of thought which underlies the cases that 
are studied. The best medical schools 
are becoming, in relatively less degree, 
schools of applied medicine, and more 
schools of advanced psychology and pa- 
thology.” And speaking more particu- 
larly of universities, he states: “Not 
only must the university really train its 
students, and train them in habits of 
reasoning, but it must, I think, in the 
opinion of the most clear-sighted Ameri- 
can observers, teach them to reason in 
more than one line. \Ye must recognize 
that the university is not a place solely or 
primarily for the training of specialists, 
but as far as time and financial conditions 
will allow, for the training of citi- 
zens.” 

The speaker is in favor of that all- 
round training that will fit the student 
when he comes forth into the world to 
attack and master the great questions that 
will be found agitating society. His mind 
must be broad enough to enable him to 
reason upon the grave questions of the 
hour, and form his own opinions. He 
must not be so circumscribed by a too 
early special training that he may have 
no thought but of the specialty to which 
he has confined himself. He should be a 
leader of public sentiment, guiding others 
by the presentation of true principles to 
what is most noble and most secure. 
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The only excuse we can offer for the 
following remarks is that the abundance 
of short stories which now regularly ap- 
pear in nearly all college publications, 
needs, we think, a few words of criticism, 
especially as regards their faulty pecu- 
liarities. We propose to point out only 
the faults of the different stories, and to 
leave the good qualities at rest for the 
present. 

The first blemish—the greatest, to our 
mind—which, like a bad daub of paint 
that ruins some otherwise perfect picture, 
is the introduction, into the make up of 
a story, of some dull, uninteresting inci- 
dent that in no way affects the plot of the 
story, while it causes in the reader the 
suspicion that its object is to “fill out.” 

Any one who has read a short story, 
which recently appeared in a Southern 
college magazine, dealing with an inci- 
dent of the sea, will readily understand 
the effect of this fault. The writer of 
this story deliberately begins with the 
rather tiresome narration of a seaside 
hotel dinner, which, together with the 
subsequent actions recorded, has no 
bearing upon the plot at all. His telling 
us of his dinner and siesta in no wise in- 
creases our interest in his plot. It rather 
detracts therefrom. 

Another, by no means the least par- 
donable of imperfections in a short story, 
js the absence of clearness in the plot. 
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Of course a clever writer may build a 
story out of airy, fairy creations of his 
own erratic fancy, but these creations 
must have some definite form and must 
not task the mind of the credulous 
reader too much or the sense of the story 
is wholly lost. 

Perhaps the writer of “Blind Chance” 
in the Yale Courant of January the 
twentieth has made himself liable to this 
charge of obscurity, as the denouement 
of his well-written endeavor is, to state 
it mildly, very obscure. 

Then the conversational effect in a few 
short stories is a point that ought to be 
remarked upon. We have noted a chosen 
few wherein the characters are made to 
talk as no person in every-day life ever 
does talk. JSTow, since true interpreta- 
tion of nature is the chief excellence of 
every good short story, we believe certain 
of our story-writers would produce better 
results were their conversational parts 
more natural. 

The careful use of descriptive epithets 
seems to be utterly disregarded by a cer- 
tain class of writers. Imagine, if you 
can,-“ a golden-haired, violet-eyed man,” 
and upon the next page the same won- 
derful creation is described as “He of the 
purple, velvety eyes.” 

Ye gods! would not Apollo’s shade 
feel envious if perchance it should peruse 
such stuff. 
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111 another magazine from a college in 
the same State, is read the following— 
this, however, referring to a member of 
the fair sex : “Did you ever see a face 
coated with so much angelic sweetness ?” 
To think of the sons of such a State as 
Virginia, the acknowledged home of 
handsome women and chivalrous men, 
using such expressions to define their 
characters. 

’Tis finished. You see we have not 
swerved from the path indicated by our 
statement above. As regards the good 
qualities of college magazine short stories 
we hope to write some other time. 

“Sea Gulls,” in the Mount Holyoke, 
is an interesting love story, written in a 
neat, careful style that displays the wri- 
ter’s accuracy of language and delicacy 
of expression. The sentiment is not 
mere bosh, but sound, healthy, college 
woman sense. This is especially shown 
in the last lines, where the college girl, 
who has been present 'when the man she 
loves proposed to another woman, accepts 
the condition of affairs with laudable 
philosophy. “ The Educated Unem- 
ployed,” in the same magazine, is full of 
vigor and thought, and can be read with 
advantage by any college graduate to-be. 
“A Fudge Pan” contains three short 
sketches without any pretence at plots. 
These sketches add to the attractiveness 

of this magazine and make such a de- 
partment an object of imitation. 

Among the many exchanges that adorn 
our table, that of the University of Chi- 
cago is one of the most pleasurable to 
read. The fact that it is a weekly publi- 
cation only increases our praise for it, 
since from the appearances of many other 
weeklies, this kind of a magazine seems 
to be the most difficult to run. In the 
last three numbers of this welcome vis- 
itor we find a striking originality that is 
commendable. “ Concerning Chafing- 
Dishes,” in the most recent number, is a 
short story that does not belie the much- 
abused word “interesting.” An ancient 
legend is worked into its plot with a very 
modern application, which only goes to 
show that the “certain sort of irresistible 
drawing about the woman with the cha- 
fing-dish” still remains, at least in fiction, 
even from the time of Csesar. 

Of course the greater part of the mat- 
ter in a weekly must be local, but the 
items recorded in the Chicago Weekly are 
invariably interesting, and these com- 
bined with excellently written editorials, 
make it in all, we think, the best college 
weekly published. We note the lack of 
verse in this magazine, but perhaps the 
poetically inclined reserve all their efforts 
for their nfonthly. 

A. C. G., ’01. 



Again does the Outing for February 
elicit our admiration by its excellent 
articles. The feature of this month is 
that it is distinctively a Southern number, 
containing as it does many stories illus- 
trated in a rather attractive manner. We 
are sure that they will delight many. 

* * * * 

John Duncan Quackenbos has, by his 
article entitled “Moral Value of Hypnotic 
Suggestion,” caught our eye in the Feb- 
ruary Harper’s. Writing, as he seems to 
do, from experience, his contribution 
shows much thought and a clear knowl- 
edge of the subject. Keeping in view 
his object he adduces instances in which 
crime has been lessened, excesses ren- 
dered normal, and immoral tendencies 
bettered. Continuing in the steps of 
Bernheim and Charcot, the great French 
experimenters in this branch of “psychic 
impressionability,” he dwells 'upon the 
importance of suggestion and suggesti- 
bility. Although we find fault with 
some few of his tenets, yet in considera- 
tion of the fact that he has had notable 
experience, we pass them by in silence. 

“ The phenomena of hypnotism are 
scientifically explicable on the supposition 
of a double self, or duplex personality, 
each self having a distinct state of con- 
sciousness. One of these states is called 
the primary consciousness, and for want 

300 

of a better definition it may be explained 
as the self-luminousness of the objective 
mind, the inner light in which all the 
actions of the waking mind are made 
visible to that mind. The other, called 
the secondary consciousness, holds those 
mental procedures of which, objectively, 
we know nothing—all automatic actions. 
Each human being is thus an individual 
with two distinct phases of existence, a 
combination of two personalities which 
do not shade each into the other—the per- 
sonality by which he is known to his 
associates, which takes cognizance of the 
outside world and carries consciously on 
the ordinary business of life; and a 
deeper, more subtle personality, which 
science has demonstrated to be capable 
of acting independently of a physical en- 
vironment; which, as the image of God 
intuitively perceives, and which the 
writer believes, will assume relief after 
death as the essence of the pneuma, or 
spirit. Through hypnotization this sub- 
limal or submerged self which sponta- 
neously asserts itself in the natural som- 
nambulistic state is brought into active 
control.” 

Proceeding, he dwells on the manner 
in which he obtains control of his subject, 
how his concentration is centered on 
some object that will tire the ocular 
muscles, and then an appeal is made to 
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the imagination. Since according to 
many the imagination may work while 
the subject is wrapped in sleep, he gives 
himself up to the operator, on whose 
ability he relies for a cure from the moral 
disorder. Many actual cases of excess 
have occurred, and have been cured, in 
the experience of the writer, notably 
alcoholic ones. In conclusion, the writer 
says that he supports hypnotism only 
when rightly used, and not when at- 
tempted by irresponsible or unscrupulous 
persons. We would commend a perusal 
to the members of the Post-Graduate 
Department, and feel sure that they will 
enjoy a pleasant ten or twenty minutes 
with its writer. We note with pleasure 
that Mrs. Ward has her second install- 
ment of “ Eleanor ” in Harper’s. “Under 
the Old Code” by Rebecca Harding 
Davis, is a story that reminds us very 
strongly of the conditions that now exist 
in Kentucky, when they are permitted to 
kill people on sight. We would mention, 
in transennam, “ The Railroad and the 
People ” in this same number. 

* * * * 

Glancing tliroirgli the heap of literature 
that is piled up in the North American 
Review for February on the English-Boer 
war, and hastily perusing it, we come to 
one by Major General Howard, U. S. A., 

(retired). We had hoped that from liis 
former position in our army, his account 
would be very satisfactory, but we are 
disappointed. His article is a mere 
sketch of what has been done. There 
seems to be a little partiality shown. 
This is scarcely just, we think. Let us 
regard the war thoughtfully, but let not 
our utterances be harmful to a nation 
that has shown the courage the Boers 
have. Let us rather praise both sides, 
giving honor where it is due, and let us 
hope that the right will come to the 
victor of whom we even yet are so very 
uncertain. 

* * * * 

“ Marriage and Justice in their Legal 
Aspect” is the title of Mr. J. David 
Enright’s article in the Catholic World 
for February. A short resume of the 
history of divorce is set forth. The 
historic influence of the Church, divorces 
in American courts, practices of various 
states, the relations of various state 
courts to each other, the divorces of the 
different states, and the peculiar compli- 
cations arising, are all touched upon 
with more or less skill by the author. It 
is very interesting and I may say a just 
account. Many cases are cited, supposi- 
titious it is true, but illustrative of the 
principles that are brought forth. 

J. A. O’S. 
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LETTER TO A NEGLECTED LIVING AUTHOR. 

Among the JOURNAL’S New England 
exchanges there is one which publishes 
every month an open letter to one or 
other living author of note. 

Without going into extended criticism, 
of the merit of these leaders, I am per- 
fectly willing to agree that they are ably 
and intelligently written. They have 
been running for some time now, but up 
to date I have vainly waited to find a 
communication addressed to the author 
of the now famous “Dooley” series. 
This inattention must, I think, be attri- 
buted to wilful neglect on the part of 
the Purple’s contributors, for “ Mr. 
Dooley,” through his interpreter, F. 
Peter Dunne, is a very much alive author 
and his worth could not have been over- 
looked. 

At any rate, some words of kindly en- 
couragement and correction are due the 
philosophic scion of presumably royal 
Celtic caste. I fancy that “ Dooley ” 
himself is on pins and needles, as it were, 
as he scours the bar of his saloon in the 
Archey Eoad, wondering, as he must, that 
the Purple has never addressed one of 
its very profitable letters to him, and his 
consternation, too, must be mingled some- 
what with regret, for he,'with all other 
literary geniuses of the day, considers, of 
course, that the Purple’s letters are the 
last emolument of fame. 

Feeling, as I do, that “ Dooley ’ ’ has 
been unjustly treated, I have decided to 
be so audacious as to write to him my- 
self, hoping to appease his wrath and 

square the Purple, if it is not already too 
late. So much for the introduction. 
Now for our letter to Mr. Dooley. 

MARTIN DOOLEY, ESQ., 

Archey Eoad, Chicago, 111. 
DEAR SIB : 

Hogan tells me that you are blue in the 
face with rage on account of the shameful 
way in which a certain New England 

magazine has ignored your contributions 
to the nation’s philosojihy. Ton have my 
sympathy, Mr. Dooley, and as a bit of 
consolation I write to you now to give you 
a word or two of praise and then to heap 
all manner of abuse on your venerable 
head. That is the method of our contem- 
porary, you know, whom we are compelled 
to flatter by imitation in order that justice 
may be done you. I hope you will appre- 
ciate the sacrifice. 

It is time that critics throughout the 
land and even beyond the seas had pro- 
claimed their high estimate of your offer- 
ings. You have carried England by storm, 
they say, and have done much for the 
cause of Ireland’s Home Eule aspirations. 
You have been read in clubs, quoted at 
dinner parties, cited in the dailies, but 
you have not yet attained the acme of 
literary fame, for the Purple has ignored 
you. Better far had you been “ damned 
with faint praise ” than suffer the fate of 
having been entirely ignored. 

Why don’t I write to Peter Dunne, do 
you say? 

Well, Mr. Dooley, don’t I know and 
doesn’t everyone know that Peter Dunne, 
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a likely lad though he is, was selling 
Stoats Zeitung extras when you were keep- 
ing the boys in line at the ward primaries ? 
Everybody knows that, and also, that 
Peter Dunne is no more or less than your 
typewriter tickling the keys of a Reming- 
ton in response to the words of wisdom 
that flow from your tips. The daughter 
of the blind Milton writing at her father’s 
dictation was as much the author of 
“ Paradise Lost” as P. Dunne is of the 
“ Mr. Dooley ” books. Let the lad bang 
his machine with the touch and technique 
of a Paderewski, as no doubt he can, but 
to Martin Dooley, B. J., belongs the credit 
of the noble and inspiring works that have 
been foisted by Peter Dunne as his own 
upon the American public. 

Many moments of pleasure have I 
spent in reading your works, as indeed 
has every intelligent creature who can 
appreciate the ethical profundity of your 
thoughts. Of their merit, in the latter 
respect, there can be no doubt. 

That there are faults in your creations 
is equally true. First of all, your gram- 
mar is atrocious, to say nothing of the 
spelling, but the latter, I suppose, is 
Peter’s fault. Goodness, Dooley, why 
don’t you couch your Aristotelean con- 
ceptions in the language of Michigan 
Avenue rather than in the Anglo-lliber- 
nian of the. slaughter pen ? Your disre- 
gard of cases and your verbal distortions 
are as offensive to the soul of culture as 
was a junk of tinned beef to the delicate 
nostrils of a United States private during 
the late war in Cuba. 

To illustrate—I was visiting recently 
a countryman of yours, and I had just 
bought “ You in the hearts of your coun- 
trymen.” 

“ Pat,” said I, “ here is a book Pm sure 
you’ll enjoy.” 

lie took it, and getting his “ glasses ” 
from out the sewing-basket of his “ good 
woman,” drew a chair over near the 
window and proceeded to read. I sat 
opposite, pretending to read the morning- 
paper. Well, Pat had trouble with that 
book. He didn’t seem to get along very 
fast. He turned the book upside-down 
once or twice, not feeling sure which was 
the right side up. Then his “ glasses ” 
needed cleaning, and he wiped them on 
the window-curtain. Then he tried 
again, but it was no use. He finally gave 
up and laid the book on the window-sill, 
and looked out the window. 

“Well,” said I, “How do you like 
Dooley ? ” 

“Well, I dunno,” he answered, “’tis 
good enough; but what language is it 
written in ? ” 

Feeling a little sore, I took up the 
book, and drawing my chair over near 
him, I began to read. I had read the 
book before, and had spent hours in prac- 
tice. Now I read a la Dooley. And Pat 
understood at once. He smiled at the 
humor, and roared at the funny parts, 
grew serious at the moral portions, and 
wept at the pathos. It was a great vic- 
tory for you, Mr. Dooley, in a way. But 
when I stopped, Pat said: 

“ Faix, but he do speak well, and do 
say some good things, but why didn’t he 
write in English ? ” 

Again you grieve me sorely with your 
claims of relationship to the Admiral of 
the Navy. You call him “ Cousin George ” 
when you are no more related to him than 
are the children and post-offices that have 
been named after him. Out upon you, 
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Martin Dooley of Tyrone, or whatever 
part of the green isle you have disgraced, 
by claiming kinship with the “ Dooleys ” 
of Vermont—-“Dooleys” you call them 
when Dewey is the name the nation swears 
by. If Hennissy should stroll into your 
saloon and tell you that his cousin Mark 
Hannasy, for instance, was going to divide 
the White House into tenements for his 
deserving constituents in Ohio, imagine 
your just indignation at your patron’s 
assumption of airs. Methinks there 
would be a row that would raise the dust 
in Archey Road for a fortnight, with you 
losing your license in the bargain. 

Drop this sort of thing, Dooley, and 
remember your past high honors as boss 
of the ward in the days when George 
Dewey was splicing rat lines or at best 
strutting on the main deck of a wooden 
man-of-war with his first pair of shoulder 
straps. 

Speaking of Hennissy reminds me of 
another marring feature of your works. 
Why don’t you give him a chance to 
talk ? The instant he shows his head 
inside the swinging doors of your saloon 
he is maximed—if I may coin the word— 
with the rapid fire of your observations 
on the news of the day. 

Poor old Hennissy! Often, as fancy 
pictured him toasting his toes on your 
coal stove of a cold Saturday night, have 
I pitied and admired him for the calm- 
ness of his resignation in listening to 
your endless tirade. There has he sat, 

“ In Peace and War,” as silent as a 
British field-marshal who has been re- 
pulsed in his attentions to Ladysmith. 
His reticence is unnatural, but some day, 
mark my words, he will rise up and 
assert himself, and then we shall hear 
what that head of his contains; that 
noble head, with its girdle of Oom Paul 
whiskers encircling his cheeks and chin 
like a fringe of scrub on a South African 
kopje. 

It breaks my heart, Martin, to say one 
word against you, for in spite of all the 
uncouthness of your speech and the rest 
of it, you have raised me from abject 
melancholy to a state of cheerful content- 
ment at times when my dear old com- 
panionable text-books have failed to yield 
their wonted consolation. 

So then, Martin,—you don’t mind my 
calling you Martin, do you, dear friend?— 
if you have suffered from my seemingly 
cruel words, remember that I have felt it 
even more keenly than you, just as the 
mother, when she exercises herself with 
her slipper upon the j)erson of her way- 
ward offspring, suffers (so she says) more 
than the dear child who is the object of 
her brachial gyrations. 

With these last words of apology, I 
shall close, with the hope that the fact 
of one college paper having given you the 
attention that you deserve will in a meas- 
ure appease your just wrath for the pre- 
vious neglect which has been yours. 

C. L. DONAHUE. 



LAW SCHOOL. 

The intercollegi- 
ate debate with Wis- 
consin is on. Our 
challenge has been 
accepted by her, and 
already she has 
appointed her three 
representatives. The 

debate will take place here in Wasliington 
sometime in May; the exact date not hav- 
ing yet been set by the two intercollegiate 
committees. Wisconsin has the choice of 
question, Georgetown yielding this, al- 
though at first contending for it as her 
right as challenger; IJp to the time of 
going to press our western opponent had 
not announced the subject of debate. The 
Georgetown representatives have not yet 

to see to it that our very best trio he pit- 
ted against our rival from the West. Wis- 
consin is in every way worthy of our steel. 
She is the recognized leader of the West 
in the matter of debating, having won 
her title by successive victories over the 
Universities of Michigan, Chicago, Illinois 
and Iowa. Without doubt she.ha-s picked 
out her very strongest team, since her 
reputation in the East will he dependent 
in a large measure upon her success in 
this contest. The eyes of the whole col- 
lege world will be upon us, and if we 
would uphold the past of our Debating 
Society we should sink all personal and 
other bickerings and arm. ourselves by 
the choice of the three very best men we 
have in the school. 

been chosen, but the Society will meet on 
Saturday, March 3d, to take some action 
upon this matter. The plan adopted last 
year will probably be followed again—of 
choosing ten men to compete and from 
the ten the three strongest to be chosen 
by the Society. It now becomes the duty 
of every member of the Debating Society 

We are pleased to announce that the 
Judges of the Supreme Court of the Dis- 
trict have agreed upon the change of 
rule asked for by the joint committee of 
the three Law Schools of the District, 
so that hereafter three scholastic years of 
legal study will suffice to take the bar 
examinations. Despite the recent state- 
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ment of a Columbian loyalist in the 
Washington Post, the credit of inaugu- 
rating and pushing forward this move- 
ment rests entirely with the Postgraduate 
Class of Georgetown. It was the com- 
mittee which the latter appointed that 
first broached the matter to the Colum- 
bian and National Law Schools, and suc- 
ceeded in getting them to appoint a like 
committee, “sed de minimis non curat 
lex,” and the matter of who first started 
the movement is not worth the ink it 
takes to discuss it. We would not no- 
tice it were it not that a letter giving all 
credit to Columbian appeared in the Post 
over the signature of the President of 
the Postgraduate Class of that School. 
In the words of a great Admiral—an 
alumnus of Georgetown—“ there is glory 
enough for us all,” and why spend breath 
and ink in discussing to whom belongs 
the credit ? Let us rejoice in the result 
accomplished and not quarrel over the 
identity of “ the feller that did it.” 

Judge Cole has just completed his 
most excellent course in Common Law 
Practice. Every Postgraduate who heard 
him, and it was his first course to that 
Class, was charmed with his lectures. 
There is something so practical about 
every word he utters that one never goes 
away from his lectures without feeling 
that he has had a solid hour of learning. 
And there is such an elevated and moral 
tone to all he says, particularly when he 
deals with the relationship that should 
exist between lawyer and client, and 
between the lawyer and the court. We 
should like very much to see all of his 
lectures in print, and particularly his 
opening address to the class. As an ex- 
ample of the lofty feeling pervading his 

lectures, might be mentioned an incident 
that occurred in the class room at one of 
the closing lectures. Judge Cole had 
been saying that forensic eloquence was a 
much confused term—that he was not 
the most eloquent man before a jury who 
could recite a pretty speech, all prepared 
and rehearsed beforehand, and inter- 
spersed with quotations from this and 
that great lawyer or classical author, but 
rather it was the one who could bring 
forward the most facts and throw them 
into the jury-box clothed in the simplest 
possible language and illumined by such 
quotations as might fit it naturally. Just 
here one of the class interrupted to ask 
if quotations from Scripture were ever 
hurtful. Judge Cole’s retort was quick 
and to the point: “ I don’t know of any 
place in this country where Scripture is 
out of place if applicable to illustrate a 
point.” This is but another form of 
saying what a leading member of the 
Supreme Bench said some years ago, that 
“ we are a Christian nation,” and its ex- 
pression by Judge Cole was warmly ap- 
plauded by the class. 

The second public debate of the year 
was held in the large lecture hall of the 
Law School on Saturday, February 24th. 
Despite the storm the hall was well filled 
when Mr. John J. Brosnan, the new 
president of the Society, arose to welcome 
the guests. Mr. Brosnan’s remarks were 
brief and very well received. After ex- 
pressing his appreciation of the interest 
which those present must have felt in 
the Society and its doings since they 
braved the blizzard that was raging with- 
out in order to hear the second public 
entertainment it had arranged, and allud- 
ing to the past successes of the Debating 
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Society in its public contests, and espe- 
cially in its intercollegiate debates, he 
stated that the subject of this debate was: 
Resolved: That the United. States should 
establish a system of Shipping Indus- 
tries ; and then gracefully introduced the 
four debaters in turn—for the affirma- 
tive, Messrs. Thomas J. Spellacy, Conn., 
and Dionysius F. O’Brien,Rhode Island; 
for the negative, Erastus D. .Telford, 
Illinois, and Otto Bosshard, Wisconsin. 
The judges were Hon. Henry E. Davis, 
Mr. John J. Dolan, and Mr. William H. 
DeLacey. 

Mr. Spellacy opened for the affirmative. 
He said in part: 

It is a question of national importance 
to any nation, that its mercantile and war 
navies should be the best obtainable. 
Nearly every country aids the merchant 
marine. The United States do not. It 
is proposed, therefore, that Congress 
grant subsidies to our ship-owners, that 
is, that it appropriate annually out of the 
funds of the General Government a cer- 
tain amount to be distributed among the 
ship owners of the country. 

The speaker showed the causes of the 
decline of American shipping trade, then 
proposed the remedy, which lay only in- 
the granting of subsidies. 

Formerly, owing to the abundance and 
the cheapness of material, we were able 
to build ships much cheaper than other 
countries, and as a consequence we sur- 
passed all other countries in our shipping- 
trade. But from the year 1850 the cost 
of construction has steadily increased 
with the gradual increase in the price of 
labor. The civil war deflected our trade 
to foreign vessels. The cost of operating 
American vessels is greater than that of 
British or other foreign crafts, owing to 

2S7 

the higher wages and better accommoda- 
tions required by American sailors- Eng- 
land can build steamships at cheaper 
rates than our own country. So much 
for the causes that have brought about 
the decline of our shipping trade. 

There may be suggested many remedies. 
That which presents itself as most prac- 
ticable is the granting of Government 
aid. Hence a bill has been introduced 
in the present session of Congress pro- 
posing to appropriate $9,000,000 annu- 
ally for a term of twenty years, to be ap- 
portioned among the various ship-owners 
of the country. The bill provides for 
absolute impartiality in the distribution 
of the money, and leaves no opening for 
favoritism. 

That the granting of subsidies will in- 
crease our foreign trade there can be no 
reasonable doubt. Neither can there be 
any doubt about the necessity and advisa- 
bility of increasing our shipping. Our 
productions far surpass our home con- 
sumption. We are an isolated country; 
our most profitable markets are beyond 
the seas. Without ships we would be in 
the position of a farmer who would de- 
pend on his neighbor’s team to cart his 
produce to the markets. And why pay 
over $200,000,000 annually to foreign 
ship-owners to transport our produce to 
foreign ports ? Let the G overnment 
grant subsidies to our own ship-owners, 
and then these will be able to compete 
with foreigners who now control our 
trade. 

Mr. Telford opened the debate for the 
negative. He contended that in order to 
justify the establishment of a policy of 
subsidies by the United States the affirma- 
tive must prove that the decline in the 
number of American ships was due to 
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other than natural causes; indeed, by the 
logic of their position, they must attribute 
the decline to a lack of subsidies. 

If this decline was due to no inherent 
defect in our governmental policy, but 
only to natural and inexorable conditions, 
the affirmative is not justified in advo- 
cating such a policy. They must also 
prove that this decline has seriously in- 
jured the facilities of the American ex- 
porter and importer, and greatly retarded 
the growth of our foreign trade. 

The success and development of our 
early merchant marine was dire to the in- 
herent advantages of cheap construction. 
With our immense forests we had the 
best and cheapest materials for shipbuild- 
ing ; thus the United States became the 
shipbuilders for the world. The causes 
for the decline of our merchant marine 
are to be sought in merely natural condi- 
tions, the substitution of the iron steam- 
ships for the wooden sailing vessels, the 
civil war, during which our shipping was 
destroyed by privateering, and finally, our 
navigation laws enacted in 1789, forbid- 
ding the registry and the sailing of for- 
eign-built vessels under the American 
flag. 

Owing to greater cost of construction 
the United States could not build iron 
ships to compete with England. The 
»ron vessels being better, and, in the end, 
cheaper than wooden ones, the shipping- 
world naturally turned to England for 
vessels. 

The history of subsidies shows that 
only 3 per cent, of England’s commerce 
is carried in subsidized bottoms. The 
heavy slow-going tramp steamers, that 
carry 95 per cent, of her commerce, re- 
ceive no aid. Thus it is proven that En- 
gland does not maintain her supremacy 

in the shipping world by means of sub- 
sidies. 

Subsidies in France, Italy and the 
leading countries of Europe, have proven 
anything but satisfactory, and American 
subsidies in the past have proven a fail- 
ure, and did not increase commerce or 
shipping as they were intended to do. 

The great sum which subsidies would 
take from the taxpayers of the United 
States are not their most dangerous fea- 
ture. The gigantic monopolies they would 
create are much more to be feared. 

Subsidies attempt to remedy alleged 
evils in our policy, without seeking to 
remove the causes for the decline of our 
merchant marine, and the evils and in- 
justice they bring about would far out- 
weigh any good which would flow from 
them. 

Mr. O’Brien spoke next for the affirma- 
tive. He said in substance : 

We have progressed during the present 
century in every branch of industry to 
an extent that has hitherto been une- 
qualled. There is, however, one branch 
to which we have not given that degree of 
attention of which it is deserving, our 
merchant marine. For nearly a century 
it has been on the decline, on account of 
the lack of national aid. The shipping- 
laws of 1789 gave us 90 per cent, of the 
carrying trade on the ocean. The aboli- 
tion of the duty—the discriminating 
duty—and the exchanging of treaties of 
reciprocity, intended to put all nations 
on an equal footing, caused a decline in 
our carrying power. And this decline 
has been aggravated by the granting of 
subsidies, bounties, admiralty payments 
and jiostal aids by European countries. 

Shipping is, moreover, the means of 
intercommunication with more than 90 
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per cent, of all the inhabitants of the 
globe. It affords an inestimable power 
in case of war for defence, and is the 
means of spreading and circulating cur- 
rency among the many. 

Between the years 1880 and 1890, for 
example, we lost at a conservative esti- 
mate $114,000,000 on account of freight- 
age carried in foreign bottoms. 

The United States are moreover, by 
nature, a maritime nation. Our immense 
coast front and our newly-acquired posses- 
sions of the sea demand a merchant marine 
which will insure effective aid in repelling 
any attack which may be made against us 
by foreign nations. • 

All of the great maritime nations, except 
the United States, give governmental aid 
to the trading vessels, thus placing ships 
of American registry at a disadvantage. 
The only way in which this can be set off is 
by establishing subsidies or bounties. 

” Finally we cannot accept “free ship- 

ping,” because the nations of Europe have 
not acted in good faith on this subject. 
We cannot adopt discriminating duties, 
because of our treaty obligations. The 
only way, therefore, by which we can ex- 
tricate ourselves from this dilemma, is to 
adopt a bounty system. 

Let us adopt such a system and make 
America “ the greatest and grandest nation 
which the beneficent sun of heaven has 

ever shone upon.” 
The closing speech for the negative was 

made by Mr. Bosshard. He showed that 
the prosperity of any merchant marine 
depended on natural conditions. At 
present the United States could produce 
the best and cheapest ships in the world. 

Yet our shippers derived no benefit from 
this fact. First, because of our ancient 
and prohibitive navigation iawrs which 
deny our citizens the right to buy foreign 
ships and bring them under American 
registry; and secondly, because the great 
shipyards of the Atlantic coast are all 
controlled by a gigantic trust and charge 
the American purchaser an exorbitant 
price. 

These two causes are responsible for 
the fact that our shipping interests have 
so long languished. To destroy this un- 
just condition of affairs, the negative 
would propose as a remedy the repeal of 
the old navigation laws; in other words, 
“ the free ship policy.” This would dis- 

solve the trust and give to American ship- 
owners the full benefit of the present 
cheapness in the cost of the American 
ship. 

As a consequence shipbuilding would 
take on a new lease of life, our merchant 
marine would develop, and all the results 
aimed at by the affirmative would follow 
without the expenditure of a single dollar. 

In closing, the arguments of the nega- 
tive were summarized, special stress being 
laid on the point that the burden of proof 
rested on the affirmative. 

On the wrhole the debate was very suc- 
cessful, and, considering the dry nature 
of the subject discussed, all four debaters 
handled their matter most admirably. 

The second term examinations are held 
as follows: March 6th, Common Law 
Practice and Torts. March 8th, Con- 
tracts. March 10, Equity. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 
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MEDICAL SCHOOL. 

1900. 
The winter clinic has indeed been a 

glorious and successful one, although 
there were cases sufficiently difficult to 
tax the skill of the most expert diagnos- 
ticians. These clinics are the most valu 
able advantages of our medical education, 
and naturally they receive the greatest 
attention because they are really the most 
important method of practical instruc- 
tion and the only one which gives the 
student confidence in himself when he 
gets out into practice. There is also 
much to be learned in a clinic which can 
never be supplied in a didactic course. 

At a rousing and spirited class meet- 
ing Mr. Thomas E. Cavanaugh, A. B., 
of Massachusetts, was elected Valedicto- 
rian. The minor business of the class 
was deferred until a later date. 

Dr. E. B. Behrend’s recent examina- 
tion in pathology was very highly appre- 
ciated by those who were fortunate 
enough to take it. 

At a class meeting held during the 
early part of the month a committee was 
appointed to select an appropriate ring or 
class pin. 

Some of our members “ tripped the 
light fantastic ” at the Kenmore recep- 
tion with the agility of dancing masters. 

Mr. Dunnigan has not been enjoying 
the best of health during the past month, 

1902. 
Professor John J. Ilird began his 

course of lectures in Organic Chemistry 
during the early part of February. » 

Dr. Hawkes’ bi-monthly examinations 
in Therapeutics are becoming very popu- 
lar. 

Mr. Uoeker was absent on account of 
sickness |atelv, but has again resumed his 
studies. 

After a severe attack of bronchitis Mr. 
Eegli is again among us. 

Mr. Sullivan is continuing his remark- 
able discoveries in Urinalysis. 

1903. 
At last wre have completed our first dis- 

section and not one individual lost a meal. 

George Washington’s birthday was duly- 
observed by the students with a holiday. 
All enjoyed themselves judging from ap- 
pearances the next day. 

Dr. Smith’s examination in Histology 
was well attended, although it wras very 
difficult to the major portion of the class. 

Will some kindly-disposed person in- 
form Galvan that a mustache is a prolific 
source of infection ? 

Gillully occasionally gets around for 
roll-call. 

J. J. M. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 
With the premature darkening of Con- 

vention Hall at a certain hour in the 
evening on the date of the Indoor Meet, 
those P. G.’s who were after the laurel 
broke training and began anew to honor 
the work of the school with their undi- 
vided attention. Our one reflection is 
suggestive of the rule of long ago, and is 
expressed “Currendo discimns.” Just 
what is learned and the value thereof, we 
think is all contained in the copious 
treatises on the utility of experience as a 
teacher prepared by those whose footsteps 
we may but falteringly and humbly 
follow, -wherefore further attempts at 
explanation are omitted, It is sufficient 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

to note that the great oak was once the 
little acorn, and it might not he neces- 
sary that a miracle he performed that 
something analogous should happen in 
the case of an athlete. 

“ Pope and Dryden” was the subject of 
a recent paper in Post-Elizabethan litera- 
ture. 

In “ Comparative Literature” the Span- 
ish writers have been introduced. Cer- 
vantes and Lope de Yega have already 
been studied and Calderon will soon be 
appended to the list followed by the 
minor poets and dramatists. 

In “Advanced Rhetoric” the satire is yet 
the field of labor, and of course were we 
restricted to branches merely interesting, 
it would surely occupy the whole of that 
field, for no other branch could afford 
more material for instructive study. 
Strangely enough, the historical commen- 
tators have sadly neglected it, and as 
indicated by the Reverend lecturer, it 
therefore offers a good opportunity for 
any persevering student to crystallize it 
into one authoritative compendium. 

In Metaphysics, “Hypnotism” has been 
thoroughly threshed out and had judg- 
ment passed upon it. The numerous 
hazy, 'and oftentimes unphilosophical 
theories of its nature, causes and effects, 
were taken in turn, the mean of all finally 
squared bv the undeviating standaid of 
Christian morality, and the resulting 
wheat and chaff consigned to their 
separate places for all future time; the 
chaff to be cast into the flames, the wheat 
to be deposited within the storehouse of 
true knowledge. 

And here I am reminded of an incident 
after the lecture on “ Hypnotism.” A 
certain youth with much of “ avoirdupois” 
find considerably less than an average 

“quantum,” of the incorporeal elements 
of humanity, who is one of the worst self- 
satisfied mortals one could meet—fortu- 
nately so, inasmuch as “ the reason thereof 
no man knoweth,”—was standing outside 
with the class while they were discussing 
the next subject which the lecturer might 
take up. Some favored “Evolution,” 
some the questions treated generally under 
“Natural Theology.” No one thought 
for an instant that this fat youth, whom 
we’ll call “ the Ph. D. man ” for short, 
would venture an opinion.—and of course 
everyone was glad when he did. W ith 
an air of great compassion for us all he 
condescendingly suggested that our time 
might be spent over “ Time and Space ” 
with profit to all, more especially to his 
benignant self. To anyone knowing “ the 
Ph. I). man,” even by sight, the whole 
occurrence must appeal as excruciatingly 
funny. The clash between the sublime 
in Philosophy and the ridiculous in hu- 
manity is liable to generate the spirit of 
true humor if we can close our eyes to the 
pathos of it. 1 J. W. H. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 
Many a sigh was heaved on the 4th. 

Some were sighs of joy, others of disap- 
pointment ; yet I dare say all were sighs 
of relief, for at last the exams, were over. 
After a month of trying examinations all 
were tired out and greatly enjoyed the 
mid-term holiday. What a relief it was 
to lose sight of that school boy’s monster, 
ex%ms.; to think that many months must 
pass before he again will creep into our 
life; to feel free of his tyranny and to 
breathe and live without his horrible com- 
panionship. 

A representative audience gathered in 
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Gaston Hall the night of the 5 th, to listen 
to the sweet strains of the Glee* Mandolin 
and Banjo Clubs. Long before the ap- 
pointed hour people began to file up the 
main stairway, which was handsomely 
decorated with tropical plants. So when 
eight o’clock arrived a goodly crowd sat 
scanning the tastefully decorated stage. 
1 he first number of the program was 
“Alma Mater ” by the Glee Club. This 
was an adaptation of “ Maryland, My 
Maryland.” By the bye, this famous 
song was written by a Georgetown boy. 
The song was so well rendered that the 
audience demanded an encore; the Glee 
Club responded, and then came the fol- 
lowing program: 

PART I. 

1. Alma Mater, Georgetown, 
Glee Club 

2. a Impecunius Davis, Mills 
Mandolin and Banjo Clubs. 

h Whistling Rufus, Mills 
Glee, Banjo and Mandolin Clubs. 

3. Medley 1900, Arranged 
Glee Club. 

4. The Rounders, Englander 
Mandolin Club. 

5. Colored Aristocracy Pemard 
Banjo Club. 

PART II. 
1. Until the Dawn, Parks 

Glee Quartette. 
2. Nocturne, DeKoven 

Mr. Schultz. 
3. The Palms, Fame 

Mandolin Quintette. 
4. Happy Days, Sule^ki 

Mr. Scantling. 

PART III. 
1. March—The Conquerors, 

Espey and Gilbert 
Banjo Club. 

2. Evening, Rieqer 

Glee Club. 
3. Waltz—Andalusia, La Thieve 

Mandolin Club. 
4. A Rag Time Hymn, Mr. O’Connor 
5. Sons of Georgetown, 

Carmen Georgiopolitanum 
Combined Clubs. 

Nearly every number was encored and 
some made especial hits. 

“ Whistling Rufus ” a song set to the 
music of the famous two-stej), was one of 
the triumphs of the evening. It was sung 
with such vim that it was difficult to 
control one’s feelings. 

Another hit was a medley from the 
popular songs of the day. It was very 
catchy and to its arranger* Mr. Wells, 
belongs much praise. 

The Mandolin Club’s rendition of “The 
Rounders” also received its meed of ap- 
plause. 

Mr. Schultz’s violin solo was given 
with great skill and was heartily ap- 
plauded. “ Happy Days ” was sung in a 
very pleasing manner by Mr. Scantling. 
The Banjo Club received an encore for 
its splendid rendition of “ Colored Aris- 
tocracy.” I need not mention Mr. 
O’Connor, for as usual he made a great 
hit. He sang a couple of coon songs in 
his inimitable way, but the audience 
must have more. Mr. O’Connor was 
gracious and sang four times. I will jot 
down a remark I heard some one drop as 
they left the hall: “ Well, that O’Connor 
is better than George Wilson ever was.” 

The program was brought to a close 
by the singing of “ Sons of Georgetown ” 
by the combined clubs. The general ver- 
dict was that the concert was a great 
success. All those who labored hard for 
its success must be congratulated. 
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The following were the patronesses: 
Mrs. Dodge, Mrs. Thomas Nelson Page, 

Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Ffoulke, Mrs. Thomas 
E. Waggaman, Countess Von Hengelmiil- 
ler, Duchess D’Arcos, Madame De Calvo, 
Mrs. Boot, Mrs. Beid, Mrs. B. A. Johnson, 
Mrs. E. K. Johnson, Mrs. Dalzell, Mrs. 
G. L. Magruder. 

After their concert here our musical 
clubs journeyed to Philadelphia, where 
they charmed the Quaker City with their 
sweet music. After the concert our hoys 
were given a smoker by the Alumni at 
the University Club. From all reports 
the boys enjoyed themselves hugely. 

From Philadelphia they travelled to 
New York and there gave a concert at 
the Waldorf Astoria. This concert was 
as successful as the last two. Many of 
the big society folks were out and be- 
stowed their praise on the performance 
of our boys. A dance followed the con- 
cert, and many had the rare pleasure of 
gliding over the floor of the Waldorf 
Astoria ball room. 

Through the courtesy of the Columbia 
Phonograph Company we spent a very 
pleasant evening listening to their latest 
improvement on the phonograph. 

The Merrick Debate has been post- 
poned from the 22d to the 1st of March. 

The Rector attended the laying of the 
corner-stone of the new Law building of 
the University of Pennsylvania at Phila- 
delphia on Washington’s Birthday. 

Monsignor Sbarretti made his retreat 
with us before being consecrated Bishop 
of Havana. 

Father Algue and Father Close, both 
from the Jesuit Observatory in Manila 
are here on an extended visit. 

Among the distinguished visitors this 

month were Bishop Healy, of Portland, 
Me.; Bishop Harkins, of Providence, R. I.; 
Bishop McDonnell, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 
and his Secretary, Father Barrett; Father 
McGrath, of Holyoke; Father Morgan, 
President of Loyola College, Baltimore. 

On the afternoon of the 14th our kind 
friends over the wall paid us a visit. The 
occasion was a special matinee given by 
our Musical Clubs in their honor. About 
a hundred bright convent Misses sat for 
two hours in Gaston Hall and from the 
amount of applause bestowed I should 
judge they thoroughly enjoyed themselves. 
I am sure our boys never enjoyed applause 
more than that which they received from 
those lovely girls. 

THE GLEE CLUB BANNERS. 

The Georgetown men, more especially 
those of the Glee organizations, wish to 
thank the Convent girls for the beautiful 
banners which were used in the recent 
musical tour of the Clubs. These banners 
were placed to the very best advantage in 
decorating the halls where the Clubs ap- 
peared and attracted much favorable at- 
tention. Had we been permitted to place 
on our programs the announcement that 
our decorations were the handiwork of 
“The Young Ladies of the Visitation 
Convent, Georgetown, D. C.” the world 
would then have known what wonderfully 
deft and artistic young ladies inhabit the 
Visitation Convent, but in the absence of 
an acknowledgment of this fact, we must 
content ourselves with such public grati- 
tude as the columns of THE JOURNAL 

afford us the opportunity of expressing. 
Individually and as a whole, Ave are pro- 
foundly grateful. To use the Convent 
vernacular they were “rather neat on the 
Avhole.” 



ATHLETICS 
0.& . 3HE.RH 

Before attempting 
a chronicle of the 
many and important 
happenings in our 
athletics of the past 
month, we wish to 
state that at the time 
of going to press for 
the last number of 
the J o u E sr A L we 
could obtain but 
meagre details of the 
Boston College meet. 
Conse quently we 
had to look for in- 
formation to the 
newspapers, both 
those of New York 
and Washington. By 
some mischance they 
printed the wrong 
time for our relay 
race with the Har- 
vard team, and so a 

great inj ustice was done to our team. For 
our quartet completed the distance, 1,560 
yards, in three minutes,, eleven and two- 
tifth seconds, which is better by two- 
fifths of a second than the former record 
of the track, which, by the way, was held 
by a Harvard team of three years ago. 
We wish to congratulate heartily Capt. 
Mulligan, Holland and Dessez for their 
good work, and Kernan in particular 
for his wonderful relay. 

On February 10th, at the Knicker- 
bocker Athletic Club games, held in 
Madison Square Garden, New York, 
Arthur Duffey won both his trial heats, 
but did not start in the final as he was 
afraid of straining himself. But E. A. 
Minahan, ’03, furnished the sensation of 
the evening by beating a fast field in the 

50-yds. novice. Not content with this 
debut he also won, with comparative ease, 
the 50-yds. handicap, and on account of 
the clever manner in which he scored his 
double win was hailed by the Sunday 
papers as a wonder. Trainer Foley pre- 
dicts the best success for him and re- 
joices, volubly, in his possibilities. 

THE INDOOR MEET. 

Our active and zealous management 
scheduled the meet for Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 17, but unfortunately the weather 
bureau or some other irresponsible person 
scheduled a very complicated storm for 
the same evening. The amount of snow 
on the ground and the force and keen- 
ness of the wind were enough to deter 
anyone from venturing forth, but fortu- 
nately, however, there .were twelve hun- 
dred sensible persons in the city, and 
they, in their wisdom, scorned all diffi- 
culties and journeyed to Convention Hall 
to see the games. And well were they 
repaid for their troubles, for that fortu- 
nate band witnessed a series of events 
whose high standard of quality marked 
the evening as the occasion of one of the 
great athletic events of the year. The 
finishes were the ruin and destruction of 
dignity, especially in the two-mile match 
race between Dick Grant, of Harvard, 
and Alec Grant, of Pennsylvania, when 
the crowd rose with one will and cheered 
themselves hoarse over the magnificent 
pluck shown in the wonderful long sprint 
by Dick Grant for the last three laps, 
and over the despairing attempt of the 
Pennsylvanian to catch his speedy rival. 
Mothers beamed and fathers grinned 
when their care and concern vanquished 
his interscholastic rivals, and no one 
thought of the storm outside. 

301 
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Prominent athletes represented Prince- 
ton, Harvard, Pennsylvania, Boston Col- 
lege and Williams in the many events, 
and Baltimore sent large teams from 
Johns Hopkins and Baltimore Medical 
College. The Washington Y. M. C. A. 
had also some good men entered. 

We are very much gratified to record 
that our team far outshone the brilliancy 
of the other contestants, as consideration 
will prove, based on the intercollegiate 
system of scoring. By this Georgetown 
heads the list with 33 points in her favor; 
Johns Hopkins comes next with 11; 
Harvard scored 10, as did likewise Wash- 
ington Y. M. 0. A.; Williams, by the 
unaided efforts of her peerless Bray, cap- 
tured 7; Pennsylvania won 5, and Balti- 
more Medical College and Boston College 
got 3 apiece. 

In the 50 yards invitation Duffey won. 
as was expected, and Holland captured 
second from the Princeton crack, Jarvis. 
Dessez gave Bray a very good contest in 
the 880, but the Massachusetts man man- 
aged to win out by a very narrow margin 
in the record time of 2 minutes 111- 
seconds, breaking the indoor record of 
2.13 formerly held by Cregan of Prince- 
ton. Then in the finals of the 50 yards 
handicap Arthur Duffey, from scratch, 
made the new time for the distance of 
5| seconds, breaking the old time, made 
by “Bernie” Wefers, of 5-f seconds. 

The final heat of the 220 yard handi- 
cap was won by Clay Lynch, ’02, who 
ran a very fine race from the 15-yard 
mark. Cranston, ’03, serenely bobbed up 
in third place. Holland won the 440 
handily, and Sheridan came in a very 
good third. Walsh, ’01, won the shot 
put. 

All were anxious to see our superfine 
track team, and although their opponents 
were of high order they succeeded easily 
in defeating them by over seventy-five 
yards in the fast time of 2.37|-. 

Before appending a summary we must 
take it upon ourselves, in behalf of the 
student body, to express the deep sense 
of appreciation which we all feel towards 

the men whose long, arduous, and often- 
times inconvenient labors have made the 
meet financially and artistically success- 
ful. Mr. Hirst, the manager, has found 
their assistance invaluable, and the result 
of all their preparations was that the 
meet ran as smoothly as one could wish 
for or expect. 

To Mr. Walter S. Greevy we owe the 
splendid advertising the meet received, 
both in this city and also iii Baltimore. 
By cards and posters, clever and attrac- 
tive, Mr. Greevy succeeded in arousing the 
curiosity, and then fixing the attention of 
everyone in town on the meet. His 
labors can only be rewarded by our 
earnest thanks, and by this slight testi- 
mony to his worth which only gains its 
value from the fact that the praise given 
in this column is earned, judicious and 
only in keeping with the recipient’s 
deeds, and also from the fact that the 
testimonial is public. His duties were 
taken up cheerfully and voluntarily, and 
we would-have to look long for another 
of his ability. 

Mr. Charles J. Martell (Law), has de- 
voted all his energies for the past month, 
as Director of Committees, to the mani- 
fold,cares and concerns of that office, and, 
by drawing on his experience, directed 
matters to a successful conclusion. We 
may thank Mr. Martell, more than anyone, 
as responsible for the order which was 
apparent both in our preparations for 
the meet and during the meet itself. 

Mr. Duffy, ’01, succeeded in arranging 
a list of entries which included some of 
the best athletes of the country, and Mr. 
Barry, ’01, made ready the hall with re- 
sults satisfactory both to the contestants 
and spectators. Mr. Wimsatt, ’00, with 
an able corps of ushers, handled the 
crowd, and seated them without con- 
fusion or complaint. Mr. Moore, ’00, 
brought out a program in which good 
taste was most discernible, and Mr. Mul- 
ligan (Law), kept the press fully informed 
as to the details of the meet. 

To Mr. Sheridan (Law), the artistic 
effects of the posters and program are to 
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be attributed, and to Mr. Lawrence B. 
Ellert, ’03, the Meld and Track are very 
much indebted for aiding in the exten- 
sive advertising. 

Manager Hirst and his assistant, Mr. 
Magruder, upon whom all this depended, 
should be congratulated upon having suc- 
cessfully carried on the Second Annual 
Indoor Meet. 

We wish to thank the gentlemen who 
so kindly acted as officials, and the writer 
wishes to single out for especial praise 
the Marshals, Messrs. English, Johnson, 
Smith, Owens and Sullivan, for taking 
up their disagreeable duties so cheerfully 
and for performing their work so con- 
scientiously. 

THE SUMMARIES. 

50-yard dash—Interscholastic. First 
heat won by Dean Caldwell,Western High 
School (3 feet); second, W. Dick Dear, 
Central High School. Time, 0:05f. Sec- 
ond heat won by James Phelan, Friends’ 
Select School (2 feet); Second, J. W. 
Fitzpatrick, Eastern High School (11 ft,). 
Time, 0:05§. Third heat won by 0. Wil- 
liams,Central High School (7 ft.); second, 
H. Moffett Bradley, Eastern High School 
(3 feet). Time, 0:05f. Finals won by 
Dean Caldwell; second, W. Dick Hear; 
third, James Phelan. Time, 0:05f. 

Two-mile special, between Dick Grant, 
of Harvard, and Alec Grant, of the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania. Won by Dick 
Grant. Time, 10:13. 

50-yd. dash—Intercollegiate (scratch). 
Won by A. F. Duffey, Georgetown Uni- 
versity; second, W. H. Holland, George- 
town University. Time, 0:054. 

880-yd. run—Intercollegiate (scratch). 
Won by John Bray, Williams College; 
second, T. H. Dessez, Georgetown Uni- 
versity. Time, 2:114. 

50-yard dash—open handicap. First 
heat won by F. H. Watson, Johns Hop- 
kins University (12 feet); second, M. J. 
Walsh, Georgetown University (7 feet). 
Time, 0:05f. Second heat won by A. F. 
Duffey, Georgetown University (scratch); 
second, Fred. Flores, Xavier Athletic 
Association (7 feet). Time, 0:054. Third 

heat won by II. S. Whitman, Johns Hop- 
kins University (11 feet); second, C. F. 
Lynch, Georgetown University (8 feet). 
Time, 0:05f. Fourth heat won by W. H. 
Holland, Georgetown University (3 feet); 
second, M. D. Lipes, Baltimore Medical 
College (8 feet). Time, 0:05f. Fifth 
heat won by E. Minahan, Georgetown 
University (3 feet); second, J. E. Mul- 
ligan, Georgetown University (3 feet). 
Time, 0:05f. 

First heat of semi-finals won by A. F. 
Duffey; second, H. S. Whitman. Time, 
0:05-2-. Second heat of semi-finals won 
by W. H. Holland, Georgetown Univer- 
sity; second, E. Minahan. Time, 0:05f. 

Finals won by A. F. Duffey; second, 
W. Id. Holland; third, E. Minahan. 
Time, 0:05f 

880-yard run—Interscholastic (handi- 
cap). Won by T. B. Snyder, Brown 
Preparatory School (30 feet); second, J. 
B. Tower, Central High School (40 feet); 
third, Carl F. Pfizer, Central High School 
(40 feet). Time, 2:16^. 

50 yard hurdle—handicap. Won by 
E. F. Ferris, Washington Y. M. C. A. 
(3 feet); second, C. A. Kernan, George- 
town University (scratch) ; third, C. W. 
Young, Johns Hopkins University (4 
feet). Time, 0:06-|. 

220-yard dash—handicap. First heat 
won by Clay Lynch, Georgetown Univer- 
sity (15 feet); second,W. B. Coad, George- 
town University (20 feet), Time, 0,25-f. 
Second heat won by M. D. Lipes, Balti- 
more Medical College (15 feet); second, 
B. J. Cranston, Georgetown University 
(17 feet). Time, 0:244. Third heat won 
by J. E. Mulligan, Georgetown Univer- 
sity (scratch); second, C. E. Mclnnes, 
Johns Hopkins University (17 feet). 
Time, 0:25|-. Finals won by Clay Lynch; 
Second, M. D. Lipes; third, E. J. Cran- 
ston. Time, 0:244. 

Potato race—scratch. Won by A. H. 
Kent, P. A. C.; second, C. J. P. Lucas, 
Boston College. Time, 0:324. 

Eelay race between High Schools of 
Washington—1,440 yards. Won by Cen- 
tral High School. Time, 2:54^-. 

440-yards handicap. Won by W.H. TIol- 
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land, Georgetown University (scratch); 
second, J. Reilly, Boston College (10 
yards); third, J. E. Sheridan, George- 
town University (15 yards). Time, 0:554. 

Relay race between Washington Y. M. 
G. A. and Baltimore Y. M. C. A.—1,440 
yards. Won by Washington Y. M. 0. A. 
Time, 2.56. 

One mile run, handicap. Won by Dick 
Grant, Harvard (scratch); second, E. S. 
Woodruff, Johns Hopkins .University 
(70 yards); third, John Bray, Williams 
College (scratch). Time, 5:454. 

Relay race between Johns Hopkins 
University and Villanova College—1,440 
yards. Won by Johns Hopkins Univer- 
sity. Time, 2:484. 

Relay race between Georgetown Uni- 
versity and a picked team from New York 
City colleges and athletic associations— 
1,440 yards. Won by Georgetown Uni- 
versity. Time, 2:37-4. 

Running high jump, handicap. Won 
byRoyce Hough,Washington Y. M. C. A. 
(3 inches); second, Baetzer, Johns Hop- 
kins University (8 inches). Distance, 
6 feet, li inches. 

Putting sixteen pound shot—handicap. 
Won by M. J. Walsh, Georgetown Uni- 
versity (6 feet); distance, 42 feet, 6 
inches. Second, PI. S. Whitman, Johns 
Hopkins University (10 feet); distance, 
41 feet, 4 inches. Third, James C. 
McCracken, University of Pennsylvania 
(scratch); actual put, 40 feet, 8 inches. 

Pole vault—handicap. Not decided. 

OFFICIALS OF THE MEET. 

The officials of the meet were as fol- 
lows : 

William Lucas Hirst, manager Field 
and Track. 

L. Burns Magruder, assistant manager 
Field and Track. 

J. E. Mulligan, captain. 
C. J. Martell, director. 
Referee—Mr. Phil King, Princeton. 
Judges at finish—Mr. J. Hadley Doyle, 

P. B. C.; Mr. S. M. Stinemetz, C. A. C.; 
Mr. Oscar P. Schmidt, P. B. C.; Mr. 
F. J. Wissner, the Star. 

Timers—Mr. M. C. Murphy, V. P., 
Mr. W. M. Mackdermott, J. H.; Mr. 

Harry Brooks, M. V. A. C.; Mr. Rudolph 
Jose, Mr. A. M. McCormick. 

Marshal—Mr. David Flynn, 1900. 
Assistant marshals —Mr. John English, 

1900; Mr. W. D. Owens, Medical; Mr. 
W. M. Smith, 1900; Mr. Walter Sullivan, 
1902; Mr. W. K. Johnson, 1903. 

Custodian of prizes—Mr. Murray Rus- 
sell, 1903. 

Starter, J. R. Elder, C. A. C. 
Field Judges—Mr. Adam W. Johnson, 

C. A. C.; Mr. O. A. Holton, Y. M. C. A.; 
Mr. Edward Voigt, C. I.; Dr. Daniel J. 
McCarthy, and Mr. John E. Moore, 1900. 

Scorers—Mr. John W. Hart, Medical; 
Mr. Daniel F. Holt, Law; Mr. John M. 
Wolfe, 1901; Mr. Richard K. Watkins, 
Law, and Mr. Preston P. Edmonston, 
1902. 

Announcer—Mr. James O’Shea. 
Assistant announcer—Mr. J. W. Hal- 

lahan. 
Clerk of course—Mr. D. F. O’Brien, 

Law. 
Assistant clerks of course—J. P. B. 

Duffy, 1901, and C. L. Howard, 1902. 

BASE BALL. 

Manager Wolfe, ’01, has arranged a 
partial schedule, which we give below, 
lie is treating with a number of other 
teams for games, by which he hopes to 
complete a series ecjual to that of last 
year’s schedule: 

Date. 
March 31. 
April 5. 

“ 7, 
“ 11.- 

12.- 

“ M.- 
“ 10,- 

“ 17. 
“ 21. 
“ 25.- 
“ 28, 

2, 
5. 
9.- 

12. 

16, 
19, 
21, 
22- 

23, 
28, 
29, 
30, 

June 1. 

May 2.— 

Where Played. 
Lafayette Georgetown. 
Cornell Georgetown. 
Johns Hopkins Georgetown. 
Lehigh Georgetown. 

_Yale  Georgetown. 
Princeton  Georgetown. 

“  Georgetown. 
Yale  Georgetown. 

—Harvard Georgetown. 
Pennsylvania  Georgetown. 
Notre Dame Georgetown. 
University of South Georgetown. 
-Naval Cadets AnnapollB. 
■Dickinson Georgetown. 
-Princeton   Princeton, N. J. 
-North Carolina Georgetown. 
Balt. Medical College Georgetown. 
Yale New Haven. 
■Wesleyan  Middletown. 
Holy Cross Worcester. 
Dartmouth... Hanover. 

■Boston College .Boston. 
Harvard Cambridge. 
Crescent Athletic Club.... Bay Kidge, L. I. 

2.—Pennsylvania Philadelphia. 

Other games pending. 
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We regret very much that we have 
hitherto failed to chronicle the fact that 
Mr. Thomas J. Downs, Postgraduate, has 
been elected to fill the vacancy, as Cap- 
tain, caused by the failure to return of 
his townsman, “Eddie” Bach. We hasten 
to correct our shortcoming, and wish 
Captain Downs the best of luck during 
the coming season. He has played cen- 
tre field for three years on the ’Varsity, 
and his good work in that position has 
made his ability so well known that an 
extended description of his marvellous 
sprints and wonderful plays would be 
quite needless. We are sure that a wiser 
choice could not have been made. 

The prospects, at this early date, with 
but a slight knowledge of the capabilities 
of the probable candidates, seem fair, as 

we have undoubted players in the few 
left from the havoc wrought by .gradua- 
tion of some and suspension of others of 
last year’s team, and there is some fine 
timber in the substitutes of last year and 
in the present Freshman class. With a 
capable coach we may hope for much 
from this squad, inspired as they will be 
by the deeds of their fellowrs of last year. 

Mr. Walter S. Greevy (Law), is Mr. 
Wolfe’s assistant, and will have charge of 
the advertising. We may look for some 
original ideas which will succeed as -well 
as those he has produced in the past for 
the Play and the Meet. 

As we go to press we learn that Mr. 
Greevy has been made manager, in place 
of Mr. Wolfe, resigned. 

DAVID FLYNN, ’00. 

WITH THE OLD BOYS. 
Allan Kennedy, ex ’01, last year’s hust- 

ling business manager of the JOURNAL, 
has written us an entertaining letter from 
Tulane University, in which ho says that 
so many old Georgetown students have 
taken up their residence at that venerable 
institution, that there is a movement on 
foot to establish a club which will fly the 
Blue and Gray pennant of old Alma Mater. 

We notice that Chas. de B. Claiborne, 
ex ’99, is wrestling with the intricacies of 
Blackstone, and continuing his artistic 
triumphs as leader of the Mandolin Club. 
While at Georgetown “Bones” had few 
peers at eliciting “ soul animating strains ” 
from that much-abused instrument. 

Daniel Devlin, ex ’02, is taking the 
classical course, and Allan A. Kennedy 
and S. Logan Owens are studying medi- 
cine. Owens put up a brilliant game at 
half-back on the football team, and is 
also one of the most prominent candidates 
for honors on the “diamond.” 

Morris W. Head, ’98, wrho has been 
working in a bank for the past two years, 

has entered the employment of the H. C. 
Frick Coke Co., of Pittsburg. 

W. Frank Applegarth, ’99, has accep- 
ted the Principalship of the High Schools 
at Golden Hill, Md. He is also studying 
law in an office. 

Wm. Seger, ’94, one of the most famous 
football players Georgetown ever turned 
out, called at the College during the 
month. 

Dr. Bailey K. Ashford was a recent 
caller at the College with his wife. 

W. Lloyd Wolfe, ’92, visited the College 
on the 27th of February. He is now lo- 
cated in New York city, in the employ of 
the Empire Steel Company. After grad- 
uating from Georgetown, Mr. Wolfe went 
to Pittsburg to enter the employ of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad Company, but left 
it to accept a better and more lucrative 
position with the Steel Co. mentioned 
above. While here Mr. Wolfe spoke very 
highly of the Glee Club Concert at the 
Waldorf and also incidentally mentioned 

the visit which Messrs. Moore, Wimsatt 
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and Wolfe made him while attending 
the meeting of the Inter-Collegiate Asso- 
ciation. Lloyd is not yet married nor is 
lie contemplating such a course. 

Mr. William Hearst and wife cheered 
the hoys on to 'victory at the recent meet 
in Convention Hall. Mr. Hearst is Presi- 
dent of the Philadelphia Alumni Society 
and an enthusiastic rooter for his Alma 
Mater. We appreciate the interest Mr. 
Hearst takes in Georgetown and sincerely 
hope some of our other Alumni may fol- 
low his example. 

LETTER FROM OUR PHILADEL- 
PHIA CORRESPONDENT. 

PHILADELPHIA, February 25, ’00. 
DEAR MR. EDITOR: 

Successful in every way was the Con- 
cert given in this city at Horticultural 
Hall by the Georgetown Glee, Banjo and 
Mandolin Clubs on the evening of Feb- 
ruary 6th. 

The hall was well filled with the grad- 
uates and friends of the old institution, 
for the recent triumphs of Georgetown in 
athletics have brought her name well 
to the front among the colleges, and so 
her admirers came to see the wearers of 
the Blue and Gray win fresh laurels in a 
field where strength and agility are not 
the factors of success as on the gridiron 
or on the field and track, nor were the 
audience disappointed, for each number 
of the program was exceptionally well 
rendered, and this reflects the greatest 
credit both upon the University as a 
whole, and upon those who had the direc- 
tion and management of the affair in their 
charge. 

Not being a musical critic, your corre- 
spondent will not attempt to pose as one, 
but in passing, we must not forget to 
mention the personal triumph of Mr. Geo. 
O’Connor, wTho was in favor from the mo- 
ment he appeared, and who was not al- 
lowed to make his exit until he sang a 
touching duet with “Ajax” Cummings, 
of football fame. 

The Concert closed with the rendition 

by the combined clubs of “ Sons of George- 
town,” a song which never fails to bring 
back to the “ Old Boys ” recollections of 
days that are past, but live in the memory 
still. 

The list of patronesses was as follows: 
Mrs. Pierce Archer, Mrs. Edmund S. 

Bowen, Mrs. John I. Brady, Mrs. John K. 
Bradford, Mrs. John J. Burleigh, Mrs. 
Alfred Devereux, Mrs. Ignatius J. Dohan, 
Mrs. D. Webster Dougherty, Mrs. Joseph 
Drexel, Mrs. Roswell G. Feltus, Mrs. P. 
T. Hallahan, Mrs Anthony A. Hirst, Mrs. 
J. Percy Keating, Mrs. John M. Keating, 
Mrs. Robert W. Lesley, Mrs. Mason Lisle, 
Mrs. Lindley Johnson, Mrs. William Y. 
McGrath, Jr., Mrs. William McAleer, Mrs. 
Nicholas P. McNab, Mrs. S. Edwin 
Megargee, Mrs. James Hoban Sands, Mrs. 
Jeremiah J. Sullivan, Mrs. Russell Thayer, 
Mrs. Joseph G. Watmough, Mrs. Charles 
H. Walsh, Mrs. James M. Willcox, Miss 
Woodville. 

After the entertainment, at the invita- 
tion of the Philadelphia Alumni, we ad- 
journed to the University Club, where a 
supper and a special concert, less formal 
than the previous one, was given. All 
appeared to enjoy themselves at this tea 
and at a late, or rather early hour, a second 
and final adjournment took place. 

As Philadelphia does not attract the 
throngs within its gates as does the city 
of Greater New York, your correspondent 
is at times at a loss for news, and so trusts 
that he will be pardoned", for allowing 
several issues of the JOURNAL to have 
appeared, without a word from the city 
of Brotherly Love. 

“Eddie” Walsh, whom many of the 
old boys will remember as an athlete and 
a clever amateur actor, was the guest of 
Dr. Herbert Boland, ’89, in the early part 
of the month and was present both at the 
Glee Club Concert and the supper after- 
wards. “Eddie,” I believe, made the 
winning run in the famous game of the 
heart disease order, won from Harvard in 
the Spring of ’93. 

We enjoyed reading in a recent number 
0f the JOURNAL certain references to the 
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famous Greeks, who held forth in ’96, ’97, 
and ’98. No doubt they would be still 
continuing their glorious career, had not 
a certain member of the faculty, believing 
them to be bent on the complete destruc- 
tion of the college, and moreover, think- 
ing that the society was a secret one, 
pernicious in its influence, decreed the 
abolition of Graecism. Had this been 
confined to the text-books in use, few 
would have shed tears of regret, but the 
proclamation was made for that fantasti- 
cally-garbed band, led by such “ far-dart- 
ing ” heroes as 6 fisXXos McCullough and 
Ulysses Pierce. No longer did paeans of 
joy sound through the camp by the Hel- 
lespontic Potomac. The behest of Jove 

was to be obeyed. So much for the 
Greeks. 

W. Alpin Cameron, who spent a few 
years at Georgetown, is now a Junior at 
the University of Pennsylvania. He ap- 
peared at the Concert and was also present 
at the supper at the University Club. 

Richard J. Harley, ’96, one of the great- 
est ball players that ever wore the G., and 
captain of a nine in his graduating year, 
is now connected with a mercantile 
establishment in Philadelphia and is doing 
well. 

We hope to have more news of the Phila* 
del phi a “Old Boys” forhhe JOURNAL’S 
next issue. " WM. MCALEER, JR. 

BOOK 
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.; 12mo, cloth, artistic finish. 
J. B. Lippincott Company, Philadelphia, 
1899. 

CHRONICLES OP “ THE LITTLE SISTERS.” By 
Mary E. Mannix. Ave Maria, Notre Dame, 
Indiana. Price, $1.25. 
One would not expect to find much romance 

or interest among the poor who are passing the 
twilight hours of their lives in the homes of 
the “ Little Sisters of the Poor.” The author, 
however, has contrived to draw out many an 
interesting tale’from them, and presents them 
to us in such charminir style that we are led on, 
almost against our will, through the several 
stories. One effect of the volume will he to 
make us admire the self devotion of the ‘‘Little 
Sisters,” who endeavor to surround the declin- 
ing years of their charges with peace and quiet 
contentment. 

PRESIDENT ELIOT AND JESUIT COLLEGES. By 
Rev. Timothy Brosiahan, S. J. Review Pub- 
lishing Company, Boston, Mass. 
President Eliot of Harvard University, in an 

artic e in the Atlantic Monthly, recently criti- 
cized the Jesuit System of Education, proclaim- 
ing against the “ Moslem-like rigidity ” of its 
prescribed curriculum, and advocating the ex- 
tension of the elective system in the schoo s. 
Father Brosnahan, in the nresent brochure, 
ably defends the Jesuit system of education and 
refutes the contention of President Eliot. An 
extensive editorial on this work appeared in our 

TALK. 
last number, and we shall not further refer to 
this little book except to urge all to read it who 
would form a correct opinion of Jtsuit training 
and methods. 

THE STATIONS OP THE CROSS, according to the 
Methods of St. Alphonsus Ligouri, of St. 
Francis of Assisi, and the Eucharistic Method. 
Benziger Bros. Price, 50 cents. 
The opening pages of this little book present 

the advantages of the devotion to the Stations 
of the Cross. This pious Catholic devotion is 
as old as Christianity itself, and has continued 
in all ages to find favor among the pious faith- 
ful. With the help of the present volume the 
practice of the Way of the Cross may be made 
more attractive by the variety that may be had 
in tlie ute of the several methods presented. 

PENNSYLVANIA STORIES. By Arthur Hobson 
Q dnn. The Penn Publishing Company, 
Philadelphia. Price, $1.25. 
This volume con'ains cleverly written short- 

stories illustrative of student life in the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania. The author is an 
alumnus of the College, and knows all the ins 
and outs of College life. He is clearly an 
ardent admirer of his alma mater, and infuses 
into his characters the same admiration. The 
stories are full of snap and life, and give the 
reader a clear idea of the spirit that reigns in 
‘‘Old Penn.” We predict that the college 
man, whether undergraduate or alumnus, who 
begins the first story will not lay down the book 
until he has read it through. The book is 
aptly illustrated by F. F. Lincoln, ’99, and 
handsomely bound in the Pennsylvania colors. 


