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The Srrphffmrrre. 

^~^OURF jester in a court of fools 

That lives four gilded years; 
Brave breaker of defenseless rules; 

Much laughter without tears. 

In this class you must learn the norms 
Of after-college life; 

And gather strength in mimic storms 
To master greater strife. 

Sophomores we, of all our space 
Of time, and this short span, 

Is given you, that you may trace 
The lines that trace the man. 

Four cycles, are we Sophomores, 
Of seasons ; then what prize, 

Shall we pant after in weak wars? 
Shall we be fools, or wise ? 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT, ’00. 
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE BALLOT SYSTEM. 

JUST at this time, after such a spectacle 
of lawlessness and extreme party 

hatred as was presented to us on the occa- 
sion of the recent Kentucky elections, and 
since the Presidential campaign is so near 
at hand, it would not be inopportune to 
consider for a few moments the methods 
of election employed throughout the sev- 
eral States of this Union and to suggest 
remedies for the many places which are so 
sadly in need of improvement. 

In order that we have a clear idea of 
what should be done, 1 shall go back in 
the world’s history to the earliest period 
of which we have any complete and au- 
thentic knowledge, and trace the changes 
which have taken place in the manner of 
conducting elections. 

The use of the ballot for the expression 
of public opinion was known to the an- 
cient Athenians, who employed it for the 
election of magistrates, in trials, and in 
other public affairs. Differently colored 
balls of stone or metal took the place of 
the modern official ballot. As the color of 
the ball could be seen when it was being 
deposited in the box used to receive it, 
it cannot be said to have been a secret 
ballot. There have been various opinions 
as to whether it was a success or not in the 
Grecian states. Gibbon, in his “ Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire,” dates the 
decline of the republic from the introduc- 
tion of secret voting, which, he says, de- 
stroyed public confidence and caused a 
general demoralization of the people. 
Grote, in his “ History of Greece,” de- 
nies this in full. 

In Rome the secret ballot was used as 
early as 129 B. C., when it was introduced 
to the comitia by the “Leges Tabellariae 

In the Middle Ages, during the supremacy 
of the feudal sytern, the ballot was used 
only in that prototype of our labor organ- 
izations, the guild. 

The first suggestion of the secret ballot 
in England was a bill introduced in Parlia- 
ment during the reign of Charles II, which 
failed to pass. Of course ballots had been 
used before this, but there was no sem- 
blance of secrecy, inasmuch as everyone 
knew how his neighbor voted. 

When the English established colonies, 
the customs of the mother country, as a 
matter of course, became the customs of 
the newly acquired territory. Thus, the 
abuses which had gradually crept into the 
system of open voting in England, were 
present also in the practice of suffrage in 
the United States, Canada, Australia, and 
all the countries, which, as colonies, had 
been founded by the English. 

A remedy for these evils was found in the 
so-called Australian ballot system, which was 
invented and perfected in South Australia, 
in a colony established for penal purposes 
as a prison-pen and for the exile of the 
supposed scum of the English society. 

This system is, as 1 have just said, by 
birth Australian. The secret ballot was 
first proposed by Francis S. Dutton, mem- 
ber of the legislature of South Australia 
from 1851 to 1865, in the session of the 
legislative council of 1851, before repre- 
sentative government and universal suffrage 
had been granted to South Australia. At 
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that time the usual attendant vices of open 
elections already flourished in the young 
colony. Rioting and violence, bribery, 
intimidation, and coercion were only too 
common—even more so, some said, than 
in England. For several years no action 
was taken in the direction of reform. In 
1856, however, came the constitution 
granting popular representation and man- 
hood suffrage. From 1857 to 1859 Dut- 
ton was a member of the government, 
and at once used the opportunity to advance 
his favorite measure in the colony. 

No commission of inquiry was appointed, 
but with the aid of Chief Justice—then 

Attorney-General—Hanson, the details of 
the plan were elaborated and a bill intro- 
duced which, after receiving modifications 
and additions in the House, became a law 
under the name of the Elections Act, 
1857-58, and embraces the fundamentals 
of the system which has since spread to 
two other continents. 

The new machinery worked with the 
greatest smoothness, ease, and economy, 
while rioting and disorder disappeared en- 
tirely. The day of polling saw such quiet- 
ness that a stranger would not realize that 
an election was being held. Intimidation by 
landlords and dictation by trades-unions 
alike ceased. 

Meanwhile, the good results of the 
Australian system of voting had attracted 
the attention of the English people, the 
thoughtful part of whom were anxiously 
looking for some solution of the problem 
of pure and tranquil elections. 

One of the defects of British elections 
before 1872 was the controlling influence 
exercised by large customers over trades- 
men of all sorts. Landlords intimidated 
their tenants and marched detachments of 

them to the polls to vote for their masters’ 
interests. In one place employers coerced 
their workmen, and in another unions 
coerced their members. Worse than all, 
and hardly to be believed, in the larger 
cities hired mobs often patrolled the streets, 
keeping away hostile voters, and over- 
awing those who ventured to the polls. 

In the elections of 1868, however, mat- 
ters reached a climax, and the month of 
March, 1869, saw a committee appointed 
to inquire into the existing methods of 
conducting elections. In 1870 they re- 
ported a recommendation that the secret 
ballot be adopted. The result of the 
movement was the ballot act of 1872, 
based substantially on the South Aus- 
tralian method. 

In New York the movement had its 
rise simultaneously from several different 
sources. In the winter of 1887 a com- 
mittee was appointed to draft a bill Re- 
presentation' to the legislature to protect 
suffrage. This bill was presented about 
the middle of the session of 1888, as the 
Yates bill. Mr. Saxton and Mr. Hamilton 
had already presented bills looking to this 
same end. These bills were all referred to 
the Assembly Committee on Judiciary, and 
what was known as the Yates-Saxton bill 
was reported to the House. It was passed 
by both branches of the Legislature, but 
was vetoed by Governor Hill. 

The legislation of 1888 in Massachusetts 
was based on a popular movement even 
stronger and more widespread than that 
which made itself felt in New York. Bills 
were drawn up by Messrs. Baily, Darra, 
Hayes, and Whitmore, and were intro- 
duced early in the session of 1888. Peti- 
tions were received from many of the cities 
and towns, and even from the rural dis- 
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tricts, asking for similar legislation. The 
subject was laid before the Joint Com- 
mittee of Election Laws and received 
exhaustive consideration. The committee 
had before it five bills—the Yates-Saxton 
bill of New York, the Michigan bill, the 
British, Canadian, and Australian statistics. 
From this abundant material the committee 
endeavored to shape a law which would be 
efficient and permanent, adapted to the 
electoral system of the State, and con- 
taining in its details the best features of 
all the previous legislation. As a result, a 
bill, after slight alterations, was enacted by 
practially a unanimous vote, and was ap- 
proved by the Governor May 30, 1888. 
It went into effect November 1, 1889. 

Under the new law, the ballot must be 
printed by the State in case of State elec- 
tions, or by the city or town in their 
respective elections, instead of by each 
political party, as heretofore. Then came 
provisions as to the size of the ballots and 
to the furnishing of the polling places. 
Next came the manner of obtaining and 
marking the ballot, and finally the number 
of election officers. 

The Australian system and the modifica- 
tions of it, which have been adopted by 
many of the States, have accomplished all 
that could be hoped for. But there are 
yet some States which have not adopted it, 
and here we have others still adhering to 

an old antiquated system. In these few 
States party feeling is pushed to extremes. 
It loses sight of the characters of men and 
judges them according as they are Repub- 
licans or Democrats, instead of considering 
whether they are good or bad citizens. 1 
do not mean to say that party feeling is 
not present in those States which have 
adopted the secret ballot, for, indeed, it 
is present, but modified by the salutary 
measures of this system. Party spirit, so 
long as it is only a force which binds 
together a number of men of honest pur- 
poses and opinions, is a good thing, and 
by means of it just and powerful majori- 
ties are formed and guarded. 

It certainly is advisable that those States 
which have not as yet given up the open 
system of voting do so at once. Let 
them lay aside party prejudice and look 
forward to the quiet and calmness of an 
election day when the secret ballot will be 
in force. Throw down the weapons of 
petty strife, and join together in the per- 
fect harmony of mutual trust. If this be 
done, we will see no more of such license 
as we witnessed in the late Kentucky 
elections, where the unbridled passions of 
human beings, changed almost to the fury 
of beasts, overturned the laws of both God 
and man, that a party might gain control. 

JOHN J. MCCORMICK. 
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OUR SOLDIERS. 

I. 

When you’ve finished fighting battles for the Briton and the Boer, 
And you’ve praised the burghers and the Tommies, too, 

While you’re head and neck and shoulders in another country’s war 
Can’t you spare a moment for the “ Boy in Blue ? ” 

He’s a rough and ready soldier in the far-off Philippines, 
But the Filipinos take him as they find him, 

And whene’er they see him coming then they know just what he means, 
And perhaps he’s left some little things behind him. 

Rich men, poor men, sons of the plow and pen, 
Some of ’em earn a cross of bronze, some but a bit of lead; 

All of them doing their country’s work and some will come back again, 
But some of ’em lie in the palm-tree’s shade dead—dead—dead. 

II. 
When you’ve scoured the daily papers for the news from the Transvaal, 

And you’ve read near all the expert critics said, 
When you’ve studied out the meaning of the kopje, veldt, or kraal, 

In one corner p’rhaps you’ll see a list of dead. 
It is dated from Manila and the print is rather small, 

But it means-a lot to those they left behind ’em, 
“ Killed in ambush by the Tagals,” says the heading, and that’s all, 

They’re so few it’s not worth while for us to mind ’em. 
White men, black men, red men out of the West, 

Fighting against an unseen foe, hoping to win their bars, 
Each of ’em doing his country’s work, doing his level best 

To plant the flag of the blood-red stripes and the stars—stars—stars. 

III. 
Let us not forget our men on active service in the East 

Dodging bullets that it wouldn’t do to stop ; 
For to die out there by twos and threes aint easier in the least 

Than by thousands on the slopes of Spion Kop. 
Let us not forget the soldier who’s not very much for looks, 

(For his “ marching order” couldn’t be much lighter,) 
And who isn’t used to fighting just according to the books, 

But you bet your bottom dollar he’s a fighter. 
Big men, brave men, sons of the country, all, 

Fifty thousand, horse and foot, gone to Manila Bay, 
Each of ’em, leaving his home and friends, answered his country’s call, 

And many lie dead in the rice-field’s mire for aye—aye—aye. 
G. C. R.,’02. 
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.SOME EASTER HOURS IN ROME. 

DROPPING into an Italian April, with 
its leaves and palms and rich blue 

sky, from the cold gray clouds and barren 
fields of northern France or Germany is, 
in a manner, like entering an opera house 
when the musicians are in full discourse on 
a Wagnerian prelude. 

Your voyager into Italy at that time is 
initiated into the high chorus of the spring- 
tide orchestra, without being submitted to 
the tuning-up babel—the fits and freaks of 
an April in the north. 

It is sweet melody that floods your soul 
as you tramp along past Genoa, on your 
left the far-reaching mountains, chapels and 
cottages nested thereon, and on your right 
the heavenly blue of the Mediterranean, as 
much at ease with its burden of merchant- 
men, as with its drifting cargo of whitecaps. 
Be you a Gothamite, whose every breath is 
drawn amid ledgers and machines, and 
whose youth held converse with the legions 
of Caesar and the genial companions of 
Horace, then, as yo.u linger in these historic 
valleys, in these temples of art at Pisa or 
at Florence, if your course holds the latter, 
the melody of your dream-awakened soul 
builds up a mighty climax, increasing and 
increasing, as if some Arcadian Wagner 
were at the harp of your heart, until you 
come to great Rome itself, and then, woe 
betide you if you have neglected to arrange 
for your inn. 

It is Easter week—the hallowed days of 
Christianity in the capital of Christendom 
—and Attila brought scarcely greater 
legions to destroy Rome, than this week 

brings to honor it. It is a queer army of 
invasion, companied off under the captain- 
ship of loquacious cicerones, under rations 
that vary from the fatted calf and French 
wines to stringy macaroni and poor Chianti, 
and under that master disciplinarian—love 
for the assumed task. The plan of 
campaign is prepared during the early 
hours of the week, and plots are devised 
for the killing of as many birds as possible 
with one stone. So you see them marking 
the hours for besieging St. Peter’s or the 
Coliseum and for marching down the halls 
of the Catacombs or up the paths of the 
Palatine. 

By Wednesday of the Holy Week, the 
entire army is afoot, equipped with volumes 
of some sort, prayer or guide books. Your 
Boston girls are sure to have The Marble 
Faun about them, or some lore gathered 
from the romance ; so whether they be at 
the Coliseum or St. Peter’s, they give a 
scrupulous examination to the places that 
Hawthorne has signalized. The guides 
prepare their yards of historical incidents 
and art notes. Then the city—and churches, 
gardens, galleries and forums—lays open 
its treasures to the invaders. 

It is a poor guide who does not econo- 
mize his time by leading his proteges to 
study one of the great churches while one 
of the grand ceremonies is being performed. 
But in this he is not to be commended, and 
his efforts are poorly appreciated. For 
instance, he goes into a narration concern- 
ing the tradition connected with a picture 
in one of the side chapels in St. Mary Ma. 
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jors, and his clan heard never a word he 
has said, as they have been listening to the 
inspiring chant of the ecclesiastics and the 
choristers. Besides, he annoys those who 
are seriously attending to the ceremonies. 

Guides, anyway, are but poor conveni- 
ences, especially during the Easter days in 
Rome. There is too much humdrum rou- 
tine in this method. You should let your- 
self out to suit your own temperament and 
leisure, aware of the hours prescribed for 
the prominent ceremonies, and romantic 
and classic enough to know how to utilize 
the remaining part of your time. Break 
loose in the morning and let your path 
lead you whither it will. You start for 
some place of prominence—be it St. John 
Lateran’s—and you saunter along over the 
streets and lanes (one thinks of Juvenal, 
hearing the raucity of those lanes) and, 
perhaps wishing to shorten your course, 
you step into an alley which leads to a 
walled driveway, and you go winding along, 
and do not come to St. John Lateran’s. 
But your path must lead to some bit of 
interest; there is something interesting in 
almost every turn in Rome. So, with you 
in this particular ramble; and you are re- 
warded by chancing on a place that you 
might have neglected to visit—say St. Peter 
in Chains, where you may see Michael 
Angelo’s Majestic Moses and the venerable 
chains that bound the Apostle Peter. 

Likewise on Holy Thursday morning, a 
free and easy promenade is well calculated 
to load you with hours of fine entertain- 
ment. It is a rare hill-top or pia^a that 
has not a chapel; and what delight a Bo- 
hemian of the fields takes in chancing on 
secluded bowers, laden with myrtle and 
wild-roses, spiced with delicate aroma from 
the pines and firs, this and a higher delight 

comes to the pilgrim visiting the holy tab- 
ernacles about Rome on Holy Thursday 
morning. Enter the first chapel that graces 
your pathway. It may be situated in an 
unpretentious quarter of the city. Its ex- 
terior may argue poorly for the architec- 
ture of the Italian renaissance. But within 
the King of Kings is carried, through chant 
and over flowers, and He is placed rever- 
ently in a repository, where precious and 
variegated marble, flowers in profusion, 
and innumerable tapers are grouped to 
make His shrine. The monks, bowed in 
their cloaks and cowls, kneel in homage 
before the throne; and you, inspired to 
reflection, may rightly ponder on the world- 
wide praises to Christ to-day. You enter 
the next chapel, and the scene of brilliant 
splendor for the Blessed Sacrament is re- 
peated, and so throughout the entire city. 

In the afternoon of Holy Thursday the 
thousands flock to St. Peter’s. St. John 
Lateran’s claimed the lion’s share of vis- 
itors on Wednesday; but to-day the chant- 
ing, the exhibition of relics connected with 
the Passion of our Lord, the ablution at 
the altar, and many other ceremonies at- 
tract the vast army to St. Peter’s. How 
they flock into the grand court; how they 
linger about the mighty colonnades; how 
they are come from the farthest ends of 
the earth (you learn from loud-voiced 
portions of their dialogues); and how they 
stand and move in awe when they look on 
the sublimity of the interior of the edifice. 
Whether you listen to the witchery of the 
choir, in harmony on the Lamentations; 
whether you mingle with the legions who 
are bowed in veneration to the relics, or 
whether you retire in solitude to some far 
comer and gaze off at the sweeping arches, 
mounting into the lofty dome of Michael 
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Angelo’s genius, it is all the same, for you 
are in a trance. In the fine expression of 
the choristers, the Lamentations open new 
and profounder depths in your heart, even 
as the grandeur of St. Peter’s grows mightier 
in your searching eyes; in the sacred mem- 
ories of those sacred relics that are pre- 
sented high on a balcony you may be 
prompted to think more deeply of far- 
distant lands and years—the place and 
time of the Saviour; and in the faces and 
speech of those who are elbowing slowly 
past you, it is an easy dream to imagine 
that you are in your own country, be- 
holding the American airs and hearing the 
English language. The dusky twilight 
makes a solemn entrance into St. Peter’s, 
and with its coming, you follow the drift- 
ing cortege out to the court and back to 
your inn and dinner. 

On Friday morning the searcher after 
grand ceremonies does well to return to 
St. Peter’s or to visit St. Mary Major’s. 
The latter, with its gorgeous private 
chapels, stored with artistic wealth, wins a 
high gathering of art-lovers; and its fine 
choir and numerous ecclesiastics attending 
to all the pomp of the rubrics make a 
strong argument for the gaining of the 
pilgrims of religion. In the air of calm 
and silent moving that pervades the hours 
of Good Friday frequent groups are to be 
seen wending between St. Mary Major’s 
and St. John Lateran’s, stopping at the 
many chapels that cap the intervening hills 
or that rest on the side of the thorough- 
fare. Friday does not usher in its quiet 
evening without your visit to the Holy 
Stairs, there in the monastery near the 
basilica of St. John Lateran. 

On Holy Saturday morning, the ordina- 
tions at St. John Lateran’s gather the lovers 
of ceremonies. A gallery of seats is re- 

served for friends and relatives of the 
young candidate for Holy Orders. You 
need one of these seats if you wish to see 
the impressing ceremonies, the long rows 
of ecclesiastics and the many dignitaries 
with their robes of stately form and various 
color. If you move about commingling 
with the throng, you will have glorious 
feasts for your curious eyes in the groups 
about the church—here two or three pray- 
erful Italian women, kneeling with their 
children, before a shrine, and there a 
mother and her daughter from America 
watching, through glad tears, for their boy 
who is being made one of the Lord’s an- 
ointed. Nor are you without a vision of a 
real pilgrim, one of the olden type, with 
his coarse, sunbrown garments, girded with 
a rope that bears a small flask, in his hand 
a stick roughly lopped from a mountain 
shrub, and on his head only the covering 
of his wild, shaggy hair and beard. He 
gives no attention to the crowd, but stands 
and moves with head bowed, and hastens 
with his assistance wherever he sees a 
chance to render service. If you are ob- 
servant, you may see this same pilgrim in 
attendance at the other churches. 

In the afternoon of Holy Saturday, when 
all is quiet, in waiting for the glory of the 
Easter morn, your Roman visitor will best 
serve his hours with a visit out to St. Paul’s. 
Approaching the edifice you see only the 
plain, light-colored walls of a monastery, 
and two ordinary turrets. But, once within 
that palace of shining marble, and glittering 
forest of pillars—kin to a mountain wood 
on whose iceclad countenance the morning 
sun is dancing—you may well marvel at 
the beauty of this house of the Lord, and 
the rich splendor of the place where His 
glory dwelleth. To be sure this dazzling 
brilliancy does not win the praises of all 
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temperaments. The quiet tone of the 
coloring in St. Peter’s aids you in appreci- 
ating the grandeur of that edifice; and the 
severe bearing of the interior countenance 
of St. John Lateran’s leads you captive to 
the dignity and simplicity of the Apostolic 
figures stationed beside the arcades. But 
you are no Italian, whose eye has caught 
the painting of the blue sky, the sheen of 
the sparkling waters, the gold of the orange 
groves, the green of the palm gardens and 
the purple of the distant hilltops, if you are 
not lavish in praise of St. Paul's. The 
frieze, adorning the nave, shows you a 
prophecy, for there you see medallions of 
the Popes, with spaces for fifteen more. 
St. Paul’s is like a casket of jewels—-seen 
at its best when there is no crowd about it. 

Leaving the brilliancy of this edifice, 
and returning towards the city—for St. 
Paul’s is a goodly distance beyond the 
walls of Rome—it were well to promenade 
down the lone road that winds to the 
right. If your coachman is a good Roman 
he will steer your attention to many ob- 
jects. Perhaps foremost of this wayside’s 
shrines is the catacomb of St. Nereus and 
Domitilla. It is a long speech for the 
guide to tell you of that basilica, beneath 
the sod, and of those narrow winding- 
alleys, here some bits of decoration that 
commemorate the parable of the faithful 
shepherd, the coming of Lazarus back to 
life, and kindred incidents, and there a 
secluded recess where the rock has been 
shaped into an altar. Coming again to 
the sight of the Italian sky, you let your 
classicalities speed you off to the Appian 
Way, and ere your drive thereon is ended, 
you have seen, among other monuments, 
the chapel of T>omine, quo vadis, so uni- 
versally known nowadays by reason of a 
famous novel. After you have sipped a 

little of the country vino, whose color and 
taste have no greater rival than New 
England cider, you are riding back towards 
Rome, feasting your eyes on the charming- 
expanse, ruin-clad valleys and undulating- 
hills; and, if you know enough Italian 
to ask your driver if a certain one of 
those ruins is ancient, he may give you 
the laconic reply, “Romulus e genius.” 
Then you glide through the port San 
Sebastiano, entering Rome with the shades 
of evening, later enjoying, with your 
dinner, the pleasant memories of the day, 
and still later wending to the Coliseum, 
where, for a certainty, the music and the 
illuminations will make you talk of your 
Roman history. If the moon is flooding- 
down her silver light, bide some minutes 
amid the deep darkness of the arcades and 
passages. Here, in this solitude, witness 
the passing of your Lent. 

As in other climes, Easter morning is 
full of charm. Even to the poorest de- 
votee of Lenten teaching, “ the homely 
fare and hoddengray,” as well as the 
ascetic, shuffling off his sackcloth and 
ashes, there is at Eastertide, a mystic 
splendor in the appearance of the clear 
sky, the bracing breath of spring air, and 
the rejuvenation of herb and flower. Your 
visitor in Rome feels the enchanting- spell, 
and he is out at an early hour in deep re- 
ligious praises at the altar of nature. Soon 
he is wending his way towards some little 
monastery on a hill for an early Mass, and 
later he is in one of the struggling pro- 
cessions leading to the large churches. But 
he will count it the honor of the day if he 
has a card to admit him to the Mass of 
the Sovereign Pontiff. 

The Easter morn of a very recent year 
peeped into the Italian sky with a timid 
blush of pink on its eastern cheek; soon 
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Rome’s hills looked up in content to the 
canopy of blue. To monastery chapel 
and to the grand churches, groups of 
worshippers were joyfully hastening; and 
at the hour of seven, carriages were to be 
seen wheeling, at intervals, into the great 
court of St. Peter’s, for the Holy Father, 
Leo XIII, was going to celebrate his Easter 
Mass in the Sistine Chapel, and they who 
had secured cards of admission were early 
at the entrance with the hope of possessing 
favorable places within. Women came in 
plain robes of black, with a headpiece of 
black lace, and men wore their evening 
dress. Along the stairway and about the 
portals the comely Swiss guards were 
ranged; and in the hall and about the 
chapel dignitaries of the church and func- 
tionaries of the palace were awaiting the 
appointed hour of light. It came. Then 
the melodious chant of the choir sounded 
through the chapel, mingling with the 
beauty of those artistic walls and the 
cheery radiance of the morning sun. The 
chapel was crowded, even to the little plat- 
form at the rear. Soon the straining eyes 
learned that the red sedan was crossing the 
adjoining hall, and, in a few moments, the 
Pope was transferred from the enclosed 
chair to the open one, and, being borne 
down the aisle of the chapel, all eyes were 
following the grand old Chief of the 
Catholic Church. 

His Mass being finished, his gentle voice, 
heard even to the rear of the chapel, told 
the pontifical blessing; and after his thanks- 
giving, which lasted through another Mass, 
he was again enthroned on the chair, being 
borne back over the aisle. Everyone 
caught the fullness of his gentle smile. 
Bowing to his right and to his left, he 
looked graciously on all present, while his 
hand was telling, in the sign of the cross, 

the blessing of his heart. When he again 
was being transferred to the red sedan, he 
raised his hands towards the occupants of 
the platform, and two young French 
women caught the slender hand for their 
kisses. On the other side of the aisle, as 
the Holy Pontiff was about to enter the 
sedan, he raised his hand again, and three 
men were happy in leaving their kisses 
thereon. When the chair was borne out 
to the hall, and Leo XI11 had passed your 
eyes, 

“ It seemed like the ceasing of exquisite 
music.” 

Strolling out into the great court, 
held in the embrace of the arms of those 
colonnades, many told their heart’s content 
in having beheld Leo XIII, temporal ruler 
of the Catholic Church, the statesman rec- 
ognized of nations, and the scholar friend 
of literature and science. 

The afternoon of the Roman Easter in- 
vites fashion to promenade in the public 
gardens. The Pincion hill is a favorite 
haunt for this afternoon’s recreation; and 
there a poor mother and child in gaudy 
garments, up from the squalor of an alley, 
may be seen as well as the gracious Queen 
from the Quirinal with her men in livery. 

So through the succeeding days, like 
those of the Holy Week, it is one round 
of visit and promenade to the shrines of 
art and ruin. How the old Forum, though 
not precisely a thing of beauty, is yet “ a 
joy forever.” Youth and age, native and 
foreigner are pilgrims there, pricking their 
ears at mention of the place where Mark 
Antony’s oration was delivered and where 
Virginius stabbed his daughter, rather than 
at the description of the architecture of the 
temple of Castor and Pollux or the Basil- 
ica Juliana. Who does not linger about 
the arches ? Who does not go to dream 
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in the Coliseum ? Who does not pry 
about the wind-swept walls of the baths of 
Caracalla or gather lore about the Cata- 
combs or the Appian Way or the Palatine 
and other historic hills ? That man must 
have a heart like the pendulum of a clock 
and a soul like the vapor from a teapot, 
who finds no lavish praise for life in Rome 
at this season. Your etherial artist and 

your practical stockbroker may well chant, 
in this Roman Easter’s tuning, 

“ Give me the pay of an idle day,” 
in this town, decrepit beneath the mossy 
ruin of the ages agone, and robust in the 
strength of the Catholic Church for the 
centuries to come. 

MICHAEL EARLS. 
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A VAIN PLOT. 

a/^ONFOUNDit,” said Jack Lawney, as 
he paced the room of his hotel at 

Narragansett Pier, “ if Alice would only 
marry me, the old governor would take me 
as a partner in his business, instead of 
making me work eight hours every day just 
as the other fellows at the office do. No 
wonder 1 can’t do my work properly. As 
soon as I sit down to my desk with the 
ledger or whatever it chances to be, before 
me instantly, instead of figures, balances 
and quotations, I see a pair of eyes that do 
nothing but torture me. A fellow can’t 
do two things at once, and I am just like 
any other man in love.” 

Picking up a picture lying among the 
numerous others on the stand near by and 
after contemplating it for a moment he 
brings his soliloquy to a close and lapses, 
as is his usual custom, into day-dreaming. 
This time not to build castles in the air, 
but instead, to lay plans for the siege and 
capture of the one now torturing him so 
much. As each detail presents itself to 
his mind he frames the same in words and 
soon he is holding the most animated de- 
bate with himself. 

A vigorous knock at the door brings him 
back to his senses, at the same time elicit- 
ing from him a most unwelcome “ come 
in.” As he turns to welcome the intruder 
and tell him he is not wanted, his counten- 
ance changes, for the intruder is none other 
than his old college chum and office com- 
panion Billy. 

“ Hello, Billy, you are just the man 1 want 

to see and the object of my thoughts these 
last few minutes. Throw that coat off the 

chair and take a seat. Now have a cigarette, 
smoke fast, say nothing and listen to what 
1 have to say. Forget how much you lost 
at poker last night, throw reason to the 
winds, and lend me your fancy.” 

“ 1 hope you are not ‘ getting ’em,’ Jack, 
you haven’t as yet given me a chance to 
say Hello.” 

“ But you will have a chance later, if 
you listen to what I have to propose.” 

“ What! another scheme, Jack ? Don’t 
you think it is about time for you to quit 
scheming, and get down to work ? You 
remind me of one of those ‘ blithe spirits ’ 
or ‘bums’ as people vulgarly call them, 
who are forever thinking what hard-luck 
tale to tell next, yet who still find it more 
convenient, as well as enjoyable, to eat and 
sleep while we other poor devils slave and 
buffet fortune’s merciless knocks. I am 
always ready to help you and to enter into 
your schemes, but 1 have found so many 
of them so senseless that I am beginning to 
tire of them, and become sick of the thorny 
bouquets thrown at me on their account.” 

“ But, Billy, this is not foolish, nor will its 
consequences in any way affect you. Al- 
low me just to propose it, then refuse if 
you have the heart.” 

“ Yes, wait till I hear it, you invariably 
say something similar to that, but alas! you 
never caution me of the consequences. Do 
you remember the day 1 upset the ink on 
your unfinished reports at your father’s 
office? Well, the boss half suspected it 
was a put-up job and said the same to 
Martin, the book-keeper. Incidentally in 
a louder tone, as if meant for my hearing, 
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he remarked that you were the laziest 
mortal he ever had in the office and that I 
was a fool. Now, Jack, 1 know well that 
you are lazy and careless, and I don’t mind 
people holding that opinion of you, and I 
half believe 1 am a fool, but 1 wish to have 
a sole monopoly on that estimate of myself. 
When I asked the old fellow for a raise, 
he drawled out in his peculiar way, ‘ 1 am 
sorry, young man, but we can’t afford it, 
business is poor, expenses are high, the 
trust has a corner on ink, and you fellows 
are so everlastingly extravagant that 1 am 
afraid Mr. Lawney will soon be in the 
bankrupt court. ’ ” 

“ Oh, well, Billy, he wouldn’t have given 
you a raise anyway, so he gave you that 
‘ josh ’ as a sort of an excuse to get rid of 
you. I’ll speak to my father about you 
and see what 1 can do; but don’t worry; 
if you ever get down I’ll help you up.” 

“Help me up! I have yet the occasion 
to remember your so doing. Not that you 
wouldn’t, but if I recollect rightly, you, as 
a rule, are down when 1 am down—always 
at the bottom—and often the cause of my 
being down.” 

After these remarks, Jack walked over 
to the window and looked out at the waves 
as they dashed up the beach. Then he 
gazed at the picture still in his hand, totally 
ignoring Billy’s presence. 

Billy, thinking he had hurt Jack’s feel- 
ings, arose and walked to where he was 
standing. Then following Jack’s gaze to 
where the picture rested, he broke the 
silence, saying, “ Go on, old man, propose 
your scheme; I’ll help you, even if it is 
the murder of anyone, except the fair one 
smiling from the easel in your hand.” 

“ Good Billy,” said Jack, grasping his 
hand, “ I knew you would help me, you 
who took me through so many exams. 

when we were at college; but I assure 
you, at the outset, that there is no murder 
unless you consider matrimony murder, 
for that is what I most eagerly desire to 
enter into. You know how I love that 
girl in the picture, and what I would do to 
make her my wife, but somehow she 
thinks I am the boy who played with her 
when we were children, and not her lover 
as I wish to be. I have proposed to her at 
least a half dozen times, but she always 
laughs at me, and begins to talk about the 
strategic abilities of the British and Boer 
generals, or some such ‘ rot ’ totally be- 
yond the scope of a fellow as deeply in 
love as 1 am. Yesterday, when I proposed 
to her again, as is now my daily custom, 
she laughed, and said, ‘ Jack, you are 
foolish; wait until you have done some- 
thing.’ Evidently she has some such of 
an opinion of me as you have, but tell 
me, Billy, what can a fellow do in these 
matter-of-fact days, with knight-errantry 
laughed at as insensate, poetry frowned on 
as waste of time, and eloquent speeches 
ridiculed as an indication of a lack of 
reason. Everyone is tramping on each 
other’s heels and no man has time to 
admire whatever laudable work another 
might accomplish. I am desperate and 
ready to do anything, but there is no 
opportunity, and I am going to invent one. 
It is this: To-morrow, as you know, we 
are going to take a cruise down the coast 
in the Governor’s yacht. Alice and I, as 
well as you and Bradley and Dunne wil 
be there, ^nd the Old Neptune will afford 
us the opportunity I speak of.” 

“ I hope you are not going to commit 
suicide, Jack.” 

“ Of course not, you foolish fellow. If 
I were going to do that I wouldn’t go to 
all this trouble. But, to go on with my 
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scheme. When we get sufficiently far 
enough out, 1 want you to shout ‘ man 
overboard/ and then rush for a line. 1 
will be proposing to Alice, and just about 
to tell her I would do anything as your cry 
comes to my ears. Then I’ll jump up, 
rush to the rail, and prepare to jump to 
the rescue.” 

“ But, Jack, you can’t swim a stroke.” 
“ Well, I know that, Billy, and that is 

the reason I propose this next clause. You 
fellows must run over and take hold of 
me and prevent me from doing such a 
rash act as jumping into those angry 
waves. It will take but a moment to dis- 
cover that it is but a false alarm, but in 
the meantime I will have demonstrated 
that 1 would be a hero, if fortune would 
only favor me with a chance. Alice will 
give me credit for what I intended to do 
and, perhaps, think that I am a little better 
than the ordinary run of men. Then, if 
she takes me, I’ll settle down and be a 
dutiful husband and endeavor to wipe out 
the deceit 1 used in winning her.” 

Billy began to laugh, and picked up the 
picture, the object of Jack’s scheme. “Ah, 
friend, I pity you. What stories you will 
have to listen to when a meeting of the 
church trustees or a business engagement 
keeps your husband a little later at the 
office than usual. I hope you don’t mean 
to do all that you have said, Jack.” 

“ Of course I do. Now, go and see 
Bradley and Dunne, and explain every- 
thing to them, but bind them to secrecy by 
promising them one of the greatest ‘ last- 
night dinners’ they have ever attended.” 

“All right, Jack. Good-bye. I’ll see 
you to-morrow. In the meantime I’ll 
look the boys up and give them your in- 
structions.” 

“ So long, Billy. Don’t forget to swear 

them all to secrecy before you mention 
the scheme.” 

Billy heard the final injunction, but his 
mind was too busy to give it any heed. 
Had Jack heard him laugh as he walked 
along the corridor he might have consid- 
ered it a foreboding sign. For already 
Billy, naturally a joker, had taken another 
view of the situation, arguing that his 
course would be for the better of both 
persons concerned and Jack might be 
cured. 

That night he met Bradley and Dunne 
in the billiard room, where he proceeded 
to make known Jack’s proposition, where- 
upon both pronounced him a fool. Bradley 
suggested shoving him over as he mounted 
the railing. 

“ No,” protested Billy, “ we can’t do that; 
the poor fellow would drown, as he can’t 
swim a stroke. Listen to me. I’ll shout 
1 man overboard/ according to instructions, 
but when Jack gets on the rail you fellows 
be busy with something else, pretending 
you did not hear me. I, as Jack instructed, 
will be after a line, and so he will either 
have to jump in or come down off the rail 
and make the best explanations possible.” 

“ Out of sight,” shouted Bradley and 
Dunne in chorus. “ Don’t worry, Billy,” 
said Bradley, “ we shall do as you wish 
and if Jack gets mad we’ll threaten to lay 
bare the whole plot.” 

The next day dawned bright and clear. 
Jack was as gay as a spring bird and greeted 
the boys as they came into breakfast with 
the cheeriest “good-morning,” they had 
ever heard him utter. After breakfast he 
tested them as to their instructions, each 
one repeating them as if they were the 
lines of a melodrama. 

Immediately after luncheon, the party 
boarded the yacht, Alice the gayest of them 
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all and Jack just a bit nervous. As he 
passed Billy walking to the wheel house, 
he said: 

“ Billy, I feel like a fellow preparing to 
go into his first battle.” 

“You will feel like one just emerging, 
after we're through with you,” thought 
Billy. 

“All ready, Captain,” said Jack and the 
yacht began its cruise. Soon they were 
seated around in groups, talking and laugh- 
ing, for the sea breeze made them all light- 
hearted, except Jack, who was more fidgety 
and nervous than ever. Suddenly as he 
was proposing to Alice on the leeward side 
of the boat, Billy’s well-known voice rang 
out loud and clear, “ man overboard,” and 
Jack’s time was come. True to the pro- 
gram, he rushed to the rail at the stern and 
prepared for his heroic plunge. Alice, who 
had heard the shout and discerned Jack’s 
purpose cried “ Don’t, Jack; ” yet she 
didn’t faint as he had anticipated. But as 
he mounted the rail and felt no restraining 
hand, his face, turned back toward those 
who should have held him, began to pale 

and contort in an agony of fear and anger. 
He fancied that all eyes were turned on him 
bidding him jump. He stood there for a 
moment debating with himself what to do. 
“ If those fellows don’t come, I’ll either 
have to jump in at the risk of drowning or 
step back a coward and a fool.” How he 
would have decided the discussion within 
him is unknown, but a sudden lurch of the 
boat decided for him and he was precipi- 
tated into the waves below. 

When the unexpected happened, Billy 
immediately jumped over and in a few bold 
strokes reached Jack where he was, strug- 
gling in the waves, and the quick arrival of 
a boat from the yacht, completed the 
rescue. As the party was hoisted aboard, 
Jack seeing the sunken faces of his com- 
panions, angrily blurted out, “ Why in the 
thunder didn’t you fellows hold me?” 
Then realizing his blunder, he turned to 
face Alice, and she smiling, said: 

“ Jack, the next time you go to save 
yourself, take a life preserver;” then to 
Billy, “ heroes are born, not made.” 

BIJAX. 
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THE RETURN. 

My hut neah de mill-stream is crumblin’, 
De cheer from its hearthstone is gone; 

1 heah my own voice th’oo it mumblin’, 
As de dark waters, keerless, glide on. 

Dyar’s no comfort, no Chloe, to greet me— 
Fo’ my deah one has gone fur away— 

Yet de pleasures of fancy entreat me, 
An’ de ’membrances bid me to stay. 

Gord speed you, dark waters! flow kindly, 
An’ carry my thoughts on yo’ tide, 

Wid words dat, in tears, 1 speak blindly, 
To the one who’s at Marster’s gre’t side. 

Go an’ whisper-like to her I’s lonely— 
Go an’ whisper I’s still lingerin’ heah; 

Yes, jes’ whisper dyar’s one image only 
To myse’f everlastin’ly deah. 

CHARLES LOWELL HOWARD. 
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WERTHER AND HIS TIMES. 

IT was a strange epoch ; a feeling of un- 
I rest and melancholy sat heavily upon all. 
It was a period of uncertain wild hopes and 
unhealthy sentimentalism. The period of 
a moral fermentation, which some one not 
without justice has designated, a “necessary 
process towards the liberation of the Ger- 
man mind,'’—extravagant sentimentality 
and wild fancies strove for the suppression 
of the unnatural, the benumbed and paltry 
forms of life then existing,—a proneness 
to melancholy and a shocking sentiment 
against all conventionality spread among the 
young men. 

From the numerous memoirs and letters 
which still remain to testify to the follies 
of the age, we may gather an idea of the 
self-questioning, and the sentimental intro- 
spection, which were carried to such a dis- 
gusting extent. Everything that before 
had been considered established came into 
question. 

The movement was not at this time new, 
for it had been in operation for some time, 
but its influence was widening, and a spirit 
of inquiry was abroad, so general and so 
searching that no country could entirely es- 
cape its action. The human mind suddenly 
growing stronger, threw off the shackles 
which had so long bound it. Opinions 
which had stood the test of ages were ques- 
tioned. Old evidence was no longer suffi- 
cient. The night had closed, and, in the 
light of the day that followed, things were 
examined anew, and the foundation of every 
belief was jealously scrutinized. 

The movement, which for a time was 
confined to the higher classes, soon spread 
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and worked upon all classes. Earlier, Vol- 
taire and Rousseau are types of the higher 
class, intellectually. While the former is 
clearly the strongest representative of the 
sceptical and scoffing spirit of his age, the 
latter is the representative of the protest 
of the human heart against this endless 
negation. In him this protest took the 
form of sentimentalism. 

“ All is good as it comes from the hand 
of the Creator; in the hands of man every 
thing degenerates.” With this opening 
sentence of Emile has the “ apostle of 
affliction,” as Byron calls him, given the 
numberless discontented contemporaries a 
solution as it were. And deep indeed, has 
been the impression which his half-true 
gospel of the return to nature and his 
declamation against the social relation ex- 
isting throughout Germany has made. 

Germany was one of the first countries 
to be affected by those eloquent works of 
Rosseau, which appeared immediately after 
the middle of the eighteenth century, and 
in which the rise of the new epoch is very 
observable. The influence of this wonderful, 
but in some instances misguided, man, which 
may be traced in the whole body of European 
literature since his time, was especially great 
upon our author. To him is probably due 
the independence and tone of some of our 
author’s works. 

In the early seventies of the eighteenth 
century—approximately, about the time the 
Gottingen confederation of poets was 
formed—this same spirit of disquiet and 
unbelief manifested itself in Germany, but 
even still more violently than elsewhere. 
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In the department of religion people every- 
where sought to disregard positive and to 
found a natural religion, which men 
adopted, each interpreting for himself. 
In the theory of education the Rousseauic 
ideas of a return to natural methods found 
ardent adherents and workers. In art, 
Winckelmann and Lessing had given new 
rules. Even in the province of poetry a 
great change was effected; as in other 
fields, man wished here, too, to violate all 
traditions, all laws and rules which had 
been regarded before, to strip them off and 
allow absolute freedom of subject to rule. 
In this way they wished to create some- 
thing entirely original and modern. It has 
since been called the “ Storm and Stress ” 
period. Shakespeare was regarded as the 
highest standard, and from him they went 
back to the folk-songs, to the ancient 
poetry, to Homer. The public greeted 
with enthusiasm the poems of James 
McPherson, as also the collection of old 
English ballads of Percey. 

By this striving after originality and 
vivacity, however, the greatest errors made 
.their appearance. Many of these Power- 
men sought originality in licentiousness 
and disorderliness, and as they freed them- 
selves from all laws in the bounds of 
poetry, so also from the conventional and 
moral. Hence it came that many a one 
not untalented naturally, in this wild, licen- 
tious restlessness perished. 

These were symptoms of disease; the 
social organization was deranged ; a crisis 
was heralded by the greatest extravagancies 
in literature, as in all other departments of 
life. And this disease was caused by want 
of faith. Disquiet and disbelief were ap- 
parent in philosophy, in politics, in morals. 
The old faith, which had made European 
life an organic unity, no longer existed as 

the universal dominant power. The French 
Revolution was but another form of this 
organic disturbance. 

Still it was in this very realm of chaos 
that Gothe built his throne, despite the 
many difficulties he encountered, and 
“with regard/’ says De Quincy, “to a 
literature, convulsed, if any ever was, by 
an almost total anarchy, it is a fact well 
known to all who take an interest in Ger- 
many and its concerns, that Gothe suc- 
ceeded, in one way or another, in estab- 
lishing an undreamt of supremacy of in- 
fluence, a supremacy so unexampled that 
it would have been perilous, in a less hon- 
orable man, to those whom he might 
chance to hate, and with regard to himself 
thus far unfortunate, that it contained upon 
every work proceeding from his pen a sort 
of papal indulgence, an immunity from 
criticism, as even from the appeals of good 
sense, such as it is not wholesome that any 
man should enjoy.” 

And it is even truer to-day than when 
Carlyle first called the attention of Eng- 
glishmen to the fact that there is not, and 
probably never was, a writer who found so 
many readers. “ For, from the peasant to 
the king, from the callow dillettante and 
innamorata to the grave transcendental 
philosopher, men of all degrees and dis- 
positions are familiar with the writings of 
Gothe; each studies them with affection, 
with a faith which, ‘ when it cannot 
unriddle, learns to trust;’ each takes with 
him what he is adequate to carry, and de- 
parts, thankful for his own allotment.” 

Gothe presents an appearance such as in 
the history of letters is seldom seen. A 
young man who rises almost at a single 
bound into the highest reputation all over 
Europe, by gradual advance, ascends to the 
supreme intellectual place, and to-day we 
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recognize his influence in every province of 
literature, art, and human accomplishment. 
The history of his mind is the history of 
German culture in his day. 

Then to the anxious inquirers into for- 
eign literature, and to those who would 
understand the European world as it was 
at that time, this Gothe, it would seem, 
would present a most suitable study. This 
man of unexampled reputation and intel- 
lectual influence had carefully prepared the 
story of his own life, and invites us to 
study him; and to-day where this study 
exists he is studied. 

So much has been said by way of indi- 
cating the temper of those times, and the 
position of our hero-author, and to show 
that Werther is but the expression of that 
temper. 

The condition of intellectual culture 
could not have been more clearly brought 
to light than through the enthusiastic re- 
ception of this little book. It did not, 
however, as is often remarked, conclude 
that period of sentimentality and melan- 
choly ; it gave to it rather a fresh impulse, 
and in it the agitated feelings of the youth 
were given a first right expression. 

Gothe had touched the heart of the time, 
which now in milder longing, now in strong 
desires of the struggling youth, the ardent 
desire after originality, and the natural as 
opposed to a gloomy, obsolete, and deeply 
vitiated world had received in Werther its 
deepest and most perfect expression. 

But what Werther was to the generation 
of the seventies of the eighteenth century 
we have now no adequate conception. 
Seldom has a work of fiction called forth 
such sudden activity. “ Its first appear- 
ance,” says August Wilhelm Rehberg, the 
Hannoverian privy-councillor, in his book 

“ Gothe and his Century,” “ marks an 
epoch in the history of the German people.” 

Unexampled, indeed, is the manner in 
which the work seized upon contemporary 
feeling. The boundless influence and popu- 
larity it gained is well known; and the 
effects of it all over Europe were no less 
striking than in Germany. Werther uttered 
for the world what it had long felt and 
been waiting to hear. Everywhere it was 
hailed with delight. It was translated into 
almost every language on the globe—even 
penetrating beyond the walls of China. 
Napoleon had carried it with him on his 
Egyptian campaign and read it—not once, 
but seven times, as he assured Gothe, “and 
studied it as a criminal judge his acts.” Its 
appearance was so new and inspiring that 
one might immediately guess ex angue 
leonem. 

As a consequence it aroused at once 
imitators and opposers, achieved for itself 
with foreigners attention, esteem and in- 
terest, to such an extent that it was read 
by an Emperor of the world at the Egyp- 
tian pyramids, discussed by him later with 
the author, and imitated by one of his 
brothers. 

Werther, this manifestation of the Ger- 
man character, is indeed one of the most 
truly national works of all German litera- 
ture; while it is at the same time of all 
Gothe’s works the best known among for- 
eigners. It is as the author of Werther he 
is known; and this is the case even in his 
old age, when he had written and published 
his more finished work. 

The long line of translations that followed 
came for the most part soon after the pub- 
lication of the original. At that time Ger- 
many appeared to foreigners, in literary 
relations, still almost as a border-land, and 
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they very seldom troubled themselves 
about the knowledge of their rough and 
clumsy language. In England, Klopstock’s 
Messias was about the only German work 
of poetry that had found entrance. And 
their Gallic neighbors knew even as little 
of a literature of modern Germany, before 
a fresh view had been given through Ma- 
dame De Stael’s book, De l’Allemagne. 
Even after the appearance of Faust, years 
must elapse before this wonder of modern 
poetry should be given attention in foreign 
lands. 

Great and widespread, as we have seen, 
was the interest of contemporaries in 
our romance; even the Clarissa of Rich- 
ardson and Rousseau’s Heloise made no 
greater furor with the susceptible readers 

of the eighteenth century than Wert her. 
They read not only the pathetic letters of 
the poor young man with trembling pulse 
in lonely melancholy bowers, but the 
“ Werther-fever ” became gradually a kind 
of mental influenza; and if the young 
men of that time did not actually blow 
out their brains in order that their sweet- 
hearts might bewail them as followers of 
Werther, they at any rate attempted to 
imitate him in other respects; and many 
a one wore at least an untrimmed Werther 
dress-coat, such as Gothe wore upon his 
arrival at Weimar. 

Gothe’s romance had, however, by no 
means excited this fever, as it is often 
reproached with having done, but only 
revealed the sickness hidden in the young 
minds. The melancholy food from the 
little book so nourished the young minds 
that it soon became their best friend, and 
expressed for them so touchingly their un- 
certain thoughts, feelings, and longings. 

Poor Werther, a far more interesting 

character than that Saint Preux in the 
New Heloise, stood before them as a 
martyr for the claims of the heart, and his 
weakness was admired and honored, as 
well as his fortune wept. 

But there was for the author in this full 
cup of celebrity many a bitter drop of sorrow. 
Reproaches were heaped upon him from 
many quarters, and as the source of this mor- 
bid exuberance, his book, now so eagerly 
devoured by the youth, was brought into 
bad repute, some found in it an unques- 
tionable apology for suicide. Some charged 
the poet with having poisoned the souls of 
hopeful young men, and with having 
brought tears and sorrow to many families. 
But Gothe writes to the Werthers: “ Oh, 
you unbelieving ones, you of little faith ! 
could you feel the thousandth part of what 
Werther is to thousands of hearts, you 
would not reckon the cost to yourselves.’’ 

The interest this Werther awakens in us 
is perhaps due more to its being full of biog- 
raphy, and to the immense influence it had 
upon the subsequent literature of Europe, 
than to any intrinsic value it possesses. Yet 
it is an undisputable fact that among the 
infinitely varied effusions of Gothe’s pen, 
there is not one of so much general interest 
as this little romance. 

Surely this testimony of Gothe’s youth, 
the fruit of his own deep heart experiences, 
in which, according to the words of the 
historian Servinus, “ art and nature, poetry 
and truth, eccentricity and intellectual sound- 
ness, sentimentality and naivete, action and 
rest, so intimately blend,” will not long con- 
tinue to be reckoned among those once 
eagerly read works, from which the modern 
reader gains only a cold literary and histo- 
rical interest. 

J. CHAPMAN JOHNSTON. 
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THE FLAG. 

I wave in the breeze so proudly, 
1 flash in the glitt’ring sun— 

When the cannons are roaring loudly, 
And victory is all but won, 

When soldiers are killed like cattle, 
And the sky is a flaming hell—- 

’Mid the clatter and clang of battle, 
And the scream of the bursting shell. 

There are men who have died to save me, 
There are men who, though maimed 

and torn, 
Raised blood-covered hands to wave me, 

When free from the bugle borne, 
High over the cannons’ rattle 

The sound of the charge would well,— 
O’er the clatter and clang of battle, 

And the scream of the bursting shell. 

1 am first in the charge for glories, 
I am last in the sad retreat; 

I’m the theme of a thousand stories, 
I’m the guide of a thousand feet;— 

’Till even the babes can prattle 
Some story of hew I swell 

O’er the clatter and clang of battle, 
And the scream of the bursting shell. 

W. F. BARRON. 
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DAFFODILS. 

Daffodil, yellow as gold, 
Earliest blossom of Spring, 

Fearless, and laughing, and bold, 
Scoffing at Winter and cold, 
Bravely your buds you unfold, 

Bravely your standards you fling 
Free as the gallants of old. 

Daffodil. 

Gay with your banners unrolled, 
Richly bedecked as a King, 

Daffodil, thee we behold, 
Livening the desolate wold, 
Calling the sheep from the fold, 

Tempting the robins to sing, 
Winter’s last knell thou hast tolled, 

Daffodil. 
W. F. BARRON. 

HOMER. 

Immortal Homer! llion’s bard divine! 
O, thou who erst aneath the heavens 

pale, 
Didst roam afar—a minstrel of thy 

vale— 
1 would a song to thee e’en like to thine. 
For oft thy verse my spirit doth enshrine 

In pleasure’s hall; forever they exhale 
A sweetness like the fragrance from the 

dale, 
Where grow the lilies, and the eglantine. 

O, in our hearts thou’st grafted lessons 
rare, 

And not the least—the homage thou 
dost pay 

Oft to the gods, who stand beyond 
compare, 

First in thy heroes thoughts through 
night and day. 

O, may we catch this spark from out thy 
lore, 

And learn to reverence our God the more! 
RAYMOND I. DUNIGAN. 
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HELL. 

The place where souls condemned are suf- 
fering 

The justice meted out to them, the 
place 

Of grief eternal! Frightened from the 
face 

Of Satan flee the wretched ones and 
fling 

Themselves on burning sands, till by the 
sting 

Of demons stirred, they stumble on 
apace 

To fresher torments; ne’er can they 
efface 

The stain upon their souls; e’er murmur- 
ing 

Against their awful fate they all en- 
dure 

Extremes of heat and cold, a parching 
thirst 

And hunger ravenous, and some im- 
merged 

In horrid filth thus expiate impure 
Adulterous crimes on earth; all these 

accurst 
Of God, of sin and guilt are never 

purged. 
PRESTON P. EDMONSTON. 
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The article by Rev. Timothy Brosna- 
han, S, J., in reply to President Eliot's 
paper in the Atlantic Monthly on Electi- 
vism, has created quite a stir in educa- 
tional circles throughout the country. 
The April Bookman speaks of it as 
follows: 

“ It is one of the neatest bits of contro- 
versial literature that we have seen in a 
long, long time. In the first place, it is 
a model of courtesy and urbanity; in the 
second place, its style is clear as crystal; 
in the third place, its logic is faultless; 
and, finally, its quotations, illustrations 
and turns of phrase are apt, piquant and 
singularly effective. It does not represent 
a personal controversy, nor does it concern 
itself particularly with the Jesuit educa- 
tional methods as such; hut it is, in 
reality, a keenly critical and thoroughly 
practical examination of President Eliot’s 
theories about “ electivism ”—theories 
which have made Harvard into a curious 
jumble of college and university, and 
which President Eliot would like to see 
carried down into the schools, in the ap- 
parent belief that babes and sucklings 
have an intuitive and prophetic power of 
determining just what is going to be best 
for them in all their after life. 

“ Some of the touches in this little 
monograph are delicious, as where the 
author says with the most urbane and 
deferential air that ‘it would, for the 
sake of erudition, interest many to have 
President Eliot cite or at least give refer" 
ences to the passages of the Koran ’ 
which would justify his description of 
the ‘ Moslem ’ methods. Again, there is 
much neatness in the paragraphs which 
show that where President Eliot in his 
large way has spoken of a certain system 
as existing unchanged for four hundred 
years, the period in question, as a matter 
of fact, is just about fifteen years in 
length. Altogether, we have not in a 
long time read anything which compacts 
into so small a compass so much dialectic 
skill, so much crisp and convincing argu- 
ment, and so much educational good 
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sense. We hope that President Eliot 
has been reading this over very thought- 
fully himself. He has been so long an 
autocrat in his own particular microcosm 
as apparently to make him somewhat 
careless when he addresses a larger 
public. In this case he has certainly been 
evolving argumentative material out of 
his inner consciousness, in the spirit of 
the person who first said tant pis pour 
les faits; and it is just as well that for 
once in a way he should have been 
brought up with a good round turn. As 
the information would probably never 
reach him from Harvard sources, we 
may gently convey to him the informa- 
tion that throughout the entire country 
professional educators and men and 
women of cultivation generally are im- 
mensely amused at the cleverness with 
which his alleged facts and his iridescent 
theories have been turned into a joke.” 

# * * * 

On the 18th and 19th of this month 
will take place in Chicago the second 
Conference of Catholic College repre- 
sentatives. Bight Rev. Mgr. Thomas J. 
Conaty, D. D., rector of the Catholic 
University, will preside. The following 
papers will be read and discussed: 

1. Uniformity of Conditions for En- 
trance to Freshman Class, Very Bev. 
Lawrence A. Delurey, 0. S. A., president 
of Villanova College. 

2. Relative Merits of Courses in Cath- 
olic and non-Catholic Colleges for A. B. 
degrees, Bev. Timothy Brosnahan, S. J., 
Woodstock College. 

3. Elective System of Studies, Bev. 
James A. Burns, 0. S. C., Notre Dame 
University. 

4. Religious Instruction in College, 
Very Bev. Patrick S. McHale, C. M., 
President Niagara University. 

5. Teaching of Modern Languages, 
Bev. John P. Carroll, D. D., President 
St. Joseph’s College, Dubuque, Iowa. 

6. Development of Character in Stu- 
dents, Rev. M. P. Dowling, S. J., Presi- 
dent Creighton University, Omaha, Neb. 

The subjects selected are very sug- 
gestive, and we look forward with much 
interest to the discussions of the Con- 
ference. What immediate practical re- 
sults may ensue from this gathering of 
Catholic educators it is not possible to 
say, yet it cannot fail to be beneficial to 
Catholic education, by bringing into 
greater harmony the various Catholic 
institutions whose aim is to preserve the 
faith among our youth. 



In many of the March numbers of our 
exchanges we have noticed, what seems 
to us a falling off from the literary 
excellence of which previous numbers had 
given evidence From what we can judge 
we think this decadence may he ascribed 
to the fact that the editors of those maga- 
zines are becoming weary of their work. 
We are astonished that these men who 
have run such a good race are now begin- 
ning to falter when the goal of a success- 
ful course is almost within their reach; 
when they can almost feel the weight of 
the olive wreath, placed upon their brows 
by their many admiring readers. If this 
slight reproach does not apply to you 
whose publications are not included in 
the word “ many,” read it, nevertheless, 
that you may learn what remedies we 
propose for you, if ever you should begin 
to tire of your labor. Of those to whom 
it does apply, we ask, why should you 
tire of your noble labors now when only 
a few more opportunities of spending 
tiresome days and sleepless nights offer 
themselves to you ? If you are becoming 
weary of your literary work, picture to 
yourselves the pleasure you will derive 
when—this to you who are to be blest 
with diplomas—with eager hands you 
open the first number of your magazine 
that the new board of next year will pub- 
lish. Ah! then, we prophesy, will your 
thoughts of weariness vanish. 

Imagine yourselves, next October, sit- 

ting before your blazing hearth and revel- 
ing in many laudatory paragraphs which 
speak of the “ high literary excellence 
of predecessors ” and other such archa- 
isms as you yourselves were wont to use 
in the halcyon days of first appointments. 
We think that sufficient for you who will 
depart from our ranks amid the pleasant 
scenes of graduation exercises, but now 
we prescribe for those, who like ourselves, 
have yet other twelve months in which 
to continue our work. 

The remedy of your evil, to our mind, 
is hope. Glowing, lively hope that next 
year will see your names higher up on 
the scroll of the staff. To gain this 
honor it does not behoove you now to lag, 
since from the seed that now is sown, 
will spring the crop of next year’s honors, 
and w7ho can tell but that the nourishing 
you now7 give your own particular seed 
will not then bring forth the best crops. 
Labor on, you noble undergraduates, 
wrhose literary spirit is inherited from 
predecessors who w7ere masters in the art, 
let not your laziness overpower you when 
you have knowdedge of so many staff 
vacancies to be. 

Of course these few remarks are only 
for those editors in whose magazines we 
have seen indications of their tiring of 
their work and who, we may justly say, are 
a very small minority in the vast assembly 
who make college literature the success 
it is. 
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When we noticed the legend “The 
Alumni Number” upon the cover of the 
Nassau Lit, a feeling of joy came over 
us which was increased when a glance 
over the contents revealed the names of 
so many writers whose influence is so 
strongly felt to-day in American literary 
life. “ Ethics in Princeton Traditions ” 
is a strong plea for the preservation of 
historic Princeton customs. As it is 
written by an alumnus who knows 
whereof he writes, it ought to have much 
weight with the students who read it. 
“ AYhat the Old Graduate Learned,” from 
the pen of Mr. Jesse Lynch Williams, is 
a keen satire upon the “college man” 
who “ struts around with his arm on the 
collar of the captain’s sweater and basks 
in the sunshine of importance,” all the 
while imagining himself a “representa- 
tive man.” To those outside the college 
world, Mr. Lynch’s satire may seem too 
hard, hut to us who have seen this type 
of “representative man ” in all his inglori- 
ous glory, it appeals with striking truth- 
fulness. “ Safe, now in the Wide Wide 
World,” by Mr. Tarkington, is a realistic 
description of how the returns of the Yale- 
Princetonfootball gamewerereceived from 
the operator of a long-distance telephone. 
This article has a vein of good humor 
running through it and is realistic to a 
degree. “Literary Influence in College 
Life ” is an admirable appreciation of the 
influence upon students of college jour- 
nalism. Anyone, if there is such a person 
in any college, who does not see the bene- 
fit that may be derived from literary 
work while at college, should read this 
article and we are sure he will see the 
error of his way. We heartily commend 
the editors of the Lit in allowing their 
Alumni to contribute the matter for an 
entire number and do not doubt but that 

a greater interest in the Lit will be 
stimulated by their action, among that 
body. 

* # * * 

In the Notre Dame Scholastic of 
March third, “Newman’s Sincerity” is 
an essay which shows careful thought 
and reading, and admirable execution. 
From begining to end, there is not an 
obscure paragraph. In fact the clearness 
of style, the plain, open refutation of all 
arguments against Cardinal Newman’s sin- 
cerity, are the striking points in the article. 

The writer, withal, is to be praised 
for his work, since his article is an ex- 
cellent handling of such a worthy sub- 
ject. “A College Man,” a short story, to 
the title of which should have been joined 
the sub-title “An Archaism,” is a very 
poor dressing of a time-worn plot and 
should not have found its way into the 
pages of the Scholastic. “ Magazine 
Notes” and “Exchanges” in the same 
magazine are always well written depart- 
ments, and they are especially so in this 
number. 

* * * * 

St. Xavier’s Monthly blends the re- 
ligious and the literary most delightfully. 
“ First Friday Roses ” is a perfectly com- 
posed piece of verse, which has a pious 
strain in it that many verse writers of 
our other exchanges seem to neglect. 
“No Mother,” in this magazine, is the 
poetical expression of the feelings aroused 
by the death of a holy nun. The best 
stanza which expresses resignation to the 
will of Him who rules, is truly piously 
poetical. Verse seems to be the forte of 
the contributors to the Monthly, but we 
would advise the introduction of more 
fiction into its columns, as it certainly 
would make the Xavier better reading. 

A. C. C., ’01. 



The Century for March, contains a very 
interesting article on “ The Giant Indians 
of Terra del Fuego,” by Frederick Cook, 
of the Belgian Antartic Expedition. 
Much attention is centred on the Onas, 
a savage, and remarkably tall clan, for 
we are informed by the author that these 
Indians live in clans, as the people of 
Scotland, and have their clan battles just 
as formerly those people had. The popu- 
lation, made up as it is of these clans, 
has, until the white man appeared, waged 
war amongst themselves, as has been said, 
but when the white man appeared on the 
scene, the attention is given to them, and 
now even the fear and fire of a Winchester 
rifle does not deter them from their usual 
raids on the sheep. Hunting is the 
favorite pastime, and clothed as these 
people are, only in skins, armed with 
primitive bows and arrows, they dwell 
most of the time outdoors, with the sky 
as their canopy. The article is very 
pleasant reading, and we would commend 
a perusal. “ The National Zoo at Wash- 
ington,” has served to bring Mr. Ernest 
Seton Thompson before our attention 
once more, and once more does he, with 
his remarkable and accurate description 
of the environment and characteristics of 
animals, please us. The Alaskan bear, 
a most wonderful specimen, is considered, 
in every detail, and we are told that un- 
less some action is taken to continue the 

breeding of these animals, we may soon 
see this species become extinct. A strong 
plea is made for this attention by the 
author, and we should trust that his 
efforts will not be unavailing. The illus- 
trations of the article are very well done. 
“Pretoria Before the War,” by Howard 
C. Hillegas, of whom we have heard so 
much said in connection with his know- 
ledge of the traits and the customs of 
the Boers, has captured us by its seem- 
ingly accurate description. To our mind, 
much misrepresentation has been dis- 
pelled by this article, which we have 
read with interest. We are told they are 
a clean and remarkably intelligent race ; 
that the younger element is desirous of 
modern advancement and civilization, 
and that many of them have been edu- 
cated by their parents abroad at the big 
universities so as to fit them for the 
struggle that was coming. The old men 
are rather adverse to departing from 
staid customs and precedents, believing 
in the hible and resting their faith on 
that alone, as well as their hope. The 
respect shown their President is no less 
noteworthy than is his regard for their 
views, political or otherwise. A very in- 
teresting picture of this simple old man, 
frugal in his tastes, and quaint in his 
manners, is drawn by Mr. Hillegas 
in his account of the assembly that 
gathers on his verandah, where all are 
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welcome, and are permitted to give 
vent to their views, in the center of 
which he is the main figure, with his 
pipe, as he listens to the suggestions that 
are offered by the members of this com- 
munity, over which he has been placed. 
The meeting of the Boer Congress is 
picturesquely depicted. 

* * * * 

The North American Review is still 
devoting much attention and time to the 
consideration of war matters. The situ- 
ation is regarded from the standpoint of 
the German, British, and American ob- 
servation. The Dutch side of the con- 
troversy is detailed in Dr. J. C. Yoigt’s 
“ Fifty Years of the Republic in South 
America.” General Anderson, who com- 
manded the first expedition from the 
United States to the Philippines, hopes, 
in his article, “ Our Rule in the Phil- 
ippines,” that education and good gov- 
ernment may effect, after an interval of 
time, a regeneration. The fact that there 
is no allegiance, no government tradi- 
tions, among the people, who wish a rep- 
resentative government, such, for instance, 
as the United States, he thinks is a good 
argument to show that we can establish 
a good government. On the other hand, 
Maj. J. E. Runcie is not so sanguine of 
success in his contribution, “American 
Misgovernment in Cuba,” for he declares 
that in two branches of the administra- 
tion—those of sanitation and revenue— 
there has been no advance, no step for- 
ward, conditions continuing as they were 
before we took hold of this momentous 
task. The Cubans placed over these 
branches have been tenacious of Spanish 
customs and methods, entirely disregard- 
ing American ones, to the detriment of 

the thing over which they had been 
placed. Remove the cause and you will 
remove the bad effect of his contention, 
and he goes on to show that this mis- 
management is the result of incompetent 
men being placed in charge. The great 
compiler of statistics has an article in the 
same magazine, entitled “Eastern Com- 
merce—What is it Worth?” Mr. At- 
kinson, for it is he, says that the United 
States should stand by, keep out of the 
war, and avoid “ criminal aggression,” 
and wait for the cheese to fall into the 
open mouth. This is the gist of the 
article. 

The Outing has reached us for March 
and brings “a splendid announcement” 
to the effect that it is to be operated by a 
new board of managers, comprising many 
well known names that stand for accuracy 
and honesty in sports of all kinds, names 
which represent true sport, names of men 
formerly relied upon for opinions that 
have meant much to the sport-lover. 
Under the new regime that is to be in- 
augurated we feel sure that this maga- 
zine will not only continue to hold the 
place it has held, but will go beyond, 
will take a place above its past position, 
will take on, as it were, a new lease of 
life, and become the official organ of all 
that is fair in sports. The names of 
the men who will run this magazine 
now stand for honesty. If it may not 
seem presumptuous on our part to the 
incoming management, we extend our 
best wishes for success, and trust that its 
paper will be more so now than even 
formerly, a source of great and deep 
gratification to all inclined to athletic 
sports. 
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“ The Growth of Our Foreign Policy,” 
by Richard Olney, in the Atlantic Monthly 
for March, deserves a passing glance from 
us. The article is very well considered, 
if we may judge from the fact that many 
editorials on it have appeared in the 
various leading dailies. Starting out, we 
are told that our policy formerly was 
traditional, and that, aloofness from for- 
eign affairs of a political nature was al- 
ways considered as a great safety to the 
Republic; that though it may be assigned 
by historians that the abandonment of 
the isolation policy was due to the Span- 
ish war, yet the fact remains that it was 
inevitable and could not long have been 
delayed. If the war had not brought 
about the giving of Cuba to us, that it 
would be given later by treaty, or pur- 
chased by us from Spain is the argument 
stated by Mr. Olney. Cuba is now ours 
in effect. The undisputed facts will not 

be refuted by any logic. Events will 
march on unimpeded. In regard to the 
Philippines, Mr. Olney is inclined toward 
scepticism, claiming that we were not 
bound by any consideration for honor's 
sake to buy, or interest ourselves in them. 
But since the thing is done then, let us 
make the best of it and arrange as to our 
diplomats and embassies. The navy 
must be strengthened, attention must be 
paid to the general efficiency, and an 
instant will be all that is required for 
summoning a force that will meet any 
attack. And so the article proceeds. 
From it we are led to believe one thing, 
that the anti-imperialists have been ham- 
mering home to their opponents, namely, 
the vast expenditure, that is ever attend- 
ant on the maintenance of great armies 
and navies. 

J. A. 05S. 
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KENNEL OL OB SKETCHES. 

College has its various organized and 
officially acknowledged associations and 
societies, yet there are numerous unoffi- 
cial unions existing without laws or 
elected officers. They are never formed 
—they simply exist and find their way 
into being by force of circumstances 
rather than by the usual methods of or- 
ganization. If they possessed a constitu- 
tion and by-laws, the preamble should 
say, “ When in the course of human events 
we fellows have exhausted the usual de- 
vices of pleasure and find ourselves 
afflicted with ennui, likewise finding our- 
selves destitute of the necessary monetary 
factor for creating new sensations, let’s get 
together and do something. There’s forty 
cents in the bunch and we shall send 
Harry down for some dogs, we’ll cook 
the pups in your room, it’s farthest away 
from the prefect’s.” 

That is about as much organization as 
the local impromptu pleasure clubs ever 
have. Little assemblies of temporarily 
hard-up fellows who still cling to their 
fondness for the good things of life, meet 
from time to time and boil the humble 
sausage, the sausage preferred because it 
is cheap and can’t be spoiled in the cook- 
ing. Frankfurter sausages are “the limit” 
in being worse than anything else that 
was ever invented for eating purposes. 
They were formerly made of meat, or 
rather mostly of meat, for several unclas- 
sified ingredients such as pebbles, bits of 
metal, and pieces of wood entered into 
the composition. 

The sausage of to day is fully abreast 
of the times and the latest models from 
the delicatessen are filled with tiny 

scraps of automobile tire. The horseless 
sausage is one of the results of the horse- 
less carriage, and if your willing teeth, 
thinking, perhaps, that they are working 
on the out of-date meat sausage, get rub- 
bered (loud 1 aughter) on a piece of tire, 
you may console yourself with the reflec- 
tion that you are making a sacrifice in 
the interests of progress. 

All this, apropos of the Kennel Club 
and the reason for its existence—to “say 
nothing of the dog.” 

The Kennel Club has rather a more 
dignified mode of existence than most 
coteries of the same nature. Through 
a long series of winter evening meetings 
it has eaten its way . into a position of 
standing in the community. Its mem- 
bership consists of four and its waiting 
list varies with the number that hunger 
makes ambitious to destroy a scalded 
pup encased in a framework of biscuit 
and mustard. 

It will be taking a desperate chance 
but I shall give minutes of a meeting or 
tw7o. The sessions are supposed to be 
secret, you know. That is why I say 
“ desperate chances. ” I am probably 
“killing the goose that lays the golden 
eggs ” or rather cutting myself off from 
the privileges of the club which serves 
the steaming pups, by publishing its 
secrets. Here I append a page or two ab- 
stracted by stealth from the secretary’s 
hook. 

Scene : The Kennell Club. 
Time: Dog Days. 

The canines sizzle in the chafing dish 
and a growl issuing thence ever and 
anon, gives eloquent evidence that the 
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yelping rascals are gamely giving up the 
ghost. The trunk, as usual, is littered 
with projectile-like biscuit—projectile in 
shape and solidification. 

Harry holds the mustard pot with its 
improvised dauber constructed of fools- 
cap. Impecunious sits bolstered in a 
corner of the bed awaiting the moment 
when the feast will be ready for annihila- 
tion. Impecunious is always a patient 
waiter as is shown by the contented way 
in which he goes broke for weeks at a 
time, yet ever wearing the self-satisfied 
air of a successful trust organizer. The 
jingle of coin is strange music to his ears 
and a crispy bank-note, if suggestive 
of anything, represents to him from one 
to so many spreads at a dairy lunch or at 
a fashionable restaurant, according to the 
size of the note. This evening marks the 
close of the tenth week since Impecunious 
has had money. 

Sir AYalter Raleigh—we call him that 
on account of his being the first to dis- 
cover tobacco when the club’s supply 
runs short—when the litter of pups is 
cooked and distributed, starts to tell of a 
wash-out at the Chinese Legation. Im- 
pecunious, who has been rummaging 
through his pockets in search of a match, 
lets forth a yell such as must have es- 

caped from the lips of Monte Christo 
when he claimed that the world was his n. 
Then to our astonished gaze he falls into 
a dead faint. 

Harry, with rare presence of mind, re- 
vives our unconscious Impecunious by 
fanning him with a borrowed one dollar 
bill. The club interposes the objection 
that the treatment is too strong, but the 
result justifies the wisdom of Harry’s first 
aid to the wounded. 

“ In Heaven’s name, Impecunious, 
what was the matter ? ” we shout in one 
voice. 

In feeble tones, then, speaks Impe- 
cunious: 

“ I was looking in my vest pocket for 
a match and I found a nickel.” 

Sir Walter, after relieving him of his 
coin, allows him another swoon, and the 
club votes another round of dogs. 

Voted also that Sir AAralter shall pur- 
chase a sack of the best five-cent tobacco 
with confiscated nickel and produce the 
same at next meeting. 

Prefect interrupts the proceedings with 
motion to adjourn. 

Harry tries to talk about it, but motion 
is non-debatable. 

Meeting adjourns. 
0. L. DONAHUE. 



LAW 

Arrangements are 
being rapidly per- 
fected for the com- 
ing debate with the 
University of Wis- 
consin. Although 
the two committees 
have not yet agreed 

upon the precise date, it will probably be 
about the middle of May. Wisconsin pre- 
sented the subject about two weeks ago, 
and it is as follows:—“In cities of the 
United States of 50,000 population or 
over, is private ownership of electric light- 
ing and gas plants preferable to a system of 
municipal ownership, the municipalities 
to have the sole right to furnish light 
for private as well as public uses, it be- 
ing conceded that under municipal own- 
ership all employees shall be under strict 
civil service rules?” Georgetown has 
chosen the negative of the question and 
so will uphold municipal ownership. 
The conditions of the contest are: each 
side to have three speakers, each speaker 
to be allowed twenty minutes in which 
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SCHOOL. 

to present his argument, and at the con- 
clusion of the main argument, the affirm- 
ative to have three minutes for rebuttal, 
which time is to be taken out of his 
twenty minutes. The judges are to be 
three in number, one to be chosen by 
each of the two intercollegiate committees 
and the third to be chosen by the other 
two. We are not yet able to announce 
the names of the three judges, nor the 
place of the debate but will do so in next 
month’s JOURNAL. 

The contest for places on the Intercol- 
legiate debate took place on Saturday 
evening, March 31st, in the large lecture 
hall of the Law School. The hall was 
crowded to the doors with the Society 
members, other students of the school and 
many alumni who were deeply interested 
in the choice of Georgetown's team. Ten 
men who had previously been chosen by 
ballot by the Society as its best ten deba- 
ters were engaged in the discussion. They 
spoke in the following order, each man 
having ten minutes in which to present 
his argument on the subject which Wis- 
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consin had presented; Joseph D. Sulli- 
van, District of Columbia; John W. Carr, 
Indiana; Charles Denegre, Louisiana; 
Raymond B. Dickey, West Virginia; 
Daniel AV. O’Donoghue, District of Co- 
lumbia ; James II. Higgins, Rhode Island; 
John J. Kirby, Massachusetts; Drank 
0. Bosshard, Wisconsin; Francis X. 
Boder, AVisconsin, and Louis J. Potts, 
District of Columbia. At the conclusion 
of the debate a ballot was taken and the 
three men who will represent Georgetown 
chosen as follows : John J. Kirby, James 
H. Higgins, and Daniel AV. O’Donoghue. 
The two first named were members of the 
team which last year gained so signal a 
victory over Columbian. 

A little argument on the Boer war, 
which began with words but ended with 
something stronger, engaged in by two 
Postgraduates recently in one of the 
quiet rooms of the school, led one of the 
wags of the class who witnessed the 
verbal and physical litigation, into the 
following clever account of it. Evidently 
the writer didn’t have a very high opinion 
of the scientific ability of either of the 
two litigants. The names are not those 
of the parties to the suit, but are close 
enough to them to give point to the nar- 
rative. 

The writer entitles his declaration 

“ Four Black Rounds—Hilary Rules to 
Govern,” 

and it proceeds as follows: 

Underweights—Griffo and Van Neest. 
Round 1. Griffo led an angry-right. 

Van cleverly stopped it with his eye. 
Van pushed his trenches towards the 
enemy’s laager, so as to gradually con- 
tract his position. Van pleaded the com- 
mon bar and Van new assigned. Van 

led for the inferior maxilliary and Griffo 
went down. Referee Daish recited the 
common counts. Griffo was up at “to the 
use of the plaintiff,” reaching viciously 
for the amber. Van stopped it with his 
countenance. Van led with a left hook, 
neglecting to allege that it was in his 
possession. Griffo took it fortissime on 
the jaw, and the referee, on claim of 
foul, held that the defect was cured, for 
Griffo admitted taking the hook out of 
ATm’s hand. Time called, with the 
operations in Van’s jurisdiction. 

Round 2. At the tap of the bell Van 
fettered on the tee, and Griffo dropped 
his guppy into the pringle. Van followed 
up his advantage with a straight right 
over the heart. Griffo swung right and 
left thereby giving egress to color. Van 
landed tutta forza on Griffo’s frontal 
prominence, and Griffo executed an 
alleged movement on Van’s digestive ap- 
paratus. Aran went to the timber and 
took the full count. 

Round 3. Van came up strong and 
ducked into a stiff left. Van landed both 
elbows, and on Griffo’s objecting on the 
score of duplicity, it was held that the 
replication de injuria was not proper. 
Griffo reached with both hands for Aran’s 
tongue. Van claimed that the rejoinder 
was double, and that the Statute 4th 
Anne extended to pleas only. Griffo was 
given leave to amend and hammeied out 
a line drive to Van’s spinach garden. 
Van blocked it with his teeth and made 
a motion to strike out. The round ended 
with the' fighting on Van’s. 50-yard line. 

Round 4. Griffo kicked off and Van 
caught the kick in the small of his back. 
Van sent in a straight left to the head 
and Griffo right countered, the exchange 
ending in a clinch. Van claimed a flying 
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clinch fall, but referee Daish refused to 
admit it under the rules. Van noted an 
exception. Griffo sent a muddy Regal 
into the chin, and Van waived the point. 
Verdict for Van on 1st and 2d, and for 
Griffo on the 3d and 4th rounds. Ap- 
peal, Venire de novo awarded. 

Both men will meet all comers, regard- 
less of race, color, or previous condition 
of servitude. 

The thanks of the class are due Messrs. 
Daish and Warren for the efficient man- 
ner in which they handled the crowds. 

At a recent meeting of the Post-gradu- 
ate class, Joseph T. Collins of Massachu- 
setts was elected Vice-President instead 
of Jesse Hicks, who has left school. 

Dean Hamilton is giving his course in 
Testamentary Law which was postponed 
from last term. 

The officers of the Debating Society for 
the ensuing term were elected during the 
past month. They are: President, Ohas. 
H. Mulhearn, Rhode Island; Vice-Presi- 
dent, James A. O’Shea, Hew York; Sec- 
retary, Thomas J. Flynn, Louisiana; 
Treasurer, James Watson, District of 
Columbia; Sergeant-at-arms, Edward C. 
Whelan, Virginia. 

The speakers for the next public debate 
are : Vincent McDonough, Kentucky; 
Harry Hegarty, District of Columbia; 
Thomas J. Flynn, Louisiana, and James 
A. O’Shea, Hew York. The debate will 
be held the latter part of April and the 
Porto Rican tariff will be the subject con- 
sidered. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 

MEDICAL SCHOOL. 
1900. 

The coming of April is a gentle re- 
minder of the fact that the final exam- 

inations are near at hand and that the 
school year is rapidly nearing its end. 

The final examination will commence 
April 30th and continue till May 20th. 

Easter recess begins at 5 P. M. April 
11th and lasts six days. 

The following gentlemen passed the 
army medical examination and received 
their appointments; Dr. Baker, Jr.; L. 
B. T. Johnson, and C. L. Bruhl. 

Mr. W. A. Green is seriously ill at his 
home on Columbia Road. 

1901. 

Mr. Dunnigan has completely recov- 
ered, through close attention on the 
part of Dr. Cavanaugh. 

Mr. Higgins receives in the upper 
ampitheater during the pathology hour. 

Mr. Conway is carrying off the honors 
at the “ Kenmore.” 

We soon expect to have Dr. McKeon 
with us, who has been ill for some time. 

1902. 

The departure of Dr. F. C. Baker, 
“ our quiz master in Anatomy,” who re- 
cently received an appointment in the 
Army, has left us in a melancholic mood. 
We realize deeply his absence, as our 
thoughts revert to him, and we wish 
him all the pleasure and success that is 
possible to be derived in his new field. 

Dr. H. R. Hummer has been appointed 
to fill the vacancy caused by the appoint- 
ment of Dr. Baker. 

A banquet in honor of St. Joseph was 
given by Mr. O’Brien. It was one of the 
pleasantest social occasions in the history 
of the “ Kenmore,” but more than that, it 
was a striking demonstration of the respect 
and love which is held for St. Joseph. 
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Mr. Donatus O’Brien presided. Mr. 
Joseph A. S. Regli responded eloquently 
to the toast, “St.. Joseph.” Mr. J. F. 
Scanlan spoke on “The Press.” Mr. J. 
J. Nocher responded to the toast, “ The 
Ladies.” Mr. J. G. O’Leary discussed 
very elaborately “Medical Students’ Life.” 
Songs were rendered very effectively by 
Mr. Lamb and Mr. Birth. Instrumental 
music by J. F. O’Leary, J. Regli, and Mr. 
J. Hartnet. Letters of regret from Dr. 
Higgins, Mr. Haughton, and Mr. Sullivan 
were read. The following named gentle- 
men were present: Donatus O’ Brien, J. F. 
Scanlan, Joseph O’Leary, Joseph Regli, 
Joseph Nocher, J. Hartnet, Joseph Lamb, 
William Birth, Joseph Gallivan, Joseph 
Gillully, P. H. O’Farrell, J. Joseph Hus- 
sey, Joseph Starr, J. Flynn, J. Grady, 
William Cain, Dr. Conway, J. P. Dunni- 
gan, M. D., and Mr. Doyle.. 

Dr. Lee’s final examination in urinalysis 
took place March 26th. 

Mr. Moran, of New York, our former 
classmate, paid us a brief visit in the 

early part of this month. 

1903. 

Prof. Hird’s examination in Organic 
Chemistry was quite a surprise. 

Dr. Lee’s examination in Inorganic was 

a still greater surprise. 

The course in dissection will soon be 
over and there will be plenty of final 
examinations with which to bother. 

Mr. Fox has improved wonderfully in 
the art of carving the cadaver. 

Mr. Holland, in one of his recent dis- 
sections, found the supinator longior 
muscle arising from the upper third of 
external surface of the shaft of humerus 
above the external condyloidal ridge. 

Those interested will please notice Mr. 
Hussey’s superior portion of the orbi- 
cularis oris, “ The Improvement.” 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 

Quite a banquet was furnished us last 
month, more exactly on the sixteenth, by 
Messrs. Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, Mivart, 
Haeckel et al. It was an enjoyable affair, 
sufficiently so to convert an Evolutionist 

to the doctrines of Epicurus as modern- 
ized by chefs. The “ piece de resistance” 
was Cosmic gas a la protoplasm and a 
delicate entre was supplied by nitrocene 
anthropoids on toast dressed with un- 
verified theoretic conceptions. The order 

of ceremonies is given “-in extenso : ” 
Principle of the Evolutionists,—The 

Transformation of species. Naturalists 
distinguish Species and Varieties, and ad- 

mit the Law of Filiation; new varieties 
may be obtained but not new species. 

Lamarck and Darwin,—their system : 

The means which they assign for the 
Transformation of species,—Darwin, 

Natural selection, “ The Struggle for 
Existence,” “Survival of the Fittest,” 

The Law of Permanence. 
Lamarck,—Exercise of the organs,— 

desires and efforts of the animal; environ- 
ment. Application of the Theory to 
Man,—Original progenitors of man- 
various opinions. 

Limitation of the question,—Does not 

necessarily include the denial of Creation, 
nor include spontaneous generation. 

Man’s origin from the principles of 
Reason. Proposition: 

a) The principle which the Evolution- 
ists assume is repugnant to experience 
and altogether arbitrary; b) The means 
which they assign are insufficient to effect 
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the transformation; and c) the proofs 
which they adduce do not demonstrate. 

After the merciless treatment of Evo- 
lution and everybody connected with it, 
dealt out by our intellectual megatheria, 
it is hoped that the gentlemen in various 
parts of the world who have hitherto de- 
fended this “ puerile hypothesis,” will 
clearly understand that no mention of 
them must more be heard of, as they are 
scientifically impossible, and therefore 
they may quietly retreat into obscurity. 

Speaking of baseball,—the season sug- 
gests it—perhaps, that P. G. team isn’t 
all right afterits tie game with the Junior 
class ! It is safe to say that no such game 
has ever been seen before on Georgetown 
field, though some prejudiced ones may 
think this is sarcasm. Not one bit of it. 
If there is any aggregation of alleged ball 
players around that think they can clip 
our P. G.’s pinions, let them come on,— 
trot them out. Perhaps I should add, 
however, that all opponents must agree 
not to bat the ball beyond the infield,—it 
would hardly be fair, you know. 

J. W. H. 

OBSERVATORY NOTES. 

A welcome gift has come to the Ob- 
servatory this month in the shape of 
books. Dr. J. II. Yarnall, of Georgetown, 
presented to us all the scientific books 
which he had inherited from his father, 
late professor at the Naval Observatory. 
These are nearly a hundred volumes, 
many of them beautifully bound. Most 
of them are publications of the Naval 
Observatory, of the Nautical Almanac 
and of the Coast Survey. The older 
volumes are now rare and valuable. 
Georgetown College Observatory tenders 

Dr. Yarnall its sincerest thanks for this 
generous gift. 

Astronomers have learned with regret 
that the great benefactress of their science, 
Miss Cat her in e Wolf e Bruce, of New York, 
died a few weeks ago. The Observatory 
of Georgetown College is indebted to this 
lady for the gift of nearly four thousand 
dollars, and has, with gratitude, perpetu- 
ated her name on the “Atlas of Variable 
Stars.” R. I. P. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 

With the first glimpse of spring, George- 
town is on the alert. All the ball players 
and would-be ball players begin to get 
their arms in shape. On every side the 
sphere is seen spinning through the air. 
All are eager to know what kind of a team 
we are to have each year, and so much 
interest was shown when the call was 
made for players, that over forty players 
appeared the first day, each eager to gain 
a position on the famous Georgetown 
Baseball Team. Under Mr. Bradley’s 
careful eye the squad was soon reduced 
to twenty. These men are working hard 
each day, getting in form. Of course we 
cannot expect to make a record like last 
year, for that was phenomenal, but we do 
expect, and with good cause, to have a 
winning team. Here’s good luck to the 
boys who are to uphold the honor of the 
blue and gray on the diamond. May the 
fickle god of victory ever smile on them. 
May they be his favored few. 

Hardly had the Snow fled, upon the 
approach of Spring, before our sprinters 
ever in the van appeared on the track, 
glad once more to feel the soft invigor- 
ating spring breeze and to course around 
on terra firma once again. There is 
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quite a number of runners out and we 
look to see them do what they did down 
in Convention Hall. We hope that they 
may make as good a showing as they did 
this winter at the different indoor meets. 

There is a movement now on foot to 
send our relay team and our fleet little 
Duffey to the Paris Exposition. I am sure 
all Georgetown men are highly pleased to 
hear this, and that all will aid as much 
as possible to send them. Our team 
most certainly should go and show the 
Europeans not only what Georgetown can 
do but what America can do. I think 
it is of interest not only to Georgetown 
but to all to send them to the Exposition. 
They hold the record for the mile relay 
and our little sprinter is without doubt 
inter collegiate champion, and they will 
therefore make a good showing. An 
entertainment will be given at the Colum- 
bia Theatre on the 18th, and all those 
who have the honor of Georgetown at 
heart should show their good will by 
attending. 

Mr. John Wolfe, ’01, has left us and 
accepted a position in Hew York. We 
regret very much to lose Mr. Wolfe. He 
was a good student, and a good fellow 
generally. We wish to congratulate him 
on the fine schedule he arranged for our 
ball team before he left. 

At a meeting of the executive com- 
mittee, Mr. Walter S. Greevy was chosen to 
succeed Mr. Wolfe as manager of baseball. 
Mr. Greevy has chosen Mr. Laughlin as 
his assistant. 

The boating crew is fast improving and 
each day’s practice sees some better work. 
It is really wonderful, the good work the 
men are doing when we consider how 
short a time it is since they began. Soon 
they will be able to skim up and down the 

Potomac, and then they will show what 
they are made of. 

We are glad to see a host of the fair 
young ladies from the Visitation Academy 
over at the ball games cheering the 
knights of the diamond on to victory. 
Of course our boys do not play for the 
grand stand and yet it is a great en- 
couragement to glance up and see your 
colors floating from the breast of some 
fair girl or see her frantically waving a 
blue flag with a huge G on it. This is a 
great impetus to hard work and may the 
girls continue their welcome encourage- 
ment. 

On the night of the 21st, we enjoyed 
a rare treat, Mr. Maurice Francis Egan 
was kind enough to consent to address 
the Philodemic and its guests. Members 
of the Philodemic and a number of upper 
class men gathered in the reading room. 
Mr. Egan was introduced by Mr. J. Duffy, 
’01, President of the Society. Mr. Egan’s 
lecture, or as he termed it talk, was on 
the Ghost of Hamlet. His wish was to 
show that the ghost’s return to earth was 
not in the character of an avenger but to 
right a great wrong done his country. 
Mr. Egan’s views were entirely original 
and highly interesting and we hope we 
may again have the pleasure of hearing 
him. 

The orations for Commencement have 
been made public. The subject is— 
The Centennary of the District of Co- 

lumbia. 
I. Its History—John Edward Laugh- 

lin. Pa.—Bachelor’s Oration. 
II. Its Government—Edward Broadnax 

Colgin, A. B., La.—Master’s Oration. 
III. The National Capital—Francis X. 

Boden, A. M., Wis.—Doctor’s Oration. 
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IV. The Seat of Universities—Thomas 
McMahon, Va.—Valedictory. 

Bishop O’Day, of Washington, visited 
us during the month. 

Father Rector attended the St. Patrick’s 
Day banquet in Philadelphia. 

THE TONER LECTURE. 
The first of the new series of Toner 

lectures was delivered in Gaston Hall, 
the night of the 22d. Surgeon General 
Geo. M. Sternberg, U. S. A., was chosen 
to deliver it, a man eminent in his pro- 
fession and known not only in this coun- 
try, but all over Europe. The subject 
was one of vital interest to all, one which 
especially at this time, engrosses the atten- 
tion of every one since a few cases have 
appeared in this country, namely, the 
Bubonic Plague. Mr. Sternberg was 
introduced by Rev. J. D. Whitney, S. J., 
President of Georgetown University, ow- 
ing to the absence of Judge Morris, who 
was to have introduced the speaker. Our 
Rev. President, in introducing the lectu- 
rer, spoke of his fame in the medical 
world and of his many deeds in aiding 
suffering humanity. Mr. Sternberg began 
at the origin, or at least the first known 
mention of the dread disease, way back 
before the time of Christ, and followed 
up to the present time. He graphically 
described its ravages, symptoms and its 
method of contagion. The lecture, though 
on a medical subject and rather technical, 
was highly interesting, especially to a 
number of medical students who attended. 

Before the commencement of the lec- 
ture, a quartet from the Medical school 
sang a couple of songs. I insert below a 
letter from Judge Morris, who was to 
have introduced Mr. Sternberg, the letter 
will explain itself. 

“ Some twenty-eight years ago, in April 
of the year 1872, Dr. Joseph M. Toner, 

one of the most honored practitioners of 
medicine whom the District of Columbia 
has ever had, ardent himself in the pur- 
suit of science, and ever ready to en- 
courage its pursuit by others, established 
a Lecture Fund for the purpose of en- 
abling two or more lectures to be given 
every year in the city of Washington for 
the inculcation and development of the 
newest truths and discoveries of medical 
science. This Lecture Fund was placed 
under the control of a board of trustees 
composed of the Secretary of the Smith- 
sonian Institution, then the illustrious 
Joseph Henry, the Surgeon-General of 
the Army, the Surgeon-General of the 
Navy, the President of the Medical So- 

ciety of the District of Columbia, and 
Dr. Toner himself,—five trustees in all. 

“Through several years—not, however, 
with any great degree of regularity—lec- 
tures were delivered, and among the 
lecturers were such eminent men as Dr. 
J. J. Woodward, of this city: Dr. J. M. 
De Costa, of New York; Dr. William 
Adams, of London, England; and Dr. 
Brown-Sequard, of Paris, France. Then, 
for one reason or another, the matter fell 
into abeyance, and was so permitted 'to 
remain for a time by the founder of the 
trust. Dr. Toner, however, was always 
exceedingly desirous to revive the project, 
and to place it upon a permanent basis. 
Finally, with a premonition, perhaps, that 
his end was not far distant, although he 
was in apparently good health, he made 
the remark to a friend that he would 
leave it to his executor to settle. The 
friend did not know at that time that he 
was himself to be that executor. 

“ Dr. Toner died in July of 1896, within 
almost a stone’s throw of the little moun- 
tain village on the summit of the Alle- 
ghanies, where fifty years before, when 
the great Pennsylvania Railroad was 



850 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

slowly climbing the giant steep of the 
Appalachian Range, he had commenced 
his professional career. And it then de- 
volved npon his executor to revive his 
plans, and to seek to give effect to them. 

“ Dr. Toner had always taken a great 
interest in Georgetown University. He 
was one of the three men, and indeed the 
first among them, who had conceived the 
idea of the establishment of the Law 
Department of the University in 1870; 
and he had for many years, and up to the 
day of his death, donated a gold medal 
for scientific research in the Academical 
Department of the University. It was 
deemed best that the permanent manage- 
ment and control of the Toner Lecture 
Fund should then be transferred to the 
University to be exercised through its 
Medical Department, and that the Lec- 
tures should be revived under the aus- 
pices of the University. Accordingly a 
new arrangement wTas made whereby the 
Lecture Fund was so transferred, to be 
devoted in the first instance for the im- 
provement of the new hospital constructed 
by the Medical Department, and upon the 
triple condition that one or more lectures 
of the character designed by Dr. Toner 
should be delivered in each year under 
the auspices of the Medical Department, 
that there should be a free scholarship 
established in that Department to be 
known as the Toner Scholarship, and 
that the Toner Medal should continue to 
be given annually for scientific research 
in the Academic Department. Thus it 
was supposed that the name and fame of 
the noble-hearted donor could best be 
perpetuated, and the cause of truth and 
science best promoted on the lines which 
he desired. 

“ It is hoped that the establishment of 
the trust upon its new basis will be pro- 
ductive of the good results contemplated 

by its founder. An auspicious indication 
to us that this hope will not be in vain is 
afforded this evening in the fact that the 
first lecture of the new corrrse is to be 
delivered at this time from this platform 
by a gentleman of whom it is not flattery 
to say that there is no more honored name 
to-day in the medical circles of America, 
or of the world, than that of Dr. George 
M. Sternberg, Surgeon-General of the 
Army of the United States.” 

THE MERRICK DEBATE. 

The Merrick Debate has always drawn 
a large crowd, and this year of 1900 was 
no exception. Although the night was 
windy and a drizzling rain was falling, 
yet at eight o’clock there was a goodly 
crowd in Gaston Hall, ready to hear our 
budding orators discuss one of the great 
questions of the day: “Resolved, That 
the existence of great combinations of 
capital is detrimental to the best interests 
of society.” To be the winner of the Mer- 
rick medal is considered the greatest honor 
one can get at Georgetown, and so for 
many -weeks the chosen speakers had been 
exhausting every fount of information on 
the subject, and all were well prepared 
for the fray. 

The hall was very handsomely deco- 
rated for the occasion, and conspicuous 
on the stage was a large picture of Mr. 
Merrick, the generous donor of the medal 
given to the winner of each year’s de- 
bate. 

A very charming song was rendered 
by the Glee Club, and at its conclusion 
Mr. Duffy, ’01, the chairman of the 
evening and also president of Philodemic 
Debating Society, introduced the speakers 
in a short, but happy, speech, also paying 
a glowing tribute to the man to whose gen- 
erosity we owe the medal. 
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Mr. Stephen A. Douglas, ’01, of N. 0., 
was the first speaker on the affirmative. 
Mr. Douglas, in a clear ringing voice 
expounded his side of the question. In 
opening, he maintained, that great com- 
binations of capital are detrimental to the 
best interests of society, because they de- 
stroy competition, place immense-power 
into the hands of‘a few men, and this 
power, as past records show, ha§ often 
been used to the injury of the many. Com- 
binations, he said, lower the price of the 
raw material and charge whatever they 
please for the finished article; they throw 
many men out of employment and de- 
crease the wages of those men whom they 
still employ. As a remedy for this great 
evil, the speaker advocated publicity and 
taxation of issues of stocks and bonds. 

Mr. Edward Smith, ’01, of Md., was the 
first speaker for the negative. Mr. Smith 
delivered his speech in a very reserved 
and scholarly manner. He declared that 
the great combinations of capital are not 
only beneficial, but absolutely necessary. 
Such combinations, he said, have benefited 
the laboring man by decreasing the hours 
of labor and increasing wages. The 
farmer is benefited by improved methods 
of transportation, and business depression, 
the result of cut-throat competition, is 
prevented by the existence of such com- 
binations. 

Mr. Smith’s arguments were followed 
by a selection by the Glee Club. 

After the applause had died away, Mr. 
John Laughlin, ’00, of Penn., rose to de- 
fend the affirmative. Mr. Laughlin’s 
arguments were strong and his delivery 
was very fine. Mr. Laughlin held that 
great combinations of capital are injuri- 
ous to the best interests of society, because 
they raise the price of sustenance through 

lack of competition and do the farmer 
and producer of raw material a double 
injury by lowering the price of his pro- 
duct, and at the same time charging him 
more for the finished article. They are 
detrimental morally, because they are a 
menace to our politics, because they de- 
stroy the freedom of our working man, 
because their business methods are often 
corrupt and dishonest, and they pave the 
way for disastrous speculation. 

The last speaker was Mr. Joseph L. 
McAleer, ’00, of Penn., for the negative. 
He delivered his arguments in a very con- 
vincing way and made a very good im- 
pression. Mr. McAleer contended that 
trusts were beneficial to our country be- 
cause they reduce the cost of commodi- 
ties to the consumer and improve the 
quality of the commodity; because they 
increase wages and the purchasing power 
of wages. They give the farmers improve- 
ments and have developed the railroad 
system of our country together with its 
mineral and agricultural wealth. Lastly, 
they are restoring our merchant marine, 
the foundation of every great nation’s 
prosperity. 

Each and every one of the speakers 
ought to be congratulated on their well- 
written and well-delivered speeches. Of 
course but one can gain the coveted 
laurel, yet all deserve the hearty applause 
which they received. 

The judges were Senator Nathan A. 
Scott, Representative David A. De Ar- 
mond, and R. Ross Perry, Esq. Senator 
Scott took Senator Beveridge’s place, as 
he was unable at the last minute to act 
as judge. The decision, as usual, will 
not be made public till Commencement 
in June. 
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WITH THE OLD BOYS. 

Would that we could ever make our 
“ Old Boys ” column the brightest and 
most cheerful spot in our paper,but death, 
cold and relentless, must, in the course 
of events, enter our ranks and lay its icy 
fingers on friends and leave us to mourn 
their loss. This time it has claimed, two 
of Georgetown’s sons, Mr. William Dixon, 
ex ’98, of Butte City, Montana and Mr. 
Blankman of this city. 

Mr. Dixon, or “ Billy,” as he was famil- 
iarly and lovingly called by his classmates 
and friends, died after a short illness of 
pneumonia, at his home, last month. We 
are sorry we can’t give further particulars 
but we are unable to get them just at 
present. “ Billy,” than whom none was 
more popular in the’98 class, will, ever 
be remembered by all his college friends 
and companions. To them he was always 
the same cheerful Billy, ready to assist 
when in trouble, or cheer when in des- 
pondency. Often in the classroom or on 
the campus he would delight his listeners 
with his sparkling bits of wit and sallies 
of humor; yet never would a word of 
offence to his friends fall from his lips. 
He seemed to perceive the brighter side 
of life and constantly endeavored to pre- 
sent it to his companions. May his soul 
rest in peace, and. may God console his 
parents in their grief. The JOURNAL 

offers to them its sincerest tokens of con- 
dolence and sympathy. 

THE JOURNAL is pained to announce 
the death of J. S. Blankman, an old 
Georgetown boy, who recently departed 
this life in Washington. Mr. Blankman, 
up to his last moments, retained the 
fondest love for his Alma Mater. The 
night before he died he expressed a de- 
sire to his sister that he might once 
more be permitted to walk up the broad 
path that leads to the College and rest 
beneath one of the old trees under which 

he used to dream away the leisure hours 
of his happy student days. Mr. Blank- 
man lived a life of tenderness and love 
to those who were dear to him and he 
left them the priceless legacy of an hon- 
orable name. Rev. John D. Whitney, S. J., 
President of the University, paid the dead 
alumnus the tribute of attending the 
funeral. 

William A. Dwyer, Georgetown, ’76, 
has recently become manager of the Art 
Store Co., one of the largest business in- 
stitutions of Detroit, Mich. 

Mr. William Parker, ex ’98, is spending 
his furlough in Washington and inci- 
dentally taking in the games on the 
campus. Will, as we know, entered the 
army at the outbreak of the Spanish- 
American war as a private and was made 
2d lieutenant on the field of Santiago for 
gallantry. He has decided to follow the 
soldier’s life, a vocation for which he is 
ably fitted. Just now he is awaiting his 
commission as 1st lieutenant of The U. 
S. A. and wall most probably go to Manil- 
la about May. 

Among the recent college visitors was 
Mr. Nutt Denver, ’94. Nut still has a 
warm place in his heart for old George- 
town and expressed himself well pleased 
with her success and surroundings. 

Another of our visitors was Mr. A. 
Bradford, Jr., ’75, ’76. Mr. Bradford is 
is now living at 40 Water Street, Boston, 
Mass. 

Robert Dick Douglass, ’96, forgot for 
a short while his Blackstone & Kent, and 
paid his Alma Mater a visit. Dick, who 
will be remembered as the winner of the 
Philosophy and Catechism medals, is now 
a successful lawyer in Greensboro, N. C. 
While here he took dinner with us and as 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 353 

he entered the refectory it was a pleasure 
to note the look of surprise that crossed 
oyer his face, as he glanced admiringly at 
the refectory walls and furniture. No 
doubt his conclusions as to the beauty of 
the reading room were favorable, if we 
can judge from his brother’s remarks. 

Woodbury Gorman, ’99, of Providence, 
R. I., did not forget us on his annual 
visit to the National Capital. He had 
the pleasure of meeting a few old friends 
who still remembered him. He also 
watched Georgetown win her first game 
from Maryland Agricultural College and 
expressed himself as being well pleased 
with the bassball team’s playing. Wood- 
bury is the son of the donor of the Gor- 
man medal, given to the class of ’99, in 
memory of Mr. Gorman’s son, who died 
while a student at Georgetown. 

Thomas Cullen, ’99, ex-editor of the 
JOURNAL, paid us a visit a few Saturdays 
ago, to inform us that he still knew of 
our existence and incidentally to give his 
friends a few lessons in psychology and 
other matters. 

Mr. Carney, Philadelphia, LL. B., ’98, 
LL. M., ’99, and president of his class, 
watched the team practice the other day. 
Mr. Carney is a sturdy adherent of 
Georgetowm and was greatly responsible 
for the interest displayed by the Law 
School in the baseball and football games. 

LETTER FROM OUR NEW YORK 

CORRESPONDENT. 

April 3, 1900. 
MY DEAR MR. EDITOR: 

I hope you and the old boys will par- 
don my silence of last month. I had 
intended to sit me down and write of the 
success of the Glee Concert at the Wal- 
dorf, and tell of the old boys who were 
present, and of the “charming” dance 
that followed the Concert and a’ that— 
but too many things waylaid me, and I 
was “short” in time. So I will despatch 
the subject of the Concert with the state- 
ment that it was an honor to old George- 
town and almost every alumnus in town 

attended. Our thanks and gratitude are 
due the Executive Committee, Messrs. 
Harris, Murray and Walsh, and the Press 
Committee, Messrs. Kirby, Barrett and 
Drum. The former left no stone un- 
turned to make the affair a worthy one, 
and gave many valuable hours to the 
work. The latter succeeded in securing 
many valuable notices in the daily papers. 

Several weeks ago it was my very great 
pleasure to attend at the Annual Dinner 
of the Manhattan College Alumni at the 
Manhattan Hotel. I was present as the 
representative of our honored President, 
Mr. J. Fairfax McLaughlin, who was 
forced by illness to be absent. The cordi- 
ality and genuine warm-heartedness of 
the greeting given to me and through me 
to Georgetown I would now attest—and 
my thanks extend to the presiding officer 
at the dinner and his enthusiastic con- 
freres. 

Several old boys have registered with 
your correspondent. Among them are 
numbered, Mr. Geo. Plater Green who is 
connected with the Advertising Depart- 
ment of the New York Journal; our old 
friend Frank E. Smith, who has joined 
the band of Georgetown lawyers in 
Gotham, and Mr. Thos. J. Fitzgerald, 
LL. M., ’97. 

Dr. “Dan” McCarthy called in en route 
to Washington, but I missed him. Then, 
too, “ Woodie” Gorman, I understood was 
to pass through New York on his way to 
Providence and call on me but he showed 
“the marble heart,” to his old friend, 
chaperon, and adviser. When he realizes, 
that he has thus lost a nice little “worker- 
up” in these columns I am sure he will 
determine to stop for a few minutes on 
his next trip through New York. 

Mr. J. F. des Garrennes was more kind 
to his friend of other days and stopped in 
to say “bon jour” and we adjourned to 
Mouquins across the street, whetted our 
appetites by struggling through an end- 
less menu in French. ’Twould not be 
thus, were Mr. Caffrey at hand, for he 
acquired an easy French tongue on that 
famous trip abroad. 
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Mr. Thomas Walsh is rising on the top 
wave in literature. Last month’s Century 
Magazine has a clean cut bit of verse 
from his pen and the CosmojJolitan of this 
month has another gem from his labora- 
tory. I would bid my fellow alumni 
watch his star in its ascending. Surely 
his friends in and around New York are 
proud of him and desire to see him in the 
front rank—where he belongs. 

A few weeks ago, just as I was cast 
down with an approaching attack of the 
grip, a bit of good cheer came to me with 

?? the receipt of an illuminated postal from 
Frascati, Rome. A few lines of original 
verse, addressed to your correspondent 
under an old-time sobriquet,were inscribed 
thereon, and the names of several “ Geor- 
giopols,” Harry Gower, J. Corbett and 
M. J. Scanlan,— and of a few other friends. 
True to their native land, I take it, they 
were celebrating Washington’s Birthday. 

Certainly it was a kindly remembrance! 
I will feel compelled to charter a tug 

and go down the bay to meet them when 
they are coming home. 

“Jim” Lavin, LL. M., ’94, has been 
transferred to Key West, Florida. 

“Ed” Brady has been in town and 
like “Woodie” Gorman passed me by. 
0 tempora, 0 mores! 

Howard Harrington is winning con- 
stant laurels at Columbia, in the musical 
societies there and making a hit at every 
concert. 

“Joe” Drum has left us and gone 
West to “the gold veined shores of Cali- 
fornia.” Good luck to Joe! 

Allan Ryan is expected home this 
month from the same fair State. 

John J. Fitzgerald, LL. D., ’96, mayor 
of Pawtucket, is a delegate from Rhode 

Island to the National Democratic Con- 
vention. 

Steve Casey, LL. M., ’97, is now G. K. 
of Providence Council, K. C., and forg- 
ing ahead with the law. 

The New York boys are delighted with 
the highly auspicious opening of the 
baseball season and the remarkable per- 
formances of the Field and Track team. 

E. J. Brosnahan, LL. B., ’97, is with 
us now, connected with the New York 
Journal. 

Theodore McGirr is still winning prizes 
with the long-distance runs. 

And so the world moves on. It’s draw- 
ing near the midnight hour, and I must 
draw a line some. 

But a few more items and I will close. 

Theodore Hoffman, formerly an aca- 
demician, is one of our colony and push- 
ing his way in the business world. 

“Charlie” Valentine is in the Money 
Order Department of the General Post- 
Office, within a stone’s throw of Arthur 
Kenedy’s publishing house. 

“ Berdie ” Carroll is with a mercantile 
house is Yonkers. 

“ Tim ” O’Connell and Alvin Finke and 
the MacDonald brothers will soon finish 
at Bellevue. Gerald Garrigan is at the 
P. & S. 

Et cetera! 

“A Practitioner at the New York Bar” 
must have a little sleep. Even “ Beau ” 
Dillon would allow that. 

As always, 
JOHN P. O’BRIEN. 
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ATHLETICS. 

We take great pleasure in announcing 
that after thorough investigation of the 
charges against Mr. Chas. Moran and Mr. 
Harry White, who were suspended from 
the team as a result of charges of pro- 
fessionalism, the Advisory Board of the 
Athletic Association have declared the 
said charges unfounded and reinstated 
both men to eligibility. The report of 
the Board runs as follows : 

WASHINGTON, D. C., March 27. 

To the President of Georgetown Univer- 
sity : 

DEAR SIR : The undersigned, members 
of the advisory committee of the Athletic 
Association of Georgetown College, in 
conjunction with the reverend director of 
athletics, have had under consideration 
the charges of professionalism made 
against Mr. Charles V. Moran and Mr. 
Henry White, members of the baseball 
team representing Georgetown College 
during the season of 1899. 

In addition to the personal investiga- 
tion made by us in these two cases, we 
have procured in Mr. Moran’s case a com- 
munication from the manager of the At- 
lantic City Athletic Association, with 
which organization Mr. Moran played 
baseball during the summer of 1899. 
This letter states in most jiositive and 
unequivocal terms that Mr. Moran re- 
ceived no compensation whatever for his 
services in playing with the Atlantic City 
team, and that all he received were his 
actual expenses for transportation and 
living expenses while at Atlantic City. 

In the case of Mr. White, who played 
during the summer of 1899 with the 
Orange Oval Association, of East Orange, 
N. J., we have procured from the presi- 
dent of the association an affidavit. From 
this affidavit it is clearly shown that 
Mr. White received no compensation, 
monetary or otherwise, for his services; 
that the only arrangement made with him 
was that his actual expenses in coming 
from his home and returning thereto, and 
his expenses in attending on each game, 
should be reimbursed to him. It is also 
stated without qualification that Mr. 
White was engaged and played simply as 
an amateur and not as a professional.' 

We have also procured an affidavit from 
Mr. W. A. Wakely, the manager of the 
Orange Oval team, a copy of which we 
attach, and from which it appears that by 
his own wish Mr. White played with the 
Orange Oval team strictly as an amateur, 
and that at no time did he receive remu- 
neration beyond his actual expenses. 

We also have a communication ad- 
dressed to the director of athletics of 
Georgetown University from Mr. Jerome 
Bradley, of Princeton, who is now en- 
gaged in coaching the Georgetown team. 
Mr. Bradley states that in his judgment 
Mr. Moran can justly be classed as an 
amateur under the rules of any organi- 
zation, and lie expresses the same opinion 
of Mr. White. 
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Prom our examination into these mat- 
ters, and after a careful and conscientious 
consideration of the evidence that has 
been furnished to us, we are unanimously 
of the opinion that there is no foundation 
for the charges that have been made 
against Mr. Moran and Mr. White, and 
we, therefore, recommend that both these 
gentlemen be allowed to play on the base- 
ball team representing Georgetown Uni- 
versity during the season of 1900. 

Respectfully, 
THOS. I. CEYAN, S. J., 

Director of Athletics, Georgetown Univ. 
MICHAEL J. COLBEKT, 
J. NOTA MCGILL, 
EUGENE D. CABUSI, 
JOHN E. MOOEE, 
JOHN J. KIRBY, 

Advisory Committee, Athletic Associa- 
tion, Georgetown University. 

Comment on this report seems unneces- 
sary, as the matter is fully explained in 
the letter and we are pleased to know, both 
for the two men concerned and for our 
own fair names, that the charges were dis- 
proved. 

The baseball management were blessed 
by fortune in securing a coach for the 
season of 1900, since a worthy successor 
to Mr. King was found in the person of 
Mr. Jerome Bradley, whose efforts on the 
diamond have aided to keep the Orange 
and Black of Princeton in its deservedly 
high standing. Mr. Bradley’s ability as 
a player is so well known that a detailed 
account of his athletic life would be too 
familiar reading to dwell on, and during 
the past month he has proven an able and 
efficient coach, one able to continue the 
great work of last season and one of suf- 
ficient brilliancy to even amplify and ex- 
tend it. In these columns we have already 
attempted to express our obligation to 
Nassau for adding two new heroes to our 
college life, Messrs. King and Church, 
and now we intend to prepare an ample 
niche for another of her sons, Mr. Brad- 
ley. The JOUBNAL wishes to heartily 
congratulate Mr. Bradley on the work he 

has already done and to give him best 
wishes for a glorious season. 

Mr. Wolfe, unfortunately, had to leave 
school on account of his health, so Mr. 
Walter S. Greevy, Law, of Altoona, Pa., 
was selected to fill his place. His elec- 
tion was very happy and popular and we 
are sure that very good results will come 
from it. 

A succession of bad weather has pre- 
vented the men from getting their neces- 
sary field practice, as a plethora of snow 
and rain only permitted them a very few 
days of real out-door work. Forty-two 
men appeared for the first practice, but 
by successive and judicious primings, 
Captain Downs and Mr. Bradley reduced 
the number to a squad of very high qual- 
ity indeed. 

For the most important position, behind 
the bat, Cranston, ’02, and Cashman, Law, 
are two candidates of equal strength and 
ability, and we may be perfectly secure 
in fearing nothing in that position. Cran- 
ston has increased his hold on our affec- 
tions by remembering all he learned last 
year and showing aptitude for more 
knowledge by a gratifying improvement 
in his playing game. Cashman is a good 
hitter and uses his head remarkably 
well. 

For 1st base, Devlin, ’02, and Burbank, 
Med., have been contesting fiercely. 
Both play a fine fielding game, but Bur- 
bank seems to be better at the bat. At 
any rate, either man is good enough to 
play the bag. For second, Sullivan, ’02, 
and O’Hara, ’02, have been practicing 
faithfully and O’Hara seems to hold the 
position with difficulty. He is a very 
opportune hitter, but divides the fielding 
honors with his rival. Moran will most 
likely fill short, as he has been reinstated, 
though Dowling, ’02, ,is making him 
work to retain his place. For third, T. 
Smith, ’01, has shown up in such excel- 
lent style that he has a very good chance 
to remain a fixture there, though Douglas, 
Law, and Brady, Law, have proved them- 
selves worthv claimants for the honor. 
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Right field will in all probability be 
taken care of by either Blewitt or Golden, 
as both are very fine fielders and very 
strong at the bat. Captain Downs will, 
of course, guard centre and promises to 
be better than ever at the bat, which is 
“enough said.” In left field Walsh is 
comfortably holding his own against 
O’Donnell. 

At last we come to the question—the 
pitchers. The ban having been removed, 
Harey White may be relied upon to dupli- 
cate his wonderful work of last year. In 
the M. A. C. game Blewitt and Golden 
showed xip very well, indeed, and we can 
safely rely on them for continuing in the 
same way. Golden was particularly strong 
at the bat. McKay pitched also in the 
M. A. C. game and did right well. With 
more experience, he ought to be a good 
man, as he has fine speed. Fay has shown 
up well in practice and his control and 
splendid curves makes make him a very 
valuable man, indeed. So the box should 
be very strong this year and be a very 
important factor in the struggle to retain 
our prestige of last season. 

THE FIKST GAME. 

On Wednesday, March 28th, the team 
played a nine representing Maryland 
Agricultural College, and although the 
visitors played a very strong game, suc- 
ceeded in winning by a score of six to 
nothing. 

A very pleasing incident which oc- 
curred before the game was the presenta- 
tion of a set of Georgetown flags, for the 
foul lines, to Manager Greevy and Cap- 
tain Downs. Our most welcome visitors, 
the Convent girls, were the thoughtful 
parties, and Captain Downs expressed his 
thanks in a an appropriate speech. 

A good crowd applauded the clever 
plays of Smith and Cranston, and the 
feature of the game was a fine catch, 
after a long run, by Captain Downs. 
Golden’s hitting was first-class and aided 
much to win the game. 

The summary : 
GEORGETOWN. R. H. O. A. E. 

Moran, ss  2 2 0 0 0 
Downs, cf  0 12 0 0 
Walsh, If  0 0 12 0 
O’Hara, 2b  0 0 0 0 0 
Cranston, c  2 2 11 2 1 
Golden, p rf  14 0 10 
~ ‘ ' "   1 0 2 2 0 
  0 0 4 1 0 
  0 0 6 0 0 
  0 113 0 
  0 10 0 0 

Smith, 3b.. 
Burbank, lb.. 
Devlin, lb  
Blewitt, p rf.. 
McKay, p  

Totals  6 11 27 11 1 

M. A. C. R. H. O. A. E. 
Meyers, c .’. ...  0 13 10 
Brown, If  0 1110 
Nicbolls. 2b  0 0 2 2 1 
Peach, lb  0 0 12 0 1 
Grayson, cf  0 0 3 0 0 
Peters, ss  0 0 2 
Elgin, 2b  0 0 1 
CboHte rf.. 
Hamilton, p.. 

Totals   

4 1 
3 0 

0 0 0 0 0 
0 0 0 5 0 

0 2 24 16 3 

Georgetown  04001001 x—6 
M. A. C  00000000 0—0 

Left on bases—Georgetown, 9; M, A. C.. 4. 
First base on balls—Off Hamilton, 3; off B e- 
witt, 2 : off McKay, 3. Struck out—By Golden, 
3; by Blewitt, 6; by McKay, 1; bv Hamilton, 8. 
Two-base hits—Moran, Golden and Blewitt, 
Stolen Kises—Georgetown, 8. Hit by pitcher— 
by Hamilton,!; by McKay, 1. Wild pitches— 
Hamilton, 3. Passed bail, M, A. C., 1. Um- 
pire— Mr. Chamberlin. 

THE CREW. 

The efforts of many graduates and 
friends of Georgetown, but esp ecially of 
Mr. J. Hadley Doyle of Washington, a 
constant and most earnest friend, towards 
a re-establishment of rowing, have been 
brought to a successful issue. Just after 
Christmas, rowing machines were pre- 
sented (through the efforts of Mr. Doyle) 
to the Athletic Association and were im- 
mediately installed in the old baseball 
cage. Since that time Frank Kerns, Med., 
of Worcester, Mass., the intermediate 
champion sculler has been busy trying to 
instill the rudimentary ideas of rowing 
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into a squad of earnest and capable can- 
didates. His efforts hare been crowned 
with such success that we can now discuss 
rowing as a branch of our athletic life. 

Mr. Kerns succeeded in reducing the 
squad to the following men : Duffy, ’01, 
Ferneding, ’01, Russell, ’02, Hirst, ’02, 
Condon, ’03, Lenane,’03, R. Sullivan, ’03, 
W. Sullivan, ’02, Kane, ’03, Magruder,’03, 
Fasset, ’03, Barry, ’01, A. Grade,’01, Den- 
egre, ’03, McQuail, ’03, Kiernan, ’01, 
Megargee, ’03, Williams, ’03, and Ellert, 
’03, and from these the fortunate eight 
were picked. John Quinn, 03, and Dev- 
lin, ’03, are candidates for coxswain. Mr. 
Kerns Avas elected captain, and will un- 
doubtedly stroke the boat. He expresses 
himself as very much pleased with the 
men and expects them to make a very 
good shoAving. 

An eight-oared racing shell of the latest 
and most improved pattern has been 
ordered of Davy, the college boat builders 
of Cambridge, Mass., and a working boat 
will be procured for general practice. 

Mr. Claude Laponi, a graduate of 
GeorgetoAvn and vice-president of the 
Association of Amateur Oarsmen, will 
coach the men when they go on the river, 
which Avill be during Easter week, and he 
is very enthusiastic over the material 
which he finds waiting for him. 

The creAV will be entered in the regetta 
at Poughkeepsie where they will have a 
chance to try their strength against Cor- 
nell, Columbia, Pennsylvania, and Wis- 
consin. While it is almost too much to 
hope that Ave should be victorious over 
the experienced crews representing the 
other Universities, however we may be 
sure that they will not disgrace the fair 

name of GeorgetoAvn, as the Coach thinks 
that there is an excellent chance to make 
a good crew from such fine material. Mr. 
John E. Moore, ’00, is manager, and Mr. 
William Kurtz Johnson, ’03, is assistant 
manager, and they are endeavoring to 
arrange other races to be rowed before 
the big one in June. 

Many kind letters were written to the 
manager of the creAvs from other colleges 
but that from Cornell was especially 
welcome and their approval of our inten- 
tion to enter a crew was so hearty and 
sincere that we wish to express our appre- 
ciation of their kindness and we stand 
ready at any time to welcome letters 
bearing such a sportsmanlike stamp. 

THE ADVISORY BOARD. 

Thomas I. Cryan, president. 
Michael J. Colbert. 
J. Kota McGill. 
Eugene D. Carusi. 
John D. Hussey. 
John J. Kirby. 
John E. Moore. 

THE EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE OE THE 

ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION. 

John E. Moore, ’00, president; Chas. 
Y. Moran, ’02, secretary; Wm. Kurtz 
Wimsatt, ’02, treasurer; Walter S. Greevy, 
Law, manager of Baseball; Michael J. 
Walsh, ’01, manager of Football; William 
L. Hirst, ’02, manager of Field and Track; 
Joseph H. McAleer,’00, manager of Ten- 
nis ; Thomas A. Ferneding, ’01, manager 
of Glee, Banjo, and Mandolin Clubs; Mr. 
E. Louis Byrne, ’01, manager of Pool and. 
Billiards. 

DAVID FLYNN, ’00. 

\ 


