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Zo a S5o\> in School.

cTall oaks, great mountains and the sunset glow
In pool-gemmed valleys, clustered with thick fern,
Where the wild deer, startled at every turn

Of herons on the wing, ungalled go;—

The crystals, golden-framed, in gorgeous row
In royal Versailles,—the [Milan spires that spurn
The circling air,—the painted hues that burn

In old St. Mark’s, such glories earth can show !

O God, how fair they are,—nature and art!
Wind art makes nature changeless,—fixes light
Of sunset in the glass, and the uncurled

Frond of the fern in stone; yet thy own heart,
Kept as God’s temple, pure and fixed in right,
Is, of all things, the splendor of the world!

[Maurice Francis Egan.
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THE MUSIC OF THE GREEK PLAYS.

EFORE I shall be able to enter with
clearness upon any intelligible com¬

ment concerning the more technical points
of interest involved in my subject, it is nec¬
essary that we should fix in our minds the
fundamental difference between the classi¬
cal drama of the Grecian age and that form
of drama seen and heard among us to-day.
The Greek plays represented the embodied,
religious traditions of anaesthetic race, while
modern stage art lacks for the most part
traditional, patriotic and religious inspira¬
tion, and changes with the popular de¬
mand of the day. This difference in the
basic idea between ancient and modern
drama applies to the music as a part of
the play. The appreciation of this com¬
plete unlikeness is necessary in order that
what 1 shall have to say in following
papers may be clear, and that 1 may avoid
in them any constant introduction of com¬
parative subjects which may tend to divert
our minds from that before us. That some

of the more salient points of divergence
between the ancient and modern art of the

stage may be clearly apprehended, 1 deem
it best to indicate them by means of con¬
trast. We shall see that we have no just
experimental standpoint from which to
form a reasonably adequate conception of
an exact representation of Greek drama.
Our knowledge in this direction is entirely
literary and necessarily deficient. It re¬
ceives no assistance nor inspiration by
what, in way of architecture, dialogue,
dance, and music of our theatre, has come
within the pale of our experience. As to
the music of the Greek plays, almost all

certain knowledge of it has died out, and
we can but approximate in forming judg¬
ment as to most of its characteristics. The

scope of composition in the prevailing
modes was necessarily narrowed into very
small compass. While the splendid text
of much Greek drama has survived, the
music for the same, doubtless on account
of the successful development by later ages
of the resources of sound, has fallen out
of the reach of literary research. We know
something of the tetrachord and the simple
modes which comprised the range and sys¬
tematization of such musical tones as were

evident to the auricular apprehension of
the early Grecians, but we have little criti¬
cal knowledge of their application.

Now, as to some of the contrasts be¬
tween the early and late stage. Among the
ancients the theatre was essentially a sig¬
nificant, religious, national and political
function. The praise of the gods was the
inspiration of the drama and the keynote
of its music. Music, dance, and song were
ever the handmaids of religious and na¬
tional demonstrations among the peoples of
history. They served particularly serious
and artistic offices when accompanying such
rites of the Greeks, on account of the re¬
finement of art which was inseparable from
the instincts and life of the classic age. In
our time, on the contrary, the idea of
pleasure is eminently predominant. The
theatre in all its branches, though far am I
from minimizing the excellencies of modern
legitimate opera and drama, is the recog¬
nized amusement of a whirling era which
no longer knows old-time simplicity, and
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whose tastes modify with the humours of
the passing year. Again, the drama of the
ancients found its material and its presiding
law of nemesis in a heroic world of the past,
and life as represented by it was clothed
and colored with ideal nobleness and ideal

pathos. The narrative of the play was
known by all, and had been known by their
children’s children. More than that, it pos¬
sessed their entire being; it permeated their
every thought. To the representation in
actual drama of this priceless inherited pos¬
session of sacred and dramatic lore their
keenest energy was bent. Naturalness,
rather than artificialness, being the spur to
dramatic action, and the living rather than
the acting of a part the object to be at¬
tained, the stage of the Greeks reached the
acme of grandeur, sublimity and simplicity.
The modern stage play is a portrayal of
the fictitious experiences of beings of all
kinds, be they human, angelic, devilish or
animal, which may be prolonged through
untold cycles of time. The intrinsic causes
which influenced for generations the aes¬
thetic nicety of the Grecian play are lack¬
ing from it.

A contrast which is certainly very per¬
tinent to my subject is that of orchestras.
Contemplate and give ear to an orchestra of
lyre and pipe, playing in an ancient scale,
which if not unmusical, is, at least, unintel¬
ligible to us. Then behold and listen to
the modern orchestra, which, with its
blended and poised forces of strings, wind,
and percussion, is a giant of overwhelming
resource. Our ears are so attuned to the

possibilities of the chromatic scale of our

day, as, in octave after octave, the melody
ascends and descends, yielding meanwhile
to the most wonderful evolutions of har¬

mony, that were there given to any of us

two successive Grecian tetrachords as

scope for musical composition, we would
feel but limited range for our task.
Our endless modulations and transitions
from scale to scale are wonderful masteries
over the subtlest intricacies of sound,
whereas the music of the classics admitted
of but rigid mutation from such mode to
mode, as from Lydian to Phrygian, Dorian
to Lydian, Phrygian to Dorian. So much
for contrasts, by which 1 hope ,1 have
cleared the way for further and more tech¬
nical analyzation of the matter in a further
paper.

Among many points of interest which are
involved in a consideration of ancient music,
may be mentioned the origin and early use
of scales, using the word, to characterize
roughly, a series of two or more tones of
music with appreciable intervals between
them; their development and adaptation
to the motion of the dance or rhythm of
the verbal text to which they were set;
and their exact office as a component part
of drama. Rhythm, as I have thus men¬
tioned it, is a most interesting subject, aiid
modern rules of rigid and indiscriminating
tempo are seen in contrast with lyric
rhythm, to be at times hardly satisfactory.

For modern reproductions in learned
circles of classical Greek drama, much
music has been lately written in order to
supply the absence of the original accom¬
paniment. The well-known compositions
of Felix Mendelssohn Bartholdy, are
familiar to classical scholars, but none, so
far as I know, is confined to the palpably
limited possibilities of the Greek scales.
This is another interesting point of study
connected with our subject.

G. H. Wells.
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OLD GLENGARIFF BY THE
SEA.

LD Glengariff by the sea,
Sure you’ve witched the heart from me.

That is what your woodlands tell,
And your mountains know it well;

Echoing thro’ my memorie :
Echoes fly—O, “come,” they cry—

To Glengariff by the sea.

Old Glengariff, list to me,
Sure I’ve seen fair ltalie;

But the blue that fills her skies
Fades before your colleen’s eyes,

And the brooks of Tivoli
Lose their ring if Eileen sing

In Glengariff by the sea.

Old Glengariff, you’re for me
All a fairy historie,

With your mountains and the bay,
Where the Shan Van Vocht, they say,

Saw the French, who thought to free
From the pall of Saxon thrall

Erin’s isle that gems the sea.

Oft the battle cry you’ve heard,
When from clan to clan the word,

Like the Bel-fires, woke the sky,
That your sons should do or die :

“ Think ye of your ancestrie,
Pikes, my men, to-night the glen,

In Glengariff by the sea.”
Old Glengariff, sure you seem
Just a thing the poets dream,

Song and story in your dells,
Passing all that Rhineland tells,

Clothed in garb of mysterie,
Evening time or matin chime,

In Glengariff by the sea.

Romance—sure it is your child,
Like your fuschias growing wild,

And I dream in starry hours,
Of the olden castle towers,

And the knights that gallantlie
Bared their blades for honored maids,

In Glengariff by the sea.

Old Glengariff by the sea.
Keep the heart you’ve witched from me,

Give it Glashen-glora’s* croon,
Sweep your mountains for a tune

That will keep my memorie,
Till the day 1 hie away

To Glengariff by the sea.
Michael Earls, M. a., ’97.

*Glengariff’8 brook.

IN THER FALL.

WHEN ther wind begins ter whistleThrough ther sage grass^an’ ther thistle,
When ther partridge joyous chirps his

throaty call;
When ther oak leaves are a dyin’,
An’ ther schoolboy is a-sighin’,

Then you know ’tis gettin’ mighty near ther Fall.
When ther pippin ’gins ter yeller,
An’ ther sugar pear ter meller,

When ther breeze gets chill an’chiller in ther hall;
When ther squirrel ’gins ter chirrup,
Ther fox-hunter straps his stirrup,

Them’s ther things thet’s bound ter happen in
ther Fall.

When ther skeeter quits his fightin’,
An’ his buzzin’, an’ his bitin’,

An’ ther pumpkin’s still a-hangin’ on ther vine;
When ther speakers are a-stumpin’,
An’ ther candidates a-humpin’,

Fer ter argufy ther voters inter line;
When ther gunner gives a holler,
An’ ther houn’ begins to toiler,

After rabbits, coons an’ ’possums,an’ ’em all;
When ther cider is a-flowin’,
An’ ther “ shirt-wais’ ” man’s a-goin’,

Them’s ther things that always happen in ther
Fall.

Richard P. Whiteley, ’oi.
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THE ETHICS OF

(( IT is not telling a lie,” says some one
I in Thackeray, “it is only voting

with your party.” There is a side to poli¬
tics which, with its subtle and ingenious
methods, has ever employed a varying and
skilful supply of catchwords and sophisms.
None of them is more beguiling or more
harmful than the above. Invented to
shield the betrayal of conscience by feign¬
ing honor and loyalty to party, its very
birth is impregnate with evil. Its best
office is to serve as a shield for political
parasites who sink their individuality in
the composite body-party for the sake of
preferment.

Loyalty to party presents itself; it is
pitted against loyalty to conscience ; those
without conscience choose it. Party loy¬
alty is the shibboleth, and not a few of our
politicians seek shelter behind its protecting
fallacies. Even the Senate is not so self-
willed that all its members can surmount
the favors of a petted constituency and the
pride of being with the winning party. The
influence of both was felt during the last
session, when the Porto Rican bill was be¬
fore the House, even as they had been felt
in the English Parliament during the de¬
bates on Home Rule and a National Uni¬

versity for Ireland.
These two instances strongly illustrate

the hold that self-expediency has over con¬
science. During both of these debates mem¬
bers declared for what they judged right and
just, only to contradict their statements by
their vote. We know more than one Rep¬
resentative who were conspicuous in this
betrayal of conscience. They, with the vigor
and enthusiasm of conviction urged what
seemed to them right. They maintained it

PARTY VOTING.

up to the moment of voting, and then joined
their party against it.

But this will be called loyalty to their
constituents. It is this kind of loyalty that
hurts political life, and the people have
themselves to blame for it. When they
show signs of supporting true men, men
who are true to their conscience, then will
politics be honorable. As long as they seek
to use their representatives as machines, so
long will they have machines to represent
them. No great good can come until men act
freely, for, in the words of Edmund Burke,
“ if by a fair, by an indulgent, by a gentle¬
manly behavior to our representatives we
do not give confidence to their minds and
a liberal scope to their understandings; if
we do not permit our members to act upon
a very enlarged view of things, we shall at
length infallibly degrade our national repre¬
sentation into a confused and scuffling
bustle of local agency.”

Speaking again of the evil influence
which the clamors of a constituency have
upon a representative, he says: “ If we
degrade and deprave their minds by ser¬
vility, it will be absurd to expect that they
who are creeping and abject towards us,
will ever be bold and incorruptible assertors
of our freedom against the ever seducing
and the most formidable of all powers.”

These quotations serve to show us the
views he had with regard to the self-
assertions of constituents. Their duty is
not to advise their representatives after
they have elected them to look after their
rights, because they judged them more fit
than themselves. They should support and
help them in their endeavors, and above
all, they should not blame them when
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they have not wilfully offended. Being
human, they may err in regard to the ob¬
jective good or evil of a measure, but
while the}' follow what seems to them
right, they are free from censure. When
constituents demand otherwise, they check
their faculties for doing good by blunting
their sense of duty. They demand perjury
and expect faithfulness. Bad government
rests upon their own heads and they reap
the harvest of their planting.

Party voting is followed by many, even
during general elections. Here it may
often be ascribed to ignorance—to the
want of power to distinguish between a
real and an apparent duty. For the most
part, however, every citizen knows what
is demanded of him, and that his first duty
in civil matters is to the State. That the
common good precedes all benefit that may
accrue to a few. That friendship and parti¬
sanship sink into insignificance before it.
Knowing this, they understand that the
casting of a vote is the fulfilment of a
sacred trust, that it has been given in
order to place the best man in office, since
such is the demand of the common good.

This is the principal duty of a voter, and
his worth as a citizen may be gauged from
his estimation of it. Sometimes it may be
impossible to make a choice. At such
times he should follow his party. This
may be owing to his ignorance of the rela¬
tive merits of the candidates, or to a doubt
as to which is the better. In either case he
should help his partisans in gaining a
victory, since he can do so without offend¬
ing his conscience. If possible, however,
he should take steps to inform himself,
especially in grave questions. When his
mind is convinced, his duty is clear. It
may happen, and it sometimes does, that

the best man has small chance of success.

In such a case a second choice should be
made Votes are not supposed to be
wasted.

When the ordinary citizen acts thus his
duty is done. With members of a legis¬
lative body it is different. Their position
is one of importance and their duties are
many and serious. Matters of vital inter¬
est to the nation often rest upon their de¬
cision and it is incumbent upon them to
have at least some knowledge of those
matters. They act as agents, but as free
agents, and hence in acquiring this knowl¬
edge they are not to be prejudiced by out¬
side influence. Their position is one of
individual responsibility and they must act
as they think best and as their conscience
orders.

Ignorance of a question is very often
criminal. Of course, it is not expected
that each individual member of the body
makes a thorough study of each question
proposed. Many are so unimportant that
it is perfectly justifiable to depend on the
knowledge of partisans. In fact, it is some¬
times necessary in order to devote more
time to the study of greater issues Such
questions, however, as a declaration of
war, tariff, expansion, and the like, require
individual study. Ignorance of them is a
neglect of duty. Even doubt must be
avoided, if possible. The vital interests of
the people are at stake and duty calls upon
each representative to use his utmost en¬
deavor to protect them.

If party is followed contrary to con¬
science an evil is wilfully done to the
nation. No sophism can excuse such a
betrayal of trust; for loyalty to party never
justified a traitor. The true patriot pos¬
sesses and acts up to the sentiments of
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Bryan, “suit your party to your convic
tions, not'your convictions to your party.”
This was the opinion of the framers of the
Constitution when they made voters per¬
sonally responsible for their votes. Party
was never held accountable.

Even considering purity of purpose from the
point of view of expediency, it should ever
characterize a public man. Mere partisan¬
ship never made a great statesman, for great¬
ness never springs from a false heart and
false principles. True success can be achieved
only when the mind has a free scope and
unlimited resources to draw upon. These
must be accompanied by a knowledge of
rectitude and the regular and steady impulses
of a clear conscience. When they are
wanting greatness is wanting, for stead¬
fastness and stability are the backbone of
greatness. These are not the sustaining
gifts of partisanship These are not ob¬
tained by following the wavering instru¬
ments of a party; instruments which
change with every chance of momentary
success.

With right and justice as their guiding
star representatives finally surmount the
difficulty of a rabid and a disappointed body
of constituents. Their success is all their
own. It is not mingled with that of a body

of men; it is the sweet and exhilarating
reward of virtue, and of earnest endeavors
to obtain the greatest good for the greatest
number. They are the ideal statesmen.
The men whom we love to honor, whom
we reverence for truth and sincerity, and
whom the people trust and worship for the
good that they have done.

From what we have said it may be
thought that we consider parties bad in
themselves. Far be it from us to even

insinuate such a thing. Taken as the band¬
ing together of minds possessing the same
fundamental theories of government, and
using united and common means of attain¬
ing legitimate ends, they are conducive to
the best results. This is the theoretical
cause of their organization. Practically
they act differently, for they are prone to
overstep their bounds. In such cases they
should be arrested like an ordinary tres¬
passer. If this were done they would
soon be checked in their endeavors to in¬
fluence the consciences of voters. The
limit to their power is the proposing of
candidates for election and the advocating
of their issues. Here it stops. The voter
must be his own judge and vote according
to his convictions.

Leo Camillo Lennon, '99-

HIS ANSWER.
1 ask of fate if she’ll be kind,

Her answer is: “ May be.”
She asks what boon 1 have in mind,

My answer is: “ May C.”
MCG., ’00.
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THE LATEST POEM OF HIS HOLINESS.

WHAT a sweet surprise for the Christian world in these subjoined Latin verses ofthe aged Pontiff-poet, Leo XIII! Verses as full of the tenderness of his great
fatherly heart, as they are remarkable for the beauty and simplicity of classic
rhythm and diction.

They are dedicated to a noble youth, whom the watchful care and advice of the
August Pontiff saved in many hours of danger and temptation, and to whom, now that
he has turned to the ways of sin—the same heart goes out in loving entreaty.

The translation, we submit, lays no claim to poetic excellence. It is merely an
endeavor to render into simple rhyme what His Holiness has so admirably executed in
the classic distich. It was done into English with the hope that those who are not
conversant with the meaning and beauty of the Latin tongue may not be wholly
deprived of the lessons so tenderly sung for us by our father and Pontiff.

Rufe, voluptatum quid coeco in gurgite mergi,
Arbore quid vetita carpere poma iuvat ?

Flore 2evi in primo, solamen dulce parentum,
Indole praestabas, moribus et niveis,

Turn puber cupide scrutari, attingere verum,
Totusque ardebas pulchra et honesta sequi:

Strenuus in primis aequaevos inter ephebos
Divin cultaeor Religionis eras:

Atque ipsa O quoties te vidit serta rosarum
Ante aras pronum nectere Virgo suas I

At nunc O quantum subite mutatus ab illo es
Virtutis veteris concidit omne decus.

Degeneri affectu, miseroque cupidine fractus
Foedari heu ! pateris, sus ut arnica luto.

O Rufe infelix, quae te dementia cepit!
Appetis has sordes, haeccine stultus amas ?

Ah ! facti pudeat! coeno caput exsere tandem :
Ex imo deflens elue corde Iuem.

Abnuis? et vocem quae te compellat amice
Ne pareas, surda respuis aure miser ?

Exitium struis ipsi tibi; ne fide! . . profundum
Lapsu praecipiti volveris in barathrum :

Atque Erebi in tenebris, ubi spes iam nulla salutis,
Aeternum crucians poena luenda manet.

Ah ! precor, avertat triste omen Candida Virgo,
Neu miserum mater deperiisse sinat.

Ipsa adsit misero, placidoque arrideat ore,
Nutanti praesens porrigat Ipsa manum.

What boots it, Rufus, to be sunk in pleasure’s lurid sea?
Or e’en to pluck away the fruit from some forbidden tree?
In childhood’s flower sweet joy thou wast to those who

thee begot;
By winsome ways and by a soul that knew nor taint nor

spot
And as a youth ’twas e’er thy quest to find the true, and so
With seeking of the fair, the good, thy soul was all aglow.
Then too, amid those youthful mates, whose years with thine

kept pace,
Thou wast a knight of God’s own creed, and strong in God’s

own grace.
How oft the Virgin saw thy form recumbent ’neath her

shrine !

Striving a precious coronal of roses to entwine !
But now, alas! what change has time w'rought in a soul so

fair!
Shattered is every ornament that erst was mounted there.
For, stricken by ignoble will and felled by base desire,
Thou’st suffered thee to be ingrimed as swine with fulsome

mire.
What frenzy, hapless Rufus, now hath on thee laid its hold!
Or dost thou seek and madly love this loathsomeness untold?
Ah ! let the crimson light thy cheek, thine head upraise from

grime,
And tearful cleanse fore’er the dross from out that heart of

thine.
Dost falter ? and the kindly tones that tell thy fall is near?
Dost thou also, O luckless one, renounce with deafened ear?
Thou art the master of thy fate, so, friend, trust not amiss.
Lest thou with headlong flight be hurled adown the deep

abyss.
Yea, to the darks of Erebus, whence hope fore’er has flown,
And vexing thee thy penalty unpaid will bide alone.
Ah ! may the Spotless Maid forefend such sad mishap, I

pray,
May not a Mother deign to see an outcast’s soul decay.
But may she stand well at his side, and smile her sweetest

smile;
And lend him, when a fall is nigh, her lifting hand the while!

John Eibbil, ’99.
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'‘ONE OF THE SUNNIEST AND BRIGHTEST AND BEST
OF MEN”

NOTHER dear friend and devoted son of old Georgetown has passed away, and
it is with loving and grateful hands the Journal weaves together the following

wreath of beautiful tributes to his name. Much as we desire to dwell on his noble life
and character we shall refrain from doing so in the present issue, for we are unwilling
to anticipate the great pleasure which we hope to give our readers at an early date, in
an article on ‘‘The Life and Character of Charles Cowardin,” by one of his great friends
and admirers—George Ernest Hamilton, Dean of the Law School.

We wish, however, to join our voice with that of the Richmond Dispatch, over
which he presided with honor and ability for so many years, and say that: The posi¬
tion of Charles Cowardin was unique in the community. In him were found gifts
and graces rarely combined in one man. The magnetism of his manner and the
geniality of his presence were felt by all. These qualities had their inspiration in a
loving nature and great good will for his fellowman. We have never known a more
broad-minded man—one more tolerant of others’ beliefs, opinions, and faults. Yet his
convictions were ever strong and pronounced. His loyalty and devotion to Church,
friends, State, and party were as firm as human faith and human will could make them.
In the discharge of his religious duties he was zealous and exact. In the domestic
circle he was all that a husband and father should be. He was singularly pure of
heart and affectionate. He was, in fine, our own “ Charlie ” Cowardin—bosom
friend and companion, the light and life of every meeting, beloved of all who knew
him, the pride and glory of Alma Mater.

From Cardinal Gibbons:

Deeply moved by Mr. Cowardin’s death.
An upright citizen, a conscientious editor, a
consistent Christian, a genial companion,
a faithful husband.

From Rev. Father Whitney, S. /., Rector of
Georgetown :
Charlie Cowardin was a sunny-souled,

noble-hearted man, whose memory will be
ever dear to old Georgetown.
From Governor 'Tyler and Kansas Dele¬

gation :
The Virginia delegation learns with pro¬

found regret of the death of Colonel Cow¬
ardin. By his death Virginia loses a noble
son and Democracy a loyal and devoted
adherent.

From A. S. Ochs, Editor of New York
Times:

Charlie Cowardin dead ! It is hard to
believe it. Generous, good-natured, chiv¬
alrous soul; his bright and happy nature
gilded many a pleasant hour for all who
knew him. For twenty years his com¬
radeship made every meeting of daily
newspaper men he attended—and he at¬
tended nearly all—a pleasant recollection.
He will ever live pleasantly in the memory
of all who knew him. The Southland
loses a representative citizen and patriot.
From Charles Diehl, General [Manager of

e.Associated Press :

The news that Charles O’Brien Cowardin
is dead comes as a personal grief. His up-
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rightness and geniality commended him to
every one who knew him.

From Colonel Hemphill, Editor of “News
and Courier,” Charleston :

It is not possible that Charles O’Brien
Cowardin is dead. Good men and true
never die; they only pass out of our sight
into the higher and better life, which is
everlasting. It must be so with our happy
friend, who met every obligation of love
and duty, who lived for those about him,
who cultivated no enmities, who believed
that the bright side was the right side, and
who ever walked in the light. As the
head of an influential newspaper, his ideals
were high. He understood the true rela¬
tions of the press to the public, and sought
by every means within his power to elevate
the fourth estate. He was a strong writer
and a most persuasive speaker. He was
the soul of hospitality, a charming com¬
panion, with an exquisite sense of humor,
a man of honor, a perfect gentleman.

From A. C. Kaufman, Charleston :
Cowardin is dead—the brightest, sun¬

niest, best of men. Happy voices have
been silenced in his home. Earth’s loss is
Heaven’s gain.

From the Editor of the “Observer,” Char¬
lotte :

I am shocked and grieved to learn of
the death of Charles O’Brien Cowardin,
a prince among men, a gentleman of gen¬
tlemen. He was widely and deservedly
admired and beloved, and will be mourned
and missed.

From Frank E. Mack, New York :
Just a word to say that I knew Charlie

Cowardin, and am sorry he is dead. He
was a man.

From Felix Magus, of the “ Baltimore
<lAmerican ” :

The news of Colonel Cowardin’s death
comes to me as a great shock. 1 have

known him many years, and always ad¬
mired his manly character and the sterling
integrity that won the respect of all who
came in contact with him. I feel that in
the Colonel’s death 1 lose a friend, and the
South one of her noblest citizens.
From S. S. Nottingham, Editor of “ Land¬

mark,” Norfolk :
The untimely death of this pure and up¬

right man and citizen, this loyal and help¬
ful friend, and this strong and brilliant
journalist, will come as a lasting bereave¬
ment to thousands who loved him tenderly.
From R. CB. Barham, Editor of “ Index-

Mppeal,” Petersburg: j
Richmond and Virginia lose a usefu

citizen, and the press of the State one of
its noblest and brightest ornaments.
From the “ Richmond Leader ” :

James Russell Lowell has said that:
“ Not all the preaching since Adam

Hath made death other than death.”

The words have been ringing in our ears
since the death of Col. Charles O’Brien
Cowardin, president of the Dispatch Com¬
pany, was announced. To those who
knew and loved him—and who in this
community did not ?—there is no consola¬
tion save such as comes through faith in a
good and wise God who gives to his be¬
loved sleep. He was a man of strong in¬
tellect, of a versatility of talent, of indomi¬
table energy, and so he was not only
willing but able to give valuable service to
every public enterprise of whatever char¬
acter. He was a man of good judgment,
of keen perceptions, of talents, and graces,
a well-rounded character, an all-round
public-spirited citizen. His labor for Rich¬
mond, for public enterprises, for charity,
for humanity, for party, for the Church,
of which he was such a devout member,
was not a perfunctory service. It pro¬
ceeded from no mere puritanical sense of
duty ; it proceeded from a heart that was
full of love for God and humanity and
country.
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From the “ Washington Times ” :
The death of Col. Charles O'Brien

Cowardin is a public loss and a public
sorrow. He loved Richmond with all his
heart, and Richmond loved him. No cit¬
izen was more loyal to Richmond, none
more devoted to her interests. As editor
and man he exerted himself to promote
the welfare and the happiness of the people
whom he loved so dearly, and Richmond
could always command his services. It
was said of the late Patrick Walsh, of
Augusta, that “ his nature was a rare com¬
bination of sweetness and strength ; in him
mirth and humor had for their foundations
the loyalty and devotion that marked his
relations to his duties as a man and a

citizen.” This may, with some aptness,
be said of Colonel Cowardin. His nature
was jovial and affectionate. He loved
life; he saw the bright side of life ; he
loved to enjoy himself ; he loved to make
others enjoy themselves. It was given to
few men to have more friends, and they
were all devoted to him for his amiable
ways and his sweet comradeship.

From the Baltimore aAmerican:

In the death of Col. Charles O’Brien
Cowardin Richmond loses one of its best
citizens and the South one of its foremost
and ablest editors. For nearly twenty
years, since his father’s death in 1882,
Colonel Cowardin had been at the head of
the Richmond Dispatch, and had made
that paper one of the most influential
journals, not only in Virginia, but in the
whole Southern territory.

The Journal wishes to convey to Rev.
W. Reynolds Cowardin, S. J., assurances
of the deepest sympathy in his sad bereave¬
ment. Father Cowardin was for years a
member of the Faculty of Georgetown,
and his loveable, sunny ways, and kindly
heart speak so much to us of his deceased
brother.

“THE REIGN OF LAW”
WHERE THERE IS

NO LAW.
I AMES LANE ALLEN has added another

vJ book to his list. Like his previous
efforts, it deals with Kentucky, the “ Blue
Grass Region.” of which he never tires to
tell you. And yet what more natural ?
For did he not come from Kentucky farm¬
ers ? And was it not on a farm there that,
in 1850, he first beheld that nature he
afterwards learned to love so well ? There
his happy childhood days passed; there
did he indulge in those boyish pranks that
boyhood so well knows. Study occupied
his later days, a study in which he mas¬
tered English and overcame to a great ex¬
tent the difficulties of Latin. When 35
years of age he came to New York and
devoted himself to literature.

Keeping always before him his birth¬
place, he, like Robert Louis Stevenson, was

happy when writing or telling you about
it. Actuated by this love, he sent forth his
first petitioner for fame, “ The Blue Grass
Region of Kentucky.'’ It attracted atten¬
tion. His “ Choir Invisible,” lately drama¬
tized, his “ Kentucky Cardinal,” his “After-
math,” his “ Summer in Arcady, a Tale of
Nature,” all served to keep him before the
public.

Throughout these stories there is a strong
inclination to make the characters stand out
from a historical background. “ The Reign
of Law,” his latest work, is no exception.
“ The War (civil) had just closed.” The
Kentucky farmer is looking to the care and
sale of his crops. Incidentally it would be
well to say that, strive as we might, we
could find no reason for the jumbling of
historical annals and trade found in the

essay with which the author has prefaced
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his book for twenty-three pages. Like
Joseph’s coat, it has many pretty touches
and patches, but no connection with the
story, even though the sub-title is “A Tale
of the Kentucky Hempfields ” True there
is a charm of description, a regard for
nature, a vividness of detail that command
attention.

The story itself, however, opens with
David, its hero, working in the fields of
Kentucky. A Bible college is to start.
He wishes for an education such as it will

give, and desires to be a minister. Like
many others, however, he has not the
wherewithal. With an ambition that is

laudable, he saves every penny, and thanks
finally to his own efforts, supplemented by
the great sacrifices of his parents, who be¬
lieved him worthless, he wends his way to
college. Two years pass away, years in
which he studies not only his own, but every
other creed that he hears mentioned. The

college authorities remonstrate in vain. He,
like his “ Indian-fightinggrandfather,” does
as he thinks fit, is finally expelled, comes
home to his now well nigh broken-hearted
parents, and is welcomed “ by a kick.''
Much to his father’s annoyance, he remains
on the farm, endeavoring by his toil to
assist and in some way make up for the
past to the aged couple. After being home
some time he sees a girl with whom he be¬
comes infatuated, and the closing pages of
the book find them hand in hand going
away to live in love and be the light of
each other’s lives.

The story is highly fanciful and contains
many pretty touches, giving us many pleas¬
ant surprises. After all, however, there is
not much to the novel. There is little plot,
and even that is filled with inconsistencies.
Picture to yourself the average farmer’s boy

of to-day, who, although enjoying more
advantages than the farmer’s boy of forty
years ago, yet is not blessed with a super¬
abundance of education; picture him leav¬
ing the plow, studying two years at a Bible
college, not one branch, but many; picture
him not a mere dilettante, but a profound
thinker in the theologies and philosophies,
and you have the hero of this story, David.
What a college that must have been! We
wonder at its methods of instruction, and
are anxious to know the system that it fol¬
lowed. Surely it must have been a strange
place to receive the “ horny-handed sons of
toil ” into philosophy and theology without
any previous training. True, being a de¬
scendant from Kentucky farmers, David
might have been constituted differently.
But we know the country school-house of
to-day and the education that it affords.
Select for me the farmer’s boy of to-day,
possessing no scientific education whatever,
able to master “ The Origin of Species ”
and “ The Descent of Man ” Yet here is
a simple Bible student who can do so.

Before going to College this same boy
yields to God, his Maker, everything.
Through nature he sees its Author. Two
years make a wonderful change, when he
says, “ 1 don’t know what 1 do believe.”
The struggle that he has between Doubt
and Faith is pitiful; as pitiful in the heart
of David as it is in the hands of Mr. Allen
who describes it. The “ old, old scene in
the history of man—the trial of his Doubt
by his Faith; strange day of Judgment,
when one half of the human spirit arraigns
and condemns the other half.” Surely
Mr. Allen has introduced a new character
into that “old, old scene.” There were not
however, any “inquisitors” nor “Jesuitical
rack” nor “thumb screw” on the stage, and
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so the hero remains firm a full-voiced
“One Voice only had fallen silent in him :
the Voice of the old faith,”—and thus the
“ old, old scene” closes. David would “test
things by his own reason, get the deepest
root of the matter: to see Truth and to
see Truth whole.” These are his criteria
for dispelling Doubt. And yet he wor¬
ships that “ sublime, indispensable part of
man, his Doubt,—Doubt respecting his
origin, his meaning, his Maker and his
Destiny.” This, then, is the rude farm¬
hand. This is the theologico-psychological
diagnosis of the novelist who would lead us
into sympathy with Doubt and the broader
lights and the purer atmospheres—the mag¬
num inane of so much of our modern publi¬
cations. Far better would it have been had
James Lane Allen confined himself solely
to the hemp and left Theology alone. He
is at home with one, at sea with the other.
Word-painter, master of English, possessor
of a charming style, a wonder at diction,
all these is he, but not a Theologian.
Truly has one of his reviewers remarked,
speaking of his exposition of the Darwin¬
ian Theory: “The Theology in Mr. Allen’s
book has anachronism written on its face.”

The book is too far away, too ideal, too
improbable—in a word, too absurd. It is
a reign of law where there is no law, a
reign of confusion, of turmoil; it is a state
of strife, of discontent, of disorder. David
who would acknowledge no God, turns
finally to Gabriella, the girl of the story and
says “ you have been all there is to me.”
This flimsy sentiment of love, thrown in to
make the story a quasi-plot as it were, just
sustains a faint interest. It is the appeal
to the softer side, to our sympathy. It
holds the book together. “Ah! Gabriella,
it is love that makes a man believe in love,”

just as it is love that makes this story “go.”
Ah! Gabriella, thou art my life, my reli¬
gion, and then all is settled, all is law !
Poor life, poor love, poor religion that has
not a principle to rest on !

Still, this book is one of the exponents
of our times and our age. The desire to
do without a God is only too apparent.
As Catholics we have noted many passages
we would criticise in the book. We are

surprised at the following: “ But to the
Episcopal Church the priest dispensed the
most vitriolic criticism.” Mr. Allen surely
could not have meant this. Yet, this book
will sell, nay, is now one of the best selling-
books of the day. Wreathed in smiles,
enveloped in charms, perfumed with a
pleasant sweetness, it has gone forth. We
are sorry for that; we are sorry that we
have read it. But above all we are sorry
that Mr. Allen should devote himself to
this kind of work when he has such splen¬
did chances before him. The following-
lines aptly describe our impressions of
the book:

LOVE AND LAW.
“ For love 1 looked and sought in vain,

So deep and wide my wound,
Tho’ many came in mercy’s name,

No healing touch 1 found.

I sought until I heard a voice,
1 turned and saw a face,

Whom seekest thou ? the vision asked,
The Law or is it Grace ?

I look for Love, not Law, I cried,
Law’s hand is hard to feel,

I cannot rest till Love I find,
For only Love can heal.

There is no Love apart from Law,
Blind child, the vision said,

Love rests upon the breast of Law,
They are forever wed.”

James A. O’Shea, ’99-
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DR. STAFFORD'S ELOQUENT ADDRESS TO THE
STUDENTS.

WE had the pleasure of listening to theeloquent words of Rev. Dr. Stafford
at the Mass of the Holy Ghost, September
13th, and it is an additional pleasure for us
to be able to put these words, in part, be¬
fore our readers. Dr. Stafford spoke in
substance as follows:

King David was about to die. His life
had, indeed, been eventful, and his gifts
very great. A prophet, he had looked
across the intervening years and witnessed
and described the life, death, and resurrec¬
tion of our Lord Jesus Christ; a warrior,
he had taken part in many happy battles;
a king, he had reigned with much glory
over God’s people, and a poet, he had sung
of their glories and given to the world a
.anguage to express for all time every
emotion of the human heart and every
shade and degree of human sorrow. But
the end had come. He was about to die,
and calling his son Solomon to his bedside,
was about to speak to him his last word. .

The world has always hung on the last
words of great men. For after long years
of experience, and illumined by the vision
that often comes before death, they give an

insight into the character, even throw light
upon history, or at all events reveal the
soul of the great man dying, by expressing
at that moment what seems to him of

supreme moment for those who are left
behind.

And David, calling his son to his side,
said to him: “ Ego ingredior viam uni-
versae terrae, confortare et esto vir.”—1 am

going the way of all flesh, do thou take

courage and be a man. He does not tell
him to be a prophet, or a warrior, or a poet,
but a man. The greatest of all things is
to be a man ; greater than prophecy, glory,
poetry; the blossom and perfection of all.

Mankind, as a matter of fact, has always
distinguished between a man and a man.
And when the Latins spake of a vulgar
man they used the word “ homo,” but when
they wished to grave upon the pediments
of a temple or the base of a statue the
deeds that had made their fathers glorious
they used the word “ vir ”—a man of
strength, fortitude, power, genius, character.

The world is filled to-day with fads and
fancies. Every day brings forth something
new. What is old must be wrong say the
thinkers of the time. Everything must be
new; we must have new learning, new
culture, new philosophy, new literature;
even new religion. The old is done for,
it has had its day; and as you cannot ex¬
pect the full-grown man to wear the clothes
of childhood, or think the thoughts of in¬
fancy, neither can you expect this age to
accept the theories, the thoughts of ages
past, when the race was in a state of unde¬
veloped youth. Everything must be new,
and as we have been told that there is no

such thing as necessary truth, we may yet
be told that because two and two have
made four from all eternity the time has
come now when they should make five.

Nothing has escaped the notice of these
thinkers or been able to escape their attacks,
and that system of education which is fol¬
lowed in this College has been especially
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signaled out and bitterly opposed. The
fact that it has stood the test of years and
proven its efficiency means nothing. It is
old, it is of the past, and the age knows
only the present and looks only to the
future.

The best system of education is that
which is best calculated to make a man,

and the greatest praise that can be bestowed
upon this system is to say that it has made
men and does make men.

What is it that makes a man ? Char¬
acter. It is character that gives him his
individual greatness and distinguishes him
in his individual being. And character does
not find its source in the intellect. A man

may have all knowledge and still be a
knave. He may know everything that the
mind can know and still be imperfect. He
may have a mind that will do honor to the
century in which he lives and a heart that
will dishonor humanity. Mere develop¬
ment of the intellect, mere scientific train¬
ing, will never develop character or make a
man. Indeed, it is the astonishment of
history, that the greatest culture of the
intellect has often gone with the greatest
depravity of heart, and the scandal of the
world, that of all those wonderful philoso¬
phers of Greece and Rome whose minds
were so great and whose individuality so
massive, that they yet influence the world,
only one or two lived lives of moral recti¬
tude that corresponded in any wise even
with the principles of right reason. This
certainly is an argument against mere ex¬
clusive intellectual culture.

Nor does the greatness of character re¬
side in the heart. Every attachment,
indeed, has something generous in it, and
may lead on to the performance of
heroic deeds, but even legitimate affection

may degenerate into weakness and lead the
individual astray. It is the will which is
the source of greatness, where those mo¬
tives reside which lead us to action. For
man in himself is inert, like matter, and does
not act unless he is impelled to action.
These tendencies are a result of habit, of
practice, of divine grace, of heredity. When
they are noble the man is noble; when
they are base the man is base ; when they
are exalted the man is exalted. So it is

by the training of the will, the constant
development of the will, that character de¬
velops and blossoms out into the perfection
of a man.

All the literature with which the mind

may become acquainted will not do this.
The scientific culture of modern times does
not even look in that direction. All that
men cling to to-day, and upon which they
base their prognostications of that great¬
ness which is to come to the world as a

result of present-day tendencies, has no
reference to it. It comes only from con¬
stant religious training, together with scien¬
tific culture and classical learning, just as
they are joined in this school. Without
this religious training education does not
do its work.

First, then, the man must be large-
hearted ; he must take in, in the scope and
comprehension of his vision, the whole
world—all that is good, noble, and beauti¬
ful ; all that leads to high thinking or right
living. He must never act for himself or
make himself the center and end of crea¬

tion, and become thus inflated with personal
vanity. He must seek what is above, and
this old school says to her child, with the
mother of the Maccabees: “ Peto nate ut

aspicias ad coelum.”
He must have high ideals and principles to
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guide him, otherwise this very dilation of
his soul will go wrong; high aims, high
ideals and ambitions to do great things, or
if failure come, to stand by the right, re¬
fusing to use any but just means to attain
his ends and rather to suffer defeat than
dishonor.

“ Victrix causa diis placuit sed victa Ca-
toni.” Yes! when the heavens themselves
seem dark, and while the wicked prosper,
still to stand by what is right.

And, finally, to stand by it to the end ;
to be a man of perseverance, of endurance,
of longanimity ; to have a long soul, which
nothing can weary or exhaust in the per¬
formance or in the seeking of what is high,
and, if needs be, to suffer for the right.
By such characters liberty and religion have
been saved to the world; and when ban¬
ished from the forum and the rostrum, amid
the universal deluge of tyranny and cor¬
ruption, they have found an ark of safety
in the heart of the martyr and there have
waited for the days of peace to shed bless¬
ings upon the world. Blessed are those
who suffer persecution; and if God is with
the just man doing good, he is ten thousand
times with the just man suffering for good :
No place so holy as his heart, no sanctuary
so near to God as his conscience. With¬

out courage and endurance there is no
character.

Where shall we get these principles and
ideals if not from religion, and who is the
exemplar of them if not Jesus Christ ? He
was of all men the most generous, the
most noble, and the most patient; and the
education of this dear old institution and
of our Catholic Colleges would be incom¬
plete if it did not bring us to our knees
before Him—Inspice et fac secundum
exemplar.

It will not be sufficient to cultivate the
mind and make it susceptible to beauty
and poetry, though knowledge is divine.
Not sufficient to have a knowledge of facts,
not sufficient to know all that is knowable,
unless we have this degree of personal
virtue, and it is the glory of all our Catholic
institutions, and of Georgetown in par¬
ticular, that they keep this ideal before
their children. And while it is incumbent
upon us to keep apace with the times in
material development, in scientific culture,
and in every way,this is our boast and our

glory, that we seek to give men character,
to make them men of courage, heart, soul,
not simply men of intellect. It is just
such men the world needs to-day.

FALLING IN LOVE.
Now falling in love is a dangerous thing,

Nay, it happens nine days out of seven,
But poets distraught with its ecstacy sing,

With assurance that “ Love is a heaven.”

Then we fall into heaven when falling in
love!

’Tis a falsehood those rhapsodies tell,
My feelings have taught me, and Newton

can prove
We’re more likely to fall in a—well.

T.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 11

“LIKE A SUN TO ILLUMINE THE WORLD"

EAVE thy dreams and lift thine eyes, Columbia, hope of freedom, rouse,
the day is here !

All thy people wait to greet thy vision; lend the faith that overcometh
fear.

Needs and wrongs of millions wait thy rising, vindicate and save, put
forth thy hand,

For the nations gather sternly watchful; be thou shield and safeguard of
our land.

Friend or foe ? nay, blush not for thy children ;

all our hope and lealest love are thine,
But our pride and pow’r-lust cloud our seeing

glee of conquest turns the brain like wine.
From thy stainless eyes, O best beloved, lend us

light to guide us thro’ the gloom,
Lest our well-meant zeal forsake our wisdom, send

us stumbling madly to our doom.

Wavering thro’ the wilderness of ages, out of dark¬
ness trace the march of man,

Bearing, Atlas-like, his world of anguish, mourn¬

ing since his brothers’ hate began;
Bound to serve a Pharaoh, or a Herod, king or

chief, or caliph, vulture-brood,
By the gates where sit enthroned the mighty, see,

they pass, the burdened multitude.

Lo, they build their longings’ sad memorial, on the
plain of Gizeh rear on high

Mark of kingly folly, human bondage, hope of
light and freedom born to die.

Ah, the scope, the might of human yearning, ah,
the dreary depth of human pain !

Till thy beacon flamed from out the darkness,
sparks to pierce the night were all in vain.

Till thou earnest as God’s smile from heaven ; then
His hapless image, long forlorn,

Lifts at last his face into the sunlight, in his heart
a mighty hope is born.

Then arose the humblest of God’s children, hope
and life and light they found in thee,

On thee waited Justice as thy handmaid, by thy
side walked heavenly Charity.

Now, behold, a newer revelation, all the truths the
fathers taught are old,

Liberty is baneful for the lowly ; fame and power,
yea, and gold, and gold,

2c.t

All shall be the prize for who can gain them.
World dominion is a desperate game,

Let us shackle fast the lowlier brother, yea, Colum¬
bia, even in thy name !

He, the brown of breast, the slow of cunning,
“ life and liberty ” are not for him,

Let him tread the long, long path of trial thro’ the
land of shadow, vast and dim ;

Thro’ an age-long night of desolation let him
stretch and struggle to the light;

They who share the glory of the dawning first
shall dare the black and fearsome night.

Child of the soft East in languor nourished, cling¬
ing close to Mother Nature’s breast,

Let him stiffen into firmer fiber ere he claim the

birthright of the West!
Therefore shall we bind our dusky brother, on his

fellow wage unequal war.
Lo, the ancient strain of their tradition knows not

Woden, bears no gift to Thor !

And the earth-old tale of blood and terror shall our

newer age revive again !
Once more thro’ the wheat, the harvest human,

sweep the mighty sword of Tamerlane !
Once again let pagan Alexander bend the world till

at his feet it kneels !

Once again shall most puissant Caesar bind the
Gaul to deck his chariot wheels!

Once more let the Hun in wrath descending smite
the rock of empire with his rod,

Till the stricken earth in dumb affliction bear the
scar where passed the Scourge of God.

Bring to earth fierce Marlboro’, lofty Frederic, and
the Corsican of cruel might;

They are as the seed of them that perish; lo, their
pride and power are sunk in night!
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Cease thy dreams and lift thine eyes, Columbia,
tarry not, but hear thy people’s prayer,

Thou our safeguard as a faithful city; strong as
hope thou art, and wondrous fair !

Thou hast known the sanctity of sorrow—yea, of
weakness; to the human cry

That hath moved the morning stars to mourning,
its deliverance when didst thou deny ?

Lo, the nations scan thy steps, beloved, on their
lips the envious word is rife :

“ Mark ye, where King Cadmus’s daughter passes,
sowing seed of fratricidal strife.”

GEORGETOWN ON

Hath thy head, too, felt the wine of power ? is thy
heart set in the flint of pride?

Leave not thou th’exalted path of mercy; keep
the truths for which our fathers died.

If the hope we cherish thou forsakest. where
among the nations shall we seek ?

Who shall visit earth as God’s evangel, soothe the
sorrowful, protect the weak ?

Rise, Columbia, not in wrath but pity t metes and
bounds thy power hath as the sea.

Smite not, but defend the truth eternal that shall
make God’s humblest children free !

0Copyright.) —Thomas F Devi.he. ’94.

THE FIRING LINE.

I^HE recent criticisms in the European papers of the British battle system, have pro¬voked much comment in America. To European military critics the exposure of
officers on the firing line, when the men have sought what little .shelter the

ground affords, is but reckless daring, as unnecessary as it is disastrous to the issues of
battle. Our officers think differently, and there is nothing in Emory Upton’s Blue
Book, which is more emphasized and more impressed upon the minds of the West
Point cadets, than that which says an officer must expose himself at all times of danger
for the encouragement and heartening of his men. To illustrate the splendid achieve¬
ments resulting from this principle of military action, our writers recall with pride the
heroism of Powhattan H. Clarke, a son of old Georgetown and a grandson of the ven¬
erable Professor Clarke, a conspicuous member of her Faculty in early days :

“Down in the mountainous and desert
Apache country in the year 1885 Powhat¬
tan H. Clarke, a Louisiana lad just out of
West Point, rode at the head of twelve
black troopers of the Tenth Cavalry into a
narrow, rocky detile. There had been no
sign of an Indian. When well into the
gorge, from the rocks in front, behind and
above came a shower of bullets. The
enemy was invisible. With carbines un¬
slung the little band of troopers made its
way back to the open. The first sergeant,
shot through both thighs, dropped from his
mount just as the entrance to the defile was
reached. Clarke led his men at a dead run

for a distance of 150 yards. Then they
were dismounted and thrown into a skir¬
mish line.

The trained horses lay down upon the
desert land and the men used them as shel¬
ter, Clarke standing erect in the center of
the line. The instant the lieutenant had
dismounted and given the order for deploy¬

ing, the men, with straining eyes, saw him
on foot dart forward along the path over
which they had just come. He was run¬
ning like a deer straight for the gateway of
the gorge. His troops, as one man, started
to follow him, but he waived them back to
their shelter and kept on. Clarke’s path¬
way toward the defile was marked out all
the way with spiteful little sand puffs as the
bullets from the rifles of the hidden sav¬

ages pattered about him. He reached the
objective point uninjured. Once there he
lifted his wounded black sergeant to his
shoulder and staggered across the one'hun-
dred and fifty yards of open to his com¬
mand. The way back was made through
a perfect fusillade. The escape from injury
was a marvel. For this deed Powhattan
H. Clarke afterward wore the coveted
medal of honor, and he wore it pinned on
a blouse when six years afterward he met
his death in the Northwest in the sight of the
same troopers he had led in Arizona.”
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OUR LOVEABLE CHARLIE GREEN.

IT is the sad duty of the Journal to
I chronicle the death, on August 16th
last, of a widely known and much beloved
student, Mr. Charles Augustine Green, of
Washington. During the heated weather
of July, he was seized with slow typhoid
fever, but as the nature of his disease was
not then recognized, he left home for Ocean
City, where he hoped by rest and recreation
to regain his health. After a week of un¬
ceasing languor and weakness, he returned
home, and his disease was at once correctly
diagnosed as typhoid fever. His immediate
request was that he might receive the Sac¬
raments before the inevitable. ravage and
delirium of his disease should come upon
him, and being thus fortified, he entered
upon two weeks of violent fever and con¬
sequent mental aberration, which ended in
his passing away. Before the hour of
death he was restored to full consciousness,
received with great devotion the Holy
Viaticum, and died a willing, happy death,
with crucifix and rosary clasped in his
hands.

His death has brought sorrow heavily
upon his family and friends, and has been
a shock to returning students, who remem¬
ber him as the embodiment of strength and
vigorous manhood. The writer lately
heard a person say: “ Charlie Green had
hundreds of friends, but I never heard of
his having an enemy.” This comment is
one in which we heartily share. A good
student, a good athlete, a good friend and
a good Catholic he lived and died. 1 say

he died an athlete, because during his very
last delirium he was constantly in fancy on
the Georgetown foot-ball field, doing his
utmost in imagination to win over again the
victories which in years past he had done
so much to gain for us. In good humor
he was a master, and equally good was he
at entertaining hundreds of listeners during
one of his famous stage monologues, and
making the various rooms of the old north
building ring with laughter as he dwelt on
the bright and happy side of all things in
life. In serious matters he had a rare gift
of appreciation, sympathy, and well-
balanced judgment. In his family and
among his college mates he was a constant
well of pleasure in times of rejoicing, and
of fellow-feeling in times of worry or
vexation. In fine, we who knew him closely
are privileged to speak highly of the com¬
bined qualities which made him at all times
a typical Christian gentleman, and we sin¬
cerely mourn his loss.

On the morning of August 18th his
funeral took place from St. Paul’s Church,
and the large crowd which was present at
his Mass of Requiem attested to the friend¬
ship and esteem which he universally com¬
manded.

We earnestly offer every sympathy to
Charlie’s afflicted family and friends, and
we assure them that he will ever have a large
place in the hearts of the Georgetown Col¬
lege Faculty and his fellow-students. May
he rest in peace!

G. H. W.
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“ DIFFICILE EST SATIRAM NON SCRIBERE;”
OR,

A DAY ON THE GOLF LINKS.

I IVING in a neighborhood
L where golf was talked of,
run down, boomed up,
played, and played at, I nat¬
urally took to it. Took to
it not for the purpose of
making an entree into “ good
society,” as did the man who
joined the church choir, or
the man who gave straw
rides for the girls, but simply
with the view of finding out
whether the game was wor¬
thy of the notoriety it en¬
joyed— enviable or other¬
wise.

Several hours spent on the
golf links is equivalent to the
same number of hours given
to glancing over the “ Club
Annual,” or Madame So and
So’s “ Latest Book on Dress

Fashions; ” we hear the lat¬
est news of the tracks, and
are taught to appreciate the
newest importations from
Paris. %

All this is inclusive of the

golf tee.
Yet, with these induce¬

ments, we frequently see
groups of stragglers loung¬
ing on the edge ofThe course,

covered with contemptuous smiles. They laugh contumeliously at the member who
knocks the ball into a bunker; they laugh at the red jackets and mop their faces in
mock courtesy. The fact is, they laugh at everything. Some of their laughs hurt
—they are not unwarranted.

9
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But to the game. At 9.30 a. m. the
future champion makes his appearance on
the course. He wears regulation golf
trousers and asks his caddy, for the twenty -

third time, what his average score is for
the first.

This player always carries a cord of clubs
—clubs enough to kindle an election-night
bonfire. He sends to Scotland for his caps
and tells everybody about it. He takes
off his cuffs, rolls up his sleeves, and takes
nine minutes to choose a driver. He tees
his ball, and then goes over to the bulletin
board and carelessly gazes at his name,
with a fourteen handicap written opposite.
He smiles disdainfully at poor Niblack,
who happens to have one more handicap
than he.

He walks back to the tee and yells
“ fore! ” loud enough to make the farmers
in the vicinity mistake it for the ten o’clock
freight. He misses the globe three times
and then mumbles something about bum
sand or a break club.

He is very persistent, this comer is, cov¬
ering the eighteen holes some time before
two o’clock. He loses numerous balls, but
never complains. He’s a true sportsman
and generous. He explains the ins and
outs of the game to the more ignorant ones
and on holidays bets a rule book against
the same, that he will beat “ Bogey ” such
and such a hole.

After going nine holes he undergoes a
complete change and puts himself out to
inform the captain of the green that the
distance between the sixth and seventh,
otherwise known as “ Hogan’s Alley,” is
not at all sporty.

The rules on the etiquette of golf this
future champion knows by the volume.
He knows that a single player has no stand¬

ing on the links and also that a card of
invitation to the club does not entitle a

guest to the privilege of the links.
The caddy of this lover of sport does

not have to possess a keen eye, but must
be, of course, of Scotch parentage. Above
all, he must be neat in appearance and
choice in his syntax. He must tell the
other caddies what his master has done and
also that he, the caddy, is paid by check
drawn on a bank with a brownstone front
and three flagstaffs.

Before driving off, in the tournament,
this Coming Wonder examines the prizes;
and, unasked, explains why the cups have
three handles instead of two. He then
gets very serious and wonders why some¬
thing else in place of loving cups are not
given as prizes, intimating that he already
possesses enough pewter and silver-drinking
articles to open shop.

But a passing word will not do for the
caddies. They help to make the game
famous. These useful personifications of
energy are not infallibly what they might
be. The question is—is a caddy really
necessary ? Of course our friend, the
Future Champion, would say—Yes. Others
who play golf would say—Yes; and, in¬
deed, they help to make the game—and,
incidentally—trouble.

They pester you with unasked advice,
look fearfully bored when you go to grief
in a whin, and actually get disgusted when
you are unlucky enough to start off with
a foozled drive. As a rule, they get very
familiar, these caddies do, and speak of
your very young old aunt as the “ Ole
Woman.” They smoke cigars of unde-
iinable quantity and quality, and puff the
smoke all over the Links. If you chance
to write their golf occupation with a small
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“c,” your own name, with date of birth,
appears in the following edition of the
“ Caddie’s Bag.”

In fine, they criticise and roast every
member of the club.

*

During a Medal Play Tournament last
July a beginner went the course in a little
over a hundred. After the match the cad¬
dies had a great deal to tell you about this
novice’s playing. His caddy was just wind¬
ing up his ten-minute roast.

“Say, but ain’t he a fish! No! you
should ha’ saw him vaccinate the turf over

there near the twelfth. Whiskers! it was

awful. Play in good form ? Aw, say, I
guess he don’t. He sliced his ball onct,
and it fell clean in the far pool. He wanted
to take it out without penalty, but I said,
‘ You can’t do that, Johnny, it’ll cost you
one.’ He said that the pool was nothing
but casual water. I kind o’ laughed and
tole him we ain’t had no rain since early
corn, and then no one was drownded. You
should ha’ saw him after that! He got
huffy and careless-like, otherwise I would
ha’ bet my locker he wouldn’t ha’ made
them eighteen in one stroke this side o’ one
hundred and fifty. Whiskers! but I’m
ashamed of him.”

Now, the master of caddies is a very
superior mortal. He chews of a different
plug and labors under a striped umbrella of
the club colors. He is very sympathetic,
and doesn’t blast the hapless one who
covers him with sod when he hits where
the ball didn’t happen to be. Very seldom
he loses his gubernatorial dignity. Only
once in a while he thanks his subordinate
“ damn kindly ” to do this or that, and he
never yells to the second hole and tells you
that you will be a limit man in the next
match.

If this rex regis finds out there is a strike
brewing, he invariably calls the cads to¬
gether and pours out a little political
economy and lesser minor logic.

“ Fellers,” he says, “ we don’t got to do
a thing like this. Nope,, we don’t. The
members here have did good by us and we
have got to do good by them. Git your
quarter for the eighteen, and think of the
pore cusses in the cities. All Gulp players
need sympathy; they ain’t after having
any more bunkers put in their pathways.
Don’t git huffy, but chase the balls.”

This harangue has an electric effect
upon the strikers They assemble again
around the Club steps, puff genteelly on
their cigars, and even go out of their ways
to toss pebbles off the green.

The terms of golf vary from biblical to
profane. The bashful beginner feels reck¬
less and sporty when she uses such phrases
as a “ bully drive,” or a “ daisy loft” fur¬
tively, with bated breath, while, on the
other hand, we hear the rough and tumble
member longing audibly and unblushingly
to enter St. Peter’s gate without getting
into trouble, in other words, wishing that
he may pass through the valley to the
seventh without drawing into the tall
grass.

The word “ Honor ” seems to be the

leading one at each “ Teeing-ground ”; but
a casual observer will naturally think this
an empty expression, when such words as
“ That was a fearful lie of yours ” are
bawled across the Links from man to

man, without a challenge or denial, but
rather answered by a sad confession—“ It
was, it was, indeed.”

Every Hole has some appropriate name.
The first is called “ Snowbound,” for the
reason that it is not easy to forge through.
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You are generally unceremoniously de¬
tained in that region and your score card
is taken with chills. Then comes “Cupid’s
Delight,” “ Hogan’s Alley,” “ Slough of
Despond,” and so on.

“ Cupid’s Delight,” though only five
hundred and fifty-two yards from the
Club, always entertains a host of weary
foot-worn members. This little picnic
ground is shaded by weeping willows,
cooled by a whispering brook and fresh¬
ened by Forget-Me-Nots.

At the last club meeting, the Green
Committee nearly decided to do away

with everything but the Brook. They
voted that the crowd around the Willows,
etc., looked too much like a battalion of
Her Majesty’s Red Coats to please the
over true-hearted American Member. The
Ladies of the Club objected to this, and
threatened to hand in their resignations;
but as that did not have any effect upon
the Committee, they hinted at an extra
Afternoon Tea weekly. Consequently,
the Willows still weep, the Brook still
whispers, and the Forget-Me-Nots grow
and gently remind us.

Charles L. Howard, ’02.

“BETTER TO HAVE LOVED AND LOST?” .

0 more beneath the murmuring trees,
Of spreading oak and pine,

Will Thyrsis woo the evening breeze
And in the shade recline.

Never again will the rustic swain
His fair-haired mistress greet,

And never again will Phyllis vain,
Her humble lover meet.

For she, disdainful country maid,
His rude caresses scorned,

And he among the thickets strayed
And in these accents mourned:

“Ye whispering glades,
In whose green shades,

The gently-blowing zephyrs play,
Cease now your strain,
’Tis all in vain,

For Phyllis hence has gone away !

“ And ye, 0 rills,
That ’mid the hills,

Come sparkling down and brightly glance

The rocks along;
Cease, too, your song !

Phyllis sees not your wavelets dance !

“ And ye, O vales,
And verdant dales,

Ye meadows, blooming after rain,
From your bright bowers,
Send sweetest flowers,

That 1 may win her back again !

“ My Phyllis, jewel,
Be not so cruel!

Come back, come back, my love, to me !
The grazing herds
And bright-hued birds,

The pink-eyed flow’rs, all grieve for thee ! ”

Thus sang the swain in pensive mood
Amid the morning grey,

Then sick at heart on through the wood,
Pursued his lonely way.

John B. Fay, ’02.
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CLARUM ET VENERABILE NOMEN.

E are sure that all the Old Boys will
indorse the following telegram sent

by Rev. Father Rector on the occasion
of a former President’s Golden Jubilee of
entrance into religion :

“ Healy Building, Georgetown Univ.,
“September 17, 1900.

“ Rev. P. F. Healy, S. J.,
“ 980 Park Avenue, N. Y. City.

“Georgetown, on this memorable day of
Golden Jubilee, sends her warmest and

heartiest congratulations to dear Father
Healy. Claruni et venerabile nomen.
Ad niultos annos.

“John D. Whitney, Rector.’

Among all the honored names that
grace Georgetown’s roll none is held in
deeper veneration than that of Father
Healy. During sixteen eousecutive years
he occupied the most important posts in
the University, devoting his brilliant
talents and tireless energy to the making
of the New Georgetown. In truth may
he be said to have consecrated his life to

Georgetown, for he resigned the Presi¬
dency only when his nervous strength
had become thoroughly exhausted. The
course of studies which he inaugurated,
and of which he determined the most

minute details, remains to this day practi¬
cally unchanged, and has had much to do
with Georgetown’s unimpeached reputa¬
tion for scholarship. And in many other
ways the influence of Father Healy’s
strong personality is still felt, while the
great East Building, the finest speci¬
men of College architecture in America,
will preserve his name as a household
word so long as Georgetown shall exist.

Those who were present at the Alumni
banquet, on the occasion of the Centennial
Celebration in 1889, will recall the enthu¬
siasm with which the Old Boys greeted
Father Ifealy’s name when the late Father
Murphy referred to him as Georgetown’s
Second Founder. We cannot do better
than transcribe the report of the event
from the History of Georgetown College:

“ Having duly commemorated the pres¬
cient enterprise and the undaunted
energy of John Carroll, and eulogized
him for his great wisdom and extraordi¬
nary foresight in the establishment of
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Georgetown College, Father Murphy, in
felicitous and forcible phrase, led his
audience to the consideration of the claim
to honor and affection of one of Carroll’s

successors, who was justly entitled to be
regarded as the Second Founder of
Georgetown, and as such proper to be
honored in the present toast in conjunc¬
tion with John Carroll. The speaker did
not at first name the person to whom he
referred ; but, dwelling with the earnest¬
ness of eloquent conviction upon the
traits of the man’s character and the

splendid results of his labors, he prepared
the way for the most enthusiastic out¬
burst of applause of the whole evening
when, with fervid earnestness, he pro¬
nounced at last the honored name of
Patrick F. Healy.

“ For several minutes the applause
Avas loud and enthusiastic. It was the
most thrilling moment of the evening.
Father Healy was the founder of the
Society of Alumni; and it was he who
erected the magnificent new building in
which the Centennial Celebration took

place. Under his presidency Georgetown
College had made more rapid strides
towards educational progress and scho¬
lastic eminence than for half a century
before his time. By his kindly manner,
his accomplished scholarship and his
high intellectual qualifications, he had
endeared himself to all the students, and
had acquired a name and reputation
scarcely second even to that of the First
Founder. It can therefore be readily
appreciated how7 warmly the Alumni
present greeted this eloquent tribute to
the merits and character of Father

Healy.”
The Journal, in conclusion, begs

leave to add its felicitations to those of
Rev. Father Rector. May the Giver of all
good gifts vouchsafe to Father Hea!y
every blessing, and may he be spared to
celebrate still another Golden Jubilee,
that of his elevation to the Holy Priest¬
hood.

One thing marred the celebration,—
the absence of Father Healy’s much-
loved brother, the late distinguished
Bishop of Portland, who was called to
his eternal reward during the vacations.
Dr. Healy studied with his brothers at
Holy Cross College, Worcester, but took
his degrees in Arts from Georgetown,
for the reason that Holy Cross had not
yet received the power of conferring
degrees. He always took the greatest
interest in our doings, and was a frequent
guest of the Faculty. We assure Father
Healy of our sympathy in his bereave¬
ment.

* * *

THE REVIVAL OF “FOREFATHERS’ DAY.”

"TIE bright and enterprising organ of
the Knights of Columbus, The Regis¬

ter, New York, has been urging for some
time the members of the order throughout
the country to celebrate “the anniver¬
sary of the day on which Leonard Calvert
and his fellow emigrants set sail from
England to establish a colony on the
Chesapeake, where there should be full
religious liberty for all.” The object of
this proposal is to emphasize the fact that
to Catholics belong most of the glory of
“ civil and religious liberty” in America.
It was suggested that the celebration
should be known as “Embarkation Day.”
There appears, however, in the columns
of The Register, September 5, an admira-
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ble letter written by one of the order, in
which he advises that, instead of cele¬
brating that glorious historic event under
a new title and in a new form, the grand
old celebration of “ Forefathers’ Day”
should be revived. Of this he writes :

“In ante-bellum times ‘ Forefathers’
Day’ was observed with befitting cere¬
monies under the auspices of one of the
literary societies of Georgetown Univer¬
sity, but when the sons of the old insti¬
tution donned the blue or gray and found,
so many of them, alas ! early graves under
southern skies, the old alma mater seemed,
for years stricken with grief for her chil¬
dren, and the celebration of ‘ Fore¬
fathers’ Day ’ and many other beloved
and joyous customs languished and died.
Colleges may rise and fall, but old
Georgetown ivill always be venerated as
the pioneer Catholic American advanced
institution of learning, and because of
her national historical ability it is emi¬
nently fitting that we should borrow from
her—‘Forefathers’ Day’—for proper cele¬
bration throughout the country, and as
long as the country exists.”

AVe are grateful to the writer for dwell¬
ing on this proud memory of Alma Mater,
and we are heartily glad that the Knights
of Maryland have already given a gener¬
ous response to the call of their New
York brothers—so that we may look for¬
ward to a grand revival of “Forefathers’
Day” in the coming fall. The boys of
Georgetown will not be slow to catch up
the spirit of their fathers and ring in the
day with a full-voiced Hoya! Hoya!
Saxa!

* # *

AN IDEAL FOR OUR STRIVING.

Among the many interesting reminis¬
cences that are told of the late Charles
Russell, Baron of Killowen, there is one

that illustrates somewhat his strong char¬
acter. One day whilst descending the

steps of the Inner Court Building in
London he heard two lawyers, briefless
like himself, bemoaning their sad fate
and the trying disappointments of their
chosen profession. “ I shall go to
India,” said one with marked physique
and Jewish cast of countenance. “And
I to Shanghai,” said the other, of a very
refined and cultured appearance. Charles
llussell prevailed upon them not to give
up their young ambition, but to have
patience and bide their opportunity.
They heeded his counsel, and years after¬
wards the son of Israel became Baron

Herschell, and presided over the House
of Lords. The cultured young man,
William Court Gully, became leader of
the House of Commons. Russell himself
wore the ermine of one of the highest
offices in England.

The lessons to be draw n from this little

insight into Lord Russell’s character are

many. Starting out at an early age,
without any of those helps which give
so many an impetus in life, he applied
himself to work with zeal and determi¬
nation. He was not like so many of the
young men of to-day, who have their
every whim gratified. His parents could
not afford this. Without patronage,
without wealth, he found himself a

stranger in I»ndon. Not only was he
a stranger but a Catholic and Irishman
*8 well. It is the same old story. Ability
will be recognized, even though hid under
a bushel. As an Irishman he had every¬
thing to contend against, for the Irish¬
man is yet regarded as “an alien ” at the
other side of the Channel. His great
loyalty to Parnell in advocating the Home
Rule Bill and disclosing the Pigott con¬
spiracy did not add to his English popu¬
larity. Buthe was ever the staunch Cath-
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olic, ever the true Irishman, as humble
and as obedient in profession as he was
dutiful and fearless in practice. And
he was none the less the citizen. He
loved the land of his adoption, and she re¬
quited him in a grand manner. AVho will
say that he was unworthy ? His stead¬
fastness of purpose in all temptation, his
probity in all dealings with his fellow-
men, won the esteem of all. lie never

gave up one jot or tittle of what he
thought was right and just. By this
honesty of purpose lie won his way into
the love and admiration of men and
received at the hands of government the
highest trust and the highest honors.

Such a life is healthy and elevating to
the young Catholic college student of
to-day. He needs to have such models
always before him. He wants guiding
ideals to help him through life’s hard
battle. We are not going to succeed by
forgetting our religion. We are not
going to become good, strong men, such
as are needed in this world to-day, by any
dishonesty of purpose, or by any com¬
promise of principle. Despite all the
odds that are against us, if we are true
to our better instincts, and to the teach¬
ings of our Church,we are bound to make
an honored and enviable name for our¬

selves. The cry that professions are too
crowded does not apply. There is plenty
of room at all times and in all occupations
for the man of upright character, of
steadfast purpose and unswerving devo¬
tion to the ideals of our Church and
State. There is no reason for us to go
“ to India or to Shanghai.” There is
room for the man in every walk of life
at home.

In the words of Richelieu, “ In the

lexicon of youth, which fate and fortune
reserves for a bright and illustrious man¬
hood, there is no such word as fail.”

* * #

A HARVARD SURPRISE.

N view of all that has been published
of late with regard to the status of

education in Cuba, it is highly instruct¬
ing to read the very able and notable
address which Dr. Carlos de Pedroso, Pro¬
fessor of Science at the Institute of Ha¬

vana, read last month at Harvard Uni¬
versity. As this gentleman has long-
been an educator in Cuba and is per¬
fectly acquainted with its public system
of instruction, his words must necessarily
carry much weight. Of primary educa¬
tion in the island, lie said :

“ Our so-called elementary primary edu¬
cation, which is carried on by the teachers
who constitute the great majority of the
Cubans now guests of Harvard, and who
take the child from its family from the
age of six to fourteen, corresponds to
what are here called primary and gram¬
mar schools. This education, there as
here, is compulsory and free, and the
subjects are: Reading, writing, Spanish
or English, arithmetic, geography, his¬
tory, hygiene, music, drawing, and ele¬
ments of natural sciences. At present
these schools are maintained entirely at
the expense of the general treasury of
the island, although I presume that
shortly the expense will again form, as
is natural and rational, an integral part
of the municipal funds.”

Certainly the studies enumerated above
are very comprehensive, well adapted for
boys whose ages range from six to four¬
teen years, and would compare favorably
with the courses in our own primary
schools.

The youth is now ready to enter the
institute, but before so doing must pass
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satisfactory examination in Spanish, Eng¬
lish, mechanical drawing, elements of
geometry, geography, history of America
and Cuba, and elementary natural sci¬
ence.

Then comes the secondary education,
of which Dr. Pedroso says:

“ This education and these educational
centers correspond really to what are
here called ‘ high schools/ divided into
‘Latin and English;’ but although the
character of this secondary education of
the youth in Cuba can be properly com¬
pared with the high schools of the United
States, the studies in the institutes of
Cuba are more extensive than those of
the high schools of this country, as 1
will explain later. Although the sub¬
jects taught there and here may be the
same in nature and number, yet the in¬
dividual programmes’ in each branch of
education are more extensive and com¬

plete in our institute.”
Having then completed his secondary

education at the age of eighteen years,
the student, who aspires to higher culture
and training in the University of Ha¬
vana, must undergo both a written and
an oral examination, embracing all the
subjects that he has studied.

Indeed, a perusal of Dr. Pedroso’s
address will give anyone to understand
that the system of public instruction in
Cuba is far better than is generally be¬
lieved in this country, and should give
the youth of that island a good moral
and intellectual education. But the pub¬
lic schools and institutes are not the

only places in which an education may
be had. There are in the principal cities
excellent colleges conducted by religious
orders where, as Dr. Pedroso emphasizes,
moral and mental training is given, supe¬
rior even to that of the institutes. To

many who have considered the Cubans

an oppressed and ignorant |>cople this
information relative to their educational
status may seem incredible; but it is not
the only thing that is incredible to preju¬
dice.

During the past summer more light
was thrown on the educational conditions
in Cuba.

For six weeks we had in our country
twelve hundred and fifty representatives
of Cuban primary school teaching. After
their departure they received the highest
praise from our papers for their bright¬
ness, alertness, and energy. One of the
most popular reviews speaks of their
morale and intelligence as remarkably
high, considering that they had come
from a land, as it said, ‘‘where general
and public instruction was unknown.”
Strange to say, in the same issue of the
same review we have a lengthy article ou
the richness and high excellence of Cuban
literature. But bigotry must have its own
way of saying things. Now that we have
been brought face to face with the intel¬
ligence of the representative primary
teachers in Cuba, would it not prove in¬
teresting to send an equal number of
representative grammar-school teachers
from one of our States to Cuba and see

whether they would win as much praise
and use their opportunities to as much
advantage ?

As in the case of Cuba, educational
conditions in the Philippines have been
misrepresented. Notwithstanding many
reports to the contrary, the Filippinos are
looked upon as not only ignorant, but bor¬
dering on savagery. Gen. Joe Wheeler,
in speaking of their morality and intel¬
ligence said :

“ Colleges of a high order are main
tained in Manila and other large cities



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 29

and in every city I entered I found school-
houses with desks and seats quite like the
schoolhouses in this country. The men
with whom I came in contact and had
business relations wrote well, and seemed
to be fairly well educated.”

The testimony of Colonel Denby, one
of our honored Alumni and a member of
the first Philippine Commission, is no less
emphatic. We have heard him speak in
the highest terms of the educational in¬
stitutions in Manilla and of the zeal and

civilizing influence of the religious
teachers.

In due time we shall know the Filippino
and Cuban as they really are, and then
we shall realize how much they have been
maligned.

* * * *

THE ANIMUS OF A SO-CALLED
PATRON OF FAIR SPORT.

I"lie following sober and manly letter,taken from the New York Sunday Sun,
Sept. 9, needs no editorial comment. It
is a clear and fearless statement of facts,
provoked by the persistent misrepresenta¬
tion of a sport critic well known to
athlete circles, whose bitter animus we

might well ignore, as we have hitherto
done, did he not use the pages of a
periodical of wide circulation to give
his little prejudices some weight of
authority. Evidently he believes in the
old maxim—“ Throw much dirt and some

will stick.”
“To the Editor of the Sun—Sir:

For a considerable time past Outing, a
periodical devoted to athletic sports of
all kinds, has been particularly virulent
in its attacks upon Georgetown Univer¬
sity, and the young men connected with
that institution who have been prominent
in athletics.

“ In its resume of college baseball for
1900 Outing declines to take into account
the record of the baseball team, which,
with the possible exception of Princeton,
confessedly made the best showing of
any college team in the country, suffering
only four defeats out of twenty-eight
games played, and defeating Yale, Har¬
vard, Pennsylvania, and all the other
Eastern college teams that it met.
Georgetwn lost two games out of three
played with Princeton, won two out of
three from Yale, and lost one out of two
games played with Holy Cross, and
every other game that it played was
a victory. It will thus be seen that
Georgetown has been excelled by Prince¬
ton only, and it is doubtful if even
Princeton has a better percentage of vic¬
tories won out of games played.

“ The only pretext for deliberately ig¬
noring the record of the best, or next to
the best, college team in the country dur¬
ing the season of 1900, is that Georgetown
has not preserved her amateur standing
by reason of the fact that she has given
‘ scholarships ’ to her athletes, and in the
same category are classed Manhattan,
Ford ham, and Holy Cross—for what
reason it is difficult to imagine. The
real animus toward these colleges is veiled
under the thin disguise of antagonism to
professionalism in college athletics.

“ ThevHter of this letter has been con¬

nected with the Advisory Board of the
Georgetown College Athletic Association
for several years, and knows whereof he
speaks when he says that there is no col¬
lege baseball team freer from this charge
than Georgetown. It is a matter of com¬
mon knowledge that Georgetown’s team
in 1899 made a record that has never

been surpassed in the history of amateur
baseball, and yet that splendid team was
almost disrupted by the action of the
faculty in suspending four of its best
players on account of the suspicion that
they were not preserving their amateur
standing.

“ If any specific charge can be pre¬
sented against any member of the George-
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town baseball team during the year 1900,
or if there is any proof of the charges
or insinuations made in nearly every
number of the Outing, let the accusa¬
tion be made and the proof presented.
Let the players of Princeton University,
against whom nobody prefers any charges,
be compared with the players of George¬
town, and let an impartial public decide
if the latter will not compare favorably

1 with the former.
“Again, Outing for June, 1900, states

that all amateur sportsmen were very
much gratified that the protest of Prince¬
ton against Arthur F. Duffy was sustained
by the Intercollegiate Association, inti¬
mating that Duffy’s standing as an ama¬
teur had been impeached by the action of
the association, a thing that never hap¬
pened. This misleading statement was
more surprising in view of the fact that
the committee of the Intercollegiate Asso¬
ciation did not hold its meeting until
June 24, the very day that Outing was
published. The fact was that Duffy was
not allowed to run because he had at¬
tended Georgetown Uni versity as a student
only a full scholastic year instead of a full
calendar year, as if there was any such
thing as attending a university for a full
calendar year. No attempt is made to
prove that Duffy was a professional or a
scholarship man, and the decision of the
Intercollegiate Association was based
solely upon the construction of a doubtful
rule framed in ambiguous language and
founded upon the improper use of words.
Of this decision, however, Georgetown
does not complain, but it does complain
of the report of something that never
happened.

“ Recurring to the track athletes of
Georgetown, one might read in vain in
the pages of Outing to discover that
Georgetown had sent a track team to the
Paris Exposition, although every member
of the team distinguished himself at the

Exposition games; and, taking the Eng¬
lish games into account, Georgetown’s
record abroad was second only to Penn¬
sylvania, winning two firsts, two seconds,
one third and one fourth prize. Why is
it, may we ask, that the work of George¬
town abroad is ignored, and why is there
no mention of the presence of her track
team in Paris? Why is it that when
Duffy won the magnificent prize in Lou¬
don against the fastest runners in the
world Outing records the fact in a single
line? Is Minahan. a sixteen-year old
boy, a professional ? Is Holland a pro¬
fessional ? Has anybody said that Duffy
is a professional ?

“ Every follower of amateur sports re¬
members the case of Wefers. In 1897,
at the request of Mr. Whitney, the
Amateur Athletic Union and the Inter¬
collegiate Associations investigated the
charges of professionalism against Wefers
and summoned him to appear before
them in the spring of 1897, and he was
then made to stand trial on charges pre
ferred by Mr. Whitney. The case was
thoroughly tried, and Wefers was cleared
of every charge preferred against him,
and, strange to say, at this hearing Mr.
Whitney, w ho had made the accusation
and preferred the charges, failed to ap¬
pear and failed to substantiate a single
allegation that he had made.

“The alumni of Georgetown Univer¬
sity have thus far made no reply to the
attacks upon Georgetown College and
her athletes, but in view of the record
we ask through the columns of the Sun
that a fair-minded and sport-loving pub¬
lic decide whether the real motive that
causes these repeated and persistent at¬
tacks upon Georgetown College is not
something more than a mere desire to
purify amateur athletics.

“ Georgetown College Alumnus.

“Washington, D. C., Aug. 22.”



ON our table are the exchanges whichcontain, at least the majority of
them contain, the last words of many
men and women who are now absent
from our collegiate literary circles. Per¬
haps our criticisms of their respective
work may assist their successors, even if
they themselves lose its note amid the
jarring sounds of life outside the col¬
lege world. If, however, our words should
happen to be read by those graduates, we
sincerely trust that they may be the
medium of recalling to their minds the
memories of pleasant times when they,
too, were as we. Primarily, course,
we intend our criticisms for their suc¬

cessors.

The closing months of last year’s labor
gave us some very excellent examples of
college publications. Perhaps we our¬
selves are liable to the charge of too
much “commencement” matter, but we
have the consolation of knowing that
nearly every other magazine in the coun¬
try is liable to the same charge. A com¬
mencement is a commencement, although
it may differ a little from all others; it’s
a commencement for “a’that” to the

community, and especially to the stu¬
dents.

* * * *

Among the many valedictory efforts,
the one that appears to be especially
happy is “ The Adjustment of Life’s

Focus” in the St. Mary’s Chimes. In the
beginning the writer illustrates the im¬
portance of perfect focal distance in all
scientific work on light. This principle
is applied to the relation of “ideas and
realities.” A few paragraphs follow upon
the value of high and holy ideals. Then
the writer dwells upon the training of
the will, and the closing sentences are a
well-written farewell to “Alma Matter.”
“ The Purpose of Literary Criticism,” in
the same magazine, is a very condensed
essay on a very well known subject,
written in a clever style and very well
worth reading. The Chimes contains
two or three well-turned pieces of verse.

* * * *

The Tennessee University Magazine for
August has a very large number of arti¬
cles within its covers, but, in our opinion,
very few, if any, have much distinct
claim either to originality, beauty of
style, or cleverness. Perhaps the weather
may have exerted an undue influence.
If, however, their literary work is made
equal to the typographical excellence of
their magazine, we may hope for a much
better publication in the future. The
photogravures are neat and appropriate
and the pen drawings greatly enhance
the appearance of its pages. As to the
number of photogravures, we would ad¬
vise a limitation.
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The Tamarack contains the usual
amount of commencement matter. “ The
Catholic Laity ” is an exhaustive essay,
which the writer has'handled well. “ The

Valedictory ” is attractively written, as
well as the local notes and an editorial

upon the support of a college publication.
* * * *

“Ruskin’s Place in the World of Let¬

ters,” in the Stylus, is a cleverly written
appreciation of that great writer.

The writer treats his subject with
marked originality and gives us as inter¬
esting an essay as we have read for some
time. This essay reflects credit upon the
writer for his accuracy, completeness,
and impartiality, and such an effort is
worthy of much praise. There is a son¬
net in the same number, written by a
member of the faculty, to which we call
the attention of our readers. We wish
the Stylus every success.

* * * *

“ The Gaelic Fragment, Finn,” is the
best piece of work in the August Scholas¬
tic. It is a scholarly effort, containing
much information upon a subject that
the writer has treated in a thorough,
thoughtful manner. Our only complaint
is that this essay is “ continued.” Of
course, the fashion of running a story or
an essay serially lessens the interest in it,
no matter what the grade of excellence
he. The August Scholastic is a very
pleasant number to criticise, as the essays
are excellent, the editorials vigorous and

appropriate, and the notes enthusiasti¬
cally “ Notre Dame.” We congratulate
the editors and contributors upon the
regularity with which they publish such
a magazine.

* * * *

The College Chronicle” from Castle-
Knock, Dublin, contains ample matter
for favorable criticism. The speech de¬
livered by one of their alumni, upon the
occasion of the presentation, to the col¬
lege, of a portrait of Lord Russell of
Killowen, is a brilliant exhibition of
oratory. The style of the speech is
simple, yet elegant. Panegyrics often
become commonplace, but on this occa¬
sion the speaker seems to have drawn in¬
spiration from his subject, and spoke
with that eloquence that characterized
the late Lord Russel himself. Castle-
Knock College lost a devoted and noble
son by the death of Lord Russell. And
while we heartily sympathise with her
in her great bereavement wre wish to
express the hope that she will long con¬
tinue to be the Alma Mater of many a
generous son of the Celtic heart and the
Celtic faith, even as Lord Russell.

A. C. G., ’01.

“ MEMORIES.”

Through every golden sun-kissed ray
My childhood’s days come back to me,

And at sweet memory’s shrine I pray,
The future as the past may be.

—St. Mary’s Chimes.



IT is with mixed feelings that we againapproach our Library Table this year.
We know there is much pleasure and
instruction to be derived from the

perusal of the magazines which may
happen to fall upon our Table. It be¬
longs to our office to criticize, hut we do
not wish to offend. If, then, there is in
our opinion anything which seems inop¬
portune or amiss and merits our criticism
we trust that we may be pardoned if we
give that freely and unhesitatingly in a
spirit of honesty. On the other hand, if
we are too lavish in our praise, we trust
that too may he overlooked.

* * * *

Strange to say, Scribner’s for Septem¬
ber has come to us stripped of its usually
picturescpie and neat cover. The offer¬
ings are, on the whole, good and inter¬
esting. Mr. Frederick Irland has de¬
voted the first part of the magazine to
“In the Gamelands Our Fathers Lost.”
The illustrations are greatly to the in¬
terest of the contribution. The “ game-
land” of which the author speaks is
“British Columbia.” The only appli¬
cation the title has to the article is
found in the following: “ This mis¬
taken surmise (in regard to the river
Fraser), being printed in the hook, was
the cause of the British claims to the
whole Oregon country, only settled when,
in 1848, Mr. James Buchanan, Secretary

3cj

of State, by advice of the United States
Senate, quit-claimed to Great Britain all
the unexplored region west of the Rocky
Mountains which Russia had conceded
to the United States, but which went to
form the southern half of the province
of British Columbia. Thus our fathers
lost political control over the country,
but to those of us who love to shoot and
fish it matters little what flag floats there.”
“The Slave Trade in America,” with
illustrations by Walter Appleton Clark,
has many interesting, though soul-har¬
rowing passages. The crowding of the
slaves into the holds of the ships which
were already “ filled with barrels and
casks,” the applying of the “ cat ” to
make them “eat and sing,” their acute
sufferings “ from diarrhoea and oph¬
thalmia” are all very vividly described.
“ Tito,” in the same magazine, is the
name of an article whose second in¬
stallment by Ernest Seton Thompson,
that well-known and clever animal

writer, is very captivating. It is nicely
told, and appeals to your sympathy by
its simplicity and pretty touches. It is
a story of the coyote, and is well worth a
perusal, if only to meet this writer, who
is fast gaining a name for himself in this
field. “ In a Daughter of the State ”
Charles Warren has placed before us a
most palatable and pleasant offering.
Though it deals with politics, it has a
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good moral running throughout—hon¬
esty. “A Personal Retrospect of James
Amos Russell Lowell,” by W. D. Howells
brings us to the end of the magazine.

* * * *

“ The Art of Robert Louis Stevenson ”
has drawn from Mr. G. W. T. Ormond,
“one of the three students who was full
of the present and the future and busy
about an university magazine,” an article
which gives us a rare insight into Robert
Louis, who was “a slender figure of the
middle height, in a pea jacket, with some¬
thing of a stoop, and inclined to be nar-
now about the chest; black hair, worn
rather long; eyes dark, but very bright
and penetrating, always with a lurking
smile; in one hand a meerschaum pipe.’’
Proceeding, he touches upon his style,
saying that by “aping” he acquired a
wonderfully large vocabulary and gave
that “ to his readers in the smoothly-
flowing sentences, which are always dig¬
nified, but never either dull or florid.’’
Coming from a man who not only knew
but associated with Stevenson, the ar¬
ticle has much weight and value. Speak¬
ing of his art, he says: “ The art of
Stevenson has been compared to the
art of Scott. But their methods are es¬

sentially different. Scott poured forth
treasures of knowledge, invention, humor^
pathos, anecdote, . . . almost at ran¬
dom. Stevenson, who, brilliant though
he was, had neither the accumnmlated
resources of Scott nor so luxuriant a

fancy, collected his materials with im¬
mense pains, sifted them laboriously, and
when he came to use them never rested
till he had everything in its proper place
and displayed to the best possible ad¬
vantage.”

# * * *

We have found one of the prettiest and
tenderest stories it has been our good for¬

tune to meet in Harper's for September,
entitled “ Wanted: A Match Maker,” by
Paul Leicester Ford. We think it a sam¬

ple of what the short story should be.
Its author, whose “Honorable Peter
Stirling” and “ Janice Meredith ” have
captivated so many, both being long
stories, can readily by this attempt dispel
any opinions that may prevail to the effect
that a writer of long stories cannot turn
out short stories with any degree of suc¬
cess. We would not be surprised to hear
Brander Matthews, whose hobby is the
short story, come out in praise of this
one.

Though dealing with a somewhat con¬
ventional theme the characters are well
drawn. They are true to life in speech,
accent, tastes and tendencies. The
Newsboy’s “I didn’t do nuttin’ dis
time, honest,” on awakening from the
shock sustained by the passing of the
carriage wheels over his attenuated frame,
and perceiving the brass button of the
police officer, followed by the latter’s “ 1
ain’t taking you to the station-house,”
only too clearly shows the peculiarities of
the street arab and the street guardian.

* * * *

We cannot say too much of the “ Hel¬
met of Navarre,” now running in the
Century for September. We think that
it will be another novel for dramatiza¬
tion. The actors in the story are winning
their way into the hearts of many. The
illustrations are very good. The style is
rather romantic, somewhat like Anthony
Hope’s books.

* * # *

Senator Beveridge has contributed some
interesting papers to the Saturday Even¬
ing Post. We shall touch on them next
month.

James A. O’Shea, ’99.



UNIVERSITY NOTES.
MEDICAL DE PARTMENT.

The students of
the Medical Depart¬
ment will resume

their studies on the

evening of the first
of October.

The number of
students attending this coming year will,
judging from the large number who have
already matriculated, by far exceed that
of any previous year.

A few changes have been made in the
Faculty for the ensuing year, and of
these the most important, perhaps, is
that of the Chair of Obstetrics, which
was filled by Dr. Henry I). Fry, who re¬
cently resigned. By the unanimous vote
of the Faculty, Dr. John F. Moran, who
formerly assisted in clinical obstetrics,
has been selected to lecture on this very
important branch of medicine. At present
Dr. Moran is touring through Europe
and will arrive in Washington on or about
the first of October.

Dr. Fred. D. Lee, who assisted Pro¬
fessor Bird in chemistry, toxicology, and

analysis, has also resigned, and his place
will be occupied by Dr. C. E. Yount.

Readers of the College Journal will
be interested in knowing of the honors
won by different members of the class of
1900. Dr. Tlios. E. Cavanaugh took a
competitive examination, for an appoint¬
ment at St. Vincent Hospital in New
York, in company with men holding
degrees from the Universities of Virginia
and Pennsylvania, Johns Hopkins, Jeffer¬
son, Harvard, Cornell, Belle View, Co¬
lumbia and Georgetown University,
and of the sixty-five contestants Dr.
Cavanaugh stood at the top of the list and
consequently received his appointment.
Dr. Thos. S. Calkins won an appointment
as resident in a hospital at Toledo, Ohio.

Others who won appointments in the
various hospitals of the city by competi¬
tive examination are : Dr. Ed. M. Powers,
resident at Providence Hospital ; Dr.
Potbury, resident at Georgetown Uni¬
versity Hospital ; Dr. A. G. Gross, externe
at Providence Hospital; Dr. R. B. Dur-
fee, externe at Georgetown University
Hospital; Dr. W. D. Nourse, resident

35



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.36

at Columbia; Dr. R. R. Walker, externe
at Providence Hospital; Dr. Nelson
Gopen, resident at Garfield Memorial
Hospital; Dr. John A. O’Donoghne,
externe at Providence Hospital.

Dr. J. F. Kuhn received an appoint¬
ment as sanitary inspector of hospitals
at Santiago de Cuba.

Drs. Geo. F. Adair, Chas. E. Bruhl, C.
L. Hodgkins, L. B. T. Johnson, and J.
A. Rabbitt, after passing a very rigid ex¬
amination, received appointments in the
Army as assistant surgeons.

Dr. Louis Marsh Dollowav is assistant
resident at the Washington Asylum.

Jack Hart, dismayed and disheartened
at the onerous duties of the disciples of
Hippocrates, has forsaken his chosen
profession for that of a clerkship.

Count Regli, of California, is expected
in Washington next week.

It is reported that Doc McIntyre, of
Pennsylvania, has already arrived.

J. J. M.

Georgetown University Hospital.

On the evenings of September 4, 5, 0,
and 7, a lawn f£te for the benefit of the
University Hospital was held on George¬
town campus. Among the most enjoy¬
able features of the entertainment were

the concerts by the U. S. Marine Band,
w hich kindly donated its services for the
occasion, a vaudeville programme and a
progressive euchre.

The affair was one of the most success¬

ful of its kind ever held in Washington,
and the sisters in charge of the hospital
sincerely thank the able promoters of
Holy Trinity parish, and the generous
patrons from other parishes who made
the fGte a success.

The good sisters deserve all the patron¬
age and charity which the people of
Washington have hitherto given them
and will continue to give them. Their
presence in our city is a blessing. We
cannot conceive a brighter, kinder, or
more devoted nurse in the hospital
ward, than the sister of St. Francis, as
we know her in the Georgetow u hospital.

The Barrington mansion, adjoining the
hospital, has been purchased as a resi¬
dence for the sisters. Heretofore they
have occupied quarters in the main build¬
ing ; w hen these are vacated the capacity
of the hospital will be enlarged to the
extent of an additional ward and a num¬

ber of private rooms.
The annual donation day, November

30, will find the hospital provided with a
new elevator.

During the last month a large number
of emergency cases have been treated.

J. H.

THE GRADUATE SCHOOL.

The candidates for Ph. D. this year
are more numerous than ever before.

They will again be under the able direc¬
tion of Father Edward I. Devitt, who
also continues to lecture on Psychology.

Father Rene Holaind, retains his hold
on Ethics and Political Economy, and
w ill, as usual, delight the circle of A. M.’s.

Tho Scientific Department recovers
Father Armand Forstall for Physics, and
acquires Father J. Barry Smith for
special studies in Chemistry. Dr. Judd
expects a large class in Biology.

The Literature courses are again under
the guidance of Father Henry J. Slum-
delle, for Advanced Rhetoric, Early
English and Composition, and Father
Terence J. Shealy, for Post-Elizabethan.
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The artist’s brush has been busy in
the interior of the Old North Building,
the now classic habitat of the P. O.’s,
and the corridors and rooms have been

brightened and beautified.
Father Shandelle continues to do the

honors of the Graduating establishment
in the capacity of Dean.

COLLEGE NOTES.

Opening of Schools.—The College and
Preparatory Departments opened on Wed¬
nesday, September 12. The attendance
was unusually large and promises much
for the coming year.

Graduating Class.—There are at pres¬
ent in the graduating class 30 students,
the highest in the record of that class.

New Boys.—There are almost 100 new
boys in the College, and others are coming
in from day to day. Indeed, everything
looks bright and full of life—the spirit
of the boys is everything that can be
desired.

Mass of the Holy Ghost.—The boys
attended solemn Mass of the Holy Ghost
in Dahlgren Chapel, September 12. Rev.
Father Rector was celebrant, Father
Shandelle, Deacon, and Mr. Lyons Sub¬
deacon. The music Avas under the direc¬
tion of Frof. Wells. Rev. Dr. Stafford
delivered the sermon, which we print on
another page.

Changes in Faculty.—The changes,
we are happy to chronicle, are fewr, and we
could have wished there were none, for
the class-room looks strange without the
faces of some of our old Professors whom
we had learnt to know and admire. Rev.
John A. Brosnan, Professor of Chemistry,
teaches science in the Jesuit House of
Studies, Woodstock. His place is taken
by Rev. J. Barry Smith, for so many
years identified with Georgetown.

Rev. Jeremiah M. Prendergast, Pro¬
fessor of Sophomore, is making higher
studies in the Jesuit Scholastic, Milltown

Park, Dublin. His place is taken by
Father Henry Churchill Semple, for
many years Rector of the Immaculate
Conception College, New Orleans.

Rev. Edmund J. Burke, Professor of
Freshman Greek and French, and Rev.
William M. McDonough, Professor of
Freshman Latin and English, are now
attached to the staff of Loyola College,
Baltimore. Father Burke was Modera¬
tor of the Journal, 1899-1900, and the
editors take this opportunity to express
their appreciation of his untiring inter¬
est and labor.

Mr. Charles Lyons, S. J., First Prefect
of the Preparatory Department, is also a
member of the Loyola Faculty. His
place is taken by Rev. L. Eugene Ryan,
S. J., who is no stranger among us, for
he already spent many years in the posi¬
tion to which he is at present assigned.
While we miss the devoted teachers and
prefects who have left us, we are glad to
see the old faces back again.

Mr. Alphonsus J. Donlon, Professor of
Physics, is making theological studies at
IVoodstock, Md. His place is taken by
Rev. Armandus G. Forstall, for some
years Professor of Physics at Holy Cross
College, Worcester.

Of the new members of the Staff:
Mr. William Devlin, S. J., is Teacher

of Freshman.
Mr. James A. Cotter, S. J., Teacher

of Higher Algebra.
Mr. Francis B. Hargadon, S. J., Teacher

of General Science.
Mr. P. J. Coleman is Teacher of Special

Classics.
Rev. Mariano Gutierrez, S. J., has

come from Havana to take charge of the
Spanish department at Georgetown.

Rev. James B. Becker, who has so
many kind memories in the hearts of
the Old Boys, continues as Minister and
is Professor of Mathematics.

The Annual Retreat.—The annual re¬

treat will begin October 28. Rev. Wm.
O’B. Pardow, S, J., will conduct the
exercises,
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Mr. John B. Creeden, S. J.—Mr. Creeden
was in the Georgetown Hospital during
the past month suffering from typhoid,
lie is now able to move about, and hopes
to be soon again with his old boys in the
class-room. It is needless to add, his
coming among the boys was greeted with
the heartiest expressions of joy.

The Senior Class, on its return to
College, learned, with sorrow, that the
father of Edw. Smith (Fred.), the mother
of T. J. Moran, and the sister of Vin¬
cent Carroll, had died during the sum¬
mer. Accordingly a committee was ap¬
pointed to draw up the following reso-
tion:

Whereas, it has pleased Divine Provi¬
dence to take from the midst of their
loving families the father of Edw. Smith
(Fred.), the mother of T. J. Moran, and
the sister of Vincent Carroll;

And whereas, it is fitting that we,
their class-mates, should put on record
some tribute to their memory;

Be it, therefore, resolved, That we, the
members of the Senior Class, do hereby
extend to them in their deep bereavement
our sincere condolence. And

Be it further resolved, That these reso¬
lutions be printed in the College Jour¬
nal and the Secretary be instructed to
transmit a copy to each of the bereaved
families.

M. J. AValsh.
E. L. Byrne.
E. J.'Smith (Nash.).

The late Dr. Smith, of Frederick, was
never a student at Georgetown, but his
devotion to her interests was that of one

who had spent years of study in her halls.
He was a personal friend of many of our
professors, and the news of his death was
received by them with the shock of per¬
sonal bereavement. The students who
have spent years of happy fellowship
with Charles, Frank, Meredith and
Edward, his sons, heard of the death of
Dr. Smith with sincere regret.

The Journal wishes to convey to his
sorrowing home the heartfelt sympathies
of Georgetown.

SUMMER IMPROVEMENTS.
I.—The Grounds.

The remark often heard when some

traveled visitor first sees the facade of
our new building, that Georgetown has
one of the finest and noblest of college
edifices in the world, will soon be applica¬
ble also to its other features—to the orna¬

mental grounds and the now richly-
decorated interior. Towards this much
was done in the course of the present
summer. Notwithstanding the extra¬
ordinary heat, under the direction of Kev.
Father Hector and the active supervision
of Father Barnum and Father Brosnan,
improvements were effected which will
fairly dazzle the eyes of our old students,
as they have already evoked the admira¬
tion of all beholders.

Instead of the brick meander from the
gatehouse to the College, two grano¬
lithic walks in graceful curves take you,
the one to the main entrance, and the
other to the students’ porch in the centre
of the building, where it becomes parallel
with the front and stretches along its
entire extent. A broad carriage-way, laid
in the best style of road construction,
leads more directly to the principal porch,
yet so as to embrace in its compass a large
circular plot, which is at present in grass
and will eventually be studded with tufts
of flowering plants. The site of the
abandoned tennis courts in front of the

College has been graded, ploughed, and
sown with millet and timothy, so that
within a few weeks it will be a field smil¬

ing with verdure, and will subsequently
form the broadest and smoothest of our

lawns. No woodman’s axe has been al¬
lowed to desecrate the spreading maples
that have afforded their shade to grateful
generations.

One effect of this treatment of the space
before the College is that a beautiful and
symmetric foreground has been created,
from which the lovely prospect of the
Potomac rises most harmoniously. Noth¬
ing more charming, as well as more pecu¬
liarly collegiate, can be seen than this
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expanse of ground, with its aesthetic cen¬
tre and its athletic borders, the Senior
and Junior campus, when viewed from
the porch beneath the great tower. This
porch, which now furnishes the students
with a favorite seat during the recesses,
is flanked by the old guns from St. Inigo’s,
for which carriages, contemporary with
the castings of the seventeenth century,
were designed and presented by Colonel
Reid.

Nor has the Old North Building been
neglected in its grounds. A new pave¬
ment has been laid before it, and a par¬
terre will reach from this to the carriage
road. On the vTest side, where the avenue
sweeps around it to the Dahlgren Chapel,
a flower plot has taken the place of the
cobble-stone court, and a fine approach
for carriages to the quadrangle has been
introduced. The purlieus to the south¬
west are no longer the receptacle of the
coal and litter of the establishment, but
an orderly stretch of grass-crowned ter¬
races and trim gardens. Not to enter
into further details, such as the ex¬

quisitely kept infirmary garden, or the
rich, smooth emerald squares of lawn in
the quad., that deserve the prize of the
District, it is enough to say that George-
town’s architectural pile now rises from
acres of lawns, gardens, and terraces that
are well advanced to rival the buildings
in beauty and magnificence.

II.—The Parlors.

Tor twenty years the parlors and grand
entrance hall had been expectant of the
decorative finish. Although the latter
was more tolerable even in its incom¬
plete state on account of its finely-carved
beams and stone corbels, the five rooms
for the reception of our friends were
sadly in need of the final touch. As
somebody has expressed it, they are now-
classic bow'ers. The four minor apart¬
ments are done in plastic floral decora¬
tion. Beginning with the rose in the

first, the second takes its theme from
the chrysanthemum, the third from the
magnolia, as a tribute to the South, and
last from the daisy and hollyhock, which
gets its name from the Holy Land. These
flowers, interw'oven with ribbons of the
colors to match, run through the frieze
and crown the borders of the ceiling,
which is laid out in graceful curves of
various design. The wainscot is wrought
of petals and foliage in the relief which
the scapula makes on the plastic com¬
position. No mere conventional flowers
are they, no perfunctory work of the
mechanic; the truth to nature, the per¬
fection of each leaf and fibre, the har¬
mony of the tones of color, mark the
talent and conscience of the genuine
artist. It begets no tedium now to wait
in these parlors, as a refection of art is
spread before every visitor. For, the in¬
genuity of the brush is meant to frame
and enhance the exquisite engravings
that glimmer in their gilt settings on the
walls. These, some of the best speci¬
mens of the French, Italian, and Eng¬
lish religious schools were presented to the
University by George D. Mackay, Esq.,
of New York. The lady friends of the
College have shown their appreciation of
the work of beautifying the rooms spe¬
cially designed for them by supplying
some of the furniture. Mrs. Thomas F.
Ryan, of New York, and Mrs. Martin II.
Sullivan of Pensacola, have completed
the floral beauty of two with their gen¬
erous gifts of Dermidge and Osmania
rugs.

The main reception room being re¬
garded as the exponent of the dignity of
the College, and used for its more solemn
social functions, has received a highly
ornate classic treatment. Your eye is
•arrested at once and riveted as you cross
the threshold by the splendid tone of
Pompeian red in which the dado is fin¬
ished. The wainscot is a darker plastic
with the laurel wreath and palm, the
insignia of the successful scholar lu
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the frieze, which is of a hand-moulded
composition, the classic symbols of edu¬
cation, the camp, the torch and wreath
are done in old ivory effects, relieved with
sparse gold points. The crests of the
College of the Society of Jesus are dis¬
played along the fringe of the ceiling
and united with graceful garlands. This
apartment is a veritable salon, not only
in its decoration but in its paintings. The
ten best canvases, some of them old
masters, which the institution possesses,
have been placed on its walls; the niche
of honor being assigned to Giordano’s
great. “ Call of St. Matthew,” which in
its unique and richly burnished frame
has assumed a nobility never noticed be¬
fore. The portrait of Archbishop Car-
roll by Gilbert Stuart, and that of our
Founder’s mother, have been hung in this
room, which retains the historical Lord
Calvert table, and those brought from
Bohemia, the cradle of Georgetown. Two
crystal chandeliers of twelve lights,
each with fixtures for gas and electricity,
add to the splendid effect both by day and
night of this gem of the College and
model of academic parlors.

What Klondike has Georgetown struck
in order to pay for all this necessarily ex¬
pensive decoration ? The talent and de¬
votion to art and the good of the institu¬
tion inherent in a Jesuit lay-brother.
With a few assistants for modeling,
framing and burnishing, and without
any demands on the exchequer for him¬
self, this series of achievements in design
and color has been completed, and still
oreater triumphs are in preparation.

III.—The Senior Study Hall.

At first it was necessary to be content
with the barely useful in the hall set
apart for the studies of those not pro¬
vided with rooms. “ Collier Hall ” was

constructed in the space originally in¬
tended as an amphitheatre for the class
of Physics. To-day the students are
seated in this hall, which is not only a
large and airy convenience, but has been
rendered a source of inspiration for the
“ Good and Beautiful.” The desks have
been elegantly remodeled and the walls
have donned a coat of olive that soothes
the eye, and are surmounted with a neat
frieze of Greek design. But the glory
of the hall is in the collection of the
large photographs published by European
art societies and in several fine prints all
duly arranged in elaborate gold frames.
These again are part of the Mackay gift.
True, this great study parlor has its
southern windows upon the dark-green
flow of the Potomac and the foliage-
fringed Virginia shore, with their patri¬
otic and historical association. But these

pictures possess a more direct eloquence,
which urges the student on to the best
and highest in his ideal. On the north
wall, for instance, are three pieces that
will needs fan the flame of religion,
patriotism, civilization : one, a scene in
the Boman catacombs, with all the tradi¬
tions of our early Christianity; another,
a fine mezzotint of West’s Oath of the
Boy Hannibal taken to avenge his native
land; and a third, the martyrdom that
led to the suppression of the gladiatorial
shows by Theodoric in 500.



Among our many visitors during the
summer months we were happy to greet:

Jimmy Gray, '88.—Jimmy who is Dis¬
trict Attorney of Little Rock, Ark., is as
successful as his friends wish him in his
profession, and identities himself with
everything good and Catholic in his town.
Jimmy was accompanied by his charming
wife.

Harry Gower, ’98.—Harry has just re¬
turned from Europe. He was delighted
with the improvements at the College.
He wras present at the Olympic games in
Paris, and helped to cheer our athletes on
to victory. He will take up the study of
law this year.

Benny Cook.—Benny was a giant on
the College campus ’97-’98. lie is now
engaged in newspaper work, hut seldom
misses a game on the old arena.

John McManus Archer.—Who of the
young generation of Georgetown boys
does not remember John ? We are glad
to know that he is full of his old love for
alma mater.

Mudd and Camalier.—r£wo great Mary¬
land politicians, Sydney E. Mudd and
Ben. Camalier, call occasionally to see
how their boys are getting, on remind¬
ing them of the old days when they
were here. It is not necessary to tell our
readers that it is Georgetown against

Georgetown in the political light now
going on.

Frederick R. Lett.—It is with deep
sorrow that we learn of the death of
Frederick R. Lett, A. B., ’86, Avho died
at his residence, New York, September
14, 1900.

William M. Parker.—It will interest
the friends of William M. Parker, to
know that he was recently promoted to
the rank of 1st Lieutenant, and that he
has been assigned to the 11th Infantry.
We wish him still higher honors in the
near future.

Patrick H. O’Donnell.—We were glad
to read in the Chicago papers that Mr.
Patrick H. O’Donnell, a name very dear
to many at Georgetown, spoke from the
same platform with Colonel W. J. Bryan,
and Governor Theodore Roosevelt, at the
great labor meeting held in Electric
Park, September 3. We desire to tender
him our heartiest congratulations.

Dr. Charles C. Marbury.—Dr. Marbury
was appointed to the position of surgeon
to the police and fire departments of this
city; the appointment took effect August
16tli, 1900. Dr. Marbury is very well
known in the city. He was graduated
from Georgetown Medical in 1893, and
afterwards completed a course at the New

11
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York Polyclinic. He was resident physi¬
cian of Providence Hospital for two years,
and after completing his term there was
elected attending physician, which post
he now holds. His appointment meets
with great favour.

Thomas W. Brent.—Mr. Thomas Wil¬
liam Brent who was in the Sophomore
Class, ’94 ’95, and Miss Mary Waterman
Warren, both of Pensacola, Fla., were
married in that city Wednesday, Octo¬
ber 2UL

Charles F. Carusi.—Miss Marie Cassin,
daughter of the late Joseph R. Cassin,
and Mr. Charles F. Carusi (in residence
’94 and ’95) were married at the church
of the Immaculate Conception at six
o’clock on Wednesday evening, Septem¬
ber 19th, 1900, in the presence of a large
number of relatives and intimate friends.
The groom was attended by his brother
Eugene D. Carusi.

John J. Dolan.—About the middle of
August occurred the death of Mr. John
J. Dolan, LL. B., of Georgetown. At a
special meeting of the bar of the District
of Columbia tributes were paid expressive
of the high regard in which that body
held him. The meeting was called to
order by Mr. Chapin Brown, who ap¬
pointed a committee to draft resolutions.
The committee retired and a few minutes
later through their chairman reported
resolutions setting forth—J‘that by the
death of John J. Dolan there has been
lost to the bar, one whose grace of man¬
ner, sympathetic and modest nature,
honesty of purpose and sound abilities,
brought him deserved admiration and
loyal friends, made intercourse with him
a delight, and marked him among the
younger members of the bar as one whose
traits of character, reaching fruition,
would have developed a thorough and
successful lawyer. We deplore his un¬
timely death, and to his widow we extend
our sincere sympathy in her affliction.”
This resolution Avas unanimously adopted
and with speeches from several of the

members equally expressive of their ad¬
miration for the true worth of Mr. Dolan,
the meeting adjourned.

Vincent Byrne Lennon, A. M., ’98.—
Vincent is at present at the Medical
School, University of California, and
was recently elected president of the
senior class of that school. He is a brother
of Leo C. Lennon Avho has just com
pleted the Postgraduate Course.

FROM OUR NEW YORK CORRE¬
SPONDENT.

New York, Sept. 15th, 1900.
My Dear Mr. Editor:

’Tis some months since I had the
pleasure of greeting the “old boys”
through the columns of the’Journal,
and now that the summer has rolled by
I feel that I have a good sheaf of neAvs
items to send back to alma mater. In¬
deed, I hardly knoAv Avhere to begin.

I intended to send an account of the
Alumni Dinner held several months ago
at the Savoy, but something interfered.
It is not too late, however, to record the
fact that Ave had a jolly reunion. Mr.
Hurst, President of the Philadelphia
Alumni, honored us with his presence.
John J. Delaney, Esq., a warm friend of
Georgetown, Avas also present, and made
some timely suggestions. Among the
alumni who Avere present and answered
to toasts Avere Alexander Hamilton, Dr
Edward Keyes, Thomas Walsh, Hugh E.
McLaughlin, Joseph La Motte Morgan.
Francis Duffy, Thomas Blake, James E.
Duross. If I have forgotten any, blame
my poor memory and the dreadful heat
of a prolonged Gotham summer.

Well, it was a very pleasant reunion.
Alma mater Avas the recipient of praises
innumerable and pledges of constant de¬
votion.

Our esteemed President, Mr. J. Fair¬
fax McLaughlin, presided at the festive
board in his oavh graceful way.
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Later in the same month we held our

annual election of officers, and Mr.
McLaughlin declining reelection, Mr.
Charles N. Harris was elected to the
presidency. Mr. James E. Duross was
chosen vice-president, and Dr. Keyes
secretary.

The Poughkeepsie races! What shall
I say ? IIow I puffed with real George¬
town pride to see alma mater’s name in
heavy headlines in the New York dailies
in the days just preceding the great
event on the Hudson. And the race!
Iloya! Our hoys did nobly. I viewed
the struggle from a steamboat, and
watched with strained eyes the five
specks on the water far above the bridge.
When the crews passed the three-mile
mark they presented a scene rarely wit¬
nessed—Pennsylvania, Wisconsin and
Cornell neck and neck; Columbia and
our own heroes a few lengths back fight¬
ing gallantly for supremacy. The noble
fight that the boys made was certainly a
marvel for a new crew, and won for the
blue and the gray hundreds of admirers.
This entrance of Georgetown into aquatic
sports was most auspicious and marks a
new epoch in the history of Georgetown
athletics.

Talking about athletics, I suppose I
should not pass over in silence the
achievements of Duffy, Minahan and
Holland in London and in Paris. The
alumni here were elated over their ex¬

cellent work.

I met “Joe” Keane on Broadway sev¬
eral weeks ago and he shocked me with
the sad news of Charlie Greene’s dea'th.
I know that all the Old Boys who had
the pleasure of knowing Charlie felt the
same pain that I felt on getting the sad
word. His was such a pleasing way;
his heart so big; his smile so constant.
We felt always good cheer when he was
amongst us. On the campus, in the
class-room, on the stage in Gaston Hall
with his dear pal “Joe,” he was “Charlie
Greeu,” and every boy in the school loved
him. May his soul rest in peace!

Another sad surprise came in the an¬
nouncement of the death of beloved
Father McGoldrick. I saw him in New
York last February at a large assemblage
in Lenox Lyceum, and he held quite a
reunion with old friends. Men who knew
him whilst in New York city, others who
counted him their friend at the Gesu in
Philadelphia, and sons of Georgetown
who caught wisdom and encouragement
from his lips—all gathered round him
to shake his hand and inquire for his
health. It is not necessary for me to
emphasize the beautiful character of
Father McGoldrick. His splendid quali¬
ties as a man, his brilliant gifts as a
scholar, and his sweet, kindly ways as a
priest and teacher endeared him to all
who came within his influence. George¬
town was brighter for his presence. May
he rest in peace!

I spent a few weeks in Massachusetts
this summer. Met Will and Peter
McLaughlin, and Frank Phelan.

Edward P. Harrington, LL. M., ’87,
was recently in New York en route for
Montreal and Quebec.

Dr. Myles Tierney sailed for Europe
several weeks ago. He is to take up
post-graduate work.

“ Doc ” Watkins was in this city during
the summer, but never called. Can’t
understand his giving me the “marble
heart.”

Heard from “Jim” Lavin, LL. M., ’95,
recently. He is now connected with the
Bureau of Immigration at Seattle, Wash¬
ington.

Rev. Thomas J. McDermott, LL.M.,’96,
is now stationed in Jersey City, N. J.

Theodore McGirr is still running in
championship form at all of the New
York athletic meets.

Father Ennis, S. J., is to be Prefect of
Studies in the new “Prep” school at St,
Ignatius’ this city.



44 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

I understand that Maurice Kirby is
going on the stump for “ Bryan” in the
present campaign.

Wm. N. Roach, Jr., was admitted to
the New York Bar in June and has
opened offices in Nassau street.

Lieut. Martin Crimmins, U. S. A., was
home on a furlough during August. He
spent the vacation at his father’s summer
place in Connecticut.

B. L. O’Connel, a graduate of the Law
School, has been elected Secretary of the
New York State Branch of the National
Association of Young Men’s Democratic
Clubs.

“Eddie” Bach, I have learned, is Gen¬
eral Manager of a large mine in North
Carolina.

R. Preston Shealey, LL. M., 98, spent
a few days in New York City recently.

It is an extreme pleasure for me to an¬
nounce to the Alumni of Georgetown that
one of our number has again brought
honor and fair fame to Alma Mater.
J. Fairfax McLaughlin, LL. D., whose
brilliant pen has long since firmly estab¬
lished his name in the world of letters,
has added new lustre to his reputation by
his recent work, “ Matthew Lyon, the
Hampden of Congress—a Biography.”
The book is a glorious achievement in
historical research, and well merits the
highly flattering reviews that have ap¬
peared in the secular press in well nigh
every State in the*Union. Critics whose

word is law in the literary world have
pronounced it the book of the year. The
author has done an immeasurable service
to the American Republic by discovering
and marshalling historical data which
never before were known to even the
deeper students of our earlier history.
Sons of Vermont will feel forever grateful
to him for shedding so much light on
the dimmer pages of Green Mountain
State history, whilst all Irish-Americans
who glory in the deeds of their blood in
Revolutionary days are, indeed, obligated
to him for resurrecting from oblivion the
name and memory of Matthew Lyon.

Antonio and Vincent Smith paid me a
call a feAv days ago. The brothers are
looking tiptop, and report all kinds of
good things of Norfolk and the Old Boys
in that section. Of course I had to ask
them all about “Shade’s ” wedding, etc.,
and the chat proved an enjoyable treat
to me.

Frank P. Kennedy, LL. B. ’97, visited
New York in June. He is now practicing
lawr in Newark, Ohio.

Well, I have written opiite enough this
time. So say you all! With just one
word to my old friends—a word of ex¬
hortation—I close. Let every Old Boy
get out and vote on the 6th of November,
and vote for the candidates that have my
voice and vote. No need of asking who
they are ! An revoir!

John P. O’Brien.
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IN THE ATHLETIC WORLD,

WITH the re¬opening of
liege c o m e s

the revival of our

interest in foot-
ball. Baseball,
handball, tennis,
golf, and other
sports for milder
weather, cease to
engage our atten¬
tion and the pig¬
skin becomes the
attraction for the
student body.
Although we al¬
ways take great
interest in o u r

football team,
still, we are jus¬
tified this year in
taking even more
interest t h a n

usual on account
of the great
promise for a
good team, be¬
cause of the
number of can¬

didates for posi¬
tions. Of last

year’s team—the
best we have had

—we lose only three men, Moore, Lenane,
and Green. Long, last year’s captain ;
Lynch, guard; McKay, tackle; Hirst
and Barry, ends ; Grade, quarter; Devlin
and Kerns, backs, have all returned.
Besides these men, who were regular
players, the best of last year’s subs are
back, and, thanks to their training under
Mr. Church, last year’s coach, they should
be able to make a good fight for positions.
They are Brown, Costigan, Danaher,
Edmonston, A. Grade, Horrigan, Hor¬
sey, Lennon, Minahan, O’Hara, and
O’Donnell.

The new candidates are numerous, and
all seem to be strong, active men. Among
those who, at present writing, give great
promise are Beecliinor, Golden, Kane,

Moran, Murphy, O’Shea, Sinclair, Smith,
Sullivan, Seitz, and Williams. Logan
Owens, half-back on the ’98 team, is in
College and should be able to make a
place on this year’s team.

Captain Grade is not playing the men
at anyone position, but is changing them
around every day, in order that the men
may get a general idea of the game be¬
fore they start into hard practice. Prac¬
tice now consists in catching punts, get¬
ting down the field on kicks, and other
work that will tend to get the men into
condition before the new coach arrives
on October 1.

Manager Walsh has been most fortu¬
nate in securing the services of Mr. Bull,
center of Pennsylvania’s ’95 and ’96 team,
for this year’s coach. If there is any¬
thing that will serve to console us for the
loss of Mr. Church, it is our good fortune
in securing this gentleman as coach.

Mr. Walsh has worked hard and well
this summer, and has arranged an excel¬
lent schedule for Georgetown’s 1900 team:

October 13, St. John’s College, of An¬
napolis, at Georgetown.

October 20, Naval Cadets, at Annapolis.
November 3, Swarthmore College, at

Georgetown.
November 7, Gettysburg College, at

Georgetown.
November 10, Virginia Military Insti¬

tute, at Richmond.
November 17, University of Virginia,

at Georgetown.
November 24, Gallaudet College, at

Georgetown.
November 29, University of North

Carolina, at Georgetown.
Other games pending.
Before closing it may not be out of

place to assure the members of last year’s
team that their magnificent work was and
is appreciated by their fellow-students,
who only wish that they had all returned.
Mr. Moore has our best wishes for a suc¬

cessful career at Harvard Law School,
and Mr. Lenane for the business which
he has elected to follow.

J. M. Wolfe, ’01.
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FROM THE HUDSON.
Dear Mr. Editor:

We have been at Poughkeepsie; we
have tried oars on the Hudson, and we
came in last. We came in last not be¬
cause we were overconfident or had not
trained faithfully, not because we were
in bad condition and rowed poorly, but
because the race, our initial race, was one
of the fastest and best ever rowed on the
Hudson. And our rowing in that race, far
from being a disappointment to ourselves,
our College and our admirers, was, to
quote Mr. Camp, “ a very creditable initial
performance, crossing without collapse.”
True, many Georgetown followers were
gloomy when the finish shot was fired
and we, the so-called “ giant crew,” were
still six lengths from the mark. But
these feelings of disappointment were
softened by the falling night, and quieter
moments told that we had rowed well.
We ourselves, far better than others, real¬
ized the great task we had undertaken;
we realized that we were young as oars¬
men—that our opponents were hardened
by long training and full of confidence
by experience, and that we were to race on
strange waters, before strange spectators.
In fact, as our able coach, Mr. Zappone,
well expressed it, “ we felt very much like
apprentices assuming to enter the class
of skilled mechanics, for, up to sixty
days before the race, six of the eight never
sat in a shell or handled a sweep !”

A word now concerning our arrival and
stay at Poughkeepsie.

After our race with the Potomacs, on
the evening of the 26th, we loaded our
shell, and at midnight the crew, consist¬
ing of F. J. Kerns, *03 (Captain), stroke;
Percy Houghton, ’01, 7; J. T. Lynch,
’02, 6; J. P. B. Duffy, ’01, 5; M. A. Rus¬
sell, ’03,4; L. B. Magruder,’03, 3; M.V.
Lenane, ’03, 2; W. L. Hirst, ’02, bow;
C. A. Kiernan, ’01, coxswain ; E. C. Fas-
sett, ’03, sub.; S. A. Douglas, ’01, sub.,
left Washington amid the cheers and
good wishes of the many Georgetown men
who had assembled so see us off.

Arriving at Poughkeepsie the following
morning, we crossed the Hudson on the
boat that was to look after us, and housed
our shell in the quarters assigned us.

The reception accorded us equalled, or
even excelled, our most sanguine expecta¬
tions, all seemed glad to see us, and
everyone tried to make us comfortable.
Our hotel, the Morgan House, waved
from every window and decked her cor¬
ridors in our colors, Blue and Gray. Dur¬
ing the afternoon and evening representa¬
tives from the four other crews called at
our quarters and gave us the hearty wel¬
come of friendly competitors. The crews,
when passing us on the river, ceased
rowing to give their college yells in honor
of our arrival. The boats and launches
whistled as wTe passed and hundreds as¬
sembled at our float to watch our practice.
Here I wish to mention the exceptional
kindness of Columbia in sending us
tickets for their concert and heralding
our arrival in the theatre by the Colum¬
bia cheers, likewise of our welcome at
their quarters and aboard their launch.

Cornell too, very kindly received us at
Krum Elbow and extended to us the use

of their boathouse and float on race day.
We took our first row late in the after¬

noon of the day we arrived and found
that the rough water, so different from
the Potomac, was somew hat bothersome,
and rendered good rowing impossible.

The following morning we went over
the course at a good, steady clip, and, by
the time we reached our float, were much
better able to control the shell than we

had been the day previous.
Friday was devoted entirely to short

spurts and starts, and the morning of the
race, we paddled about two miles simply
to limber up the men. All who watched
our work .were well pleased, and some
even went so far as to stake their money
on the result.

Saturday, the day of the race, was a
day not to be forgotten by those inter¬
ested.
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The morning broke clear and cool,
Avith a northwest wind which, blowing
against the tide, made the river appear
more like January than June. All day
long the wind blew and it was not until
near sunset that the water had sub¬
sided enough to warrant a start.

At about five o'clock the crews assem¬

bled near the start and it was nearly two
hours before the shot was lired that sent
us on to victory or defeat.

At the drawing for positions we ob¬
tained the middle lane, with Wisconsin
and Pennsylvania on our left and right
respectively, while Columbia had the out¬
side and Cornell the West shore.

The start itself was a magnificent one;-
all five crews getting away as one at a
pace that made the waters boil and the
shores fly past as a long drawn bank
rather than the hills of the Hudson.

Our stroke at the start was thirty-
eight, and remained so for perhaps a
quarter of a mile, when all settled down
to steady work, but the pace was a kill¬
ing one. Wisconsin, Pennsylvania and
Cornell were gaining inch by inch,
until at the mile mark we were a half
length behind the leaders and two lengths
ahead of Columbia. Here Wisconsin
and Pennsylvania spurted, gaining a
little over a length on us, and immedi¬
ately they closed in, making us take their
double wash all down the course.

For the next mile and a half we held
fourth place, with Columbia bringing up
the rear, but then the fast pace began to
tell and slowly but surely the life was
leaving our boat. Yet our men, buoyed
up by courage and a determination to
finish, exerting every nerve and muscle,
pulled on to defeat in the greatest race
that ever passed under the Poughkeepsie
bridge, or, as the New York Herald ex¬
pressed it, “ The Georgetown boys, game
to the end, finished in a most creditable
manner, only a few lengths behind Co¬
lumbia.”

And now, taking all things into con¬

sideration, our slowness in beginning
training, our lateness in arriving on the
Hudson, our inexperience, our change
from smooth to rough water, and from
starboard to port stroke scarcely two
weeks before,—considering all these,
our exhibition was creditable and must
have satisfied the most expectant of our
admirers, for we, the last in the race,
covered the four miles by fifty-three
seconds faster than Yale, the winner at
New London.

Next year, with five of the eight at
their oars, and with the raw material of
the Freshman year, the prospects are
very promising for a crew that will not
come in last.

But while considering the outlook for
the coming year it would be well to re¬
member those who made our first crew

what it is and gave a new direction to
the muscle and grit of old Georgetown.
I mean Mr. J. Hadley Doyle, presi¬
dent of Potomac Boat Club, through
whose unceasing perseverance and untir¬
ing energy the Georgetown eight came
into existence—Mr. Zappone, president
of the N. A. A. 0., our efficient and de¬
voted coach, who worked hard and faith¬
fully in preparing our crude oarsmen for
their first race—(We all admire the
pride and interest he and Mr. Doyle took,
and still continue to take, in the crew)
—Captain Kerns, who, day after day, un¬
selfishly devoted his time to the drilling
of the men in an art in which he is such
an expert—Manager John E. Moore, for
his successful management of the crew,
notwithstanding the many difficulties he
had to contend with. These gentle¬
men had many sacrifices to make, but it
will be gratifying to them to learn that
everything which they have done for us
is highly appreciated by all avIio love old
Georgetown, while the loving cup pre¬
sented to the Potomac Boat Club but
poorly expresses our deep gratitude for
the kindness they have ever shown us.

Cortland Aloysius Kiernan,’01.
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BOOK
Gunshot Wounds. By W. C. Borden, M. IX,

Professor in Medical School, Georgetown
University.
Capt. W. C. Borden, U. S. A., Medical De¬

partment; Professor of Military Surgery and
Surgical Pathology, Georgetown University,
has published two pamphlets, which have at¬
tracted general attention and won the highest
praise from the most competent judges. These
two remarkable pamphlets bear, respectively,
the titles of “ Gunshot Wounds ” and “ Military
Surgery.” Both are written in a clear, unpre¬
tentious style ; both are free from unnecessary
technicality. The ‘‘Militiry Surgery” was
awarded the Sander prize at the annual meeting
of the Association of Military Surgeons of the
United States, and the committee of award con¬
sisted of such men as Brig. Gen. J. D. Griffith,
Surgeon General, National Guards of Missouri;
Medical Director George W.Woods, U. S. Navy,
and Major A. C. Girard, Surgeon, U. S. Army.

The pamphlet on gunshots is chiefly devoted
to facts and to practical suggestions. It contains
also the condensed report of 202 gunshot cases
and 230 wounds personally attended by the
author, and in the total of 202 cases, although
several sufferers had been hit more than once

and by different projectiles, one case only ended
fatally. This is a great triumph for the aseptic
or antiseptic treatment, and fully justifies the
method advocated:

‘‘Three main facts presented themselves:
First, that all perforating and penetrating
wounds which had simply been covered with
a dressing were practically aseptic; secondly,
that all lacerated wounds treated in the same

way—though many were suppurating—were in
excellent condition; thirdly, thakall wounds
of whatever character, which had been sub¬
jected to operative or any treatment other than
the simple application of dressings, were sup
purating.

“ The excellent condition of the undisturbed
cases was so noticeable that, in my opinion, it
should be laid down as a fixed rule of military
surgery ihat operative interference in the field
should be limited to cases of absolute neces¬

sity—by absolute necessity meaning where the
life of the patient is at stake or transportation
without operation would endanger life.

‘‘All other cases should be dressed with dry
dressing, the wounded part immobilized, and
the patients transferred to general hospitals,
where they can be operated on under the
favorable conditions of modern methods.”

Captain Borden is thoroughly conservative—
he objects to amputations unless absolutely
necessary, and even to the reckless use of the
probe. When Roentgen rays are available, they
offer a far superior method of ascertaining the
position and even the track of the bullet, and
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they have no injurious effect on the p tient.
The practical conclusions of Captain Borden
are well worth reading and seem completely
justified by statistics. These conclusions are
clearly stated pp. 54-56 of “ Military Surgery,”
and will probably be accepted as axiomatic by
the profession.

Matthew Lyon, The Hampden of Con
gress—A Biography. By J. Fairfax Mc¬
Laughlin, LL D. New York : Wynkoop
Hallenbeck Crawford Company.
Another work of great literary and historical

merit from the pen of our scholarly and devo ed
alumnus, Dr. J. Fairfax McLaughlin, is occupy¬
ing the attention of the reviews throughout the
country. Need we add that the Journal takes
a special pride in making this announcement
and in offering to Dr. McLaughlin the heartiest
congratulations from the Faculty and students
of Georgetown. We intend to give a lengthy
review of ‘‘Matthew Lyon” in another issue,
and hence will be satisfied for the present with
transcribing a few of the many tributes paid to
the author and his work by some of the leading
newspapers :

Mr. McLaughlin’s book is more than a family
biography; it is a well-written page of early
American history, based upon an immense
amount of research, thoroughly digested and
independently interpreted.—Neic York Mail and
Express.

The New York Times, Saturday review,
Aug. 11, contains a most appreciative and ex¬
haustive criticism of this book. It is written
by Francis E. Marsten, and well worthy of
careful perusal. From it we cull the following :

“Mr. McLaughlin has done a signal service to
historical literature in hD volume, ‘ Matthew
Lyon, the Hampden of Congress.’ His is the
kind of patient, scholarly research that never
receives remuneration in monetary value. Its
lofty motive and abiding service must be its
own exceeding great reward. The author is
to be commended for two things, and that
strongly. He does not attempt to paint an ideal¬
ized portrait. We have in his pages the hero
just as he was.

‘‘For the side lights that he throws on his
hero, and that are in themselves matters of
deep historical interest, he deserves great praise.
His work is not only biography, it is a picture
of the times. And here, too, men are painted
just as they were. Careful study, much sifting
of conflicting materials, and individual con¬
clusions and opinions mark the book. It carries
on its face the appearance of trustworthiness
and intrinsic value. Here and there are pass¬
ages of beauty and power, character delinea¬
tions that exhibit rare strength of analysis and
constructive power.”



 



THE BLUE AND GRAY IN LONDON AND PARIS.


