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(Did Friends, ©Id ^Bnnks.

?6T^ WIN objects of my love are they ;
Old friends—who guide my weary way

From thorn-set paths to laughing meads,
Where, by their side, I fare for hours
’Mid nodding grass and dew-eyed bowers;
Who set me on my path again,

Who stanch my heart, whene’er it bleeds,
With words more soothing than the rain
That beats upon the dying flowers.

And, best of all, my books—ah ye
Are comfort that none else can be 1

It matters not—an ancient tome

That smacks of knights and old romance,
Or verses, bright, that idly dance
Thro’ pages wrought but yesterday;

With you my wakened mind may roam
In Judah’s land, afar away,
Or dream beneath the skies of France.

Old books, old friends, old loves—ah ye
Are comfort that none else can be.

W. Barron, ’04.
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THE OLD BOYS OF GEORGETOWN OF THE LAST
CENTURY.*

By Rev. James A. Doonan, S. J.

A FEW weeks ago I was made glad bythe receipt of an invitation to attend
the annual reunion of the Georgetown
College Society of Philadelphia. This
gladness was not enhanced, when, a few
days later, there came to me a communi¬
cation from your genial secretary, announc¬
ing that the roast of the evening would be
myself, and suggesting as the spit that would
do the turn might be “ The Old Boys of
Georgetown of the Last Century.” As it
seemed to be a foregone, rather a fore-
determined conclusion that 1 was to be sub¬

jected to “ the ordeal by fire,” 1 knew no
cause for which I could be more willing
to endure the basting than “ the Old Boys
of Georgetown of the Last Century.”

One qualification for handling the sub-
ect I could claim. The last century had

scarcely passed its midway mark when 1
first became acquainted with the Old
Boys of those days. I entered Georgetown
College in the Spring of 1854. The ac¬
quaintance then begun has run on coinci¬
dent with my life to the present hour, and
I do not hesitate to say that this life has
been the richer because of this acquaint¬
ance. Not to take the opportunity of
gently intimating that I have been abroad,
I may add that the Old Boys of the last
century are ubiquitous and to be met with
in the Old as well as in the New World.

I was still under the spell put upon mind
and heart by that marvellous representation
of an awful reality—the Passion Play of
Oberammergau—when I was accosted by
a friendly voice, claiming fellowship in the

words, “lam a Georgetown boy.” So,
too, I recognized, had been the father of
the speaker. At the bidding of this young
Old Boy of the last century 1 pinned to
the lapel of my coat with the American flag
stick-pin, a bit of the blue and gray ribbon,
so gracefully hanging before us at this mo¬
ment, in honor of the victory, won by a
Georgetown boy over the athletes of Ox¬
ford and Cambridge. Two or three days
later, at Tellsplatz on Lake Lucerne,
another “ young Old Boy ” of the last
century greeted me, and as I regarded the
meeting, very fittingly he was from our
own fair city. For amid the scenes made
historic or at least romantic by the achieve¬
ments of William Tell, my thoughts re¬
verted to college days of 1855, when the
old dramatic society of Georgetown had a
reunion, to which former students of histri¬
onic fame were invited. Sheridan Knowles’
“ William Tell” had for star in the little
role our townsman Wilfred B. Fellerman,
while “ Hamlet” had for its leading attrac¬
tion the Booth of our college stage, William
M. Smith, of Philadelphia, for some time
the acting mayor of the city. Some weeks
later, in the great Cathedral of Saint Mark
in Venice, fancying myself far removed
from friend and acquaintance, a familiar
voice sounding in my ears gave out the
shibboleth of fellowship, “ You remember
me, 1 am a Georgetown boy.”

Truthfully, then, may 1 pronounce the
“ Old Boy of Georgetown of the last cen¬
tury” ubiquitous. He deserves to be. From
an institution with the scope and aim that

Speech delivered at Georgetown Alumni Reunion, Philadelphia, January 21,1901.
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called for the establishment of George¬
town, this may be fairly claimed, that her
sons should be scholars, brave men, and
intelligent, loyal Christians. Judged by
the Old Boys of the last centuay, George¬
town, 1 do not hesitate to say, will be found
to measure up to this high standard of ex¬
cellence.

In the first place, in every stage the sons
of Georgetown, in goodly proportion, have
been found among the scholars of the land.
The influences and results of the liberal
education received by them they have car¬
ried into all the ranks of professional life,
and only last Saturday, at the old College
on the Potomac’s banks, honor was paid to
one of her sons, who reached the culmin¬
ating dignity of his profession and occupies
a place on the Supreme Bench of the
United States.

In high educational quarters attempt has
been made of late to discredit the system
of education employed at Georgetown for
the development of a race of scholars.
Sharp controversy has sought to establish
the superiority of the system of electivism,
established and fostered notably in Harvard,
over the system of prescribed studies that
has had the sanction of the ages and been
tenaciously upheld by our Alma Mater.
Comparative tests are, of course, difficult
of application ; but where such have been
employed, the Georgetown system has not
suffered by the comparison. Only last
December, between Holy Cross College,
where the same system of prescribed studies
followed at Georgetown is in operation,
and Harvard a debate took place. The
contestants were of the same level of col¬

lege standing, the judges had no affiliation
with Holy Cross and were out of sympathy
with the religion of the institution, and yet

unanimously was the victory adjudged to
those trained in our methods.

No gain of scholarship has been made
by the elective system which negatives the
opinion expressed some years ago by Rev.
Dr. McCosh, of Princeton, when it was
first adopted at Harvard. Speaking of the
“ two hundred courses ” from which a

young man at that university may choose,
many of which he is “ compelled ” to call
dilettante, he says: “ I should prefer a
young man who has been trained in an
old-fashioned college in rhetoric, philoso¬
phy, Latin, Greek, and mathematics, to
one who had frittered away four years
in studying the French drama of the eight¬
eenth century, a little music, and similar
branches.”

It was my pleasure some weeks since to
find myself in conversation with a highly
educated gentleman, a product of Harvard
of a date when the system of prescribed
studies obtained in that institution and yet
a loyal son of his Alma Mater. He is
not in sympathy, however, with present
methods. “ Time was,” he said, “ when
Harvard stood for scholarship, and had
among professors and alumni scholars of
fair repute. The standard has been lowered,
and it is now an institution for grinding
out graduates in large numbers, who can
lay little or no claim to that scholarship
which is implied in a liberal education.”

The charge is made that Georgetown
makes no progress in her educational
methods. It may be rejoined that not every
change is advancement. Furthermore, she
is not ready to regard as progress substitu¬
tion for studies that in the passing of ages
have been proven highly developing of in¬
tellectual and aesthetic faculties, courses
that are summed up in the study of the
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anatomy of horses’ hoofs or hygienic horse
shoeing.

In the second place, our Alma Mater has
been the parent of brave men. The Col¬
lege was in its infancy when our second
war with England challenged the latter’s
claim to being the mistress of the sea, and
yet Georgetown had sons who contributed
to the glory won by our nation in that con¬
test. In large numbers the sons of George¬
town followed the fortunes of Taylor and
Scott in the war with Mexico and aided in
planting the stars and stripes in triumph
over the Halls of Montezuma. It was,
however, when our own civil war broke
out that a generation of brave sons of
Georgetown went forth to battle, and wear¬
ing, some the blue and others the gray,
illustrated the records of Alma Mater by
their deeds of valor. From your own city
went out a gallant soldier, Col. Francis A.
Lancaster, who led his regiment up the
bloody heights of Fredericksburg, and in
the forefront of that fierce fight gave his
life for the Union. Yet not less brave,
less heroic, that Hugh Gaston, of North
Carolina, who on that same day, within
the breastworks on Marye’s Heights, yielded
his life for the cause he held to be just.
Glorious the death of another Georgetown
boy, Julius A. Garesche, who fell in the
great conflict of Stone River under the
stars and stripes, but whose heroic gallantry
found its counterpart in the conduct of yet
another Old Boy of Georgetown, Leopold
Armant, of Louisiana, who, leading his
regiment against the enemy, holding aloft
the colors of the Confederacy, met a sol¬
dier’s death on the field of honor.

To the credit of Alma Mater be it noted,
that in procreating her generation of brave
men she has never tolerated the employ¬
ment of those brutal methods elsewhere
deemed indispensable; methods that have
justly been characterized as cruel, cowardly,
savage, and calculated to crush out true
manhood and self-respect. Georgetown
never forced her sons to development of
military spirit by forcing them to chew
rope-ends, nor has she sought to fill their

souls with soldierly courage by pouring down
their throats bottles of Tobasco Sauce.

The charge has been made that in her
most important task Georgetown has failed,
that her sons instructed in the truth of the
Catholic Church and reared in the practice
of that Church have not in aftertime held
their faith as Catholics and lived in loyal
submission to its guidance. In refutation
of such a charge, I need not go beyond the
confines of this banquet hall. To any fair-
minded inquirer after truth on a matter so
vital, I should say—slightly altering the
wording of a familiar quotation: “ Si testi¬
monium quaeris, circumspice.” Around
this festive board is gathered a band of
Georgetown sons, who are intelligent,
loyal, practical Catholics; and what we
witness here can be duplicated in any city
of our land, where in sufficient numbers
for assemblage, sons of Georgetown reside.
That in the ranks of her boys, when occa¬
sion calls them to stand forth as educated
and consistent Catholics, gaps ma}' be
found, I freely admit; but so fared it with
the College in which Christ Himself taught:
it produced a Judas.

Reverting then in memory to the Old
Boys of Georgetown, when, half a century
ago l first came to know them, and follow¬
ing down the line until the generation is
reached so worthily represented by the
young gentleman (Mr. Hallahan) whose
graceful speech has delighted us, I boldly
make the claim that in her Old Boys of the
last century, Alma Mater has sons of whom
she may be justly proud. Most of them
have passed from earth: “ Their souls are
with God, we trust; ” but they have left
names to be cherished and lessons of life
to be'imitated. That Georgetown’s pride
and Georgetown’s joy will suffer nothing
when placed in the keeping of the boys of
the new century, I feel sure. Let them
make practical in their lives the teachings
intellectual and moral given them at the
College dear to our hearts, and the young
boys of the new century in unbroken fel¬
lowship with the Old Boys of the last, will
fit themselves for a happiness which is to
endure when all centuries shall have ended
and eternity begun.
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THEY are prevalent, 1 am told, through¬out the United States but may be
found in the largest number around Wash¬
ington and Georgetown. Their chief char¬
acteristics are, a facility for taking on the
colors of any out-of-town college team and
a remarkable memory for the yells of
every well-known university in the East.

If they would only remove these colors
and merge, as it were, into private citizen¬
ship on leaving the college grounds, one
might smile upon them and forget; but in¬
stead of abandoning the colors they assume
so easily, they sport the ribbons upon hat¬
band, cane and lapel, and go about the town
at night making demonstrations against
policemen and hideous noises in theatres ;

whereupon the colors, and not the men

are held responsible and occupy “ featured
space ” in the morning newspapers.

During my Freshman year, I first ob¬
served the type at the Easter baseball games.
He was the “ Puck ” and “ Judge” idea of
an American college-man — pin-headed,
long-haired, straw-legged and thunderously
arrayed. He was accompanied by rather a
pretty girl, who should have had better
sense—but I suppose she wanted to see the
game and the crowd, and no one else asked
her to come. I did not know a great deal
of college men at that time and, for a mo¬
ment, feared that perhaps he was the Real
Thing ; for he flaunted at least two yards
of Yale ribbon, entered the grandstand
with an air of sole proprietorship and spoke
familiarly of the Yale players to his com¬
panion, calling them by abbreviations of
their Christian names. He yelled “ Rot¬
ten ! ” whenever a Georgetown man made
an error and “ Hard luck, old man! ” when
a Yale player did likewise. He addressed
the umpire directly from the grandstand,
when that unfortunate official made a de¬
cision which seemed to favor the Blue and

Gray.
Probably a dozen Yale men were sitting

in the row behind him and, on becoming
aware of their presence, he turned and pro¬
posed a yell—but they all happened to be
looking in any direction, save the chame¬
leon’s. The latter, however, not to be
squelched by so mild a rebuff, gave old
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Eli’s cry alone, to the bitter end. We de¬
feated Yale that day by a large score, and
the chameleon made his exit from George¬
town field as if he were leaving the newly-
made grave of his mother.

Next day, we played Princeton. The
crowd of men and women are surging
through the gate, bright-eyed and red¬
cheeked, expectant of a great contest; for,
Caspar Whitney, the self-constituted oracle
of college sports, nolens volens, says this
game will decide the college baseball cham¬
pionship of the year.

Where in the world have 1 seen this

madly enthusiastic individual, who, verita¬
bly swathed in orange and black, is fighting
his way to a vantage point, near a little
coterie of Princetonians ? Ah ! it suddenly
dawns on me. He is the much bedecked

Yale man of yesterday, and 1 understand it
not. Possibly he has degrees from both
universities, or perchance this is a twin
brother. What a hot-blooded fellow it is!

To-day he is as strongly Princeton as he
v/as Yale yesterday. Oh, surely he must
be a twin brother. Yes, I finally decide, he
is a twin.

Princeton wins the game. The chame¬
leon cake-walks from the grounds.

Harvard is Georgetown’s opponent on
the day following. Good heavens! See
this animated crimson poster approaching
the stand. Red cravat, red gloves, red
stockings (visible !), red ribbons on hat, and
walking stick. Gadzooks! (as they say in
the historical novel) it is one of the twins,
or can it be they are triplets ? Ah, yes, at
last I have solved the mystery. They are
triplets, and their father sent them each to
a different school. Singular idea. Prob¬
ably experimenting upon them. George¬
town wins. The chameleon creeps into the
gathering gloom, broken hearted.

Next day, Pennsylvania vs. Georgetown.
1 fear the reader anticipates. I am sure he
does; for here again is our friend, loaded
down with red and blue, a living image of
the other three. Quadruplets? No; I
balk at quadruplets, for on each one of them
I have noted a scar, directly above the left
eyebrow. That might be found upon three
men; but four—I am skeptical. So I ap¬
proach a wise man who received his A. B.
last year and who is back for an A. M.
He knows all things and the reasons of
them, and 1 say to him: “ What manner
of man is that ?” indicating the varicolored
fellow with the index finger of my right
hand.

And he replies after brief scrutiny: “Oh,
he is one of Washington’s pasteboard
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sports. He has a beat on F street, some¬
where between Ninth and Fourteenth. I’ve
seen him down there quite often, ogling
people.”

“ But hasn’t he a brother, or a double,
or something ?”

“ 1 hardly think so. Why ?”
“ Well, 1 have seen a Yale, Princeton,

and Harvard man, each the image of him,
and, judging from his colors to-day, he
must be an alumnus or student of Penn¬

sylvania.”
“ Tush, boy ! Don’t you know ? He’s

a college chameleon,” explained the wise
man, whereat 1 smote my thigh and laughed
long and boisterously.

For the remainder of the season, like one
fascinated, 1 watched him shedding his
colors, as a snake sheds his skin, but quicker
and more frequently. Once I remember
trying to calculate mentally how much his
ribbons might have cost him, but my head
ached, and I gave it up without coming to
a decision.

During the season he was Cornell, Le¬
high, Lafayette, Johns Hopkins, North
Carolina, Virginia—ah', that reminds me.
He was Virginia, too, in the days gone by;
but he is Virginia no more.

At the football game last fall for the
championship of the South (Georgetown,
10; Virginia, 1; hear me crow!) he at¬
tempted to lead the Virginia yells. Now,

as the men from Charlottesville had already
decided upon and practised under a leader,
they gently but firmly placed the chameleon
in a back seat. He refused, however, to be
turned down, thereby bringing on his own
well-merited punishment.

If you remember the game (and who
does not ?) Virginia brought up from the
South a brass band, and a very good one,
named after Stonewall Jackson. This band

played the good old confederate airs that
make a Southerner throw his hat into the
air and yell defiance at all the world. I be¬
lieve one of them is called “ Dixie.”

Georgetown had the ball upon Virginia’s
eight-yard line and the crowd breathed with
difficulty. Third down and four to go !
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It was one of those oppressively quiet mo¬
ments, rare in a game of football, when the
referee’s voice is distinctly audible and
the signals cut the cold air like a whip
snap. Everyone remained still, waiting for
the denouement, saving the irrepressible
chameleon. He had something to say and
he said it. Far, far better for him, had he
left it unsaid.

At the critical moment when the George¬
town boys dashed forward to make the dis¬
tance necessary for a first down, the chame¬
leon bawled out to the leader of the Stone¬
wall Jackson band: “ Hi, there ! give the
boys something to cheer 'em up. Play—
play—oh, play ‘ Hang Jeff Davis to a sour
apple tree ! and ere his words had died
away a great yell announced that George¬
town had scored.

The Virginians were mad, downright

mad. Georgetown had humiliated them.
The chameleon had insulted them. George¬
town could not be blamed for winning;
but the chameleon, he, be had shouted to
a Southern bandmaster to play “ Hang Jeff
Davis to a sour apple tree,” in the very
faces of men whose fathers had followed
“ Old Stonewall ” himself.

I cannot describe what followed. Words
are weak things after all in a great crisis.

Two policemen finally reached the cham¬
eleon and sent him somewhere in an am¬

bulance.
One of the witnesses at the coroner's

inquest stated that he had seen two George¬
town men aiding the Virginians in their
destruction of the chameleon. Probably
he meant Georgia men.

Probably he meant both.
“ Bruno. ”

WHAT DE GROUN’ HAWG’S
GWINE TUH SAY.

De weather-man calls fo’ uh blizzard,
En snow deep enough fo’ tuh sleigh,
En de Almanac say it ’ull be mighty col’
Fo’ de lambs ’gin tuh skip en play;
De weather-man mout be uh wizard,
En de Almanac true ez day,
But I tell yo’, chile, I’se uh holdin’ my

tongue
Twell de groun’ hawg hez his say.

De Almanac sho’ly ez uh wonder,
Fo’ tuh projec’ ahead sech uh way,
En de weather-man mus’ know uh pow’ful

sight,
Fo’ tuh know how de win’ ’ull lay;
But yo’ Uncle, chile, ain’ uh trustin’
Dem folks dat’s so chippuh en gay,
I’se uh holdin’ back en uh waitin’ tuh hear,
What de groun’ hawg’s gwine tuh say.

Richard P. Whiteley, 01.
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JOUBERT.
(March 27, 1900.)

“ Felix opportunitate mortis.”

0 patriot, happy in thine hour of death !
Rest, richly laurelled from thy battles won,

Who back to God hast given thy virile breath,
Thy task achieved, thy work of warrior done !

Long hence when Honor calls her mighty roll
Thine shall be Fame’s imperishable wreath !

Thy name shall burn the brightest on her scroll,
When red with rust thy sword shall sleep in

sheath.

Rest heart heroic ! Glory guards thy tomb
By tears of love to Freedom consecrate,

Ajax ! who ’mid thy country’s gathering gloom
Didst brave the lightnings of the tyrant’s hate !

Majuba lifts thy monument in air,
For English eyes to mark the fatal day

Writ red in blood, when in his craggy lair
The lion of the Transvaal stood at bay.

Thy patriot prowess Eland’s lake enshrines,
Colenso, too, drenched with the battles’ rain,

Where Britain broke against thy burgher lines
Till Tugela ran swollen with her slain.

But now the terror flames in farm and field,
The sword of rapine ravages thy plains.

Up, up! thy country calls on thee to shield
Her children from the foul invaders’ chains.

Thou wilt not answer, tho’ she shriek aloud
’Neath wrongs to make thy veins with lava

surge ;
Tho’ over murdered Freedom’s ghastly shroud

With broken heart she wails her bitter dirge.

Sleep on, sleep on ! since thee no chains may
curb,

Nor foe invade thy peace inviolate,
Nor tyrant fret, nor bitter tears disturb

Of heroes weeping for their country’s fate.

For blest is he whoso in honored grave,
In strenuous battle stricken for the right,

Escapes the lot ignoble of a slave
Nor feels the yoke of proud, usurping might.

Him, having done his manhood’s knightly part
Death cannot touch nor the oblivious years;

He lives forever in his country’s heart
Crowned with the grateful tribute of her tears.

Thine are the laurels of Leonidas,
Of Tell and Emmet, Washington and Bruce;

Time shall not blight them till earth’s tyrants pass,
And love shall link the lands in golden truce.

Thy deeds shall live, the nations’ heritage,
Wherever clanks a helot in his chain,

Till Peace reborn in some Saturnian age
Shall smile on Freedom’s universal reign.

P. J. Coleman.
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GEORGETOWN MEN IN THE CONFEDERATE ARMY.

II.

IT was about dusk on the evening of the14th of August, 1862, that we left Mr-
Wilson’s on our six-mile tramp to the Rap¬
pahannock River, our first experience in
marching. The greater part of our journey
to Richmond was to be accomplished on
foot. The Rappahannock, like the Poto¬
mac, was patrolled by Federal gunboats, so
that we had to await the darkness of night
to effect the crossing; but as it is a much
narrower river, being at the point we were
about to make, the crossing not over half a
mile wide, we did not feel as apprehensive
of being intercepted, nor were we put to
the same trouble in procuring a boat for
the purpose. There was a regular ferry at
this point, known as Laton’s Ferry, used
by the Confederate States Signal Corps;
the boat was kept on the southern side of
the river, hauled back several miles from
shore during the day and brought every
night to a convenient distance from the
river, to respond to signals from the north¬
ern side, that were well understood on the
opposite shores. Both Federal and Con¬
federate scouting parties visited the neigh¬
borhood on the southern side of the river,
so that in this disputed territory people
moved about with caution, and Confeder¬
ate soldiers and scouts, who happened to be
about, did not trust themselves to sleep at
night in houses near the shore, but bi¬
vouacked in the woods some distance back,
and put out their pickets and vedettes just
as they did in the armies. Mr. Wilson sent

a man with us to make the proper signal,
and in about two hours afterwards we

heard the quiet dip of the oars as the boat
from the other side approached the place
where we were waiting. In a very short
time we were safely landed on the south
side of the Rappahannock, in Essex County,
and experienced, to us, the delightful sen¬
sation of being at last in Dixie, where we
could give that expression to the sympa¬
thies and feelings we had, from soon after
the 19th of April, 1861, been compelled
to whisper and speak with bated breath in
our Maryland homes. We had been di¬
rected to go to the residence of Mr. Robert
Werring, a wealthy and prominent resident
of Essex County, to find the hospitality so
lavishly bestowed at that time upon the
young men of Maryland who were taking
that route to join General Lee’s army. We
reached his place, about a mile from the
Rappahannock, without difficulty ; but not
liking to disturb the family at that hour of
the night—it was then between 11 and 12
o’clock—we quietly ensconced ourselves in
the carriage-house and stable and had as
good a night’s sleep as mortals can purchase
by the best efforts directed to that purpose.
A committee was appointed next morning
to go to the house to interview the inmates
on the subject of breakfast. Mr. Werring
was not at home, but Mrs. Werring informed
the committee that he would soon be there
and would come to see us at the stables;
that he never slept at home, as there was
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much danger from Federal scouting parties
from the gunboats. In a very short time
he made his appearance; any suspicions of
a Yankee ruse de guerre were soon put
aside, and he cordially invited us to his
house to breakfast. This breakfast and
Mr. Werring’s hospitality generally has ever
since been gratefully remembered by this
party; we were not to see anything like it
for three long, weary years. Provisions
were already getting scarce in the Con¬
federacy; the substantiate were perhaps
still sufficient for actual necessities, but deli¬
cacies were being carefully stored and hus¬
banded for days of greater need and the
requirements of sick and wounded soldiers
who were to be nursed back to health in
the hospitals and their homes. Here we
had our last cup of genuine coffee and our
last mint julep, made from purest old rye
whiskey, until those of us who were left
returned to our homes after the surrender
of the Army of Northern Virginia at Ap¬
pomattox.

After breakfast we proceeded on our
tramp to Richmond, Mr. Werring kindly
assisting us with his wagon for one day’s
journey, and on the evening of the second
day we reached the railroad at Hanover
Court House (not Hanover Junction, as I
said in my first letter ; 1 made the mistake
because afterwards we were to be more

familiar with Hanover Junction than Han¬
over Court House). One incident occurred
on the way which 1 think worthy of record,
as showing the principle and the spirit that
inspired the men who volunteered in the
Confederate Army —of course drawing the
distinction between volunteers and con¬

scripts—and as the incident refers to a
Georgetown man, it will no doubt be read
with pride and pleasure by all Georgetown

men who are readers of the Journal.
Three of our party stopped at a fine look¬
ing old mansion not far from the roadside
to look after the procuring of provisions
for the party, which were, as was always
the case, promptly and hospitably tendered,
and no pay could be forced upon the donors;
but on this occasion the old gentleman of
the house besought Thomas Simms, George¬
town man, 1852-’56 (and perhaps dear old
Father Welch or good old Brother Roth,
who were at Georgetown during those
years, and are there now I hear, may re¬
member him),to become substitute for his
son, who was anxious to come home after
one year’s experience in the war, and offered
him eight hundred dollars in money and
his son’s horse and equipments for the cav¬
alry. The offer was promptly and firmly-
declined, and was tendered the other two
men, with like result. I do not think that
one in that party could have been induced
to accept an offer of that kind for any
amount of money. Of course the offer
was meant in Confederate money ; but that
money had not depreciated at that time to
anything like the extent it did afterwards;
and eight hundred dollars in Confederate
money would then have produced a con¬
siderable sum in gold.

At Hanover Court House we met five

Georgetown men who had crossed the
Potomac, en route to Richmond, lower
down on the same night that our party
did, and reached that place by a different
route. All of them were at Georgetown
between the years 1853 to ’60 (it may as
well be understood that all Georgetown
men 1 shall subsequently mention were
there between those years, except in one or
two instances, which I shall designate),
Charles E. Gough, James T. Parsons, and
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Henry Ford, of St. Mary’s County, Mary¬
land, and John F. Hickey and Edward
Hickey, of the District of Columbia.

We had learned enough of soldiering
before leaving home, and the way of get¬
ting to Richmond in those days, not to en¬
cumber ourselves with too much baggage.
An extra suit of underwear, a fatigue shirt,
a pair of shoes perhaps, a few towels and
pocket handkerchiefs, comb and brush and
toothbrush rolled up and strapped in a
blanket were all the most of us took with
us when leaving home; so we did not
bother the baggage-master much when the
train came along by Hanover Court House
and we boarded it for Richmond.

Richmond was so crowded when we ar¬

rived there that it was next to impossible
to obtain board and lodging. Members of
the Confederate Congress, employees of
the government, officers and soldiers on
short furloughs or leaves of absence for a
few hours, convalescents from all parts of
the Confederacy returning to their com¬
mands taxed the city’s capacity for enter¬
tainment to its utmost, and it was with
great difficulty that we at length secured
lodging on the floor of a large room on
Main street, nearly opposite the Spottswood
Hotel, using the blankets we had brought
with us as our bedding.

Among the Georgetown men that we
met during about ten days’ sojourn in Rich¬
mond before joining the army were Juan
A. Pizzini, of that city, and Rit O’Leary,
of Jackson, Miss. The former we called
on several times at his place of business,
and we were warmly and hospitably enter¬
tained by him. The latter called on us for
a few moments only at our camp of instruc¬
tion before we left the city for the army;
he was himself hurrying on to join his

regiment, of which he was surgeon, and
greatly regretted his inability to show us
more attention. I We also made inquiry for
James H. Dooley and his brother John, but
were informed that the former had been
wounded in the Peninsula campaign and
had not returned home, or perhaps was
away on furlough; and the latter was with
his regiment in the Confederate Army,
which was then about making its first cam¬
paign into Maryland.

It may seem singular that knowing each
other as we did and having made the trip
to Richmond in company, we did not all
join the same command; but we did not,
and I do not know how to account for it.
1 suppose accident or some predilection for
some particular branch of service deter¬
mined each one in selecting the command
to which he attached himself. Tom Par¬

sons, Tom Simms, Henry Ford, and myself
joined Capt. J. Parran Crane’s Co. B, 1st
Maryland Battalion of Infantry; Charlie
Gough and Ned Hickey joined Capt.
George Emack’s Company, 1st Maryland
Battalion of Cavalry, and Jack Digges
joined Capt. Wm. F. Dement’s 1st Mary¬
land Battery of Artillery. This battery, I
believe, holds the record for the number of
Georgetown men in its ranks of any com¬
pany in the Confederate Army, and I will
endeavor in a subsequent letter to give their
names and their fate. There were nine of

them, 1 think, and nearly all went through
the desperate battles of the Army of North¬
ern Virginia without injury. The fate of
one of them, Theodore Jenkins, was the
saddest of all. A comrade, who witnessed
it, told me the circumstances a few days
ago, and 1 will endeavor to give an account
of it in due time. “ Quis talia fando tem-
peret a lacrimis ? ”

A. W. Neale.
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A MINER'S LOVE SONG.

IN a gloom that scarce knows light,Drear and dank with noisome air,
Where the grimy arm must dare
Unknown powers of ill to fight,
1 can dwell and happy be,
Playing death a dauntless game,
For the shades of evil flee
At the whisper of your name.

And at evening when I rise
From my cavern in the earth
And behold the wondrous birth
Of new color in the skies,
See the sleepy, nodding pines
’Gainst the sky of orange flame,
I forget the dreary mines
At the whisper of your name.

When the velvet-footed night
Steals upon the garish day,
Stars, still twinkling in dismay
That the sun should be so bright,
Seem to tell me of their fear—
Of their weakness and their shame—
But they glitter, bright and clear,
At the whisper of your name.

And if some unhappy day
1 should hear the awful crash
When the coal walls rock and clash
Till they crush my life away,
Freed from earthly taint and guile,
Will my spirit seek its aim
And the guards of heaven will smile
At the whisper of your name.

J. A. Foote.
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THE FIRST CELEBRATION OF FOREFATHERS' DAY.

IN the November issue of the Journalappeared an editorial seconding the
efforts of the Register, the official organ
of the Knights of Columbus, in its at¬
tempt to revive the old custom of cele¬
brating the anniversary of the landing of
the pilgrims of Maryland. In view of this
movement and in consideration of the fact
that it was by the sons of Georgetown
the thought was first conceived of fit¬
tingly celebrating the event, and that it
was under her auspices the first and
succeeding celebrations occurred more
than half a century ago, it seems that a
brief sketch of the ceremonies connected
with the first observance of the day might
be of a peculiar interest at this time.
For many years the celebration of “ Fore¬
fathers’ Day,” as the day became known,
formed a distinctive feature of the college
life, and, indeed, it was participated in by
the entire South. The most distinguished
men of the times were invited and often

graced the occasion with their presence.
A letter of President Tyler’s, written in
the year 1842, expressing his regret at
his inability to be present, is still pre¬
served in the College archives :

Washington City,
May 1st, 1842.

Gentlemen : It would afford me very
sincere gratification to be present with
you at the celebration which you purpose
to hold on the 10th inst., at old St.
Mary’s, in commemoration of the landing-
of the Pilgrim Fathers of Maryland, but
public duties will denie me the indul¬
gence of this inclination. You will,
however, take with you my best wishes;

for I hold it to be both wise and proper
that ■ we should keep in recollection the
incidents of our early history, and, turn¬
ing our thoughts from the present to the
past,—from our present strength to our
past weakness,—that we should on special
occasions offer up our thanks to the All-
Wise Giver of all good for the numerous
evidences of His protecting providence,
extended towards us in our time of need.

John Tyler.
Joseph Johnson,
Wm. D. MoSherry, I Connnittee of
E. II. Haynes, ' Invitation.
Wm. M. Bradford,

But the custom so auspiciously in¬
augurated was soon destined, with many
another, to languish and die. To-day it
is but a memory. It is a memory, how¬
ever, which sheds glory upon our Alma
Mater, and no son of Georgetown can fail
to be interested in recalling it.

The first centenary of the landing of
the Pilgrims had been commemorated by
a Carmen Seoul are from the pen of Mr.
Lewis, published in the Gentleman’s Mag¬
azine in 1738 ; the second had passed un¬
heeded. The Philodemie Society of
Georgetown determined to redeem the
honor of Maryland. St. Inigoes, in St.
Mary’s County, was chosen for the place
of celebration. On the 9th of May, after
months of preparation, the Eector, with
all the Faculty and students and a num¬
ber of guests, embarked on the steamer
Columbia, and the following morning
arrived safely at their destination. After
the celebration of Solemn High Mass in
the Church of St. Inigoes and a short
address by the Rt. Rev. Benedict Fenwick,
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Bishop of Boston, all again embarked and
proceeded up the St. Mary’s River about
three miles, to the spot upon which the
Pilgrim Fathers first planted the standard
of civil and religious liberty. An eye¬
witness thus describes the scene of land¬

ing: “The shore, as we approached it,
presented a most charming spectacle. A
beautiful picturesque harbor lay open be¬
fore us; fifteen vessels,with their stream¬
ers flying, and three steamboats manceu-
vering about, rowboats busy in conveying
passengers to the land, the cedar-crowned
hill chequered with the white dresses of
the virgin daughters of the pilgrims, all
contributed to inspire the most joyful
feelings and to awaken in the breast of
the Marylander a consciousness that this
was a family meeting, in which St. Mary’s,
Charles, and other counties would pass
together a sociable day and talk over the
sorrows and the joys, the sufferings and
the triumphs of olden times.”

Upon the formation of the line of
march, two beautiful banners, one the
gift of the ladies of St. Mary’s County,
and the other a tribute from the ladies
of the Baltimore Cathedral, were pre¬
sented and formally accepted by the
Philodemic Society. The procession,
after moving to the ground formerly oc¬
cupied by the city of St. Mary, returned
to the spot from whence it had started,
and here, under the venerable mulberry
tree which lived with the pilgrims and
on this day sheltered their children, upon
the site now marked by a monument
erected by the state a few’ years ago, the
able and eloquent William G. Read, of
Baltimore, arose to recall the glories of
Maryland’s natal day. His oration, aptly
compared to the finest efforts of Daniel

Webster, was grand in conception, accu¬
rate in detail, and masterly in treatment,
and is still preserved among the archives
of the Philodemic Society.

Mr. Read brought to his task a deep
knowledge of the early history of his
native State. He drew a graphic picture
of early Maryland, the projector and
founders of the settlement, their high
and holy aspirations, their objects and
their hopes, such as no scholar had even
seen in imagination. He dwelt upon the
nobility and grandeur of Calvert’s char¬
acter ; the heroism and sacrifice which
marked his life.

“ Descended from the ancient and noble
house of Calvert in the Earldom of Flan¬
ders, and accomplished in the learning
of Oxford, he attracted at an early age
the attention of the celebrated Sir Robert
Cecil, whose confidence was the pledge of
fame and fortune, as it was of transcen¬
dent ability in the rising statesman.
Favored by this consummate politician,
Calvert passed through the important
employments of his private secretary, and
clerk to the privy council, to the high and
responsible station of Secretary of State.
His sovereign’s blade had already ‘ laid
knighthood on his shoulder,’ and the
admiration of the constituency, first of
his native country, and subsequently of
his ‘ alma mater,’ advanced him to the
honorable duties of the Parliament; and
a political career gilded by the smiles of
an indolent, profuse and trusting king,
lay in brilliant prospect before him. But
the brightest track of earthly glory, no
less than the hidden walk of the humble
and obscure, leads but along the verge of
Eternity : and Calvert, as with swelling
heart and nervous limb he scaled its daz¬
zling heights, looked thoughtfully over
the abyss !—A mind like his, so far reach¬
ing and sincere, could not remain indiffer¬
ent to the vital controversy that had
shaken Europe to its centre, and still
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employed the ablest intellects of Chris¬
tendom. The awful conviction burst in¬
to his soul, that Religion is the worship
of God, in the mode that he has pointed
out; and that diversity of creed involves
diversity of Religion.” * * *

“ Initiated, by his connection with the
government, into the mysteries of that
policy which was known abroad only by
its effects, he saw a portion of his coun¬
trymen persecuted for their conscientious
adherence to a faith, which, planted in
the ‘ sceptred isle,’ perhaps by Paul, was
found unchanged by Austin, when, at the
command of the great Gregory, he went
forth to convert the Angle to the angel,
to reclaim from the wrath of God,
through the blood of Jesus, its heathen
conqueror—‘deep blooming, strong, and
yellow haired, the blue-eyed Saxon ; ’ and
which had remained unaltered by the
violence of human will, or the caprice of
human ingenuity, from the times of Eth-
elbert and Bertha, till its unyielding mo¬
rality set bounds to the impetuous
Henry.” * * *

“Yes! he saw the Catholics of Eng¬
land and Ireland suffer for adhering to
that ‘ venerable church, whose saints are
sages, whose sages are apostles, whose
apostles are martyrs, whose princes are
the humble ! ’ that ‘ beautiful church,
whose poetry is divine, whose music is
angelical, whose painting is inspired,
whose architecture is inimitable! ' the
church of the Angelos, the Raffaelles, the
Dantes, of Kepler, of Leonardo de Vinci,
of Galileo, whose name has for two
centuries been but another word for popu¬
lar delusion, wherever the English lan¬
guage is spoken, and nowhere else; the
church of Bacon, of Copernicus, of Co¬
lumbus, of the myriads supreme in every
department of human excellence whose
names I have not breath to tell, of the
myriads more, ‘ whose names we know
not, but whose works are superhuman
in science, in usefulness, in beauty, and
in majesty ! ’ The result of such reflec¬
tions on this illustrious Englishman, was

his open return to the communion of
Bede and Alcuinus, of Bernard and
Francis, of that master and model of the
hidden life, whose all but inspired com-
pend of celestial philosophy passes under
the name of a Kempis, and of ‘the crowds
that followed them as they did Christ.’ ”

lie spoke of the honorable conduct of
the Maryland settlers toward the Indians
and showed how greatly the influence of
the Catholic missionaries had contrib¬
uted to this Christian result.

“ It is true the invader, wThether soldier
or missionary, could hold no terms with
the idol. He dashed down, with unspar¬
ing hand, the tiger god, and snatched
the human victim ‘from the sacrificial
stone ! ’ His wras not the w orldly wisdom
that enjoins the police of a Christian
power to maintain order at Suttees,
that repairs the Pagoda, or supplies it
with costly gifts. But he was mindful
of his Master’s mandate : ‘ Go, teach all
nations ! ’ He studied, with paternal care,
the character and tastes of the people;
he adopted their innocent usages to the
substantial forms of an unchangeable
faith; he christianized, and by convert¬
ing, he civilized them. He rewarded not
his convert by disfranchisement from
office, like the baptized Hindoo. He left
not the offspring of the blended races, out¬
casts from God and man, but he hallowed
their union with the blessing of the
church ! And had his principles ob¬
tained more extensively in British Amer¬
ica, I will not say that a feebler race could
have maintained its integrity, in the
midst of the mighty progeny of Adam
that possesses our land, augmented as
they are by perpetual accessions from the
European hive; but I will assert that
Hie wTetched aborigines would not have
been annihilated, or swept away, by the
ever advancing tide of white' popula¬
tion, towards the western desert that
hungers for their bones—their very pro¬
gress in civilization only tempting cupid-
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ifcy the more quickly to dispossess them !
and I can venture to surmise, under favor
of my fair countrywomen who have
graced this occasion by their presence,
that the bright soul of many a Pocahon¬
tas, would have flashed in the dark eyes
of her honored Anglo-Indian descend¬
ants !”

He dwelt upon the famous act of 1649,
granting religious liberty to all, and then,
turning, concluded wflth the following
eloquent appeal:

“Gentlemen of the Philodemic, yours
is the honor of having instituted this
commemorative festival. To your un¬
merited partiality am I indebted for the
part I have endeavored to sustain in it.
You will pardon the imperfect discharge
of a duty undertaken in obedience rather
to my feelings than my judgment. To
you it belongs to exemplify the virtues I
have inadequately attempted to portray.
Set apart by destiny for the high duty of
guiding and enlightening your fellow-
men, many of your illustrious confra¬
ternity have already given precedents
which the proudest might rejoice to fol¬
low. To such of you as still linger in
academic bowers, devoting the ‘blessed
age of admiration ’ to the contemplation
of all that is glorious and good in the
history of man, I would say, with the
voice of a somewhat more matured expe¬
rience, you can follow no brighter models
than the founders of Maryland.”

Pointing to Bishop Fenwick and PI011.
Robert Brooke as the highest living types
of the descendants of the pioneers, he
proceeded:

“With such examples before us, could
a generous heart falter in the path of
duty ? No, my young friends; and since
you permit me to call you so, my respected
brethren. Here, then, in the presence of
the sacred relics of the pilgrims, let us
devote our existence to imitate their exact

integrity, their steady faith, their watch¬
ful public spirit, their boundless benevo¬
lence, their Catholic toleration. Let us
live like them; and when we are sum-

2c.t

moned hence, there will be tears and
lamentations on earth, and rejoicings and
thanksgiving in heaven.”

Upon the conclusion of Mr. Read’s
oration an ode, composed by George Wash¬
ington Parke Custis, of Arlington, the
adopted son of Washington and a warm
friend of Father George Fenwick, was
sung by a trio of singers forming a his¬
toric group—Mr. Custis, the author ;
Father Fenwick, a descendant of “ Cutli-
bert Fenwick,” one of the most conspicu¬
ous of the pilgrims ; and a granddaughter
of Charles Carroll, of Carrollton. The
ode, which was set to the air of the “Star-
Spangled Banner,” and which is still pre¬
served among the College archives, is
published in this month’s issue of the
Journal.

Such was the first celebration of the

landing of the Pilgrims of Maryland, and
all the glory redounds to the Philodemic
Society of our College, and to Fathers
James Ryder and George Fenwick. The
enthusiasm, once enkindled, spread
throughout the South. The literary so¬
cieties of Mount St. Mary’s, at Emmits-
burg, became imbued with the spirit of
the occasion, and they, too, celebrated the
landing of the Pilgrims; the Calvert
Beneficial Society, of Baltimore, which
had taken part in the first celebration,
did not forget it in later years, and had
a celebration of its own; and even in
Philadelphia, we are told in the college
history, halls were crowded to listen to
the eloquence of Read, as he retold the
tale of the glorious natal day of the land
of Maryland. But to Georgetown be¬
longs all the honor. She was the first to
celebrate; the first to rouse the sons of
Maryland from the lethargy of years to
do honor to their noble ancestors.

Warntck J. Kernan, ’01.
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Rq Ode*
WRITTEN FOR THE

Celebration of the First Landing of the Pilgrims at St. Mary’s.
By GEORGE W. P. CUSTIS. Esq., of Arlington.

Air—Star Spangled Banner.

0H bright Was the rporp. arid ttye spring breeze Was sighiRQWiqep proudly there rode, op Potorpac’s broad Wave,
The barRs of the pilgrirps, their gay peppops flyipg ;

While higL op tlpeir decRs, sl\ope the pious apd brave.
Tl)ep tlpeir lapdipg begap,
Hpd they bore ip tlpeir Vap,
The ever blest sigp of salVatiop to ipap.

They plapt it rejoicipg, apd proclaiip the decree,
That Mary's fair lapd “be the lapd of tlye free!”
Tips gerrp ip tl\e soil of so gepial a clirpe,

Soop grew to ipaturity, blossorped, apd flourished;
Its fruits are a people to be KpoWp to all tiipe,

Hs a people that liberty plapted apd pourished.
Hpd Wlplefope shall rerpaip,
Of that pilgrirp traip,
He’ll liberty, civil apd religious rpaiptaip,

Hpd thus shall fulfil his forefathers’ decree,
That Mary’s fair lapd be the lapd of the free.

Wl\ep sterp was the struggle ’gaipst oppressiop apd poW’r;
Hpd the patriot disdaiped his rights to surrepder,

The sop of the pilgrirp ip that tryipg hour,
Stood firrp ’ipopg the firrpest his couptry’s defepder.

Hpd where glory did slppe,
“ The old Marylapd lipe "
G-athered laurels Upfadipg its brows to eptwipe.

Guilford, CoWpeps, apd EutaW copfirnqed the decree,
That Mary’s fair lapd be the lapd of the free.

Where opce Was a desert, ap eippire behold,
Where laws, rights, apd liberties have equal dorqipiop.

Where freedorq of copsciepce here plapted of old,
Its blessipgs epjoys ’peath the eagles' broad pipiop,

Hpd pow hoart apd hapd,
Op this tirqe hopored strapd,
Where Freedorp her altar first reared ip our lapd ;

We swear to preserve Upiop apd liberty,
Hpd Mary’s fair lapd shall forever be free.

* Written at. the invitation of the Philodemic Society, Georgetown, 1842.
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TO ALMA

R. CHAIRMAN and Gentlemen: I
believe that on a first appearance be¬

fore you here, as mine is to-night, one
might, with hopes for your sympathy, ex¬
press at the outset his natural diffidence in
attempting to address you. A young man
may surely be pardoned a feeling of hesi¬
tation when called to his feet in the pres¬
ence of men all his seniors, most of them
already tempered and strengthened in the
crucible of the world’s experience into
which he has yet to be cast. But I must
say that for me the sensation in coming
here has not been that of entering an as¬
semblage utterly strange. It has seemed to
me throughout the evening that 1 have been
in an atmosphere with which ! have been
familiar,—an atmosphere, indeed, which I
seem to know well; and feeling so, in some
measure makes the way easier for me; but,
better still, it makes me the more proud of
my sonship to that grand old institution
which has been a parent to all of us here
present, and, believe me, 1 am sincerely
grateful for the privilege of a place in this
body which that parentage has earned
for me.

As the latest emissary to you from the
student years of “ cheerful yesterdays and
confident to-morrows,” I perhaps possess
an advantage, in that for me the pleasant
memories are still full of life and reality,
the perspective in the picture is still clearly
defined, the colors still fresh and bright,
since Time has not had the chance to mel¬
low them. But one characteristic of the

position, which 1 deem a disadvantage,

MATER.*

appeals to me forcibly; one feature is lack¬
ing which Time alone can introduce, and
that is the full appreciation of the debt
which the Georgetown boy owes to George¬
town. I am only sure that it is one of
those debts, like the debt of the child to its
parents, which never can be paid.

When she places before us the wisdom
of mankind, and asks that we freely par¬
take thereof to our minds’ content, she
proffers a boon for which no adequate ex¬
change can be rendered, for it is a boon
which no price can measure. Beyond that,
when she displays to us her roll of honor,
the influence for good may be made inesti¬
mable. The names of those who have

gone forth from her gates and proved
themselves worthy sons in letters, in com¬
merce, as merchants, scholars, statesmen,
and patriots, contain an inspiration for the
young, furnishing each one, be his tastes
or aptitudes what they may, with an ideal
toward which he individually may strive.
In one, perhaps, the sight may for the first
time call to life the bacillus of that divine

light which men call genius; for others,
less richly endowed, her history may be the
first strong stimulus to that noble persever¬
ance in labor which makes success.

I do not wish to be understood as voicing
the visionary promises too often fatal at the
very beginning of life, but I state my
honest belief that no one can live in the
shadow of “ Old North ” and not feel some

thrill from the traditions that hover about
the place,—no one can spend his youth’s
years within those gray walls and remain

♦Delivered at Georgetown Alumni Ileunion, Philadelphia, January 21, 1901, by John W. Hallahan.
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callous to the high encouragement to do
something well that is offered him by
every page of their history.

And so, gentlemen, I think you will agree
with me that every worthy impulse, every
inspiration to honest effort in after life
which we derive from Georgetown’s teach¬
ing, her associations, and the story of her
bright part as she tells it to us, creates on
our part an obligation to her which any of
us will find it difficult to cancel. And I put
it as the particular characteristic of my po¬
sition that it is impossible for me, and for
a while must remain impossible for me, to
understand fully the weight and magni¬
tude of that obligation, since it is only now
a matter of months since my turn came,
in the course of human affairs, to finally
leave her behind.

Of the Georgetown of to-day, some of
you know it as well as I; to those who do
not, 1 would say that it may safely be left
to the care of the present wise administra¬
tion. 1 do not profess to know what are
Father Whitney’s affiliations in national
politics, but, judging from his conduct of
affairs at Georgetown, I should be inclined
to infer that he is an expansionist of the
most ideally advanced type. No higher
tribute can be paid him than to say that for
progressive wisdom, breadth, judgment and
foresight, he is a fit and worthy successor
to all of those great ones who have pre¬
ceded him in his high office.

It only remains for me to add my confi¬
dent hope that the years to come will be as
rich in honor for Alma Mater as all the years
that have gone; that she continue in her
noble and useful career with as great suc¬
cess as has attended her career thus far;
that she shall keep her course unerringly,

unceasingly, unhurriedly and undelayed,
whatever the obstacles that rise in the way;
that for the generations to come she shall
be the safe, kind guide that she has been
for us, always “ alluring to brighter worlds
and leading the way.” And whatever the
difficulties that she yet may have to over¬
come, they can only serve to make the
peace of her triumph the more beautiful
and lasting, so that she shall stand out be¬
fore the sons of our children’s children as

admirable and grand as to-day she is to
us,—in the simile of Goldsmith:
“As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,
Swells from the vale and midway leaves the storm,
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are

spread,
Eternal sunshine settles on its head.”

TO MAECENAS.

HOR., BOOK I, ODE XX.

Come friend, though I can offer thee
From clay cups, Sabine wine at best:

And yet ’tis more than gold to me,
To thee—well it may add a zest
To know the wine was sealed and laid at

rest,

In Grecian jars, on that great day
The dense theatre ci ied thy name,

Till doubling echoes far away
From Tiber, whence thy fathers came
From Vatican, gave back the same.

And home the vintage shall be thine
Sweet Caecuban, and thine once more

The rich grape of Calenian vine.
Clean are my cups of Formian store,
And red fruit that Falernus bore.

W. K. WlMSATT. ’00.
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WINTER.
Naked as is the wintry wood,
My soul is in her wintry mood,
Like leaves the cold wind whirleth by
My withered hopes around me lie.
Gone is the bird whose golden tune
Once in my heart made golden J une;
Then all my heart was as a rose
In loveliness of joy that grows.

The wood will take new leaf in spring,
But hope's new leaf can April bring ?
When April eves begin to burn
Will love, my singing-bird, return ?

P. J. C.

CONCERNING POLITICS.

In politics ? Oh ! I’m for gold—
It’s shining in her tresses,

A tangled mass of curl and fold,—
By Jove! I know I am for gold!
That gleaming mesh men’s hearts enfold—

’T was made for their caresses;

My politics ? Why, I’m for gold—
Whene’er I see her tresses.

But sometimes I’m for silver, too—
The silver in her laughter—

And if you heard you’d say you knew
Just why I am for silver, too—
The melody that rings so true,

The dimples coming after—
Just say that I’m for silver, too,

The silver in her laughter.
The truth to tell, I’m on the fence—

And, prithee, who can blame me;
In politics I’m slightly dense,
And so, you see, I’m on the fence,
Again, the “ walks ” are near, and hence

A mugwump all proclaim me,
And say that I am on the fence,—

Now, prithee, who can blame me ?
B., ’04.
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IN THE “ BREAKER.”
(BASED ON A TRUE INCIDENT.)

IT was Christmas Eve, and the grimy-facedboys who worked in the Carbonville
coal-breaker were filled with cheery antici¬
pations of what the morrow held in store
for them. There was a poorly repressed
hilarity on the surface that every now and
then broke forth in the form of shouts,
snatches of song, and, occasionally, ter¬
minated in a mimic battle in which lumps
of slate and coal were the weapons. Old
“ Uncle Johnnie,” the “ boss,” had seen

many similar scenes, and thought that he
knew how to deal with them, but to-day,
though he waved his stout stick at the dis¬
turbers and raised his cracked voice in

quavering protest, the fun continued un¬
abated.

He sat in his patched arm-chair at the
“ head ” of the coal-breaker,— a poor,
wasted, white-haired old man, bent with
the weight of years,—and glared down at
the impish lads who sat astride the chutes.
His lungs, choked with coal dust that had
gathered there during his quarter of a cen¬
tury of life in the breaker, made but little
noise, even when he shouted at his fullest
power, and now his cry of: “ Pick ye’r
slate, ye rascals! ” was scarcely audible.
But even the animal spirits of the young
become exhausted in time, and towards the
afternoon the boys became more quiet and
orderly. “ Uncle Johnnie ” had a little
rest as a result, and when a party of gentle¬
men came in to look through the breaker,
he showed them his department with the
usual air of superiority which he felt be¬
came his position.

“Ye’ see,” he said, “ this is where the coal
is separated from the slate. Up above
there is where it’s smashed up; then it
comes down here, an’ aich carful goes into
a chute be itself. Thin these boys, below
ye’, sittin’ asthride the chutes, pick out the
lumps of slate, d'ye see.”

“ The boys seem to be very mischiev¬
ous,” said one of the gentlemen who had
been looking down into the fifty impish
faces that were, just then, turned in his
direction.

“ Mischeevous, did ye say ? Mister, ye
don’t half know thim! They’re born
divils, most uv thim! I’ve been in here
for twinty-five years, an’, belave me, 1 know
thim—ay, 1 do that. 1 know thim !” A
piece of slate, propelled by one of the “ born
divils,” knocked the old man’s hat off, and
groaningfrom the exertion of picking it up,
he turned with indignation, manifest in
both voice and manner, to resume the con¬
versation.

“ You’ve worked here a good, long time,
Uncle,” said the gentleman who had been
conversing with him.

“ Wurrked, did ye say ? I’ve wurrked
here all of fifty years to this very day, be¬
tween the mines an’ the breaker. The first
car of coal that this company mined I
shoved out uv the mines into daylight with
me own hands, on Christmas Eve fifty
years ago. 1 was only a greenhorn thin,
d’ye see, an’ I was sthrong an’ young.
Misther James, the ould man, was a great
frind to me in thim days. Oh, indade, he
tuk care of me, and his son afther him;
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an’ before they sold the mines, Hinnery—
that’s his son, ye know—says to me:
‘ Johnnie,’ says he, ‘ whin ye’ve wurrked
for us fifty years I’ll give ye a nice prisint,
an’ if ye’d like to stop wurrk I’ll give ye a
pinshun.’ ‘ Misther Hinnery/ says I, ‘ I’m
thankful to ye, but I can never stop wurrk.
I’ve wurrked all me life, an’ it’s betther to
wear out than to rust out.’ Well, it was
a few months afther that they sold the
mines, but I know that Hinnery will re¬
member me just the same. They say he’s
over in the ould counthry now, but I know
that he won’t forget me.”

The old man rambled on in this way
until the breaker whistle blew its “all-over ”

signal, and the boys, with an ear-splitting
yell, rushed pell-mell out of the tall, black
building. It was pay day, and shortly after¬
wards “ Uncle Johnnie” hobbled after the
crowd in the direction of the paymaster’s
office. On the way he met one of the
mine foremen, and he could not resist the
temptation to talk on the matter that was
uppermost in his thoughts.

“ This is me anniversary,” said he. “ I’ll
be wurrkin’ fifty years to-day, an’ Misther
Hinnery—the Lord ha’ mercy on his
father—has a nice prisint waitin’ for me at
the office. I’m goin’ to buy some nice toys
for me grandchild;en. There’s a tine ingin’,
the grandest ever ye seen, down on Main
street, and that’s for little Mike, an’ for
Maggie I’m goin’ to buy the foinest doll in
the town.”

“ Do you live with your son now ? ”
asked his companion.

“ No,” the old man replied, a wistful
smile creeping around the corners of his
quaint old mouth ; “ I lived there awhile
after I buried me wife—God be good to
her!—but 1 never could get along with

Mary Ann—that’s his wife ye know. I
belave I’m cranky be reason of bein over
boys so long; but I have no hard feelins
agin them. I have me own little place
when I tuk Mary afther I married her out
uv Misther Jones’ house—she was his cook

ye know. But she’s dead now these twinty
years.” The old man sighed, and tried,
with trembling fingers, to light his black
clay pipe.

“ But won’t selling the mines to this new
company hurt your chances ? I hear that
they are going to put in a new lot of men.”

The old man regarded the speaker with
amazement. “ What! hurt me that’s been
here for fifty years ? Arrah it’s jokin ye
are! Sure Misther Hinnery saw to that
before he left ! ”

(f\ hope you’re right Uncle,” said his
companion, as they parted company, for
they were now at- the office. Patiently
Uncle Johnnie waited his turn at the little
window and received the envelope contain¬
ing his pay for the month.

“ Is there anything else,” he asked, push¬
ing his shrivelled face close to the wicket,
expectation plainly shown in his voice and
demeanor.

“ Yes, Uncle,” said the clerk, handing
him another envelope. “ Remember it is
not my fault. I’m sorry ! ” Paying no
heed to the words of the clerk, Uncle
Johnnie grasped the envelope with trem¬
bling fingers, and hurried out of the throng
murmuring: “ I knew he wouldn’t forget
me. I knew it! ” Then, tearing the en¬
velope open, he found inside a type-written
slip of paper. “ I can’t read here,” he
said, “ I’ll go back to the breaker and get
me glasses.”

He hastened back to his post of duty,
seated himself in his chair, and, after light-
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ing a piece of tallow candle, adjusted his
spectacles; then, with a smile of satisfac¬
tion on his face, he began to spell out the
words of the letter. But after awhile the
smile died away and a look of bewilder¬
ment succeeded it. Again and again, run¬
ning his grimy finger over the paper, he
repeated the words, and then he passed his
hand over his throbbing head as if to re¬
assure himself that he was not dreaming.

“No! no! It can’t be that,” he said, and
again he read aloud what seemed to him
too cruel to be true.

“ Carbonville, Pa., Dec. 23, ’99-
“Mr. John Reagan: The company re¬

grets to inform you that after to-day we
will be obliged to dispense with your serv¬
ices. Your great age no longer allows you
to perform your duties to our satisfaction.

“ Sincerely,
“ J. D. Clellan, Sec’y.”

There was no doubt about the meaning
of the letter now. “ Fifty years to-day!”
he murmured, and then, standing up, he
dropped the bit of paper at his feet and
took a look around the gaunt, dark cham¬
ber, where he had spent the better part of
his life. As he looked, two big tears welled
out of his sunken eyes and dimmed the
farewell glance that he would take. “ Fifty
years! an’ now I’m too old! Oh God,
forgive them !” A great wave of grief and
indignation—the grief of a man who has
lost his faith in human kind—surged up in
him, and he tottered back in the chair and
sobbed a strange choked sob that echoed
and re-echoed through the corners of the
deserted building. Then all was silent, and
after awhile the darkness came, but still he
sat, heaped up in his arm-chair, his head
resting on his hands, alone in the desolation
of his grief. * * * *

For months after this Uncle Johnnie
could be seen wandering through the streets
of the little mining town, with the nervous
restlessness that comes to the old who, after
a life of hard work, are compelled to forego
their accustomed occupations. An irre¬
sistible impulse drew him daily to the
neighborhood of the breaker, and he could
be seen watching the building from afar
with a pathetic interest. Suddenly remem¬
bering his position, he would repair to the
flagman’s hut, at a nearby railroad cross¬
ing, and dilate upon the incapacity of the
“

young Dutchman ” who had taken his
place, and predict ruin and disaster to the
“ new ” company. Each day his faded
coat grew more ragged, and his frame be¬
came more bowed and shaky. Sometimes
he would have a gleam of hope that after
all “Mister Hinnery” had not forgotten
him, and in these periods he would haudb
the village post-office at the four dai;y
mails, waiting with a pitiable nervousness
for news of his reinstatement.

As summer drew nigh his hopes faded
away and he fell into a mute apathy. His
son, through some political influence,
secured work for him on the street repair¬
ing force, and gradually he gave up all
hope of retrieving his old position.

One night, late in the Autumn, when he
was dragging his feeble limbs homeward
after a hard day’s work, he heard his name
called as he passed the post-office. Turn¬
ing to inquire the cause of this salute, he
saw the postmaster coming out of the office
with a letter. “ It’s for you,” said the
postmaster handing it to him.

“ Would ye read it f’r me ? ” said Uncle
Johnnie, his voice trembling with excite
ment.
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“Certainly,” said the postmaster, and
unsealing the envelope he began :

Berlin, September 20th, 1900.
Mr. John Reagan.

Dear Friend: 1 have learned that the P.
and D. Company who purchased our prop¬
erty have, through some misunderstanding
not only neglected to carry out my in¬
structions concerning the Christmas gift
which 1 promised you, but have also in¬
flicted a great wrong on you by discharging
you from their employ. Knowing the es¬
teem in which you were held by my de¬
ceased father, and appreciating the faithful
service which you rendered to our interests
during half a century, 1 feel that I can do
little to make reparation for the great
wrong done to you. However, I enclose
a check for $500.00 and have recom¬
mended you to Mr. C. of the P. R. and

W. railroad, of which I am a director, for
a position as flagman at a crossing in your
town. 1 feel that this work will be con¬

genial to you and you may expect to hear
from Mr. C. in a few days. Again ex
pressing my regret at the indignity pu
upon you, I remain,

Very sincerely,
Henry James.

“ Here’s the check,” said the postmaster.
“ An’ it’s worth five hundred dollars,”

said Uncle Johnnie blankly.
“ Yes,” said the postmaster. “ Besides

you’ll have the position of flagman.”
“ Oh, thin God be praised ! ” exclaimed

Uncle Johnnie, “ That’s a grand job !
1 always said Mr. Hinnery had too much
of the ould man’s nature to forget me! ”

John A. Foote.

TO VIRGIL.
HOR. BOOK I, ODE XXIV.

What shame or bounds can be
In grief and longing, for a friend so dear ?
O Muse, teach me a dirge, Jove gave to thee

The lyre and accents clear!
Ah ! can sleep endless bind

Quintilius? When, O Truth and Honor fair—
Right’s sister, Purity—when will ye find

One with him to compare ?
Good men his death bewail

None, Virgil, more than you. You claim him now
Who was but loaned, not given ; of no avail

Your prayer and fruitless vow
What tho’ a lyre you played

More sweet than one the trees have listened to,
Would life return unto his bloodless shade,

When loathing to undo
For prayers stern Fate’s decrees,

Great Mercury has placed him in his band of night ?
’Tis hard. But patience bears with ease

What cannot be set right.
Hugh J. Fegan, ’01.
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A STORY OF SACRIFICE.

HEN the fatal storm of September
the 8th laid Galveston in ruins the

press of the country highly praised the
many associations formed for the purpose
of relieving the inhabitants of the stricken
city. The self-sacrificing spirit of those
men and women, who went to labor
among the sufferers, was held up for the
admiration of all, and justly so. The
secular dailies and magazines, however,

were slow to give due recognition to the
heroic sisters and priests who cared for,
and succored the afflicted during that
fatal night. Many, indeed, are Avortliy
of it, but none more so than the Jesuit
Fathers of the Sacred Heart Church and
St. Mary’s University. Their property
in Galveston occupies, or rather did
occupy, a whole block of ground ex¬
tending from Thirteenth to Fourteenth
streets, and from Sealy avenue to Broad¬
way. Here, on the terrible night, 400
refugees wTere gathered. The storm piled
up wreckage and debris twelve feet high
on three sides of the church property.
Almost every house in the vicinity of
the church was demolished, and towards
the church the afflicted made their way,
some being carried thither by the fury of
the wind. The little religious community
was gathered to welcome and provide for
the sufferers; and within their Avails
twenty families Avere provided Avith living
quarters, while fifty maimed and Avounded
refugees Avere nursed back to life in the
hospital established in the University.
As the storm increased in fury and section
after section of the University fell be¬
neath the onslaught of the wind and
Avater, the terror-stricken refugees were
piloted from place to place, and not a
person was lost or injured. Four hundred
souls Avere saved and cared for by this
little band; for there Avere only tAventy in
the community, but they proved equal to
the emergency. Some of the religious
brought the refugees into the church;
others stationed along the halls succored
the storm-afflicted; Avhile the rest Avent
among the rescued, nursing and consol¬
ing them. The community-rooms were
placed at the service of the women and
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children, the private apartments of the
Fathers were converted into hospital
wards, and the small amount of food¬
stuff that was saved in the store-room

was distributed among the sufferers,
while not a member of the community
tasted food for twenty-four hours. Noth¬
ing that could be done to alleviate the
terror-stricken and homeless was left

undone; no privation was considered too
hard to be borne, if thereby some one of
the sufferers might be relieved; they
gave home and food to the homeless,
and surely, their noble self-sacrifices
ought never to be forgotten by the people
of Galveston.

* * * *

We have received the following com¬
munication from the Inaugural Commit¬
tee, 1901:

“Dear Sir: With a view of inspiring
patriotism in the young men of our coun¬
try by means of the object-lesson which
the inaugural ceremonies will present,
the Inaugural Committee has the honor
to exteud through you an invitation to
the student body of your institution to
participate in the inaugural parade of
March 4,1901.

“A similar invitation has been sent to
all the leading American colleges and
universities, with the hope of having as
many of them as possible, whether large
or small, represented on the above occa¬
sion. It is earnestly requested that you
give this movement your hearty approval,
and either in person or through a com¬
mittee of your selection present this
matter for the students’ consideration in
mass meeting assembled.

“ It is desired for obvious reasons that
the committee be informed at the earliest
date practicable of the representation, if
any, it may expect from your institution.

“ Respectfully,
“Chairman Intercollegiate Committee.”

THE JOURNAL ARTIST.

In “ College Chums,” an illustrated
calendar for the present year, Mr. John
E. Sheridan, ’01, has realized the best
hopes of his friends, won the admiration
of Washington’s art critics, and given
promise of becoming in a few years one
of America’s foremost illustrators in
black and white. The calendar consists
of a series of five mounted pictures typi¬
cal . of college life, conveniently caught
together by tiny ribbons, so that the
drawings may be detached and framed, or
used as they are, in decorating one’s room.

There is no college man at present
whose work is comparable to Mr. Sheri¬
dan’s, with the possible exception of
Stanlaw’s, who is already in vogue and
well known. The latter’s work, however,
is of a type so utterly removed from Mr.
Sheridan’s that a comparison would be
unfair and unjust to both.

The drawings composing “ College
Chums ” have been compared by many to
the mature work of Gibson and Christy.
Mr. Sheridan smiles knowingly when such
a remark is made in his presence; and yet
he has just as surely developed a type of
the American college man and woman as
either of these famous illustrators has

produced an American society man and
woman distinctively his own.

“ College Chums ” is unique among the
present year’s calendars. It makes an at¬
tractive favor for a german or cotillion,
and an acceptable and tasty present to
college man or woman.

“ College Chums ” may be ordered from
the Georgetown College Journal,
Washington, D. C. Price, 50 cents. Post¬
paid to any part of the United States, 60
cents.
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IN HONOR OF MR. JUSTICE WHITE.

AT a social gathering and the festiveboard, the University lately did
honor to one of her most distinguished
sons. Mr. Justice White of the United
States Supreme Court, was the bright
particular star around whom were grouped
a galaxy of our eminent old students sup¬
plemented by some of the nobilities of the
land. The Reverend Father Rector had
sent out a choice number of invitations for
the banquet on the evening of Saturday,
the 19th ult., and many more would have
met with a personal response, if the pre¬
valence of grippe had not prevented. As
it was, the recipient of this mark of
Georgetown’s affection and pride, had
reason to be gratified with the attendance.
Our guests, themselves honored in their
various professions, were ready to recog¬
nize the abilities that have raised him to
his splendid position and to treat him
with the intimacy and congeniality
that spring from early college associa¬
tion. Moreover, as some had not seen
their class-mates at the annual alumni

banquet, the night offered the additional
pleasure of a reunion.

The company met Justice White as he
stood near the old Leonard Calvert table
in the brilliant large parlor. Ranks
were formed, and marshalled by such
imposing leaders as the Justice and the
Reverend President, proceeded through
the main corridor with its unique as well as

magnificent decorations. They looked at
the silver shields on the pilasters which
some day may perpetuate their names

either as Alumni Illustres or Benefactores:
so the inscriptions read. They noted too
the changes, or rather beautiful trans¬
formations, wrought in all the space they
traversed to the refectory with its renova¬
ted charms, enhanced with the fragrance
of roses red and white, with clustered ex¬
otics and all the elegance of its table ap¬
pointments. In our modern day perhaps
they did not wish they were boys again !
Around tables arranged in the form of
the letter T with Reverend Father Rector
at the centre of the cross-bar and Justice
White at his right, were seated :

Dr. S. S. Adams, John G. Agar, Rev. F.
Barnum, S. J., E. D. F. Brady, John Lee
Carroll, M. J. Colbert, Francis A. Cun¬
ningham, William H. Dennis, Robert M.
Douglas, Rev. E. X. Fink, S. J., Geo. E.
Hamilton, Charles N. Harris, Anthony A.
Hirst, Rev. Rene Holaind, S. J., Dr. Taber
Johnson, Charles B. Kenny, Dr. Ernest
Laplace, Dr. T. F. Malian, Harry E.
Mann, Col. Henry May, William V.
McGrath, Jr., Justice Joseph McKenna,
Dr. J. F. Moran, Justice Martin F. Mor¬
ris, Gen. E. C. O’Brien, Maurice O’Con¬
nell, Patrick H. O’Donnell, William F.
Quicksall, Col. G. C. Reid, E. Francis
Riggs, Rev. Henry J. Shandelle, S. J., Rev.
Dr. D. J. Stafford, Albert Stickney, Dr.
G. T. Vaughan, Rev. J. Barry Smith, S. J.

If the report of the good cheer that
rules at Georgetown under a chef that
would do credit to the best of our hotels
had not already reached the guests, they
had practical experience of it, and were
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not silent in expressing their satisfaction.
But, after all, it was the comradeship and
reminiscences, the wit and anecdote that
gave zest and effervescence to this ban¬
quet of Old Boys. As the dinner was
primarily one of gentlemen and acquaint¬
ances, it was arranged that it should be
informal and that the general flow of
conversation should be disturbed by no
speeches. At the end the Reverend Father
Rector arose, and with his accustomed
pointand brevity proposed the toast,which
was drunk standing, in these words:

“Gentlemen, Alumni of Georgetown,
Members of the various Faculties, and
friends of Georgetown: Since the days
of William Gaston, first student of George¬
town, Congressman and Judge, there is no
name among the thousands enrolled on
our lists which Georgetown holds more
illustrious than the name of him who is
our guest this night. He left here forty
years ago to become a soldier in the
armies of the Confederacy. Whether as
a soldier or as a member of the bar of
the city of New Orleans, as Senator of
the United States or as Judge upon the
bench of the most august court in Chris¬
tendom, wre have watched his career with
pardonable pride, and have rejoiced in the
glory which it has shed upon his Alma
Mater. But, gentlemen, this is a family
festival, and not an occasion for eulogies
and lengthy speeches. I have risen merely
to propose the one toast of the evening,
the health of our very illustrious guest,
Mr. Justice White, of the Supreme
Court.”

The reply of Justice White evidently
came from the heart of a great man with
simple and fervent spontaneity. He told
the company that he had been entrapped
into this reception at the naive sugges¬
tion of the Reverend Father Rector, that
he would meet a little circle of friends

and cronies. After assuring them that
he submitted to the ovation with his best

grace and gratitude, he paid a charming
tribute to the Jesuit Fathers, with whom
he had been associated for so many years
in the South. He regretted that he had
not stayed to graduate at Georgetown,
but convinced all of his desire to amend
for this by his filial attachment to the
venerable University, and his abiding in¬
terest and co-operation in every field of
progress and development in which it is
her ambition and her glory still to
advance.

After the speaker had bowed his ac¬

knowledgments to the hearty ovation with
which his words were followed, an ad¬
journment was made to the Senior library.
This splendid room afforded opportunities
for groups to be formed, new acquaint¬
ances to be made and the sparkling chat
to be continued without any order of
“ lights out ” in prospect. The feature
of this postprandial entertainment was
the reading of Judge Doyle’s letter by the
Secretary of the Alumni, Mr. Brady. It
is a delicious morceau. It will afford all
the non-participants of the Justice White
Banquet a dish which they will relish
even more than royal turtle or imperial
terrapin.

“ Menlo Park, Cal.,
“January 9, 1901.

“ Dear Father Whitney : I had the
pleasure a few days since of receiving
your invitation to dinner for the 19th in¬
stant, to meet Mr. Justice White, of the
United States Supreme Court, for which,
and the kind remembrance it manifests,
accept my thanks. I have also your
private note saying how you would all be
pleased if I felt able to accept the invi¬
tation. Need I say how heartily I concur
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m that sentiment, or how sincerely I
would share your pleasure ? It would
mean that I was again young enough and
strong enough to undertake a three-
thousand-mile railroad ride, and that in
midwinter; that would prolong my lease
of life by at least twenty years, and at
the end of that term graduate me as a
centenarian. Your suggestion of under¬
taking such a journey recalls to my mind
an example of the changes that have
come about since I first became a student
of Georgetown, a little over sixty-nine
years ago!

“We left New York at 7 A. M. by
steamboat for South Amboy, which we
reached by half-past ten. There we em¬
barked in Concord coaches mounted on

railroad trucks, and each drawn by a
single horse. Nine passengers inside and
a couple more above with the driver, we
speeded across the State of New Jersey
(changing horses about every eight miles)
to Burlington, where we again took boat
and reached Philadelphia at about 8
P. M., dusty and weary from our enormous
day’s journey of ninety miles—

“ Jam Nox inducere terris
Umbras et coelo diffundere signa parabat.”

and we were happy to get to bed. Speak¬
ing of our speed, people said it Avas prodi¬
gious. A year or two earlier the same
trip had consumed two full days. Next
morning we were off for Baltimore, again
by steamboat, and crossing Delaware,
from Newcastle to Frenchtown, in a rail¬
road car propelled by steam ! That was
indeed an innovation. The car was en¬

tered from a door in the side, and its
interior formed a long ellipse, with cush¬
ioned seats all around the sides and ends.
The whole twenty miles between the two
great bays were traversed in about an
hour ! Still more prodigious, and again
we pushed on by steamboat and reached
Baltimore by evening, where we were en¬
tertained at Barnum’s Hotel, hospitio
modico, sleeping on feather beds in great
four-post bedsteads, It was midsum¬
mer, but that made no difference; we

‘slept the sleep of the just’ when he is
very tired. Again in the morning our
journey was resumed, and this time by
coach. There were two rival lines. Belt-
schoover’s was the opposition line, and,
on general principles, should have been
preferred; but we were now very far from
home and in a strange country. These
things counselled prudence, and the fact
that Stockton & Stokes’ coaches carried
the United States mail, was supposed to
afford some guaranty against unforeseen
contingencies; and so we pocketed our
principles and gave ourselves up to the
care of Messrs. Stockton & Stokes. They
put us into another Concord coach,which,
drawn by four horses, carried nine pas¬
sengers inside, beside three or four more
on top with the driver, to balance the
load of baggage stowed behind, in what
was called the boot. What jolting! What
bumping! What shaking! What bruises,
bumps, and thumps !—
Corporis in partem, quam versu dicere non est

Thus we went on for forty parasangs,—
miles I mean,—to Washington, where
after seven or eight hours of dust and
sweating and bumping, we pulled up at
Gadsby’s hotel on the Avenue where we
had been recommended to stop. Next
day my brother and myself were enrolled
on the College books as students.

Such was the journey from the com¬
mercial to the political capital of the
country, in 1832. We found Father Tom
Mulledy (weight 240 pounds and every
pound of solid good nature and genial
kindness) President; Father Ryder, Vice-
President ; Father Grace, Prefect of
Studies; Father George Fenwick teach¬
ing First Humanities (which became my
class), and dear old Father Curley—
straightest of men—for he had not a
crooked hair in his head or thought in
his mind, was instructing in Physics and
higher mathematics.

At that time an American packet ship,
famed as they were for speed, would
make the passage from New York to
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Liverpool in three weeks, and returning,
the contrary way, might he expected to
take double the time by reason of the
force of the Gulf-stream and the preva¬
lence of Westerly winds. To come to
California from any place within the
United States, was a six-months’ journey,
counted from the time when you got an
opportunity to start, and such opportuni¬
ties were far from frequent. Now were
I able to accept your invitation, I could
take the train in San Francisco next

Monday, and without any interruption of
daily habits or customary comforts, my
regular meals, my bath, my sleep, be
landed in Washington in season to join
you in the tribute of respect you propose
to offer to Georgetown’s eminent son,
Mr. Justice White.

At the time I have been speaking of
when I was crossing Caesar’s bridge over
the Rhine with the aid of Father George
Fenwick, and that other bridge—dreaded
of school-boy jackies, the “pons asinor-
um”—under the guidance of Father, Grace
the place, whence now I write, was an
insignificant spot on a Mexican ranch of
some 40,000 acres, not marked on any
map, and known only by the name of a
Spanish insect. Now I am within musket
shot of a great University with a corps
of professors in every branch of human

knowledge and twelve to fourteen hun¬
dred students, a great theological semin¬
ary, and numerous preparatory schools of
a high order of merit.

But if times change, it is also true that
we change with them. I have become a
very old man, a sort of Nestor, in the pro¬
fession from the labours of which physi¬
cal decay has driven me, surviving all
who were my contemporaries, and ques¬
tioning myself like Nestor of old,

“cur haec iu tempora duret.
Quid facinus dignum tarn longo admiserit aevo.”

I can only join you heartily in spirit and
so unite in paying honour to your chief
guest, and in wishing him all blessings
and happiness including as distinguished
a career on the bench as any of the great
men who have adorned the position which
he so acceptably fills.

Very truly yours,
John T. Doyle.

Rev. John D. Whitney, S. J.,
President of Georgetown University.

As the guests went out into the frosty
night they could not but feel the warmth
of Georgetown’s cordiality, and flush with
pride over her sons, her faculty and her
distinguished friends.

AN EVENING PASTURELAND.

Deep where the skies unroll their blue-grass plains
A reed, more soft than ancient Pan could tune,
Undoes the burden of an oft-heard croon ;

Then, light as winds that waft the luring strains,
The shepherd of the clouds, from hidden lanes,
Bids out his merry flock, and feasting soon
Is royal—never tribe more liked its boon—

Till pipes the herdsman westward-home refrains,
The troopers gambol through a golden path,
For draughts that eve has welled without her gates;

Some dancing go, some lightning-browed in wrath
As if their memories were stored with hates;

Till drunk with surfeit of that nectared light,
The dream-born flock lies down to ashen night.

Michael Earls, A. M. ’97.
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FATHER WELCH FIFTY YEARS A JESUIT.

THE readers of the Journal areaware that the Rev. Father Welch
will be fifty years a Jesuit the seventh of
this month. We had hoped to emphasize
his Jubilee by pages of reminiscences
from several of his old pupils. Father
Browne alone has so far responded.
Others, doubtless, do not know that we

go to press so early, and we regret that
we have not their letters to insert in
this issue.

Seattle College,
Seattle, Wash., Jan. 9th, 1901.

Dear Father : I received your very
kind letter of December 30th, only to-day.
I thank you heartily for your reminder
of my duty to dear Father Welch on the
occasion of his coming jubilee. I shall
write him an affectionate line before
February 7th in answer to a long-un¬
answered letter of his which I have before
me.

It would be a “labor of love ” indeed
for me to relate all my reminiscences of
Father Welch during the past twenty-
two years of our friendship. A word
about some of them, however, as a Jesuit’s
life even out here on Puget Sound is
pretty busy. I have nothing startling to
tell of Father Welch—and for that mat¬

ter, I don’t think anyone else has either—
but what reminiscences come to me of his
Reverence- are very pleasant, I assure you.

I first met Father Welch in the class¬
room of Philosophy, I think, September,
1878, in the then small boys’ building,
second floor, on the Potomac side. Father
Richards taught us Physics in the cabi¬
net-class-room, opposite, on the north
side, and Mechanics in our class-room of
Philosophy. I was the first class-beadle
and consequently came into most pleasant
relations with these two Georgetown
Jesuits, whom I have ever since “cherish¬
ed in my heart of hearts.”

One of the sweetest and first memories
that conies to me of that month of Sep¬

tember is the “ conversion ” of Edward
Russell. Ed. was then a dear friend and
classmate of mine and at the time far
from being a fervent Catholic. This
latter fact had charitably reached the
ears of our apostolic professor, who had
begged me to bring him around. After
a Saturday afternoon’s stroll around
“ The Walks,” in which we had talked
the matter over quite seriously, Ed. and
I found ourselves at the door of Father
Welch’s room, third floor, old Infirmary
building, first door to left at head of
stairs, with windows looking down on
St. Joseph’s garden. When I last saw
Father Welch, three years ago, he was still
in his old room. There I left him and
passed through the dear old chapel, now
only a pious memory, on the way up to
my room. I can truly say I was perfectly
happy an hour later when my friend came
in with smiles to tell me his confession had
been made. We went to Holy Commun¬
ion together every Sunday till June.
Father Welch nearly cried when I told
him before commencement day Ed. was
not going with me to the Novitiate of the
Society. Ed. could, for Sunday after Sun¬
day during a half-hour’s thanksgiving,
listen to the clatter of forks and spoons
below, with a full knowledge that the
beefsteak would be cold, and I never could
get it out of my head that he would not
have made a good Jesuit. He is a lawyer
now, I hear in Chicago. I looked for his
name in the Chicago directory August,
’93, and September, ’97, when passing
through, but did not find him. I hope
he cherishes the memory of Father
Welch’s kindness and more.

We boys thought Father Welch a most
delightful professor of Philosophy. I
still say “ mea culpa ” for my carelessness
in the daily essays we had to present and
in my poor repetitions. The temptations,
arising from baseball, football, the river,
the presence of Billie Carvill, Hamilton,
Farish and George Oxnard among us in
“ Mount Rascal,” were too much for me
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I remember once going to the afternoon-
class of Ethics, very imperfectly pre¬
pared, and receiving an “ optime ” from
Father Welch for a repetition in which I
was wonderfully assisted by a book held
in the proper light by my friend Billie.
I never could get Father Welch to be¬
lieve me guilty of this, even after I had
confessed it most humbly in after years.

I feel certain that all the members of
the class of ’79 recall with pleasure the
fact of how we innocently every time a
damp day came round, inveigled Father
Welch into an explanation of how the
spots appeared on his new class-platform,
after Father Richard’s mishap with his
“ Chemical Harmonicon ”— we used to

open windows and door for five minutes
before class and let the dampness be ab¬
sorbed by the “ FI Cl,” of which “ traces
ever remained”—and how we convinced
him that “Edward ” wasn’t as truthful
about his not-smoking, as our Rev. pro¬
fessor was inclined to believe. A few
puffs of smoke into the pages of Ed.
Russell’s essay, left unguarded, did the
trick. Shall I here tell that “ Farish and
Carvill” were sometimes a little more

malicious and made sure of success by
bringing down their old pipes.

Father AVelcli was exceedingly kind
and considerate to us in those days of
youthful wickedness. For myself, I never
compared dear old Father Curley, who
taught us Astronomy Friday afternoons,
with him in this particular. Let me ex¬
plain—Carvill, Farish and Brown had
been tempted too strongly one Friday
after dinner to try the river for a forbid¬
den skate. We intended to come home
safely with the crowd at the end of
“recreation before supper.” But at 3
o’clock, in cutting a back-circle too far
out and from the shelter of the river-
bank, I thought I saw the old Infirmary
telescope pointed directly at us. The
guilty conscience of my two companions
forced us all to the same conclusion.
To “ prove an alibi ” by means of dear
old Father Curley was a happy suggestion
from some one and unanimously ap¬
proved by all. Up the hill we started by

3cj

way of the barn and, to omit infinite diffi¬
culties, reached our class-room door with¬
out detection. While Father Curley was
drawing a tangent to the sun from the
earth Carvill reached his seat in safety.
Farish succeeded likewise while other
planets were making their appearance,
and I was left alone in my glory. The
hour was nearly up and while a “ diffi¬
culty ” was being answered I thought I
had “ touched home safely.” A moment
later the prayer for the end of class
was said, and Father Curley came down
to me in great haste to say, “ Mr. Brown,
you were just fifty-nine minutes too late
to class this afternoon.” And therefore
I said above that Father Welch and
Father Curley were not to be compared
with each other in one regard at least.

I am sure there will be many older
friends of Father Welch during his jubi¬
lee to tell the story of his holy life for so
many years in the society. I only know
that the example of the many virtues
which he practised shone like a beacon
light before us boys, drawing us irresist¬
ibly to good. I loved to hear Father
Welch preach his simple, heartfelt ser¬
mons. He was my confessor for years.
I loved to tell him my troubles. I loved
ro receive liis advice. I loved to talk to
him and to hear him speak, especially
when he spoke of himself. I remember
how he told me the story of his conver¬
sion when I went to consult him about

my vocation, and read me a letter from
his novice-friend, Father Shaw, who had
graduated with him from Harvard, and,
like him, entered the Church and the
society. I have always prized a letter
from Father Welch, and for twenty-one
years he has been faithful with his four
pages, notwithstanding all my irregu¬
larity and neglect.

Across these 3,000 miles that separate
us I send heartiest congratulations and
well-wishes to our dear Father Welch,
and unite in the prayers of his thousands
of friends, north and south, east or west,
that God may let his virtues shine for
long years yet, to encourage us in the right
way. E. H. Browne, S. J.
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rHE literary perfection of many ofour January exchanges impressed
us so much that we could wish the
usual routine of things contradicted that
ancient platitude “ Christmas comes but
once a year.’’ Many of them are the em¬
bodiment of the Xmas spirit. Their
verse and prose are upon cheerful topics
and in each one seems an unexpressed
New Year resolution. We use “ unex¬

pressed ” in a formal sense, as the
contents of the January magazines, sug¬
gest most clearly the New Year resolu¬
tion that each has made. May they all
continue to improve.

The Inlander contains two Christ¬
mas poems that are Avorthy of notice.
“ Christmas all the Year ” voices a deep¬
ly religious sentiment, which is expressed
in words and meter that befit it. “Mistle¬

toe,” while not a piece of brilliant verse, is
cleverly done. The idea is original and
the meter runs smoothly. The fiction in
The Inlander is all that Ave could Avish
for in any magazine. “ Deep unto Deep ”
as a story is Avell Avritten but the plot is
founded on a psychological doctrine that
many of us think false.

The Mungret Annual is, as all good
annuals should be, devoted in a great
measure to its alumni, but within its well
filled pages are several articles that are of
literary and historical interest to all out¬
siders. As much of the work in this

magazine bears the stamp of the handi¬
work of men Avho have long since left the
ranks of college-writers, we hesitate to
criticise each article separately. The
Annual of nineteen hundred is worthy
of the high standard that Mungret bears
as an University-College, and compares
very faArorably with the excellent num¬
bers of past years. The racy spirit of
the Annual is invigorating, and the Old
Boy loyalty that it breathes promises Avell
for its future. We Avould like to see it a

quarterly or a monthly publication, for
we are desirous to keep in close touch
with college life across the water.

* * * #

“ Development of French Drama Avith
Reference to Corneille ” in the Vassar

Miscellany is a thorough study of a very
interesting subject. The Avriter gives us
a carefully Avritten criticism of Corneille’s
masterpiece “ The Cid,” and discusses

226



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 227

with a vigor that comes of knowledge the
influence of the French Academy upon
Corneille’s later works.

“ The Love of Aunt Jane ” is a pathetic
tale of a representative of a Southern
family. Usually such characters as those
in this story are overdrawn. “Miss Corne¬
lia” is a true daughter of the South and
Aunt Jane is a product of the South very
rarely depicted truthfully in literature,
especially by those “ Far from the Hills
of Habersham.” The editorial in the

Miscellany is a brief and concise appeal
to college girls that they by their actions
should win confidence in the higher edu¬
cation for women. It is a well worded

argument.
“At Bandom” and “About College”

have both contained cleverer work than
is in them for January.

* * * *

The Williams Literary Monthly for
December is devoted entirely to fiction
and verse. Of the verse we praise the
first poem, “A Christmas Song.” It is
from the pen of the “Lit’s” most faith¬
ful contributor, Mr. Martin—this, we

think, is sufficient praise. The stories are
all far above the ordinary college effort at
fiction. “American Beauties ” is cleverly
arranged. “An AEsopian Instance,” a

study of three small boys, shows a deli¬
cate sense of humor, that is well sus¬
tained throughout the story. “ The
Gilded Sign” is an instance where the
title spoils the story. “ Private Kelly’s
Christmas” is well written, hut, in our

opinion, a man should understand a
subject well before attempting to write
about it. If he does not understand it,
in his writing he may possibly do it an
injustice. “ Suggestions ” and “ Chat ”
are original and interesting.

Although the January number of the
Mount Holyohe is lacking in verse and
essay, the fiction and department work
make up for the deficiency. “Auf Wie-
dersehen ” is a well told story of the love
of a strong man for a pure girl. The
sentiment is pure, and for a love story it
is exceptionally interesting. “ In Short,”
as the name indicates, is a department for
etchings and short pieces that have no
definite place in a college magazine; yet
we must admit that it is in such pieces as
are here that we see college life as it is.
“ The Queen’s Proverb ” is the cleverest
of these small articles we have noticed

lately.
* # * *

The Christmas number of the Fordham

Monthly is a very creditable magazine.
If “ One from Many ” had been omitted,
it would have been still more creditable.
To be forced to read in the very first
pages of a magazine, such a version
of the ancient Christmas short story
causes one to rush over the rest of the

pages with a hurry born of a dread that
another version of the antique plot may
appear. Among the other articles, we
note “ The Holy House of Nazareth,” a
narrative of historical interest; “ A Hero
in Blue,” a continued story of the daring
deeds and happenings that a Northern
soldier met with during the Civil War;
“The Art of Translation ” is a convinc¬

ing little essay that should appeal to all
those who have known the joy of an at¬
tempted translation. It contains some
well expressed ideas upon the benefits of
translation and the words of caution at
the end to those who are prone to overuse
‘‘translations ” are not amiss.

A. C. Gracie, ’01.



LAW DEPARTMENT.

The Debating So¬
ciety of the Law
School held its first
public monthly de¬
bate at the Law
School building on
the evening of Dec.
8. The question

debated was, “ Resolved, That large com¬
binations of capital are detrimental to
the best interests of the people.” The
affirmative was upheld by Messrs. John
J. Mahoney, ’03, of Illinois, and Henry
V. Kane, ’02, of Wisconsin ; the negative
by Messrs. Frank S. Perry, ’02, of the
District of Columbia, and Frank J.
Hogan, ’02, of Georgia. The judges were
Messrs. A. P. Marston, John H. Davis,
and Howard Boyd.

The fight was evenly waged throughout,
and at no time during its continuance
could there have been given a judgment
clearly in favor of either side. Mr.
Marston, in rendering the decision of the
judges in favor of the negative, compli¬
mented both sides on the manner in which
the contest had been conducted, and said
that he and his colleagues had found great
difficulty in coming to a verdict in the
matter.

A very pleasing feature of the evening’s
programme was the mandolin selections
rendered by Professor Call an and Messrs.
J. A. Foote, J. G. Quinn, and Mr. Gran,
of the University Glee Association.

Mr. Mahoney, the first affirmative,
stated the question from the point of view
held by his side. He said, in part: “ We
are not opposed to reasonable combina¬
tions of capital. We are not opposed to
such combinations of capital as are nec¬
essary to carry on those enterprises which
are demanded by public necessity and
public convenience. What we object to
are those combinations which result from
the union of naturally competitive con¬
cerns under a centralized control. We in¬
sist that these are the objects of this
debate; that the term ‘large combina¬
tions of capital ’ covers this field.” Mr.
Mahoney maintained that the primary
aim of large combinations of capital is
monopoly, the evil effects of which upon
the interests of the people are, he added,
well known. He closed by asking the
judges to give the question under debate
a liberal interpretation and to consider
fully principles of justice and the indi¬
vidual rights of the people in forming
their judgment.

228
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Mr. Perry, the first negative, confined
himself largely to an exposition of the
question from his standpoint. He threw
the burden of proof upon the affirmative
and required them to show that the ma¬
jority of large combinations of capital are
detrimental; that the most prominent
tendencies of these combinations are to
become detrimental, and that the evils
attributed to them were essential to them
and could not be cured by proper legisla¬
tion. Mr. Perry denied the right of the
affirmative to circumscribe the universal¬
ity of the question, and maintained that
it extended to all time, and could not be
confined to the present.

Mr. Kane supported the affirmative on
the grounds that the natural end of large
combinations of capital is monopoly and
a consequent elimination of the individ¬
ual ; that such combinations are detri¬
mental to the best interests of the pro¬
ducer of the raw material, the consumer
of the finished product, and the wage-
earner. Mr. Kane contended that these
large combinations of capital degrade our
social condition, the mental and moral
tone of our business, and that they divert
our political organization from the com¬
monweal. Mr. Kane drew his proofs
from economic law and statistics and
made a strong plea for his side of the
question.

Mr. Hogan closed for the negative.
He disputed the affirmative’s interpreta¬
tion of the question, and would not allow
their claim that any large combination of
capital was excluded from the discussion.
He stated that corporations and combina¬
tions were the vitilization of the co-opera¬
tive spirit made necessary by the excep¬
tionally rapid industrial progress of our
country. After summarizing the argu¬
ments of the affirmative, he contended in
opposition that large combinations of
capital are economic and social advan¬
tages, tending to increase production, to
lower prices, to give more continuous
employment to a greater number of peo¬
ple, and to raise wages. In support of

his contentions, Mr. Hogan compared the
cost to consumers of necessaries now with
the cost before the era of combination.
He produced letters from leading labor
organizations showing increase in wages
in recent years. In conclusion, Mr. Hogan
said that if the affirmative were correct,
it was wrong to point with pride to the
wonderful achievements of the nineteenth

century.
As we go to press the law students are

well on toward the middle of the second
term, with nothing but Debating Society
activity and fruitless balloting in secret
conclaves on the part of the first-year
class in an effort to form a class organi¬
zation to vary the sombre routine of
lecture and quiz.

The schedule for the second term in¬
cludes torts, contracts, equity, common
law practice, probate practice, natural
law, and moot court. The first-year class
has four hours each week of torts and
four of contracts, in which latter subject
they are joined by the senior-year class in
repetition. The second and third year
classes together have four hours a week
of equity, the third-year class repeating.
The third-year class schedule includes
also three hours of common law practice,
one hour of probate practice, one hour of
natural law, and two hours of moot court
each week. The lecturers are Mr. C. A.
Douglas on Torts, Senator Louis E.
McComas on Contracts, Judge Seth Shep¬
ard on Equity, Judge C. C. Cole on Com¬
mon Law Practice, Mr. J. Kota McGill on
Probate Practice, Rev. Rene Holaind,
S. J., on Natural Law. As usual, Mr.
D. W. Baker presides over the sittings of
the Moot Court.

The first business before the Debating
Society at the opening of the new term
was the election of officers. The reor¬

ganization took place on the evening of
January 5. The officers chosen to con¬
trol the destinies of the society for the
current term, all members of the second-
year class, as required by the society con¬
stitution, are: President, Mr. Thomas
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Donovan Flynn, of Louisiana; Vice-
President, Edward F. Walsh, of Connec¬
ticut ; Secretary, Daniel S. Masterson, of
Pennsylvania; Treasurer, James M.Wat-
son, of Kentucky; Sergeant-at-Arms,
L. J. Cullen, District of Columbia. The
only office for which any contest was
made was the presidency. Mr. Flynn’s
opponent for that honor was Mr. Thomas
H. Tatum, of South Carolina. Mr.
Flynn’s skill as a debater, his known de¬
votion to the interests of the society, and
his consequent wide acquaintance among
the members of the society won him a
well merited victory over his no less able
antagonist, Mr. Tatum.

Mr. Flynn has since graciously shown
his appreciation of the worth of Mr.
Tatum as a man and as a member of the
Society by bestowing upon him the high¬
est honor at his disposal, the chairman¬
ship of the Collegiate Debate Committee.
Mr. Tatum’s assistants are Mr. W. Cleary
Sullivan, of the third year class and Mr.
J. A. Campbell of the first-year class.

The regular debate on the evening of
January 19th was upon the question,
“ Resolved, That the arbitration of Labor
disputes should be made compulsory.”
The debaters were Messrs. Williamson and
Armstrong, affirmative; Messrs. Hahn
and Finnegan, negative. On the merits
of the debate, the Society rendered a de¬
cision in favor of the negative.

Arrangements are now being made for
the next public debate to be held at the
Law School on the evening of January
26, when Messrs. J. Vincent Coughlan,
George E. Downing, James A. Toomy,
and Aloysius Holland Twibill will dis¬
cuss the question “ Resolved, that the
partition of China would be wholesome
to civilization.”

The first-year class holds a unique posi¬
tion among the classes that have entered
Georgetown University Law School.
After effecting a temporary organization
in November, a constitution was drawn
up and adopted. Since that time a num¬

ber of meetings have been held for the
purpose of forming a permanent organi¬
zation, and never have any of the candi¬
dates or his followers been able to meet
the rigid requirements of their Constitu¬
tion. Our latest information was to the
effect that the class was still balloting
from time to time.

The second-year class is arranging for
a class smoker. The preliminaries are in
the hands of a committee composed of
Mr. II. Ah Napier, Jr., chairman; Charles
F. Thompson and George A. Ilarkan.

MEDICAL DEPARTMENT.

1901.

All of the semi-annual examinations
have been completed, and the marks show
that the students have applied themselves
very zealously during the first term of
work.

The clinical courses of Drs. Bayne and
Vincent at Providence Hospital have been
completed for this session. They have
been especially instructive. This valuable
method of instruction will be continued
throughout the remainder of the season
by Drs. Malian and Luce. The former
will take charge of the surgical clinics,
while the latter will instruct at the medi¬
cal clinics.

Dr. Johnson will give gynecological
clinics at the Georgetown University
Hospital.

Dr. Vaughan has assumed charge of
the emergency service at the Emergency
Hospital, and this will give him addi¬
tional facilities for the practical illustra¬
tion of his surgical work to the classes

The clinics are well attended by nearly
all of the members of the Senior and.
Junior classes, and, indeed, there seems
to be an inexhaustible supply of instruc¬
tive cases. There is much to be learned
in a clinic which can never be supplied
in a didactic course.
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Dr. Dunnigan has been very successful
in his diagnostications at the Children’s
Hospital.

Dr. Borden’s operation last Friday,
January 18th, was highly appreciated.

1902.

Dr. Moran has very generously invited
all the members of the Junior class to
assist at his clinic at Columbia hospital.

Dr. Smart was detained at home for a

few days with a slight attack of the
grippe.

Dr. Koeber’s quiz was very highly ap¬
preciated by the class in general.

1903.

Dr. Koeber began his course of lectures
on hygiene the first of the month.

Dr. Hawkes gave us quite a surprise by
the announcement of his first bi-monthly
examination in therapeutics.

1904.

Embryology and histology are over;
the other branches will follow in regular
order.

The uninitiated w ill meet Dr. Reisinger
in the dissecting room about the first of
February.

Dr. Baker tells us that anatomy is
going to be easy from this time on. We
hope so. •

Unknowns are the chief things of in¬
terest in the chemistry class.

J. P. Madigan.

THE GRADUATE SCHOOL.

The first paper in psychology was held
on January 14. It covered the xvhole sub¬
ject of “ The Origin of Ideas ” in a most
thorough and comprehensive manner, and
was the most difficult examination that
has yet been encountered. Meanwhile,
the treatment of “ Miracles ” was begun.
Father Devitt is touching also on the im¬

portant topics of “Mesmerism,” “Spiritu¬
alism,” and “Hypnotism.”

The second paper, from Father Hol-
aind, was assigned for January 17, which
embraced his lectures on “ Political
Economy ” as far as the discussion of the
money question, which was reserved for
a later occasion.

In advanced rhetoric Father Shandelle
has selected a most interesting essay,
“The Publicist,” the preparation of which
is engrossing at present the attention of
the men who follow his course.

In the Post-Elizabethan course the
A. M. candidates submitted their first
paper on December 5. The fourth lec¬
ture of the series given by members of
the class was one of extreme interest,—
“ The French Revolution and its Effect
on English Literature.”

It must not be inferred from all this
that the inhabitants of the North build¬
ing spend their entire time in study, for
they fully recognize the fact that their
health must not be sacrificed in their
zeal for the promotion and dissemination
of knowledge.

The rage at present is chocolate after¬
noons, informal, of course, but for that
reason the more enjoyable; informal in
the sense that cards are not required, yet
all are expected to appear with their own
culinary utensils, cups, saucers, spoons,
and appetites. These subscription choco¬
lates are growing in popularity, and are
held usually in the foyer of Solis Hall.
The subscription list is managed by a
committee of gentlemen who superintend
the arrangements in general and do noth¬
ing in particular.

COLLEGE NOTES.

Before the parting of the old century
on the seventeenth of December, the
members of the District Government
were made the recipients of a cordial
welcome and wore the violets of George¬
town at a choice entertainment in the
college refectory. They were met by
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Rev. Father Rector and the heads of the
Faculties and surrounded by such dis¬
tinguished local friends of the Univer¬
sity as Senators Carter and McOomas,
Judges Cole and Shepard, Representative
Marsh, Col. Truesdell and Messrs. Glo¬
ver and Stellwagen. Speeches were in¬
terdicted, but Father Whitney proposed
a neat and clever toast to the Three Com¬
missioners, Messrs. Macfarland and Ross
and Captain Beach. Although no re¬
sponse was expected, Mr. Macfarland
acted as orator for himself and his col¬
leagues in a way that excited repeated
rounds of applause from the guests. It
was apparent to all that in the present
triumvirate the College has close friends
and strong supporters. A noteworthy
concomitant of the evening was the first
public display of the superbly decorated
main corridor and grand staircase.

Georget >wn on the Walls of University
Club.—A fine panorama of Georgetown
views, seven in number, is now displayed
on the walls of the University Club, in
Philadelphia. In this connection we owe
a debt of gratitude to Dr. Joseph M.
Spellissy, ’85, for his acting as the Good
Samaritan to the frame and photographs
which had sustained fatal injuries in
transit. His taste and generosity, ably
seconded by the artist, Mr. Victor Petrie,
also of Georgetown, enable us to figure
worthily by the side of the principal uni¬
versities of the country. The House
Committee of the Club also has our thanks
for its courtesy in allotting a place to this
coup-d’oeil of Georgetown’s best edifices.

Congratulations.—Mr. Joseph Schnei¬
der, late assistant librarian of the Riggs,
was married on the 17th ult. to a lady
who came from France for the purpose.
He has been for some time stationed at
the desk of the reading-room in the
Library of Congress, and is always affable
and ever ready to render literary assist¬
ance to Georgetown students. We wish
him, so happily embarked in matrimony,
the same prosperity which has already
attended his scholarly career.

The marriage of Dr. Judd, which took
place recently, elicits the like good wishes
and congratulations. Dr. Judd has been
closely associated with the College for
years, and during his residence here has
won the good will and esteem of all.

0-ir Visitors.—Mr. J. Downey Harvey,
in residence in the early seventies; Mr.
Eugene Semmes Ives, ’78, and Mr. J. Car-
roll Payne, ’76, paid us a short visit during
the month.

Patrick H. O’Donnell, ’92.—Mr. Patrick
H. O’Donnell, one of the most loyal sons
of Georgetown and one of whom she is
justly proud, returned this month to pay
his Alma Mater a visit, as is his yearly
custom. Mr. O’Donnell is a well-known

lawyer of Chicago, and is equally known
in the principal cities of the West. When
he entered the refectory he was greeted
by the cheers of every man in the room.
After dinner, in reply to the repeated
calls for a speech, Mr. O’Donnell arose
and addressed the college in a very pleas¬
ing manner. He told of his career here
in such a humorous manner that his au¬

dience laughed heartily through that part
of his speech. Then he spoke of the
Georgetown boy—what he has done and
what a grand field of work is open to
him. His audience was delighted with
his informal talk, having double weight,
as it did, coming from one of our Old
Boys. Mr. O’Donnell spent a few days
here as the guest of the college. Mr.
O’Donnell also addressed the graduating
class in the philosophy class-room, and
his words were as inspiring as they were
suggestive and eloquent.

Condolence. —The Faculty and students
offer their sincere condolence to Mr. Wells,
whose brother died recently in New York
City.

Professor Gumprecht.—We have re¬
ceived from Mr. Armand Gumprecht,
professor of organ and piano at the Col¬
lege, a beautiftil setting of his own com¬
position to the words of “Ave Maria.”



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 233

Ill it are combined masterly writing, well
developed harmony, with a true devo¬
tional spirit, and we hope to hear it sung
ere long in our College chapel.

Father Hagen’s Atlas Stellarum Vari-
abilium.—Of this great work the third
series has recently been published. The
three series already published form a
work complete in itself, as they comprise
all the variable stars (about 150) with
faint minima, visible in our latitude, and
grouped according to declinations as fol¬
lows: I from — 25° to 0°, II from 0° to
+ 25° and III from -)- 25° to 90°.

The next series will be the fifth, which
represents all variables visible to the
naked eye or through an opera glass. The
fourth series is in preparation and will
comprise the numerous variable stars
which require a small instrument with
circles for setting. The division of the
whole Atlas into five series is one of the
main advantages of the work, for it dis¬
penses beginners and experts alike from
selecting out of 300 variables a program
suitable to their instrumental means and
geographical position, and moreover, pre¬
cludes the danger of overlooking import¬
ant variables, or of wasting time on
pseudo-variables.

The work has been praised by directors
of many observatories, and proclaimed to
be an indispensable part of every observa¬
tory library.

New Officers of the Philodemic So¬
ciety.—At the last election of the Philo¬
demic Society of officers for the second
term the following gentlemen were elected
to office: President, Warnick J. Kernan;
Vice-President, Winfield R. Jones; Re¬
cording Secretary, Edward Byrne; Cor¬
responding Secretary, Edward J. Smith ;
Treasurer, Michael J. Walsh ; First Cen¬
sor, Ignatius J. Costigan ; Second Censor,
Thomas W. Smith.

Merrick Debate.—The debate is to take
place on the 22d of February. The sub¬
ject chosen by the society is “ Resolved,

That the Federal Government should
own, operate, and control all railroads in
the United States.” The debaters ap¬
pointed are as follows: First affirmative,
Thomas A. Ferneding; first negative,
Ignatius J. Costigan ; second affirmative,
Winfield R. Jones; second negative,
George C. Greene; chairman of debate,
Warnick J. Kernan.

Examinations.—Just at present the
mid-year examinations for honors and
promotion are being held in all the col¬
lege and preparatory school classes. A
noticeable air of studiousness seems to

cling about upper and lower classmen
alike in this rather trying time.

1901.—The visit of Mr. Clifford T. W.
Sappington, of Unionville, Md., to his
old classmates of 1901 was an event of
interest to that class. Mr. Sappington
is at present studying medicine at the
University of Maryland, where we hear
he is applying himself with that zeal
which was so characteristic of him while
at Georgetown.

Father Holaind, S. J.—Father Holaind
has been elected Vice-President of the

Society of Political Economy, of Wash¬
ington, D. C.

Mr. J. Hadley Doyle. — A beautiful
ceremony, and one which gave rise to
much edifying comment, took place
towards the end of the month in Trinity
Church, Georgetown. The twentieth an¬
niversary of the marriage of Mr. and Mrs.
J. Hadley Hoyle was celebrated by a
Solemn High Mass. Rev. Father Stanton
delivered a short and appropriate sermon.
Several members of the Faculty were in
the sanctuary, and the church was filled
with relatives and friends. The Faculty
and students offer to Mr. and Mrs. Doyle
their heartiest congratulations. We ad¬
mire Mr. Doyle for his sterling worth
and we are grateful to him for the devo¬
tion he has always shown towards every
interest of Georgetown!.



WITH THE OLD BOYS.

Charles Louis Palms, ’89.—Popular
young Detroiter who has been honored
with the presidency of the Preston
National Bank.

It has been definitely announced that
Charles L. Palms, manager of the Palms
estate, will succeed Frederick W. llayes
as president of the Preston National bank.
Though a young man Mr. Palms is heav¬
ily interested in a number of well known
commercial institutions and his promo¬
tion to so important a position is regarded
as a fitting tribute to his ability. He is
at present a director of the People’s
Saving bank and his business associates
there are delighted that he has been placed
at the head of the Preston National.

The new president of the Preston
National bank is only thirty years of age,
but he has had a thorough literary and
business training. He was born in New
Orleans, but came to Detroit as a lad and
has since lived there. For a number of

years he attended Detroit College and
later graduated from Georgetown Uni¬
versity. Following his natural bent he
spent several years in Europe studying
literature and the classics. On his re¬

turn he took up the study of law at Har¬
vard University and devoted much time
to the translation of plays, making several

clever adaptations. The study of law
proved uncongenial and he took up news¬
paper work in Boston, but his career was
interrupted by a long illness.

On the death of his grandfather he be¬
came interested with his father in the

management of the estate, his time being
taken up in mastering the details of the
vast business. In addition to his con¬

nection with the Palms estate, Mr. Palms
is a director of the People’s Savings bank,
Michigan Stove Co. and Buck Stove and
Range Co., of St. Louis; secretary and
treasurer of the Cayuga Pressed Brick
Co.; treasurer and manager of the Michi¬
gan Brass and Iron Works and is a
director in several iron mines.

Several years ago Mr. Palms married a
daughter of Julius S. Walsh, president of
the St. Louis Terminal Railroad Associa¬
tion, and president of the Mississippi
Trust Co., of St. Louis. He is a charter
member of the Michigan Naval Reserves
and a member of the Detroit, Country,
Bankers’ and Comedy Clubs. He has
always evinced an interest in amateur
theatricals, and has shown more than
ordinary talent on several occasions. Per¬
sonally Mr. Palms is of a quiet disposi¬
tion, caring little for society.—Detroit
Free Press, December 29.

234
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Eugene Brosnan.—News has been re¬
ceived in this city of the death of Eugene
Brosnan, at Elmira, N. Y. The deceased
was a graduate of Georgetown University
Law School in the class of ’97.—The Post.

Father Richards.— Father Richards,
who is still at Los Gatos, Cal., is much
improved in health. This is evident
from his letters, and is reported by those
who could judge from his appearance.
Every line that he writes is animated with
his interest in the University and his
zeal for its continued progress.

Lawyer Charles A. Eccleston, ’93,
Law.—Charles A. Eccleston, a well-
known young member of the District
bar, died at his apartments, 1509 R street
northwest, January 24. Mr. Eccleston
was taken sick on Wednesday, January
16, with a complication of troubles
superinduced by cold. He was thirty-
one years of age, a graduate of George¬
town University Law School, and was
admitted to the bar in 1895. He had
previously been in the employ of Thomas
J. Kisher & Co., and during late years
was associated with attorneys Davis &
Tucker. He made his classical studies
at the College as far as Sophomore.

Walter S. Martin, ’96.—Colonel Martin
was recently appointed to the important
office of Park Commissioner in his native
city of San Francisco.

R. D. Douglas, ’96.—The report of the
new attorney general for North Carolina
sexciting much favorable comment. The
report is a very able one, and deals with
tuestions of vital importance and interest
qo the State. Mr. Douglas discusses the
need of a new code, more supreme courts
and the reform school.

OUR CORRESPONDENTS.

New York, January 4, 1901.
My Dear Mr. Editor:

A few leaves of holly, etc., for the new
century Journal.

Have not much to send, and therefore
hesitate to write at all, lest I fall into a
alk about myself.

Harry Gower and Carroll Diamond
dropped in on me for a minute yesterday
en route to the Harvard Law School,
where both are studying. I learned from
them that Charles Fallon Curley is prac¬
ticing law in Wilmington, Del., and that
Frank Slattery is with the Cape Cod
Canal Company, if 1 remember the name
correctly. I need not say how pleased I
was to see Harry and Carroll. Harry I
had not seen for some years. In the in¬
terim, he has been abroad and covered a
good part of the globe.

“ Big ” Frank Smith is back in New
York from Pittsburg, where he played on
the Duquesne Athletic Club Football
Team during the past season. Peter
Comerford played on the same team. The
latter is in town, so I may expect to see
him any day.

Martin Conboy is one of the latest ac¬
quisitions to the Georgetown crowd who
are following the law here. He is nicely
placed in the office of the far-famed
Joseph B. Dill. Just watch Martin rise
to the top.

James E. Duross, lately elected to the
State Legislature, answered the roll call
in Albany at the opening of the session
on January 2d. Success to the young
law-maker, who bids fair to bring fresh
laurels for Alma Mater’s brow.

The newspapers these last few days
contain a long notice of the marriage of
Lieut. Martin Crimmins to Miss Cole, of
San Francisco, after a very brief court¬
ship. We cannot trust too much in the
sensational papers of the day, hence I
omit quotations from the articles describ¬
ing the event.

One Mr. J. G. Oxnard was recently
married in this city. The name struck
me as having a Georgetown ring to it.
Isn’t he one of our Old Boys ?

Wilton Lackaye is at the Academy of
Music in “ Quo Vadis.”

Woodie Gorman, 1 understand, has re¬
covered from his recent illness.
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Francis Duffy, one of the most loyal of
Georgetown Alumni in New York, lias
been missing since November 21, 1900.
His large circle of friends here have been
exceedingly worried lest something ill has
happened him.

Hon. John J. Delany, well known to
many Georgetown men, has been ap¬
pointed Assistant District Attorney, and
will have charge of the important cases
that come up in the famous Centre street
court.

Among the Georgetown hoys whom I
have met recently were Joe Keane, Will
Roach, Alvin Fincke, Will Higgins, Jim
Deery, “Harry” Power, John Devine,
Frank Leonard, Hugh McLaughlin,
Douglas Morgan, Arthur Kenedy, John
F. O’Brien, Edward D. O’Brien, and Wm.
J. Murphy.

Accept my new century greetings, Mr.
Editor, and convey to Alma Mater and
the Old Boys my best wishes.

As of old,
J. P. O’Brien.

P. S. —I must not pass without a word
of congratulation—of the heartiest kind—
to Jack Leahy on his marriage, announced
in the last Journal. Hurrah for Jack !
The last letter I received from him told
of various beasts which he had shot in the
region of the Rockies, and lo ! he has now
been pierced by a mere hoy. Well, well,
well! At last! Godspeed to Jack.

O’Brien.

Philadelphia, Pa., Dec. 13, 1900.
To The Editor Georgetown College

Journal.
It is certainly due the editor of the

Journal that wre preface our letter with
a sincere apology for the neglect of our
duties as correspondent in allowing so
many months slip by without ever a word
from the City of Brotherly Love. Lack of
time would hardly seem to be a valid ex¬
cuse, but we are safe in asserting that in
the days spent at the old college, the
writer had more leisure than he has to¬

day. Whether or not, this leisure re¬

sulted from his own inertia, we shall not
discuss at present.

Merely let us add that there seemed
to he a dearth of time in those former
days, only when the dread phantom of
“exams” loomed up ahead, filling with
terror and dismay the minds of the un¬
prepared. Looking backwards, we see
now the error of our ways; but lost in
the pleasure of the moment, we forgot
there was a future awaiting us.

But let us cease this moralizing for
fear that some of the Journal readers
might labor under a misapprehension and
imagine that the writer is thinking of
himself while writing in this strain.

A. J. Antelo Devereux, ’98, whose
name is as familiar and as well known at

Georgetown as any president who ever en¬
forced the rules of that institution, and
who was a founder and a charter member
of the famous Greeks, now has the repu¬
tation of being one of the best gentlemen
riders of Philadelphia. We might truth¬
fully add the best, if his record of con¬
tinued success in this field can be taken
as a criterion. He is a prominent mem¬
ber of the Radnor Hunt Club and one of
the most daring riders.

The Morrell cup is in his possession,
likewise the Harrison cup which he won
in a flat race at the Country Club. In
the race for the Crusader’s cup at the
Valentine meet, Bryn Mawr, he defeated
Harry Smith who is known as the best
gentleman rider in the country.

Julius Walsh, ’98, was on from St.
Louis, though we did not run across him.
We heard, however, that he gave a mar¬
velous exhibition of golf before leaving.

We trust we shall be able to forward
our letters more promptly in the future,
else some day we may pick up the Jour¬
nal and find that the name of the Phila¬
delphia correspondent has “ mysterious¬
ly disappeared ” from the editorial page
and transferred to the “ lost and found ’
column.

Very sincerely,
Wm. McAleer, Jr.
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IN THE ATHLETIC WORLD.

Arrangements forwhat promises to be
one of our most suc¬

cessful Indoor Meets are now

going on steadily. The ac¬
tivity is not confined to the
athletes in training, but has
also spread to those gentle¬
men who have taken the
responsibility of the success
of the meeting upon their
shoulders. The gentlemen
who have assumed this
rather heavy burden are:

Manager, C. M. Barry, ’01;
assistant manager, I. J. Cos-
tigan, ’02; captain, A. F.
Duffy; general director,
M. J. Thompson, P. G.;
games and entries, J. P. 13.
Duffy, ’01, chairman; pro¬
gramme, C. A. Kiernan, ’01,
chairman ; J. E. Alexander,
Law; press, L. J. Cullen,
Law, chairman; J. A.
O’Shea, Law, C. V. Moran,
’02, C. L. Mullaly,’02, D. D.
Devlin, ’02; hall, A. C.
Grade, chairman, L. L.
Lauve, ’01, J. Timmes, ’01;
tickets, I. J. Costigan, chair¬
man ; reception, J. S. Brady,
’01, chairman; J. P. B.
Duffy, ’01, C. A. Kiernan,
’01, L. J. Cullen, Law, A. C.
Gracie, ’01, and I. J. Cos¬
tigan, ’02.

Convention Hall—t h e

hall where ail former meets
have been held—has been

secured this year by the management, and it is their intention to hold the meet in
that hall on the night of March 2d. This selection of March 2d is a most happy one,
and reflects great foresight upon those having the meet in charge. March 2d
will he the Saturday immediately preceding Monday of Inauguration, and as

\°\o\
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crowds of visitors will be in the city as
early as Friday, it is safe to believe that
a very fair percentage of these, as well as
resident Washingtonians who either ad¬
mire Georgetown or else take an active
interest in all healthy sports, will be in-
attendance at Convention Hall, Saturday
evening.

The programme of sports for March 2
will be an exceedingly attractive one. A
novel feature of the evening will be a
regimental team race. The participants
in this event will be members of those
regiments which will be in the city at the
time for the purpose of marching the
following Monday. As the number of
these visiting regiments will be very great,
there is no reason why this race should
not be an interesting as well as popular
one. The rest of the evening will be de¬
voted to athletic, collegiate, and school¬
boy events. Chief among the athletic
events will be the—

50 yards dash, handicap.
220 yards dash, handicap.
440 yards dash, handicap.
One mile run, handicap.
50 yards hurdle, handicap.
Running high jump, handicap.
Putting 16-pound shot handicap.
The collegiate events will embrace

the—
50 yards dash.
880 yards run.
Relay races for colleges.

The school-boy events will be—
50 yards dash, handicap.
880 yards run, handicap.
Relay races for schools.
These latter events, for school-boys,

will be open to students of all schools in
the United States.

As the work of handicapping will con¬
sume a great deal of time, it has been
decided to close the entries on Saturday,
February 23d. All athletes who intend
competing in this meet are therefore re¬
quested to communicate with J. P. B.
Duffy, Chairman of Games Committee,
before that date. The prizes to be offered

by the management are handsome and
many. First and second prizes will be
given in each event, while, besides a
trophy to the winning teams in the relay
races, individual prizes will be given to
the members of those teams. Our own

athletes are determined to keep more of
these prizes at Georgetown this year than
have ever been kept here before. For
this reason the new indoor track presents
a busy appearance every afternoon. Cap¬
tain Duffy and Physical Director Foley
have the squad of candidates working
hard, and give their personal attention
to each man. Under such supervision it
is impossible that the old men should not
be improved, and at the same time new
men developed.

Among the familiar faces seen on the
boards every day are Captain Duffy, Hol¬
land, Owens, McAleer, Lynch, Lennon,
Sheridan, and Minnehan, training for the
sprints and 440; Russell, Kernan, Rob¬
erts, Johnson, and Smith, for the runs;
Walsh, Lynch, and Duffy, for the field
events.

New men in training are Riley, Naylor,
Driscoll, Corby, O’Brien, Golden, Kim-
berger, Abbatichio,Conners, Ford, Boulay,
Weems, Fitzpatrick, Monohan and Far-
relly.

Invitations to the Meet have been
sent to Yale, Princeton, Harvard, Penn¬
sylvania, Cornell, Columbia, Brown,
Virginia, Chicago, Lehigh, Swarthmore,
West Virginia, and Lafayette.

Though not definitely arranged, nego¬
tiations are under way for a relay race
between Annapolis and West Point.
Should this race be arranged, it will
attract more than passing attention all
over the country.

The referee for the evening has not yet
been announced, but it will probably be
Mr. J. E. Sullivan, of the Knickerbocker
Club of New York.

NEW INDOOR RUNNING TRACK.

The new indoor running track has been
completed, and is now in daily use. The
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use of the track is not confined to our

own runners, but is extended to the run¬
ners of the different local high schools,
and, in fact, to any athlete at all that is
desirous of doing any winter work. For
this reason—the great number of men
who use it daily—the track has to be of
very superior construction in order to
stand the constant wear and tear. The
present track is well suited to stand hard
usage. The boards are of the best quality
Georgia pine, edge grain, tongue grooved,
2 inches wide by 11 inches thick. The
sleepers are also of Georgia pine, and
were levelled up after being laid, thus
insuring a perfectly level track.

Physical Director Foley, whose opinion
in a matter of this kind is valuable,
claims that the track is the fastest in the
country. Be that as it may, it is cer¬
tainly one of the fastest. As regards
length, it is superior to any other track,
on account of its long, straightaway
stretch—70 yards. By padding the wall
at the finish end, there is ample room for
a 60-yard dash, which is a great sprint
for indoor running.

RECENT ELECTIONS.

At a meeting of the members of the
Athletic Association held before Christ¬
mas, Mr. E. P. O’Donnell was elected to
the position of Manager of Foot Ball
Team for 1901. The election of Mr.
O’Donnell to this position promises an
excellent schedule for next year’s team.

Mr. C. M. Barry has been elected to the
Captaincy of next year’s Foot Ball Team.
The hard and consistent work done by
this player in the last couple of years is
sufficient guarantee that our Foot Ball
Team will again be captained by a good
man.

The position of Manager of Crew will
this year be filled by last year’s Assistant
Manager, Mr. W. K. Johnson. The ex¬
perience gained by this gentleman last
year should stand him in good stead now
that he is Manager.

BASE BALL PROSPECTS.

Following is the Base Ball schedule
already announced by Manager Lynch :

March 29, Lafayette, at Georgetown.
“ 30, Gallaudet, “

April 3, Lehigh, “
“ 4, Yale, “
“ 6, Princeton, “
“ 8, Princeton, “
“ 9, Yale, “
“ 10, Pennsylvania “
“ 17, Cornell, “
“ 27, Virginia, at Charlottesville.
“ 30, Maryland, at Georgetown.

May 3, Virginia, “
“ 4, Virginia, at Washington.
“ 8, Maryland Agr., at George¬

town.
“ 15, Maryland, at Baltimore.
“ 18, Princeton, at Princeton.
“ 24, Dickinson, at Georgetown.
“ 27, Yale, at New Haven.
“ 28, Holy Cross, at Worcester.
“ 29, Phillips Andover, at And’r.
“ 30, Brown, at Providence.

June 1, Pennsylvania, at Phila.
Other games pending.
The services of Mr. Jerome Bradley as

coach have again been secured.
The announcement of this fact will

serve to allay at once the fears of those
who doubted whether a competent coach
would be secured this year. In our opin¬
ion Mr. Bradley is the best college base¬
ball coach in the country. His work
with the team of last year, with whom he
was connected only for a short time,
amply proves this. To a thorough knowl¬
edge of the game Mr. Bradley adds an
energy that is appalling to the candidate
who loves to take things easy. As usual
Mr. Bradley declines to serve during the
Princeton games, but promises to do his
best for us in all the other games. It is
safe to say therefore, that a very fair per¬
centage of these games will result in our
victories. Mr. Bradley will begin work
the first of March. Captain Walsh hopes
to have the candidates out about the
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twentieth of February. From then on
strict training will begin. It is too early
yet to discuss the prospects but with a
good captain and an excellent coach there
is no reason to fear.

PAX-A MERICAN SPORTS.

Flans for athletic contest at coming
Exposition.—The Pan-American Com¬
mittee on Sports have just announced
their plans for the program of athletic
contests to be held this summer. These
contests will be held in the stadium. The
stadium with a seating capacity of 12,000
is beautiful in design and promises to be
one of the most successful architectural
creations of the Exposition. It will sur¬
round a quarter mile track with ground
area ample for the requirements of all of
the events proposed. Amateur sports
will compose the larger part of the pro¬
gram but it is proposed also to have a
large number of professional events.
The program includes the following
sports:

College baseball and football.—Con¬
tests between teams from leading col¬
leges.

Inter-collegiate meet.—An attempt is
being made to have this at Buffalo instead
of New York.

Other college sports.—If possible they
will have lacrosse, water polo, cycling,
etc.

Tenis tournament.—Open to all comers.
Marathon Race. —It is hoped that the

French champion will be able to meet
some American runners.

Cross country run.
World’s championships.—An attempt

is to be made to have as many champion¬
ship contests as possible.

Lacrosse.—A championship tourna^
ment is being arranged.

Gaelic and Association football con¬

tests.

Among other things being considered
are cycling, basket ball, water sports,
shooting, military maneuvers, etc. The
complete plans will be announced in early
spring.

All communications concerning the
above should be addressed to the chair¬
man of the committee on Sports, No. 433
Ellicott square, Buffalo, N. Y.

A MEAN INSINUATION.

It was with great surprise and some
little regret that we finished reading an
article on ‘‘Alumni Coaches ” in the Vir¬
ginia College Topics of January 14. Con¬
tained in the article were some remarks
which any unbiased reader would take to
be directed against the purity of George¬
town’s Championship Foot Ball Team of
last year. The remarks were not direct
charges, but the underhand insinuations
common to the man w ho has no side to
his contention. It appeared as if the
writer had no foundation for accusations,
but that he did have some pent-up poison
of which he had to rid himself at any
cost. Whether this poison resulted from
the sting of recent defeat or not matters
little. The fact is that the ugly insinu¬
ation has been made. Of course we are

not going to take any further cognizance
of it—only to suggest to the Topics that
it would have been much more becoming
a college paper had it not allowed its
pages to be used as the medium for ugly
thrusts, with no foundation, at a rival
institution.

John M. Wolfe, ’01.

IOHN L • fMEfclDAN
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BOOK TALK.
“His First and Last Appearance,”

by Francis J. Finn, S. J. Benziger
Bros., New York, Cincinnati, Chicago.
Price, $1.00.
Another delightful story has been pub¬

lished from the pen of Father Finn,—a
pen to which we already owe so much
that is of the best in our juvenile fiction.
Father Finn’s writings always possess a
certain charm and beauty of narrative
which renders them pleasing to all ages
but more especially to youth. His last
production forms no exception to the
rule. “ His First and Last Appearance”
is an interesting and healthful story—a
story which holds the reader and, at the
same time, exercises a most ennobling
and elevating influence upon the mind.
It is not a tale of wild adventures and of
deeds of impossible heroism; neither,
on the other hand, is it a tale so free from
those incidents of an exciting nature,
which the youthful mind naturally
craves, that it can call down upon itself
the scornful charge of being a “Sunday-
school” tale. It is a story which any
healthy-minded boy can read and enjoy.

It is a story of the doubts and per¬
plexities, the sorrows and distresses,
and the final happiness of an orphan
girl, strong in her faith, enjoined, by
her dying mother, with a strange re¬
quest and the charge of three younger
children about one of w'hom, a boy gifted
with a marvelous voice, a great part of
the interest of the tale centres. It would
be well for the growing generation if
there wrere more writers of Father Finn’s
style. W. K.
Little Missy, by Mary T. Waggainan;

The Mysterious Doorway, by Anna
T. Sadlier. Each, 40 cents. Benziger
Bros.

During the month we received a couple
of very neatly bound little volumes from
Benziger Brothers. They are both by
well known Catholic writers. “ Little
Missy,” by Mary T. Waggaman, is a sweetly
told little story; it relates how a child

brought together in the evening of their
life two people, after years of separation.
The scene is laid in Virginia, and brings
in an old Virginia “ Mamy,” who rescues
the child from a cave where she is lost,
and has been carried to the house of a

wealthy man, near the scene. Then the
aunt of the child is sent for, because the
child becomes very ill, and it turns out
that the xvealthy man and the aunt are
old lovers. In the end, of course, they
marry. The story is well told and is in
all a very interesting little book.

“The Mysterious Doorway,” by A. T.
Sadlier, is very much like Miss Wagga-
man’s, inasmuch as a couple long sepa¬
rated are brought together by a child’s
adventure. The scene is in New York
and is rather improbable and fairy-tale
like. Nevertheless, the book is interest¬
ing, and well written. G. M.
A General History of the Christian

Era, by A. Guggenberger, S. J. B.
Herder, St. Louis. Price, $1.50.

The title-page tells us that this Gene¬
ral History is designed for Catholic col¬
leges, reading circles and for self-instruc¬
tion. It is evidently a work of most
careful research, and with its clear, short
yet fully stocked chapters and its abund¬
ance of tables and references, it will be a
book at once of interest and utility to the
earnest student of history. It is interest¬
ing, concise, and withal inviting. Ex¬
perience in the class-room, however, has
shown its adaptability rather to private
work and research, where a larger history
is at hand to supplement it, than to its use
as a text-book in the hands of boys. The
transitions of place and circumstance
from chapter to chapter seem a little
abrupt and are the cause of obscurity and
confusion in the minds of younger stu¬
dents. It is a synopsis, and as such
should follow, rather than precede, the
study of fuller works, and hence it seems
right to say that its fitting place, -where it
surely should be, is among the books of
the private student of history.
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THE SONGS OF ALCAEUS
MEMOIR AND TEXT

with Literal and Verse Translations and Notes by

JAMES S. EASBY-SMITH,
M. A., GEORGETOWN.

Alcaeus was one of the great lyric poets of Greece. While the majority of his writings have
perished, enough remain to show his eminent and universal genius, which has been freely acknowledged
by all ancient and modern critics. Mr. Easby-Smith has prepared this edition of his extant works with
much care and after exhaustive study and research.

The high reputation of his edition of Sappho, issued in 1S91, assures similar excellence in the exe¬
cution of the present work. He presents first an exhaustive life and careful criticism of Alcaeus; then
the longer fragments follow, each accompanied on the opposite page by an original English translation in
verse, most charmingly rendered, as will be seen by the sample page herewith. Then come the
shorter fragments, exact prose translations, numerous scholarly notes and a bibliography. The book
is a duodecimo of about 140 pages, and is choicely printed on deckle-edge paper by the noted Gilliss
Press of New York. A fine photogravure portrait of Alcaeus after a head on an antique coin forms the
frontispiece. Price, net, $2.00.

50 special, numbered copies will be printed on Van Gelder hand-made paper. Price, net, $3.00.
W. H. Lowdermilk & Company,

1424 and 1426 F Street,
Washington, D. C.

DRINKING-SONGS.

SPRING.

I feel the coming of the flowery Spring,
Wakening tree and vine;

A bowl capacious quickly bring
And mix the honeyed wine.

Weave for my throat a garland of fresh dill,
And crown my head with flowers,

And o’er my breast sweet perfumes spill
In aromatic showers.

OF ALCAEUS.
The life of Alcaeus is of the highest interest, for beside being one of the nine great lyric poets of

Greece, he was a brave soldier and a famous traveller; and his career is closely interwoven with those
of Sappho and of the great Pittacus, and with the political history of Lesbos. He was a native of Mity-
lene, born of noble parents about 630 B. C. He was a bitter partisan of the aristocratic faction, which
at that time was battling with the democracy for supremacy in Lesbos. Together with his brothers
Cicis and Antimenidas and the other nobles, he opposed the tyrannies of the demagogues Melanchrus,
Myrsilus and others. The nobles were successful for many years, but were finally defeated and driven
into exile. About 585 B. C., Alcaeus and Antimenidas with the other leaders of the noble party, col¬
lected an army and invaded Lesbos, with the intention of restoring the aristocracy. They were defeated
by the people led by Pittacus, who had been made Dictator. Alcaeus was captured, but was released and
forgiven by Pittacus, and lived to an advanced age.

Alcaeus was closely associated with Sappho, both at home and in exile, and was an unsuccessful
suitor for her hand. Some fragments of his poems addressed to her survive.

He composed a great number of poems, which were divided by the Alexandrians into ten books.
They consisted principally of Drinking Songs, Love Songs, Polemic Songs, Hymns and Scolia.

He wrote in the Aeolic dialect and invented and used many metres, the most famous of which bears
his name. He was closely imitated by Horace and others.

In Press. Orders now received.

ZYMUOTIKA.

I.
' Ifpog avOeiiosvTos iitaiov Ipyopivoto *
* * * * * * *

iv 8s xipvazs ru> p.sXtd8eo$ otti tdytirra
xpdrr/pa.

II.

’AaA’ dvrjToj psv Tzsp'i rai? dipaiaiv
■nepdizu) nXixrais dzoflupidd^ rt?,

xa8 8k yzoaru) pupuv d8o xar rio

GTTjdso'i dp;u.
SHORT SKETCH
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