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TOnrtfiwifce.
hundred years are gone—yet with us stay

\j In sacred light the deeds and faith of one
01 Who walked within the foremost files

Of Empire’s march that fronts the setting sun ;
Who pushed his daring prow a thousand miles

Down that great artery of trade,
That full-fed waterway,
The entrance to a distant sea,

And passing laid
Upon that simple folk a peaceful sway.

Turn here thy gaze
And see, Old World, in rapt amaze

A victor, who has brought unto his Lord
More men in fealty than he
Who freely plies both fire and sword;

A victor, who has never filled the air
With smoke from burning homes or cries of foes,
But kindled fires of love from whence arose

The sweet incense of prayer,
And loud Hosannas of a people’s praise.
* * * * * * *

Sleep well, bold heart and sainted soul,
In peace, the guerdon of a work well done :

Thy name remains while to their goal
The waters of the river run.

’Tis writ in water, not as fain
Would England’s poet have his own,
But stamped upon the silver zone,

That spans our land. It will remain
A challenge to the tonguester and a call
To duty, full-toned, reaching all.

Hugh J. Fegan, ’oi.
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THE THREE GREAT COMMONERS AND THEIR LAST
APPEALS.

n^HERE are few, if any, statesmen of
i modern times whose public lives

more justly claim our admiration and whose
names are held in higher regard among all
English-speaking people of to-day than
those of the three great Commoners, Pitt,
O’Connell, and Gladstone. Gifted with
the highest intellectual and oratorical power,
the life of each was devoted in unselfish
labor to the welfare of his native land. The
advancement of nation and people was ever
foremost in their eyes, and all policies were
shaped with a view to this end. No private
or selfish interests ever caused them to
swerve from the course which they held to
be the right, and whatever their position,
their motives, at least, were rarely ques¬
tioned. Each was beloved and honored by
his countrymen, and yet the lives of two
were tinged with a bitterness far beyond
the lot of ordinary man.

Their public service, entered upon in
early manhood and extending through
many years, was ended only by their death.
One, indeed, fell, never to speak again, in
the very hall which had been the scene of
many of his grandest triumphs, and which
had time and again rung with his eloquence,
while the last public appeals of each were
of such a dramatic and pathetic nature that
they can hardly fail to claim the attention
of even the most disinterested reader.

It was on the afternoon of the 7th of
April, 1778. For more than three years
England had been engaged in an ineffectual
contest with the American Colonies, and
even the most optimistic of the govern¬

ment’s supporters were beginning to doubt
as to the ultimate triumph of their amis.
The Duke of Richmond, never a hearty
supporter of the King’s policy, and now
especially desirous of peace, since he per¬
ceived that the tide of victory was setting
in against them, had caused it to be an¬
nounced that he would move an address to
the throne advising his majesty to make a
peace involving American independence—an
announcement which struck terror to the
heart of Pitt, who feared in the success of
such an action his country’s ruin. His
growing infirmities had compelled him for
some time to absent himself from Par¬

liament, but his spirit revolted at the
thought of remaining impassive and silent
in the presence of so momentous an issue.
He was carried to Westminster, rested in
the chancellor’s room until the debate had
commenced, and then, leaning upon the
arms of his young son William, destined
himself to a career scarcely less distin¬
guished than that of his father, and his son-
in-law Lord Mahon, he limped to his seat.
But it was not the Pitt of old that entered
the room,—Pitt the fiery, the irresistible.
It was an aged and broken man with crutch
in hand and limbs swathed in flannel. The

eyes alone gave forth an occasional gleam
of the old-time tire.

The Duke of Richmond finished his

address, and the Great Commoner, as
?s his country loved to call him, rose with
slowness and difficulty from his seat Sup¬
ported by his two relations he lifted his
hand from the crutch on which he leaned
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raised it up, and casting his eyes toward
heaven, commenced as follows : “ 1 thank
God, my Lords, that 1 have been enabled
to come here to-day—to perform my duty,
and speak on a subject which is so deeply
impressed on my mind. 1 am old and in¬
firm. 1 have one foot—more than one

foot in the grave. I have risen from my
bed to stand up in the cause of my coun¬
try—perhaps never again to speak in the
House.” As he proceeded he became
warmed, we are told, to his subject, his
voice, which had at first been low, became
louder and more distinct, his intonations
grew more commanding, and his whole
manner was solemn and impressive in the
highest degree. Lord Macaulay, in his
essay upon his life, thus describes the scene.
“ For some time his voice was inaudible.
At length his tones became distinct and his
action animated. Here and there his hearers

caught a thought or an expression which
reminded them of William Pitt. But it
was clear that he was not himself. He lost
the thread of his discourse, hesitated, and
repeated the same words several times.
The house listened in solemn silence, and
with the aspect of profound respect and
compassion. The stillness was so deep
that the dropping of a handkerchief would
have been heard.”

Upon the conclusion of his address the
Duke of Richmond replied but it was
noticed that, while Lord Chatham listened
with attention, he gave indications at times,
both by his countenance and gestures, that
he felt agitated or displeased. When the
Duke had ended he made a sudden and
strenuous attempt to rise, as if laboring
under the pressure of painful emotions.
He seemed eager to speak; but, after re¬
peated efforts, he suddenly pressed his hand

on his heart and sank down in convulsions.
The excitement and strain had been too
much and worn-out nature had given way.
Borne by the hands of those nearest and
dearest and surrounded by the aristocracy
of the land whose party feelings and preju¬
dices were forgotten in the face of their
common sorrow which threatened them, he
was removed in a state of insensibility from
the House and carried to Hayes, where he
lingered a few days and where he died
upon the eleventh of the following May.
An unswerving patriot, whose long life had
been devoted to his country’s service, his
last thoughts had been of her welfare and
his last words were spoken in her behalf.

O’ConnelTs last appeal, while hardly as
dramatic, was scarcely less pathetic than
that of Pitt’s. The agitation, which he
had so successfully aroused throughout
Ireland for the repeal of the Union, had
ended in his seizure and imprisonment by
the English Government, but the sentence,
upon an appeal to the House of Lords,
had been remitted and he had been re¬

stored, amidst renewed protestations of
allegiance on the part of his countrymen,
to his former leadership* His reign, how¬
ever, was over. Vexed and worn by dis¬
putes with the Young Irelanders, a faction
springing from his refusal to wrest by
force of arms what agitation had failed to
secure, his health gave way, and with his
declining strength, his power crumbled.
His voice, however, was not stilled. His
native land was again in the grasp of a
famine and his heart was rent bv the suffer¬

ings of his countrymen. Upon the 7th of
February, 1847, as Dunlop tells us in his
“ Heroes of the Nations,” he appeared in
the House of Commons—the mere shadow
of his former self. He had come to plead
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for the last time for Ireland. She was in
their hands—in their power. If they did
not save her she could not save herself.
If they did not come to help her, he
solemnly called on them to recollect that
he had predicted with the sincerest con¬
viction that one-fourth of the population
would perish. He was heard with diffi¬
culty; his voice, once so resonant, had
sunk to a whisper. He struggled to exert
himself, but it was in vain. The light of
a nation was going out.

Lord Beaconstield, one of the bitterest
and most invective of his enemies in public
life, in his “Life of Lord George Bentinck,”
thus describes the scene :

“ His appearance was of great debility, and
the tones of his voice were very still. His
words, indeed, only reached those who were
immediately around him, and the ministers
sitting on the other side of the green table
and listening with that interest and re¬
spectful attention which became the occa¬
sion. It was a strange and touching spec¬
tacle to those who remembered the form
of colossal energy and the clear and thrill¬
ing tones which had once startled, disturbed
and controlled senates. ... To the

House, generally, it was a performance in
dumb show—a feeble old man muttering
before a table—but respect for the great
Parliamentary personage kept all as orderly
as if the fortunes of a party hung upon his
rhetoric; and though not an accent reached
the gallery, means were taken that next
morning the country should not lose the
last, and not the least interesting, of the
speeches of one who had so long occupied
and agitated the mind of nations.”

O’Connell had spoken for the last time.
The “uncrowned king,” as his friends loved
to call him, the ruler of Ireland’s destiny

for more than thirty years, one of the
greatest of modern orators, had delivered
his last appeal. The hand of death was
already upon him. Four months later,
upon the 15th of April, he passed quietly
away in city of Genoa.

Gladstone’s last public appeal was lack¬
ing in the pathetic and dramatic element
which characterized the last public appear¬
ance of Pitt and O’Connell. It was deliv¬
ered while the speaker was yet in the full
possession of his physical and mental
strength. His eyes were still luminous
and the tones of his voice were still ringing
and clear. Years of usefulness seemed
still before him. An incredulous populace
refused to believe the rumors of approach¬
ing retirement, and the greatest public
career of the Victorian era was brought
to a close in the midst of a crowded but

unsuspecting assembly.
In February of 1893, Mn Gladstone, as

the leader of the Liberal party, had intro¬
duced and passed a bill “for the better
government of Ireland,” but it had been
rejected in the House of Lords by a vote
of more than ten to one. It was not the
first time that the peers had obstructed
legislation and opposed the will of the
people. Gladstone decided that the day
had come for a final decision as to the

jurisdiction of the House of Lords. Upon
the 1st of March, 1894, a day destined ever
hereafter to be remembered in England’s
history, he arose to announce his policy.
It was to be his last appeal; his last ap¬
pearance in the Parliament which he had
ruled and controlled, and of which he had
been the central figure for more than fifty
years.

The House was crowded. Never did
an orator appear to better advantage and
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never was a subject more eloquently and
exhaustively treated. An aged man of
eighty-four, he spoke with all the anima¬
tion and with all the earnest fervor which
had characterized his grandest efforts. His
voice penetrated and reverberated in the
corners of the House as only the voice of
Gladstone has ever done. The fears of
the few among the spectators who had
heard and believed the persistent rumors
as to his approaching retirement were en¬
tirely dispelled. He appeared rather as a
warrior about to lead another onslaught
against the enemy than as one sketching a
campaign in which he was never to take
an active part. As Lucy in his description
of the scene has said, “ Looking on the up-
1 ight figure standing by the brass-bound

box, watching the mobile countenance, the
free gestures, noting the ardor with which
the flag was waved, leading to a new battle¬
field, it was impossible to associate the
thought of resignation with the Premier’s
mood ”

The House adjourned. Members and
spectators, silently and quietly, withdrew.
The most glorious public career of any
statesman of modern times had been

brought to a close. Two days later the
formal retirement of Gladstone was an¬

nounced and he entered upon his rest, so
deservedly earned, and which was destined,
in a few short years, to be terminated by
the final summons.

Warnick J. Kernan, ’02.

UNSOLICITED MS.

Dear Mr. Critic:

Who’er you be,
Maker of verse-makers, kindly tell me
What in the devil a writer must do
Who has striven in vain to interest you ?
A writer, I mean, who, much to his shame,
Hasn’t acquired the cinch called a name.
Must he soar into nothingness, leaving behind
A zigzagging trail of MS. and his mind ?
Construct a new cult, or create a new God,
While mystified maidens approvingly nod,
And whisper each other: “How lovely!” or “Cute !”
The cut of his curls, his verses or suit,
As the various charms strike the fancy of each
And enter the maid’s intellectual reach?
Must he add to the long list of Poesy’s schools
And lecture a wealthy mosaic of fools—
School-house, The Waldorf, Heaven ! how sweet,
To think of a school at Three Dollars per seat,
Or must he resign all his hopes of Hereafter,
By damning his wits to the making of laughter,

Binding his God-given talent to breeding
Comical verses for barber-shop reading ?
Or failing in that and failing in this,
Must he turn his attention to kisses and bliss?
And sing to some mythical “Lady Fair
With Ruby Red Lips and Gold Hair,
Pearly Teeth and Dreamful Eyes
Like Tame Gazelle’s”—oh, glorious lies!—
“ Vowing that one kind look of thine
Is dearer far than Golconda’s mine,”
When the wretched, rhyming, hungry sinner
Hasn’t enough to buy a dinner.
Ah, kind Mr. Critic, list to his prayer,
And say that his destiny lieth not there.
But where shall he turn, and what shall he write ?
Almighty Critic, let there be light!
1 know your answer all the while—
“Send yearly subscription and study our style.”
If that be your answer, then, I say
Blankety ! blank I Yours, M. B. K. (’98).

— Pilot.
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THE SEASONS ALL ARE KIND.

(AFTER DOBSON.)

WHEN" Spring-time laughs and Love comes home,What can one do but sing 2
When flamers nod above the loam,
And breathe and dance upon the breeze ;
When lilies blow beneath the trees

And shake their bells and ring
A welcome back to birds that roam,

What can one do but sing 2
When Summer comes, blue-eyed and warm,

What can one do but sing ?
When humming-birds in orchards swarm
And buzz the lazy noontide long ;
When thrushes pour full-throated song

From where they bob and swing,
And long forgot is winter’s storm,

What can one do but sing 2
When hazel Autumn paints the reeds,

What can one do but sing 2
When every tree with color bleeds
And time is always afternoon,
And thro’ the smoky air a tune,

As far off belfries ring,
Is ever sounding o’er the meads,

What can one do but sing 2
And when, at last, comes Winter’s snows,

What can one do but sing 2
And when the yule-log snaps and glows,
And roars above the laughter light,
Where friends are gathered in the night,

Outside the storm-wraiths fling
Around each wilding wind that blows,

Then must we truly sing !

Ah ! friend, the seasons all are kind—
The Winter and the Spring—

Their little faults we should not mind,
But seek the joys that hide behind

The changes that they bring,—
Then truly happiness we’ll find,

Then truly shall we sing.
W. Barron, ’04.
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A STEVENSONIAN SKIT OR A NIGHT AT RUGE'S.

AN opportunity was recently affordedme of looking over some old notes
taken by my father while Consul-General
to the Samoan Islands. Among them 1
found many interesting anecdotes, indeed,
but none more so, perhaps, than the fol¬
lowing extract touching on some incidents
concerning the life and writings of Robert
Louis Stevenson.

1 subjoin it here with the hope that it
may afford some pleasure to that author’s
admirers, or, at least, may bring to light
some hidden facts relative to the private
life of that great master of English style.

During the greater part of Robert Louis
Stevenson’s short residence in Samoa, the
Samoan “ Land Commission,” for the
settlement of the inextricable land titles
of that beautiful island kingdom, was
in session. At least it was supposed to be,
for it was curiously interrupted in its inves¬
tigations by frequent vacancies in its mem¬
bership, occasioning long periods of inaction,
continuing at times for months in a stretch.
This was the golden age of Samoa, in¬
cluding the years from 1892 down to the
period of Mr. Stevenson’s death, in De¬
cember, 1894. Samoa is the land of
Utopian anticipation. She stands tip-toe,
always smilingly awaiting that something—
that always expected, but not quite clearly
defined something—to happen, which, at
last, is, so the sanguine anticipation ever
runs, to make the dreamy lotos land fairly
hum with prosperity.

The not-over-elevated white popula¬
tion of that land of endless tints and sun¬

shine, whose ears for the period of their

monotonous lifetimes have been attuned
to the alternate moaning and booming of
the surf, or the petty barter of a few
yards of print or a tin of salmon to a
stalwart native reeking in perfumed cocoa-
nut oil, are at least admirable in their
ever blooming confidence. A few years
ago great apostles of finance and political
economy in our own country strenuously
insisted that all we lacked to relieve de¬

pression and set the wheels of prosperity
spinning was simply a sufficient supply
of confidence. Here, at last, was the com¬
mission, to make all titles clear; to settle
all disputes. Besides, in the land of small
affairs and still smaller money, the com¬
mission disbursed a considerable sum of

money in expenses and various other ways.
The people were urgent that the button of
long-delayed prosperity should be touched
at once, but the commission, deeply im¬
pregnated with diplomatic leanings, felt
sure that leisure added dignity to pro¬
ceedings, and were in no hurry to detract
from supposedly momentous matters by
indecorous haste. So the commission

dragged along.
Each of the treaty powers was repre¬

sented on the commission by one member.
The English commissioner was Michael
Bazett Haggard, educated at Winchester
school and later at Oxford, and at the
time of his appointment a member of the
Norfolk circuit. He was an elder brother
to Rider Haggard, and was a most accom¬
plished gentleman, and like Yorick, of
“infinite jest.” His good humor, his geniaj
cheer and spirit of accommodation, added
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brightness even to a land where sunshine
is eternal.

Mr. Haggard was a man of moods, not
unlike Mr. Stevenson at least in the one

particular of being subject to spells of deep
depression, which, however, never over¬
shadowed his kindly disposition and readi¬
ness to oblige. From the first, Mr. Steven¬
son and Mr. Haggard became fast friends ;
they were thoroughly congenial. Mr.
Stevenson was English to the core,—that
is, where he was not first of all Scotch.
Poor Mr. Haggard; last year in his own
loved England, he followed his great
friend—the companion of many a malaga,
of many a feast, of many a jolly romp,—
into the great beyond. Mr. Stevenson has
left many a pleasant reminiscence of Hag¬
gard, paid him many a merited compliment,
scattered through the varyirig moods and
leaves of the “ Vailima Letters.”

Mr. Haggard was the soul of liberality,
the essence of accommodation, and these
two often betrayed him into some laugh¬
able situations. Atone time, it is related of
him, that while leasing a residence—the
gloomy, great deserted, echoing shell of
former activity, the “ Ruge’s ” of the
“ Vailima Letters,” he retained it simply as
a storehouse for his furniture and belong¬
ings, while he took his meals as a member
of a mess at the American Consulate, and
yet slept, in still another leased house,
more than a mile distant.

During these bright days-much the
happiest that either had ever known,—when
both were unconsciously drawing so near the
dark border, Lady Jersey, accompanied by
her brother, Captain Leigh, her daughter,
“ the fair Margaret,” and a retinue of
servants and attendants, came to Samoa,
where they remained for near a month as the

guests of Mr. Haggard. He, it may be sure,
did nothing by halves. Lady Jersey, while
one of the most conspicuous figures in the
titled society of Great Britain, has a well-
deserved place in letters. At the time
referred to, she was a resident of Australia,
the Earl of Jersey being then Governor of
New South Wales. It goes without saying,
that Samoa never knew such a social

upheaval as this visit occasioned. Mr.
Haggard turned over to his distinguished
guests all his apartments so far as furnished
in “ Ruge’s,” the empty apartments echoing
the unusual life and jollity of the opposite
rooms so suddenly awakened.

Excursions, “ malagas,” entertainments
on board the warships, and these returned
and repeated at “ Vailima,” on the moun¬
tain side, were of daily occurrence. One
may hear the hum of conversation, the
laughter and the wild songs of the Samoan
boatmen still echoing through the pages of
the “Vailima Letters.” The great feature
of the series was the ball at “ Ruge’s,” made
immortal by Mr. Stevenson, at which it fell
to his lotto receive and present the guests—
Mr. Haggard arriving at his own ball among
the most belated, having apparently for¬
gotten all about it. Mr. Haggard was of
such exhaustless good nature, so fond of
jokes himself, and yet so marked by strik¬
ing peculiarities that he ever invited the
perpetration of jokes upon himself. This
unconscious invitation proved irresistible
when stimulated by the incident of the ball.
Mr. Stevenson, Lady Jersey, Captain Leigh
and all the Vailima household fell into the

plot. Mr. Stevenson, in the letters above
mentioned, tells of a long, joyous Sunday—
1 believe it was, as well as from memory
1 can recall the narration—when, after at¬
tending services on the “ Curacoa,” they
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all went ashore in “ Haggard’s big boat,”
and thence to Vailima, where they surprised
and joked good Haggard by reading to him
a Ouidaesque novel, of which he was the
hero.

This was assuredly a joyous day in the
lives of both. It was determined to in¬

veigle Mr. Haggard to Vailima, and there
suddenly produce upon him a parody on
“ Strathmore,” of which he was made the
hero. The design was carried out. Mr.
Stevenson wrote the introduction and the

chapter “ Late, ever late,” referring to the
incident of the ball; a chapter was con¬
tributed by Lady Jersey, one by Captain
Leigh, one by Mrs. R. L. Stevenson, one by
Mrs. Isabel Strong, and another by Mr.
Graham Balfour, Mr. Stevenson’s cousin,
to all of which Captain Leigh added a neat
and pretty bit of verse. Mr. Haggard was
charmed with the performance, and yet he
was just a bit wool-gathering as to whether»
at points, the jokes were not carried just a
little too far into the domain of fact, to
comport with his dignity. However, he
took it all in good part, and in time came
back in a volume of equal size entitled
“ Objects of Pity,” in which he answered
his critics, and aimed as many strokes at
their shortcomings as they had leveled
against him.

The two performances were so excellent,
the occasion had been so successful and

joyous, that it was determined that a very
limited number of both should be privately
printed for distribution among the con¬
tributors, as mementos of a jolly occasion.
They were printed in the most exquisite
style of book-making, in Sydney, in small
antique quartos, bound in vellum. The
number issued was very limited, Mr. Hag¬
gard’s share, if I have heard aright, being

restricted to two copies of each. 1 have
had the privilege of examining one of these
sets, which Mr. Haggard afterwards gave
to a close friend (Mr. Mulligan himself),
sending the other home to England. 1
know of one copy only in America, but I
take it for granted that there must be one
or two copies, besides the one I refer to, in
the possession of some of the members of
Mr. Stevenson’s family. Mr. Haggard in
his return publication was manifestly at a
disadvantage; he was the opponent in a
contest against many brilliant minds, one
of which was the greatest living master of
English. Then, too, he leveled his shafts
almost altogether at Lady Jersey and her
fair daughter, and was thus still more handi¬
capped. He wrote beautiful English - the
equal of any one, I had almost said—but a
lady being his opponent, and that lady his
guest, his considerate pen was unquestion¬
ably forced to pass over many witty points
that could not but have occurred to one of
so keen a sense of humor.

I have read perhaps the greater part of
Mr. Stevenson’s writings, and to my mind
nowhere in all that wide and brilliant range
did he write more brilliantly, with more of
the subtility of that brilliant touch, than in
“An Object of Pity, or The Man Haggard.’’
Strathmore was no doubt selected in bur¬

lesque, for that saturnine gentleman was
gloomy, resolute, and of iron will. Mr
Haggard could lay but slight claim to any
of these qualities. Strathmore dwelt in a
state of deep seclusion,within his half castle
half manor, while Mr. Haggard had a great
house, equally as gloomy, if less splendid,
in which he not only did not dwell in seclu¬
sion, but to which, in fact, he went only on
rare occasions. The gloom and air of de¬
sertion repelled him.
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The picture of that period of Mr.
Stevenson’s life is not to be gathered
completely from the letters; “ The Object
of Pity” is as a key; it illuminates and
lays bare the fragmentary mention of the
letters.

1 can from memory recall the closing
stanza of the appended verse by Capt.
Leigh. It made a lasting impression on
me in the single reading 1 had an oppor¬
tunity to enjoy, it struck me as so hearty,

so simple, carrying in its genial glow so
much of the sunshine and cloud of Samoa
that I feel that I am not taking unwarranted
liberties is quoting from memory the closing
lines:

“ The steamer’s whistle warns me, I
No more can be a laggard;

So farewell to my generous host.
Farewell to Bazett Haggard.”

Denis McIntosh Mulligan.

THE GIFT OF A SONG.

HORACE, BOOK IV, ODE VIII.

Gold goblets and graved jars of brass,
Brave tripods, the rewards of Greece,

These would I give my friends, nor pass
You, Censorine, if I—but peace!
1 have no wealth of that fine art

Parrhasius hewed out of stone,
Great gods and men, nor any part

Of Scopa’s paintings called my own.
But though I have not these to give,

Such to your wealth are past desire;
And your soul loves the songs that live,

These can I make, and tell you, sire,
How more than brazen jars they are.

The chiseled marble’s public praise
Whence breathe our heroes, gone afar,

The monuments that tell the days
Of Hannibal’s mad flight, and show

How his vain threats were all hurled

back,
’Till vengeance with her last dread blow

Left cursed Carthage burned and black—
Do these, 1 say, give greater fame

To that proud clan, that proudly brought
From conquered Africa its name,

Than Ennius in verse has wrought ?
Nor if the pen should silent be

Would you reap praise for good deeds
sown.

The very son of Mars, would he,
Born of fair Ilia, be known

If silence envious should hide
The works of Romulus away ?

Caught up from out the Styx’s black tide,
The beauty of the poet’s lay,

So great it drew Jove’s tears and smiles,
Placed AEacus where happy dwell

The gods upon the happy isles—
So magical is rhythm’s spell.

The Muse forbids that they should die
Who worthy live ; through her men rest

In heaven joyful. Her cry
Called Hercules, among the blest,
To share in great Jove’s longed-for feast.

Through her that constellation bright,
Those brothers twain, when thick the yeast

Of flying foam drives through the night,
Shines as the storm-tossed seaman’s friend,

And Bacchus with his grape-twined brows
Gives ear, and to a happy end

Brings, through the Muse, the sailor's
vows.

W. K. WiMSATT, '00.
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GEORGETOWN MEN IN THE CONFEDERATE ARMY.

hi.

IT will be difficult to narrate the reminis¬cences, which I undertook to give in
these articles, without following somewhat
chronologically the movements of the Army
of Northern Virginia, and thereby forming
some sort of thread, by which an incident
may be taken up from something that has
been said before bearing some reference
to it.

Having spoken in my last article of
Capt. William F. Dement’s 1st Maryland
Battery of Artillery, as containing, proba¬
bly, more Georgetown College men than
any other company in the Confederate
armies, or at least in the Army of Northern
Virginia, it seems quite in order to take it
as the principal subject of this paper ; to
give a list of the names of the George¬
town men who belonged to it; to tell in
what estimation it was held by the great
Confederate Generals, who directed the
campaigns in which it was engaged, and to
give such reminiscences of the Georgetown
men who belonged to it as 1 may be able
to recall from my own memory or glean
from the conversations of those, with whom
1 have talked over the campaigns we had
gone through together. For although I
was not a member of the Battery, being of
the 1st Maryland Regiment of Infantry, I
was with it a good deal in the last two
years of the war, and saw it make its
magnificent charge at the second battle of
Cold Harbor, when it rushed its guns within
two hundred yards of the Federal line of
battle and with a yell poured a deadly hail

of grape and canister into its startled and
astonished ranks.

It was the only artillery charge 1 ever
saw, and doubtless there were very few
during the war. It planted its guns upon
a hill just in rear of our regiment and sent
its deadly missiles over our heads. It
seemed to me there was a constant blaze
from the muzzles of its guns—the firing
was so rapid. This was at the bloody
angle, where, Swinton says, General Grant
lost 13,000 men in half an hour. Not of
course in that one spot, but along the line
of that day’s battle, principally, however,
at the angle.

It was a desperate piece of work this
battery was selected to do and it shows
the estimation, better than any words can
tell, in which the Battery and the 1st Mary¬
land Infantry were held by General Breck¬
inridge, in whose division we were at that
time.

It consisted of four twelve-pound Na¬
poleon smooth-bore brass guns, whose
range was about one thousand yards,
manned by about sixty men, and usually
fought at very close quarters, using grape,
canister and shrapnel, probably more
than shell or solid shot. It can be easily
understood from this that times were very
hot when this sort of artillery fighting was
in progress; the close quarters and size of
shell making it a bloody business when
smooth-bore Napoleon guns came into
action.

Such was the character of the actions in
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which this splendid battery was engaged,
and it was in all the great battles of the
Army of Northern Virginia, from the re¬
treat of General Magruder from Yorktown
in the Peninsula campaign, to the last days
around Petersburg.

It was composed, principally, of the
flower of the young men from the southern
counties of Maryland. William F. De¬
ment, of Charles County, who was either a
Holy Cross College man, Worcester, or a
St. John’s College man, Frederick, was cap¬
tain; Wm. J. Hill, of Prince George’s
Conuty, a Georgetown man, was first
lieutenant; Harris Stonestreet, of Charles
County (a brother of the late Rev. Father
Charles H. Stonestreet, one time President
of Georgetown College), and a George¬
town man, was second lieutenant, and the
following Georgetown men were mem¬
bers: Theodore Jenkins, Louis Jenkins
and Edward Magruder, a brother of Caleb
C., of Prince George’s County; Francis
McWilliams, John T. Digges, a brother of
Eugene, Charles A. Neale, my own brother,
Richard Boarman, and J. De B. Walbach
Gardiner, of Charles County, and Thomas
Morgan, of St. Mary’s County. I am
writing from memory, after the flight of
thirty-six years, and if the name of any
one has escaped me or any fact or incident
mentioned gotten in any way confused, it
must be attributed to the clouds that time

spreads over the recollection of past events.
1 trust I have left out no name that ought
to be on this roll of honor. If 1 have, I
would thank any kind reader to set me
right.

After coming out of the Seven Days’
Battles around Richmond, this battery was
attached to Jackson’s corps and ordered
with it to obstruct the movements of Gen¬

eral Pope, who had superseded General
McClellan in command of the Army of
the Potomac, and who was advancing upon
Richmond from the old line of Manassas
and Bull Run. On the 9th of August,
1862, General Jackson came in contact
with the advance of Pope’s army, under
General Banks, at Cedar Run, sometimes
called Slaughter Mountain, near Culpeper
Court-House, and here ensued the san¬

guinary battle of Cedar Run, in which the
Federal forces engaged were badly beaten.
Only Jackson’s affd Banks' Corps were
engaged, but it was one of the fiercest bat¬
tles of the war.

Early’s Division was being sorely pressed,
when Jackson, coming up with a part
of A. P. Hill’s Division, led the charge
upon the foe, the men shouting “Stone¬
wall Jackson!” “ Stonewall Jackson !” and

swept them from the field. Dement’s Bat¬
tery was in the thickest and hottest of the
fight, and lost heavily in killed and wounded.
Among the killed was Theodore Jenkins^
his brother Louis witnessing the sad scene
of his death. A shell from the enemy’s
guns struck him just below the knee and
blew his leg off. He was lifted from the
field, carried to a small house near by, and
laid upon the floor of the passage among
other Confederate wounded ; but his wound
was too desperate to be treated by the
unskilled hands of the devoted friends
around him, and he bled to death before
surgical skill could reach him. But there
was a feature of consolation to this sad
scene. A Protestant gentleman, a comrade
and friend, who was not ten feet from him
when the fatal shot struck and was with
him at his death, told me but a few days
ago, when speaking of the incident, that a
priest was at his side in that gloomy pas-
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sage, and administered the consolations of
religion to his departing soul.

Oh! these heroic and zealous priests!
Right on the field of battle to minister to
the dying ! The glory and the panoply of
war dwelt not in their desires ; but the sal¬
vation of souls and the assuagement of
human suffering! How it made us light
the braver to feel that they were near!

1 have endeavored to learn the name of
this devoted priest, but, though 1 have not
been able to find out positively, I know of
my own knowledge two that were with the
Army of Northern Virginia, chaplains to
Hays’ Louisiana Brigade, and who often
came to my own regiment to minister to
the many Catholics belonging to it. One of
whom 1 feel assured was the priest who
shrived the departing spirit of that gallant
Confederate soldier, Theodore Jenkins.
Their names were Fathers Hubert and

Sheran, the former, I think, a Jesuit; the
latter belonged, I think, to some order, but
1 do not know what. They were heroes,
both of them, and their names are en¬
shrined in the hearts of many an old Con¬
federate soldier.

From the battle of Cedar Run, the
opening fight of the second Manassas cam¬
paign, the battery went on with Jackson
to participate in the second battle of
Manassas, and the capture of Harper’s Ferry,
with 12,000 prisoners, more than seventy
pieces of artillery, 13,000 stand of small
arms, 200 wagons and a large amount of
stores and ammunition. Thence it hastened
to the aid of General Lee, who was hold¬
ing McClellan in check on the terrible field
of Sharpsburg, or Antietam, whilst his
great left arm, for the left end seemed
Jackson’s favorite position, was striking its
powerful blow at Harper’s Ferry. Jackson

got there in time,—he never failed to do
that,—to save Lee, who with “ 33,000 Con¬
federate troops in line of battle was hold¬
ing General McClellan, with more than
100,000 men on the field, at bay.” Sharps¬
burg was a terrible field of slaughter for
both sides and deserves to be ranked among
the big battles of the world’s history.

In June, I863, the summer after the
battle, when General Lee was making his
Pennsylvania campaign, I went over this
field and was shown a place by a Confed¬
erate artilleryman where eight horses of
his battery were piled dead in a heap, killed
by the enemy’s guns ; but the battery held
its own to the end of the engagement.
If the men had been compelled to retreat
the guns could not have been carried away,
so many of the horses were killed. The
bones were still there when I went over the
field.

* There were no casualties among the
Georgetown men in this battle. It seems
appropriate to narrate here an incident told
me by my friend and Georgetown school¬
mate, John Dooley, S. J., who was in this
battle and whom I met at the College in
1866 or ’67, I think ; at any rate, two or
three years after the war. He was then a
Jesuit and a Prefect on the small boys’
side. He said that his regiment had to
charge that day across a deep gully or ra¬
vine, and going up the opposite ascent the
men had to pull and drag themselves up
by rocks and bushes, or anything they could
lay hold of. As he was climbing up he
saw a man standing on the bank just above
him, and, reaching out his hand toward
him, asked him for a pull. The man p oved
to be Willie Parsons, of Romney, Hamp¬
shire County,Va., a Georgetown man and
a college mate of his own. All old George-
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town College men from about 1855 to ’60
remember John Dooley and Willie Par¬
sons, both splendid men and deservedly
popular in college. Both are dead now.
John, l remember, was rather delicate in
his college days, and died, 1 think, from
lung trouble, a member of the Society of
Jesus. Poor Willie Parsons had a sadder
fate. He was killed, after the war, in Texas
by a desperado, who called him to his front
gate and shot him in the presence of his
family. I do not know for what cause.
The account of his death was given to me
in a letter from his cousin, Ike Parsons,

whom 1 met several times during the war
in the Valley of Virginia. I cannot find
the letter now, but as I remember Ike Par¬
sons’ account of it, it was a foul and un¬

provoked murder.
The battle of Fredericksburg, about

which my old classmate, Rev. Fr. James A.
Doonan, S. J., had something to say in the
February number of the Journal ; and an
account of the campaigning in the Valley
of Virginia in the winter of 1862 and ’63,
will be subjects for my next letter.

A. W. Neale.

ELEGIACS.

Catullus, ci.

Multas per gentes et multa per asquora vectus
Advenio has miseras, frater, ad inferias :

Ut te postremo donarem munere mortis,
Et mutam nequiquam adloquerer cinerem.

Quandoquidem fortuna mihi tete abstulit ipsum,
Heu miser indigne frater adempte mihi,

Nunc tamen interea haec, prisco quae more parentum
Tradita sunt tristi munere ad inferias,

Accipe fraterno multum manantia fletu ;
Atque in perpetuum, frater, ave atque vale.

Borne through numberless nations and o’er multitudinous waters,
Here, O brother, I come, here to thy funeral rites.

So 1 may offer the last, sad gifts of the sacred departed,
So I may vainly address words to thy silent remains.

Seeing, indeed, how Fortune has snatched thee away from me grieving,
Ah, poor brother! Alas ! Ruthlessly torn from my side.

Now, then, accept these things, made fit by the use of the ancients,
Gifts, by the laws of our sires, fitted for funeral rites.

Take them, abundantly wet with the sorrowful tears of a brother;
Then, O my brother, at last, hail! and forever farewell!

Sabinus.
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FORTUNE'S FAVORS.

IT was strange, he thought, with whatswiftness he had gone down the ladder-
But a few years before, his Alma Mater
had presented him with a diploma, the well-
earned reward of his strugglesto get through
college. The world lay bright before him
then. Now he was alone in a great city ;
his sole belongings the clothes on his back,
a few paltry dollars, and a great roll of
manuscript within the pocket of his coat-

His name was Charles Lambert. Amid
the many persons, pleasure-seekers and
others, whom he jostled to-night beneath
the glaring electrical displays, he passed un¬
noticed. For, truth to say, there was
little about him to draw the eyes of others
towards him, except, perhaps, that on this
cold night he wore no overcoat. He was
tall and of a strong and graceful build that
showed to little advantage in his shabby,
well-worn clothes; at college he had been
an athlete. He had the well-shaped head
and the features of the American gentle¬
man ; the forehead, fairly broad and
fairly high, the eyes of medium size, the
straight nose and large, firm mouth, the
square and determined jaw. Why should he
fail in a world where so many unshapely
creatures succeed ? Look at him. He is

walking rapidly to keep warm. His
thoughts are gloomy, sometimes cynical,
sometimes even egotistical.

“ That was a wise man,” he said to him¬
self, “ who wrote the line about ‘ worth by
poverty distressed.’ Slowly, indeed, does it
rise. I have worth. I am sure of it. Yes,
as much as any man whose stilted lines
actors are now uttering to audiences who
who know not why they applaud. Be¬
cause, forsooth, it is the fashion. But why

should fashion make or break a man ?
And these actors will not even condescend
to read what 1 have written. I know that
I could make a name, if the world would
but give me half a chance.”

He paused in his reflections, as he saw
high in the air, in flaming electrical letters,
the name of a celebrated actor, and below
it that of one of Shakespeare’s plays. He
smiled.

“ Well,” he said, “ 1 don’t claim Shakes¬
peare’s worth. Yet, Shakespeare had no
diploma in his pocket and 1 think 1 know
at least ‘ a little Latin and less Greek.”

Then the smile left his face, and he
frowned.

“ That’s one of the men who would not
read my play. It passes my understanding,
how a man who can lend so much beauty
by his acting to the tenderest lines of
‘ Sweetest Shakespeare,’ can have so litttle
real kindness within his heart. Confound

it, if 1 could once get before the public.”
He sighed ; and then moved by a sudden
impulse, for he loved good plays and good
acting, and was the star in college days,
took his place in the long line waiting for
the doors of the gallery to open.

At last Lambert scrambled up the dark,
winding stair-case, only to find, when he
reached the top, that all the desirable seats
were taken. He was forced to content
himself with a seat in the window on the

side, whose sill was so high as to afford
him a very good view.

Soon the orchestra took its place, and
struck up a lively air. Lambert forgot his
trouble, and began to dream of fame and
riches; of a time when society should bow
its haughty head to the master playwright
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of the day. Little did he think that this
very night would begin the consummation
of these airy fancies.

An electric bell tinkled, the audience
hushed their talk, the theatre was darkened,
the foot-lights sprung suddenly into being,
the curtain went up, and the play opened.
Amid flattering applause the great actor
made his appearance, the great actor who
had rejected his manuscript with a—
“Who are you?” Lambert tried hard
to scowl upon him as an enemy, but soon
lost himself in admiration of his art.

The play was nearly half over. Alone
upon the stage stood the great actor; his
voice, low and impressive, was the only
sound in all the theatre—in all that huge
audience. The people leaned forward in
their chairs, their eyes fixed intently on
him, their ears straining to catch his every
word, every inflection of his enchanting
voice. He held all that' great crowd as the
Ancient Mariner held the Wedding Guest,
and they “ could not chuse but hear.”

Suddenly there rang out a cry, loud,
shrill and terrible—the cry of “Fire!”
Lambert heard the dread word with a sick¬

ening sensation of horror, and instinctively
turned toward the people. From his posi¬
tion in the window he commanded a view
of almost the entire gallery. He could
plainly see an expression of unutterable
horror pass quickly over their faces—an
expression that had a ready response in his
own heart. He already heard an ominous
noise as of scuffling feet and the struggling
of many persons on the lower floors. And
now, in the gallery, there was a .confused
rush to the stairway. In several places he
saw men rise from their seats and attempt
to make their way to the aisles.

He turned his eyes to the stage. There
stood the great actor, mute, as if unable to

move. Life is, indeed, a stage, but not the
stage of the theatre. It calls for other
actors to control it. The people below
were rushing to escape; they ruthlessly
struggled with one another and trampled
the fallen without mercy in their frenzied
endeavors. It all appeared to Lambert in
a confused, misty sort of way. Yet he saw
no signs of a fire; perhaps there was none,
perhaps a false alarm had been sounded !

The thought came to him as an inspira¬
tion, and suddenly his voice, well-trained
in volume, if in nothing else, went pealing
through the theatre like a bugle.

“ For God’s sake, men,” he cried, stand¬
ing up on the window-sill, and towering
above them from his high position. “ For
God’s sake,” (and every face was now
turned wonderingly toward him) “ keep
your seats. Keep your seats, 1 say; there
is no fire, it is a false alarm. There is no

danger, for God’s sake, keep your seats !”
And the men obeyed. For even as the

great actor had held them before, Lambert
held them now. His was now the master’s
role. He held them with his glittering
eye—and they obeyed. Below, where the
people struggled for very life, there, too,
they heard his commanding appeal. And
they, too, obeyed. Suddenly another
voice is heard through the great theatre.
“ Young man, 1 would like to see you at
my rooms to morrow.” It was the voice
of the actor, and it fell on Lambert’s ear
like the call to a new life. It was the
answer to the “ Who are you ? ” and he
felt it along the courses of his blood.

A year had passed, and the great actor
was again in the great city. He had a new
play; it was by an obscure young man
named Charles Lambert.

H. S. Lusk, ’04.
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THE RIFLES OF DE WET.

rO saddle, boys ! The Saxons comeWith screeching life and rolling drum.
They’re in the pass; now, Hans, my son,

Let speak yon captured British gun !
It roars ! Oh, heaven, what a voice
To make the burgher’s heart rejoice !
Again, again! Now, boot and spur !
God speed thee, gallant Kitchener!

Hurrah! hurrah! DeWet! DeWet!
Will pay them back our country’s debt.

The gold hussar
He hies afar

When ring the rifles of De Wet.
French guards the ford; his squadrons bright
Shall sup with us in camp to-night.
Knox rides our trail; ere rise of moon
We’ll have them, lancer and dragoon.
Our saddle-bags are choked with cheer
For Gordon bold and grenadier.
His heart is light—biess Johann Bull
Who keeps our commissary full!

Hurrah for freedom’s friend, De Wet!
Their robber raids the foe regret

When on them dash
With rifle’s hash

The thunderous horsemen of De Wet!

Tho’ Cronje in his island cage
Consumes liis heart in silent rage;
Tlio’ gone is Mareuil the brave,
And gallant Joubert’s in his grave,
De Wet is in the saddle still,
His burghers ride by kop and hill,
And many a Booinek shall fall
Ere thou slialt perish, my Transvaal!

Hurrah, hurrah ! De AYet! De AYet!
AVhere now is Britain’s bayonet ?

The kilted Gael
He well may quail

AVhen ring the rifles of De AYet;
In Bloemfontein the foe encamp,
In Kimberley his chargers champ,
Pretoria is in his powTer,
His lion ramps o’er roof and tower.
But while remains one kop or crag
To lift aloft our country’s flag,
Ring’d round with scorching rifle flame,
Their hireling hosts we’ll put to shame.

Hurrah for freedom’s knight, De AYet!
The vultures of the veldt may whet

Their bloody beaks
On Modder’s peaks

AYhen ring the rifles of De AYet.
2cj P. J. Coleman.
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WHY BILLY ENJOYED THE HOLIDAYS.

HE had just arrived home that morningfrom college. It was Christmas time;
crisp and cold, and simply an ideal day for
the country. There were a great many
things he wanted to see; a great many
haunts he wished to visit. So he would
stroll over the place.

He was nothing but an ordinary college
fellow after all; but an ordinary college
fellow has feelings, and more. And that
“

more ” was the very thing of which Billy
Lucas was thinking. At college he was
never known to think exactly, but he was
good company and popular. Perhaps the
sight of the old turn-stile inspired him, and
perhaps not. At any rate, when he reached
it his brain was full of things not always
found in books, leastwise in Ciceros and
Aeschyluses.

He was thinking of the times when he
and some one else had passed through it;
of the stories it could tell. It was then

early fall. The squirrels played hide and
seek through the oaks, and the birds, with
ruffled coats, looked for warmer quarters.
He would never forget those days. No
doubt “she” and the squirrels and the
birds would, but

“ Hello, Billy ! Gracious, where did you
come from ?”

Billy turned around, and there “ she ”
was. Yes; no doubt of it. Billy felt un¬
comfortable ; Billy felt conscious, then Billy
found his tongue.

“ We-11, Kitty, how are you ?”
“Great; but before you say another

word I want you to tell me of what you

were thinking when I came upon you. You
looked so great and inspired.”

If Billy had been wise he would have
played dead or sick and asked her to go
for a doctor, and then jumped and run
away. No, he did not even faint. Unfor¬
tunately, rhetoric has no rules for such
emergencies.

“ I was just thinking of a piece of poetry
I had read about birds and oaks and other

things that happen in the fall.”
“ Good. Your Junior year has improved

you. Is that all ?”
“ Yes.”
“All? But what about the verse? Wasn’t

there something else to it ?”
“ Oh ! of course. It mentioned squir¬

rels and two people. One was a little
man.”

She would never suspect, for Billy was
over six feet.

“ I love little men and the country. Do
tell me more.”

“ The other fellow was a girl—a beauty
it said. And many times they walked
through a gate.”

“ Marvellous ? And this girl; what sort
of a fellow was she ?”

“A queen—dark hair, green eyes, dimple¬
cheeked, and tall.”

If one had been there, one would have
heard Kitty described to perfection. But
Kitty’s eyes were not green, so, of course,
she didn’t understand.

“And the little man ?”
“ Well, one day he went to college, sad-

hearted. He liked this girl with dark hair
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very much, and he was sorry to leave her.
He wrote verse to her and he carved her
name on trees around the college walks.”

“And her name ?”
“ The lines didn’t say, but it began with

a‘K.’”
“ Perhaps it was Kasey, Kitchup or

Knowall ?”
“ 1 think it was. But he was crazy about

her, and was going to tell her so the next
time he saw her.”

“ Did he have a chance ?”
“Yes. During the Christmas holidays

they met at the same turn-stile.”
“ Stile?”
“ Or gate, door—anything you wish to

call it. She never suspected. He was cool

and collected, and was about to tell her”
“ Yes ?”
“ When he looked down ”
“ Go on.”
“At her hand and saw”
“ What did he see ?”
“An engagement ring. Some one ”
“ Yes; some one was playing a joke on

him.”
“ How do you know?”
“ I ought to 1 was the one.”

And to-day as Billy ponders over some
unknown solution in the chemistry room,
or over a passage in his “ OEdipus ” with
his old friend Gerald, he wonders how she
happened to find it out. C. H., ’02.

THREE A CROWD.
(Being the‘tragic rondeau concerning a certain

gray-stone wall.)

None walks with her—my heart is gay—
I look, and—wonder if 1 may—

As ’long the winding path she goes,
One tiny glance toward me she thro ws,

One tiny glance that seems to say:
“ Kind sir, one moment wait, 1 pray,
1 will return along this way,

And then—” oh joy ! if then, suppose
None walks with her.

I climb the rugged wall—but stay !
Two figures now the pathway stray ;

A hurried look—adieu repose !
I leave the wall, and tear my clothes,

And wander sadly home —for a
N walks with her.

W. B., ’01.
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HOW I VISITED HOWTH CASTLE.

“ The Wicklow hills are very high
And so’s the hill of Howth, too,
But I know a hill that’s twice as high
And higher than them both, too:
’Twas on the top of that high mount
That Patrick preached his sarment,
He made the frogs jump through the bogs
And banished all the varment.”

n^HlS stanza of Irish verse I had read in
I an old song-book when I was a very

small boy, and it had impressed itself so
thoroughly on my youthful plastic mind
that 1 had never forgotten its merry dog¬
gerel jingle, so when I sailed up Dublin Bay
that bright August morning, more than a
decade ago, and had pointed out to me
from the deck of the vessel the hill of

Howth, with its castles and the neighboring
ruins of St. Mary’s Abbey, I became seized
with a wild desire to inspect them more
closely. This desire was aggravated when I
read in the guide-book how Grace O’Mal¬
ley, an Irish chieftainess, a sort of Hiber¬
nian Boadicea, for whom the neighboring
Irish, or transplanted English nobility had
little love, was returning with a large retinue
from London, where she had been on a
visit to Queen Elizabeth, stopped on her
way in front of Howth Castle and de¬
manded hospitality. But the noble Earl
ordering the gates to be double barred and
guarded, refused to open them on the plea
that the family were at dinner and could
not be disturbed. Grace was, of course,
furious and while careering around on her
steed thinking how she could be revenged,
espied the young heir playing on the road¬
side. She immediately ordered one of her
retainers to seize him, and at once the

whole party galloped off toward their
mountain stronghold. The Earl was natur¬
ally in the sheerest distress and immediately
dispatched messengers to arrange terms of
ransom. Grace replied that on one condi¬
tion only would the child be restored,
and that was that forever afterwards the

gates of Howth Castle should stand open
at dinner time. The Earl glad to rescue
his child on such easy terms, at once con¬
sented, and for three centuries afterwards
never were those gates closed at the dinner
hour, until the year when the railroad first
commenced to run down there from Dub¬
lin, when such throngs of visitors began to
invade the park that the then descendant
of the original Earl, finding his ancestor’s
arrangement very inconvenient, and having
no fear of the latter-day O'Malleys’ en¬
forcing the ancient stipulation by force of
arms in the absence of any legal right
ordered the portals closed and established
definite regulations for visitors to the castle
and park to which I was to become a
victim.

Then, too, did not the guide-book say
that in the great hall were to be seen the
old bells of Saint Mary’s Abbey, and that
on the wall hung the sword of Sir Aymar
de Valence, with whose tomb in St. Edward
the Confessor's Chapel, all visitors to West¬
minster Abbey are familiar ? All these
things I must see. The guide-book, more¬
over, stated that the Castle was open to
visitors only on Saturday afternoons from
two to four o’clock, so deliberately waiting
for that auspicious day and hour I took the
train from Dublin and soon found myself
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inspecting' the Abbey ruins, and enjoying
the beautiful scene from the hill overlook¬
ing the charming bay. Then 1 betook my¬
self towards the Castle, but was perempto¬
rily stopped at the porter's lodge: there
was no admission. 1 expostulated in vain.
1 was told the Earl was not at home and
the Castle was not open to visitors except
at certain special times; the regulation men¬
tioned in the guide-book had been abro¬
gated some time ago. Now, this porter’s
lodge was some distance inside the gate, so
that 1 was practically within the park and
almost in view of the Castle. 1 therefore
sauntered around the grounds ere returning
to the entrance and fully sympathizing
with Grace O’Malley about the lack of
Howth’s hospitality. There were, how¬
ever, no “ heirs ” lying around loose on
whom 1 would reek my vengeance even if
1 had been so evilly disposed. Suddenly 1
saw an old gardener at work, and thinking
he might in some way serve to alleviate
my disappointment 1, in answer to his polite
salute halted and addressed him: “ It’s a

dreadful thing to bring people all the way
down here from Dublin on a fool’s errand,”
said 1. “ Yes,” he answered, “ yez see the
regulations is stricther now than they used
to be; and so you’re from Ameriky, are
yez ? ” he continued. “ Yes,” said I, “ and
what part,” said he. “ Philadelphia,” I
replied. At this he gave me a long quizzical
look and furtively approaching, “Whist,”
he whispered. “Och, if it’s from Phila-
dephy ye are, 1 think I can tell ye how yez
can get into the Castle. Go up to the
front door, ring the bell and ask to see the
housekeeper, send her wurrd that there’s a
jintleman from Philadelphy wud like to
spake with her. When she comes, tell her
as how ye heered she had two darters livin
there and ask her if when yez go back ye
cud be of any sarvice to her for them.
She’ll be plased with that, and then tell her
as how ye wud like to see the Castle.” I
demurred a few minutes as to the social
propriety of this proceeding, then deciding
that the Castle was worth the game, I
slipped a shilling into his hand and started
on the venture. In answer to my sum¬

mons 1 was ushered at once by an under
servant into the house, and bidden to take
a seat and—presto ! 1 saw in a glance that
the thing was done. What cared I now
for the housekeeper ? She could receive
me or not, at her own sweet will. I was
actually in the great hall of the Castle.
There was the Earl’s private dinner table
in one corner, and here beside me on the
floor stood a set of ancient bells, and there,
on the wall, like the weapon of Damocles
over my head, hung a formidable sword.
Io triumphe !—Eureka ! — a rustle of a dress,
a footstep and the housekeeper stood before
me, a somewhat dignified personage who
evidently, like the war-horse in Job,
snuffed the battle, suspiciously,from afar.
But my trumpet sung the ha ! ha ! 1 held
the key of the position ; the Castle and all
that it contained worth seeing were mine !
The difficulty now was not how to get in
but how to get out. Putting on a bland
expression and the air of one who had
dwelt in castles in Spain, at least, all his
life, 1 told her diplomatically the truth,
but not the whole truth at once, only in
gentle distillations, and being careful to
monopolize most of the conversational
ammunition to myself. The gardener had
told me of her daughters and 1 thought
maybe, &c., &c. In what part of Phila¬
delphia did they reside? Had she heard
from them often and lately ? How did they
like their Transatlantic home ? Then sud¬
denly and deftly turningthe subject, what
a pleasant home she herself had here ! 1 had
come down from Dublin expressly to see
it, and was (until lately) so sorry to find
there was no admission. By. the way
were those the old Abbey bells ? “ Yes,”
and that grand old weapon was, ?
“ the sword of Sir Aymar de Valence.”—
“ His lordship, the present Earl, led such a
solitary life, too ! ” “ Yes, he always dines
alone.” “Poor man!” and then, as I
turned to leave and bowed myself through
the open door, could I not be of any service
to her daughters ? ” “ No,” but they had
been of infinite service to me.

Charles H. a. Esling.
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To an (*)ld Tree lie the Walks.

(g^HREWELL, old tree, your shadows qe’er again
1 Will play v^itti suqbearqs oq the hillside green ;J Your rqaqy years have not been lived in vain ;
J ^ Your rqerqory lives, though you’re no longer seen-

How proudly there you stood while o’er your head
The storrqs of rqaqy years fierce broKel i]OW high

You held your arrqs While bolts and thunder dread
Spoke in tlqeir anger as they passed you by I

But though you faced Uqrqoved tlqe lightning’s glare,
Rr\d quaked not at the thunder’s deaf'qiqg roar ;

Yet, tinqid birds their nests have builded there
Hqd hutched their yoUqg, and taught thenq thence to soar.

Hqd good, indeed, you’ve been to Us who’ve lain
Both hot aqd Weary in your cooling shade

For rqaqy an h°dr, and rqaqy u day, aqd fain
Forever with you would huve fondly staid.

But qow you’re goqe; yet We shall ne’er forget
The rqaqy useful lessons you huve taught;

For laws divine iq copy here are set
Hqd With the spirit nqeaqing richly fraught.

Your roots struck deep aqd firrq iqto the ground,
No stomp qo tenqpest could your strength o’erturq;

No speck of rotteqqess e’eq qow is fouqd
Iq your great heart, fl lessoq heqce We learq,

Your strength carqe frorq the soundness of your heart;
We, too, will strength possess if we are pure;

Hqd souqd of heart, like you; rqay Grace irqpart
Pure hearts to us, to labor aqd endure.

You served the purpose of your rqasters' Will;
You stood While they Were Willing you should stand.

Hqd hud they Willed you Would be standing still,
fi lessoq heqce we draw—sUblinqe aqd grand.

We have qo “ lasting City " iq this vale
Of tears: God placed Us here to do aqd love

What He conqrqaqds: His will can never fail,
This life is a steppiqg-stoqe to that above.

God placed Us here, aqd here He Wills we stay
Uqtil He calls to realrqs of peace aqd light;

Our duty doqe, He’ll rqeet Us oq the Way
To crown us with the crowq of Well-fought fight.

C , 1901.
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DR. SAMUEL CLAGETT BUSEY.

DR. SAMUEL CLAGETT BUSEY,LL. D., Emeritus Professor of the
Theory and Practice of Medicine in the
Medical Department, Georgetown Univer-
ssty, died at his home, 901 Sixteenth St.,
at 2.30 A. M., February 12, 1901.

Dr. Busey was born July 23, 1828, on
a farm known as “Stony Lonesome,”
in Montgomery County, Md., located in
that picturesque region about one and a
half miles east of Cabin John Bridge. At
the tender age of four years he lost his
father and when sixteen years old he lost
his mother. He received his early educa ~
tion from his mother, and attended the
Rockville Academy from 1841-1845. In
1844, through the influence of his friend,
Mr. Wm. Grindage, of Georgetown, he
was offered the prospective appointment
to West Point, a career which he had much
coveted, but “ his mother refused her con¬
sent and persistently designated the pro¬
fession of medicine, which he as stubbornly
declined.” After her death, however, the
youth of seventeen, inspired by the recol¬
lections of the qualities of a Christian
woman and loving mother, who had wished
to live, that she might continue to foster
and watch over the lives of her minor

sons, determined to fulfill her often-ex¬
pressed hopes, and commenced the study
of medicine in the office of Dr. Hezekiah

Magruder in May, 1845- During the winter
of 1845-1846 he attended the lectures on

anatomy and operative surgery at the
Medical Department of Columbian Uni¬
versity, “but soon learned to know that
private pupilage in an office in George¬

town, without a book more recent than
1820, and with only two or three rusty
scalpels and a pair of toothpullykins, did
not supply the opportunities for the re¬
quirements of his profession.” His mother
left a small estate which yielded an inade¬
quate income for his support, even in those
days of frugality and rigid economy.
Nevertheless, in the spring of 1846 he
went to Philadelphia, entered the office of
the late Geo. B. Wood as a private pupil,
attended two courses of lectures at the

University of Pennsylvania, and enjoyed
the benefits of the teachings of such men
as Wood the elder, Pepper, Gerhard,
Chapman, Gibson, Horner, Hodge, Norris,
Reese and others. He graduated in April,
1848, and began the practice of his pro¬
fession in an office on Capitol Hill, his
income during the first year being less
than a dollar a day. In May, 1849, he
married Miss Catharine Posey, a young
lady whose heart he had won while leading
the life of a farm boy.

In 1853, shortly after the organization of
the Medical School of Georgetown Univer¬
sity, he was elected Professor of Materia
Medica. Unfortunately, in 1858, ill health
compelled him to give up his practice and to
take up the life of a farmer on a place now
known as “ Belvoir, ” close to Cleveland
Park. This change, although in opposition
to the views of such men as Noble Young,
Johnson Eliot and James E. Morgan, the
pioneer teachers of the Georgetown Medi¬
cal School, doubtless secured for him in¬
creased power of resistance to disease, and
added many years to his useful life. In
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the meantime he kept apace with the
advances in the medical sciences, and
when he returned in 1869 he was physi¬
cally and professionally well equipped for
an active professional career. In rapid
succession he helped to create the Chil¬
dren’s Hospital, the Dispensary connected
with the Columbia Hospital, and was one
of the founders of a Post-Graduate School
of Clinical Medicine in 1872. Although
this school was characterized by some as
an over-ambitious attempt in medical edu¬
cation, and was discontinued the following
year in consequence of the pruriency of
some of the directors, history shows, that
the promoters simply planned many years
ahead of their contemporaries.

In July, 1875, the University of George¬
town established the professorship of dis¬
eases of infancy and childhood. There
can be no doubt that Dr. Busey was the
father of Pediatric medicine in this city,
and one of the principal promoters of the
American Pedriatic Society and the Section
of Diseases of Children in the American
Medical Association.

He was especially proud of his efforts
in this direction, because the diseases of
infancy and childhood have stimulated
refined and exact scientific methods in

diagnosis more than any other specialty.
In 1876, Dr. Busey assisted in the reorgani¬
zation of the Georgetown Medical School
and was appointed Professor of the Theory
and Practice of Medicine, which position he
held until compelled by declining health to
retire from active teaching. By his death
the School has lost one of its oldest, most
distinguished and respected teachers, one
who in the past was instrumental in pro¬
moting its usefulness, advancement and
reputation, and who richly deserved and

received in 1899 the degree of Doctor of
Laws, the highest honor the University
can bestow.

Dr. Busey was President of the Medical
Association in 1875, President of the Medi¬
cal Society in 1877 and from 1894-1899,
President of the Association of American

Physicians in 1890, one of the founders of
the Washington Obstetrical and Gyneco¬
logical Society, of the American Gyne¬
cological Society, of the Washington Acad¬
emy of Sciences, of the Children's and
Garfield Memorial Hospital; and held po¬
sitions of honor and trust in all these and
other organizations.

There is something so remarkable in the
career of Dr. Busey that it may not be
without a lesson to inquire into the cause
of his success. He was essentially a type
of American self-made men. We know
from his biography that the income from
the estate which he inherited was inade¬

quate to defray the expenses of his educa¬
tion, and yet he died in good circumstances.
Dr. Busey evidently believed that every
man can hammer out his own fortune, and
set out in life determined to accomplish
this purpose. When fifty-two years ago he
stood on the threshold of his professional
life, he was imbued with the greatness and
responsibility of his calling, and fully real¬
ized that apart from scientific attainments,
the successful physician must possess purity
of character, a high standard of moral ex¬
cellence, and, above all, a conscience to ad¬
judge the penalties of ignorance and neglect.
He realized, too, that to be worthy of the
high calling he had chosen, study must fill
his every moment; to be successful in life
he must unceasingly study, and to gain
admittance into the Temple of Fame, study,
honesty, and truth must be his watchwords.
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How well he performed this task is shown
by a list of over 165 distinct contributions
to medical literature, besides his miscellane
ous publications, such as his Addresses, his
Reminiscences, and Souvenir. The world
is indebted to him for his work on Con¬

genital Occlusion and Dilation of Lymph
Channels, and his masterly exposition of
“The Wrongs of Craniotomy upon the
Living Foetus,” writings which have long
since become classic. His “ Pen Pictures
of the City of Washington in the Past ”
and other historical contributions indited

after the age of seventy, while in feeble
health, are monuments to his literary in¬
dustry, patriotism, and love for truth.

In the practice of his profession he united
tenderness with firmness, condescension
with authority, bore in silence his cares,
with dignity his responsibilities, and with
humility his disappointments. His brilliant
professional career and the distinction which
he has achieved are at once the badge and
the reward of all the higher and nobler
attributes of the true physician.

George M. Kober, M. D.

rY\\t l^Bssmt xxf lire Smmna.

i

Horace, Book: IY. Ode YII.

he snows have fled, the fields are clothed ir\ green,
The trees in leaves once rqore,

The season shifts, subsiding strearr\s between
Their fornqer banks now pour ;

With zone Unbound the Nyrr\ps and Graces gay
Begin the choral dance.

The year, the hour that hastens this fair day,
Warn you of Death’s advance.

Warrn breezes thaw the cold, Spring yields hob powers
To short-lived Surqrner, then

Her ripened fruits the teeiqing RUturqn showers
Soon Winter coir\es again-

The rqoon, When she has Waned, regains her light.
Not so our rqortal star,

Where dwell our Kings, Heneas so Upright
But shades and dust we are.

Who, then, can tell if heaven on our life’s scroll
Will place to-rqorrow there.

Whate’er you spend to please your jovial soul
Escapes your greedy heir.

When once you’re dead and his august decree
dust Minas shall have rnade,

RanK, virtue, eloquence all found in thee
Will not bring back your shade.

For unto life Diana cannot call
HippolitUs unstained;

Rnd Theseus cannot break the bonds that nail
Pirithous, fast chained. y

Hugh d. Fegan, '01.
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“THE CIVIL AND POLITICAL STATUS OF
INHABITANTS OF THE CEDED TERRI¬

TORIES.”

HE above is the title of a paper which
appeared in the Harvard Law Review

December, 1900, I y Alexander Porter for
Morse, one of our distinguished alumni.
Since that time, far from losing its
interest, it has grown in importance,
owing to the issues which have been of

late referred for decision to the highest
tribunal in the land. Since in a review
which must necessarily be confined
within narrow limits, it would be im¬
possible to discuss all the topics which
claimed the attention of the writer, it
seems best to limit our remarks to the
two issues which are, or appear to be,
most fundamental and which lead to the
most important practical conclusions.

1st. In the newly-acquired territories
must the Constitution of the United
States become imperative Proprio Vigore
or in virtue of an act of Congress ? 2d.
Admitting with John Quincy Adams,
that “there are, in the authority of Con¬
gress and of the Executive, two classes
of powers, altogether different in their
nature, and often incompatible with each
other—the war power and the peace
power—the latter limited by regulations
and restricted by provisions prescribed
within the Constitution itself, whilst the
former is limited ‘ only by the laws and
usages of nations,’ ” can the Executive
continue to exercise the war powers
when war itself is at an end ?

That the Constitution must follow the

flag needs no elaborate proof; the flag is
the emblem of national power, and the
national power receives its peculiar form,
its individuality, from the Constitution,
which is the fundamental and supreme
law of the land. It, must not be for¬

gotten that some of its provisions may
not be immediately applicable, and that
there must be a period of transition be¬
tween the political status which existed
under the previous government and the
political status introduced by the con¬
queror ; but as soon as the temporary
obstacles have been removed, the in-
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herent vigor of the fundamental law of
the conqueror must revive; it was not
annulled, but only held in abeyance by
the pressure of actual necessities. The
constitution did not derive its authority
from the rulers, but the rulers derived
their power from the constitution.
Moreover, if by the civil rights which are
usually warranted by treaties consist in
all these fundamental rights ivhicli a free
people are understood to enjoy under all
constitutional governments, the vindication
of which has been consistently upheld by
the United States, these fundamental
rights of a free people must have been
protected by the Government of the United
States, even though the treaty had been
silent on the subject. But as the author
well observes, civil rights is a broader
phrase than fundamental rights, which
are in their nature political, and it is
in the granting or withholding for a time
of those political rights that expediency
must be consulted, and the statesman¬
ship of the conquerors must assert its
wisdom. Civil rights, as previously de¬
fined, must be acknowledged and pro¬
tected, both in citizens and in subjects.
Political rights naturally belong to citi¬
zens, but must be extended to subjects as
soon as practicable, and must transform
them into citizens.

If this doctrine be correct, it supplies
an answer to the second question. Granted
that there be two sets of powers —the one
granted to the Executive in its character
of Commander-in-Chief of the Army and
Navy, and the other intrusted to it as
the Chief Magistrate of the whole Nation
— it is evident that the war power should
be exercised only in time of war, for no
power can extend beyond the object for

which it has been granted. “ The power
is tremendous,” says John Quincy Adams,
“ it is strictly constitutional, but it breaks
down every barrier so anxiously erected
for the protection of liberty, of property,
and of life.” Tremendous and danger¬
ous as it is, it cannot be denied in case of
war; but, as the writer observes: “ Events
which have transpired in American his¬
tory since an early period indicate that
there has been an extension of the Ex¬
ecutive power not perhaps originally con¬
templated, which is usually justified upon
the ground that it is the necessary exer¬
cise by the Executive of the war power.
The situation in the Philippines since
the first hostile gun was fired in Luzon,
though not war in a technical sense, pre¬
sents a striking illustration of the exer¬
cise of the Executive power as Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Army and Navy ;
and recent hostilities in China are another
instance of the exercise of the same

power.”
It is very doubtful whether in the

Chinese imbroglio the limits of what Mr.
Machen justly calls the “elasticity of the
Constitution” have not been exceeded. It
is evident that a power which is tremend¬
ous in its extent, and which is extremely
liable to be extended beyond the limits
originally contemplated, should be used
sparingly, with great caution, and only
under the circumstances which call im¬

peratively for its exercise. We also be¬
lieve with Mr. Kennedy, quoted by the
author, “ that Congress, in legislating for
the inhabitants of any part of the terri¬
tory or domain of the United States, is
bound by the Constitution, anything in
the treaty of Paris, expressed or implied,
notwithstanding.”
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A NEWSPAPER CURIOSITY.

''HE Coleman Museum has acquired
another reminiscence of the days

when the Blue and the Grey were not as
harmonious as they are in our College
colors. It is the last newspaper printed
on the back of a roll of wall paper during
the siege of Vicksburg. In a neat frame
and under glass, the sheet, which meas¬
ures 11 x 19 inches, will be set against
one of the windows, so that the elegant
floral design may be properly viewed.
In addition to its feature of curiosity, it
serves as a specimen of spicy war jour¬
nalism. It concludes with this change
of note into a minor key from one of
high hope and defiance :

“Note (July 4th, 1863).—Two days
bring about great changes. The banner
of the Union floats over Vicksburg.
General Grant has ‘caught the rabbit’;
he has dined in Vicksburg and he did
bring his dinner with him. The Citizen
lives to see it. For the last time it ap¬
pears on ‘ wall paper.’ No more will it
imagine the luxury of meat and fricas¬
seed kitten—urge Southern warriors to
such diet never more. This is the last

wall paper edition, and is, excepting this
note, from the types as we found them.
It will be valuable hereafter as a curi¬

osity.”
For this remarkable trophy we are in¬

debted to one of our greatest hotel pro¬
prietors, as the subjoined acknowledg¬
ment attests:

Georgetown University,
Washington, D. C.,

February 18th, 1901.
Mr. John T. Devine,

“ The Shoreham,”
Washington, D. C.

My Dear Mr. Deyine : Allowr me to
thank you in the name of Georgetown
University for your very great kindness
and generosity in bestowdng upon the
University this copy of the last w'all-
paper edition of The Daily Citizen, of
Vicksburg, Miss., of the 2d of July, 1863.
It shall have a place of honor in our
Coleman Museum. We regard it as a
treasure already, and I am sure it will be
outranked in interest by nothing in that
hall of historic collections. Again thank¬
ing you most cordially, I remain,

Yours very sincerely,
(Signed) John D. Whitney, S. J.,

President.

DE FO'TH UH MARCH
PARADE.

When yo’ hyeah de ban’ uh playin’
En de tramp ub soljuhs feet,

En de folkses all uh sayin’
Don’ de majuh man look swreet;

When deys gen’ral celebrashun,
En uh air of joobilashun,

Hits uh right good indicashun
Ub de Fo’th uh March Parade.

When yo’ see dem niggahs shinnin ’
Up de telegraphin’ pole,

En de fat puhliceman chinnin’
At de crowd what he cyant hoi’;

When de Avenoo’s de stashun,
Whars de mos’ ub dis hyeah nashun,

Hits uh right good indicashun
Ub de Fo’th uh March Parade.

Richard P. Whiteley, ’01.
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THE MERRICK DEBATE.

On the evening of February 22d the
twenty-fifth annual debate for the Mer¬
rick medal was held in Gaston Hall.

Owing to the prominence of this event
in the scholastic year, the hall was
crowded with an appreciative and re¬
fined audience. The Merrick medal is
one of the most-eagerly-sought-for and
highly-prized distinctions that a student
of Georgetown can obtain; and as such,
every member of the Philodemic Society
justly deems it a distinguished privilege
to be chosen by the members of the
society as a contestant. To win the
medal is a very high honor; to win a
place on the debate is but little less, and
the names of many GeorgetoAvn alumni,
who have won high positions and reputa¬
tions, on the Merrick debates of by-gone
years indicate clearly that this honor was
just as highly prized then as now.

The Philodemic Society, the oldest and
best known one at Georgetown, Avas
founded in 1830 by Rev. Dr. Ryder, one
of the most celebrated orators of his

day, for the purpose of fostering elo¬
quence among the College students.
During the first years of its existence
debating was not as prominent a factor
in the society as it afterwards became, but
more attention wras paid to purely literary
subjects, such as poems, essays on litera¬
ture, and orations on patriotic occasions.
Such an educational discipline wrould
undoubtedly make polished, cultivated
speakers and writers, but it would not
give them the training and facility in
speaking such as would in their public
careers be necessary. In other words,
though an excellent practice, such a

course of exercises could not make as

ready, apt, forceful speakers as regular
debaters. So thought the Hon. Richard
T. Merrick, one of Georgetown’s most
illustrious sons and a leader of the
American bar. By years of experience,
during which he was thrown into con¬
tact with the brightest, keenest, and
most resourceful minds in our country,
he learned what manner of oratorical
exercises would best train and develop
young speakers and to awaken the zeal
of the Philodemic members and en¬

courage them to cultivate and develop
their oratorical talents, he, in 1874, set
aside a sum of money, the annual interest
of which was to be expended for a medal
to be awarded to the best speaker on the
annual public debate. The long list of
Georgetown alumni who have achieved
prominence in public life as clever de¬
baters and orators and the good-natured
rivalry which exists among the members
in the Philodemic Society, all desiring to
appear in public debate, sufficiently attest
how well the ends of the distinguished
lawyer have been attained.

The Philodemic Society is open to all
College students above the class of fresh¬
man and at the first meeting in December
the Merrick debaters are chosen, a ma¬

jority of the active members being neces¬
sary for a choice.

For many years the favorite and worthy
sons of the society shed honor on her,
and set so high a standard in the public
debate that the debaters each year have
to strive and diligently prepare them¬
selves in order to attain this high mark,
or at least not to debase it. That this



272 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL

was done this year is attested by many
who have heard the public debates for
some years past, and the congratulations
of the whole College are dne to the
young orators for the creditable manner
in which they acquitted themselves.

The question debated this year was:
“ Resolved, That the Federal Government
should own, operate, and control all the
railroads in the United States.” The

speakers were Messrs. T. A. Ferneding,
’01, Ohio, and E. W. Jones, ’01, Virginia,
on the affirmative, while Messrs. I. J.
Costigan, ’01, District of Columbia, and
G. C. Green, ’01, North Carolina, upheld
the negative. The Judges were Senator
Stephen E. Mallory, of Florida; Eepre-
sentative Martin H. Glynn, of New York,
and George E. Hamilton, dean of the
Law School. Each speaker carefully
prepared his debate and delivered it in
an excellent manner. Hearty applause
was given at the conclusion of each
speech, and so equally were the young
orators watched that the judges doubtless
experienced no little difficulty in agree¬
ing upon the successful debater. Their
choice was made immediately after the
debate, but the decision will not be made
known until commencement day. Below
are given summaries of the speeches in
the order in which they were delivered.

The first speaker, Mr. Thomas A. Fer¬
neding, of Ohio, was for the affirmative.
He was introduced by Mr. W. J. Kernan,
chairman of the debate. Mr. Ferneding
began with the assertion that when a
matter becomes a question of public bene¬
fit the Government has the right to that
property over the individual. He wanted
to know why the railroads had the right
to contend with the Government for

property when the roads themselves de¬
pended upon Government favor. He ex¬
patiated upon the immense importance
of the railroads to the country, and what
a serious matter their suspension for even
a short time would be. He declared one

system of railroads working harmoni¬
ously throughout the country would be
the best and most desirable plan. “ To
the extent that railroads are a necessity,”
said he, “so far are they a monopoly.
The effect of public ownership would be
to prevent extortionate rates; to insure
regularity in service; to establish an equal
basis upon which all men could compete.
The railroad question must be dealt with
soon, for the present condition is un¬

worthy of us as a nation.”
The first speaker upon the negative

side was Mr. Ignatius J. Costigan, of the
District of Columbia. He held that Gov¬
ernment ownership of the railroads would
result in corruption. He said if the
power should be vested in Congress the
temptation would be too strong toward
corruption, that re-election might be
helped along by the urging of special
rates for certain commodities. He said
bribes would be offered for rates, and
probably accepted. He held that men
would be appointed to positions in the
railroad service who would be absolutely
unfitted for them. The effect of Govern¬
ment control on business would be to

cause fear of power and render business
unsafe. He illustrated the evils of having
business men, brokers, judges, and poli¬
ticians making rates for railroads that
they had never seen and knew nothing
of. He said the industry connected with
the railroads would be seriously affected
during the few weeks preceding elections.
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He held that financially the operating
expenses under the Government would
be larger than under private control. He
said positions would be made for political
favor, and the Government, besides, could
not economize, as the public would not
be a critical stockholder. To control this
increased expense, he said, the Govern¬
ment would have to make higher rates.
He enumerated the foreign countries
owning the railroad systems, and showed
that the failures had been much more

marked than the successes. He said
Government control would be more apt
to tax industry than to foster it, and that
such control would be demoralizing to
business.

Mr. R. Winfield Jones, of Virginia,
was the second speaker for the affirma¬
tive. He held that, because of the great
economic dependence of the public upon
railway transportation, railways were es¬
sentially of a public character, and should
be operated for public interests alone.
He argued that Governmental control,
either under a system of ownership and
operation, or of surveillance, was both
necessary and legal.

Citing numerous instances of discrimi¬
nation, he contended that public interests
were disregarded and subordinated to
private interests. He showed that Gov¬
ernmental control had been, and would
be ineffective. He declared, then, that
the Government could control railways
only through ownership and operation.
He argued that this system would be of
economic advantage to the public inter¬
ests, 1st, by the establishment of uniform
and stable rates; 2d, by reduction of
rates, because of economy produced by
consolidation and efficient management,

and 3d, by the construction and main¬
tenance of railways in unremunerative
sections.

He predicted the consolidation of all
the railways into a few hands in the near
future, and declared that this was so
serious a menace to our industrial and

political freedom that Government owner¬
ship and operation was a political neces¬
sity.

The last speaker of the evening was
Mr. George C. Green, of North Carolina,
for the negative. His remarks were well
delivered and his points telling. He de¬
clared a change to be unnecessary, as rates
were now equitable and lower in this
country than elsewhere. He said the
Government lacked the incentive to

operate railroads, and that incentive was
the basis of ownership. He said this
was the reason why Government enter¬
prises were invariably conducted with
less efficiency than private ones. A Gov¬
ernment monopoly was the most objec¬
tionable in the world. There was no

danger from corporate ownership so long
as there was competition. If the Gov¬
ernment was in control, there would be
no notice taken of new inventions, as
Government officials invariably cling to
old methods, for the reason that new
methods bring more work, and this is
religiously avoided by all Government
incumbents. He said Government man¬

agement everywhere was narrow and ab¬
solute. The only argument in favor of
Government control would be the regu¬
lation of freight rates, and the lowest
freight rates in the world existed in this
country. He said such ownership would
stifle private enterprise and would prove
a biting, vicious monopoly.

Edward J. Smith, ’01.
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I^HE opening article in The AgnetianMonthly is a well-ordered synopsis
of a lecture upon “Latin Authors.” As
the lecture was the work of a man who
has established a reputation for doing
full justice to his subjects, we will not
criticise it. The synopsis or reproduc¬
tion of the lecture is interesting reading.
“The Genius of Wagner” has been
written in a manner that shows that
the subject, although difficult, has been
considered in a masterly way. A rather
odd contribution is found in “A Letter
from India.” It is written in an original
style and gives us a very good idea of life
in that part of the world. The writer
exercised careful judgment in picturing
for us those events and topics that are
most interesting in India life. There was
once a time when we had but to refer to
the bright pages of the Monthly to find
much verse that was readable, but last
month’s number was in dire need of even

one piece of verse. We trust that the
poetic spirit, if numbed by the winter,
will revive with renewed vigor in the
near future.

Despite the lack of fiction in the
Dickinson Monthly for January, we judge
it an excellent college production. It
contains good verse upon grave and gay
subjects; two essays that are most cred¬
itable; healthy editorials upon proper
themes, and a cheerful and clever ex¬

change column. “Adrift,” the first piece
of verse, has a pleasing metre that assists
the writer in conveying in his lines very
worthy and poetic sentiment. As a his¬
torical essay, “Napoleon’s Plans for the
Invasion of England,” has those charac¬
teristics which every good essay should
contain. The statement of the facts is
written in a clear, forcible style and it
is agreeable reading. The writer follows
his subject closely and his essay is an
actual relief after we have struggled
through some of the school-boy efforts
we have noticed in some of our ex¬

changes. “The Executive Functions of
the Senate ” is the title of another well-
handled essay in the Monthly. It puts
very clearly before the reader many
things concerning this subject that are
not very well known, hence it should be
read. These two essays agree with our
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ideas of what college magazines should
publish in the way of essays. To those
college writers who imagine they can
handle the gravest questions we would
advise first a trial essay upon some sub¬
ject as the above, then the “ literary ”
department of some of our exchanges
might be worthy of this much-abused
adjective. The editorial upon the sup¬
port of the Monthly is an open statement
of facts that should appeal to the students
of Dickinson. At all events, the man¬

agement of a college publication is a
burden not over light. One may read
some clever verse in the department en¬
titled, “Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow.”
One would wish, after reading them,
that there were more “Idle Fellows.”

* * * *

One of the best of all the Southern

magazines we have received is The Cri¬
terion from Columbia College. Southern
poets are the subjects of two delightful
essays. The writer of the rather brief
essay on, or we might say, appreciation of
Henry Timrod, seems to have been im¬
bued with the spirit of the subject and
the resulting effort is excellent reading.
The writer narrates in a pleasing manner
much about the Carolina poet that is of
interest and quotes from some of his best
work. “Broken Lights of Southern Lit¬
erature ” is an exhaustive essay portray¬
ing the misfortunes of those sweet singers
of the Southland, Timrod and Poe.
“Electricity in Civilization” is broadly
treated, but is, nevertheless, well written.
“Exchanges” and “Among the Maga¬
zines” are both well-conducted depart¬
ments.

* * * #

The Georgian for February offers its
readers a pleasing mixture of literary

3cj
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articles. The editors of this magazine
seem to have combined, to good advantage,
the serious articles, both prose and verse,
with the work of lighter character. A
thoughtfully-written paper on Kipling
conveys a clear idea of those especial
characteristics of this writer that have
made him famous. Another paper upon
Markham’s “The Man with the Hoe”

points out and illustrates with apt quota¬
tions the poet’s knowledge of human
nature in this particular phase and
speaks of the purpose which the poet had
in view when writing his much criticised
poem. A bit of well-developed fiction
is entitled “ The Fisherman and the
Water Nymph.” Of course, as in nearly
all student efforts, this story is not per¬
fect, but the narration of the incidents
that form the plot is written in a clear,
pleasing style that shows no small ability.
This story is the best effort in this num¬
ber, but “An Episode,” a story of a class
election, and “The Finger of Judas,” a
continued story, are well told and possess
many good qualities. The editorials,
especially those upon the intentions of
the editorial staff and upon college spirit,
have a lofty tone and voice very worthy
sentiments. The style throughout the
various articles of The Georgian, both
prose and verse, shows care and finish
that speak well for the literary training
of the contributors.

* * * *

“ The Person from Poilock,” a cleverly
written bit of satire, and “How Tulin
Covered the Assignment,” a newspaper
story that is well handled, are both arti¬
cles of interest in a recent number of
the Yale Lit.

A. C. G., ’01.
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THE ORDER OF THE GREEN FEATHER.

ONLY six years had elapsed since theday when Julius Adams Jeremy
bade good-bye to his fond parents and
entered the mysterious realm known as
“ Prep. School,” yet when he came to
Georgetown he affected to consider his
“ Prep.” experiences as ancient and un¬
reliable history that could add nothing
to his new and more dignified position
as a sixteen-year-old Freshman. How¬
ever, in some unaccountable manner the
information leaked out that, in the old
days, his juvenile companions had ab¬
breviated his somewhat lengthy name,
according to their custom, and that
among the fellows his proper name was
“Juice Jeremy.”

So it was that he came to be called by
this nickname at Georgetown, and despite
all his efforts to rid himself of the un¬

welcome appellation, which efforts, in
addition to considerable moral suasion,
also included three fights, it continued
to cling to him. How, at last, he changed
it, or, rather exchanged it for another, is
the burden of this tale; the truth of
Avhich no person, or persons, should doubt,
unless they themselves can furnish a
more reasonable explanation.

It was in September, 189-, that “Juice ”
first came under the protection of the
“ blue and the grey.” He was an under¬
sized boy with a colorless face, very much
freckled, pale, grey eyes, and brown hair,
of a peculiar dull shade. He wore a round,
white felt hat, elaborately decovated with
monograms of various universities, and

affected a heavy sweater and a short,
crooked pipe.

“ Yes, gentlemen,” he said to an admir¬
ing crowd of “ Preps,” first-year boys,
who had gathered in front of the steps of
the North Building, “ I intend to go into
athletics rather heavily. I don’t like
boasters. I don’t intend to boast myself,
but if you fellows keep your eye on me
you’ll find that I’m like one of those
tortoises old Uncle Bennis wrote about—

slow, but mighty sure.”
Having delivered himself of this, he

proceeded to fill his crooked, black pipe,
and then said suddenly :

“ I tell you, fellows, this college is a
swell place! I know a thing or two about
’em, and I say this for a good many rea¬
sons. First, there’s no hazing here. Now,
I’ve been to colleges where they’d like to
kill you with the way they haze you. Not
that I’m afraid of it—no, sirs! I like a
little reasonable fun, once in a while ; it’s
a good ”

What he would have said, had he been
allowed to continue, is not known, for in
the midst of his speech a mischievous
student leaned over the balcony above
and emptied a pitcher of cold water on
him. He did not exactly know what
had occurred for the moment, and he
stood sputtering with embarrassment and
wiping the water from his eyes with his
hands, while his heartless companions
laughed until the quadrangle rang with
the echoes of their mirth.

But “Juice” was game. “No use



Georgetown college journal. 277

gettin’ mad,” he said. “ I s’pose it’s
one of your customs here, so I’m bound
to respect it. Hope you gentlemen will
excuse me till I change my clothes.”

He hastened to the dormitory and pro¬
ceeded to discard his water-soaked gar¬
ments. One of his friends, who had
attended the college for two seasons, saw
him, and guessed correctly at the circum¬
stances.

“Been ducked, eh?” he said, as he
pulled aside the white curtains and
peered in the alcove.

“Yes,” answered ‘Juice.’ “I went
against it properly. Guess it's a custom
of the school that I didn’t know about.”

“Funny that you didn’t get it before.
Why, it’s never safe to stand under those
windows on a sunny day, especially if
you’re a new fellow. But it’s the only
thing in that line that you don’t need
be afraid of here. If you get ducked,
try to give it back to the fellow who
ducked you, but don’t let the prefects
catch you doing it.”

“Swell place !” said ‘Juice,’ musingly,
as he poked his head through a sweater,
“I kind 0’ think I’ll like it here.”

It did not take him long to become
familiar with the college, and after a
month had passed he felt very much at
home. The football season had opened,
and before the’Varsity team had been prac¬
tising a week he knew every player by
his first name, and Avas one of the most
violent and voluble rooters on the
bleachers. To be sure, he sang the
football songs in a nasal tone, intro¬
duced intervals hitherto unknown to
students of harmony, but his lung power
and his volubility seemed alike inex¬
haustible, and what he lacked in artistic
taste he atoned for by enthusiasm.

But he had not forgotten his ducking,
and he resolved to avail himself of the
first opportunity to see some other “new ”
fellow suffer his experience. At last it
came about that one sunny Wednesday
afternoon, in the last week of October,
two newcomers were seated in the identi¬
cal place where “Juice” received his
wetting, and that individual upon re¬
marking the circumstance, hastened up¬
stairs and secured a pitcher of water from
a nearby room. He knew just where the
fellows Avere seated, and his plan Avas to
rush out on the balcony, throw the Avater,
and retreat before they could see him.

At the very same time that he Avas
making these preparations a famous
Oriental potentate, Avho had come to
Washington on official business, had just
completed an inspection of the College,
and Avas on his Avay to his carriage, es¬
corted by some of the Facility and a com¬
mittee of P. G’s. The two neAV students
were surprised, therefore, when they saw
the door of the old North Building open
and the Emir of B , with his retinue,
in a flash of shimmering silk and blazing
jewels, step out and move toward the
staircase on which they were seated.

The party had advanced a little dis¬
tance into the quadrangle, and the two
students were still gazing at the unique
spectacle —the black gowns of the Faculty
throwing into contrast the rich robes of
the orientals, when they heard a SAvish of
water from the balcony and saAV the
sparkling column of fluid fall behind
them, spattering the steps leading to the
ancient building.

At the same instant the Emir, Avho
had heard the noise, turned, and an ex¬

pression, which he probably intended for
a smile, came into his placid face. All
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eyes were now turned to the balcony where
“ Juice” stood, transfixed with surprise
at the brilliant gathering, and terror at
the narrow escape which he had from out¬
raging the Emir. “One hundred lines,
sir,” cried one of the prefects, “and now,
sir, go to the study hall, at once! ”

“Juice” thanked his fortune that his
punishment was no harder, and turned to
obey.

In the meantime, the Emir and the
interpreter evidently had been having a
disagreement, and just as “Juice” was
about to go in the man of the yellow gown
turned toward the balcony and cried in
pidgin English :

“ The Morning Star, the Light of the
East, His Excellency, the Emir of B
desires, 0 most illustrious youth, that
you come to him at once ! ”

Beads of cold perspiration broke out
on “Juice’s” forehead at this summons.

He would be expelled, of course, or ar¬
rested. Perhaps, he had insulted the
Emir; perhaps, they would kill him with
their terrible crooked swords. He w'as

tempted to flee, at first, but the futility of
such a course wTas apparent. So, quaking
with fear, he made his way down to the
quadrangle.

He feared even to look at the great
potentate, who stood like a mountain of
color flashing with jewels, and he sawr
that the P. G.’s and the Faculty were
frowning daggers at him. His eyes still
cast dowm, he began to blurt out an inco¬
herent excuse, when the Emir, who had
been regardinghim with a not unkindly
expression, again spoke to the interpreter
at some length.

“Juice ” looked up just as that worthy
began to talk, and the longer the speech
continued the more bewildered he became,
for these were the words of the interpre¬
ter :

“The Morning Star, the Light of the
East, His Excellency the Emir, thus
speaks : 0 Most Illustrious Youth, it has
pleased us in this strange and wonderful
country, to find one so young, and yet so
learned, who knows the customs of our

far-off land. Surely such a one must be
of surpassing wisdom, even in these great
halls of learning ! For in the land of the
rising sun, whence I came, be it known
that we honor the departing guest by
washing with water the stones before
our doors, in token that the way is clear
for him to re-enter. To you, young
though you be, Illustrious Youth, it was
given to know of this good custom, and
to greatly honor me and please me in the
doing of it. Therefore, do I, in token of
my love and regard for you, I, son of the
West, declare you a noble of the Order
of the Green Feather, and an honorary
and respected member of my household.”

When “Juice” stole a look at the
Emir, the latter was smiling benevolently
at him w ith his chubby oriental counte¬
nance, and holding in his left hand a
bright, green feather. “Juice” ap¬
proached, and as he took the badge of
rank, the Emir held out his other hand.
He should have kissed it, but instead
“Juice” grasped it in true American
fashion, shook it heartily and said:
“ Much obliged, sir ! ” He did not know
exactly what to do with the feather, and
he stood helplessly looking to the Emir’s
oily smile, until the interpreter told him
to place the token in his hat. Then, in
accordance with the expressed wish of
the Emir, the erstwhile “ Juice ” Jeremy,
now' a rather sorry appearing Knight of
the Green Feather, accompanied the
party to their carriages.

Formally months afterwards the noble
Jeremy might be seen with the insignia
of his rank in his hat, eating lemon pie
at the “store,” or kicking a foot ball
around the field, and thus it came about
that he wras ever afterwuirds known to all

college men as “ Feather Jeremy,” of the
Emir’s household.

John A. Foote.

Visitors.-Among the visitors this month
wrere Fathers Smith and O’Gorman, both
old professors at the College, Bishop
Harkins of Providence, and the Bight Eev.
Abbot, of Monte Casino.



Since our last re¬

port the First Year
Class has succeeded
in forming a class
organization for the
current scholastic
year. The officers
chosen are: President,

R. J. Jones, of Pennsylvania; first vice-
president, Joseph L. McAleer, of Penn¬
sylvania; second vice-president, Frank
Williamson, of Illinois; secretary, I). A.
Murphy, of Nebraska; treasurer, F. R.
Regue, of New York; sergeant-at-arms,
P. T. Glancy, of Maryland. President
Jones has appointed Messrs. Hahn, Ma¬
loney, Lord, Duffy, and Porter as an
executive committee.

At the regular meeting of the Debating
Society, held on the evening of February
2d, the cpiestion discussed was: “ Re¬
solved, That the Presidential term be
extended for six years and that the
President be ineligible for re-election ”
The debaters were Messrs. J. II. Campbell
and Carl B. Rix, affirmative; Messrs. L.
J. Cullen and John P. Grace, negative.
The vote upon the merits of the question
was 12 in favor of the affirmative and 12
in favor of the negative,

The question debated on the evening
of February 9th was: “Resolved, That
in the event of the partition of China,
the United States secure a portion of the
territory.” The affirmative side was sup¬
ported by Messrs. J. M. Watson and E. B.
Colgin; the negative side by Messrs. R.
L. Edwards and Adrian Sizer. The vote
of the society on the merits of the debate
was 16 to 1 in favor of the negative.

The question, “ Resolved, That cities
should own and operate their street rail¬
ways,” was debated on the evening of
February 16th by Messrs. J. T. Cashman
and Thomas A. McCole, affirmative, and
J. R. Mitchell with F. M. Kennemer,
negative. By a vote of 14 to 10 the
society decided the merits of the debate
to be with the negative.

The second public debate of the society
was held in the Law School on the even¬

ing of January 26th before one of the
best audiences by which the public de¬
bates of the society have been attended.
The arrangements of the debate were in
the hands of the collegiate debate com¬
mittee, composed of Messrs. Thomas H.
Tatum, chairman; W. Cleary Sullivan,
and J. Harry Campbell, and to the energy

279
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and efforts of these gentlemen great
credit is due for the excellent manner in
which the preparations for the debate
had been made. The question discussed
was: “Resolved, That the partition of
China would be wholesome to civiliza¬
tion.” Mr. A. H. Twibill opened for the
affirmative. He compared the civilization,
or lack of it, in China with that of the
world. He maintained that the only
practical scheme for settling the Chinese
question at present puzzling the world
was that involving the partition of China.
Mr. Twibill’s effort won the praise of
beiug the most oratorical effort of the
evening, according to the decision of the
judges. Mr. George E. Downing, of Rhode
Island, was the first negative. He denied
that any advantages whatsoever to civiliza¬
tion would accrue from the partition of
China. He reviewed at some length
various attempts made during the last
half century by the alleged civilized
nations to humanize the Chinese. He
showed that on every occasion the civ¬
ilizers had been impelled by purely selfish
motives under the guise, at times, of high
and noble Christian principles; but that
the work of the civilizers was so atro¬

ciously barbarous that it would have
been disgraceful to even the wildest
tribes of As:a or Africa. Mr. Downing
had a vein of caustic irony running
through his whole speech, and his effort
was adjudged the most humorous of the
evening.

Mr. James A. Toomy was second affirm¬
ative, and to him the judges awarded the
praise of having most gracefully delivered
his oration. He quoted from publicists
in support of the righteousness of parti¬
tion, and of the intervention of the nations
in the affairs of China. He also outlined
a scheme by which China could be parti¬
tioned. In his plan, the affairs of China
would be under the direction of a part¬
nership composed of China herself and
the allied powers Such an agreement
would be reached that all the nations
would have equal advantages, and clash¬

ing would thus be precluded. The
Christian religion would be practised,
the safety of foreigners assured, and the
wonderful commerce of China opened to
the civilized world.

Mr. .T. Vincent Coughlan closed for
the negative. He ridiculed the state¬
ments made by the affirmative regarding
the benefits which would accrue to China
from partition. Partition, he argued,
would be beneficial to foreigners only,
while the interests of the people of China
had not been considered. He maintained
that the partition of China was contrary
to the continued policy of this Govern¬
ment, was without a precedent, and was
opposed to every principle of interna¬
tional law. He showed that all changes
of government must come from internal,
not external, sources ; and that interven¬
tion on the ground of religion was ex¬
pressly prohibited by law. He pointed
out the dangers of boundary disputes;
the loss of lives that would inevitably
result from subsequent uprisings. He
contended that a stagnation in industrial
enterprises would follow from bringing
the cheap productions of China in com¬
petition with the high priced and high
class labor of the rest of the world. Mr.
Coughlan’s was easily the strongest speech
of the evening, and won the commenda¬
tion of the judges as the best from an
argumentative standpoint.

The judges were Hon. James T. Lloyd,
of Missouri; Hon. Charles H. Duell,
Commissioner of Patents; and Hon.
Robert W. Wilcox, Delegate in Congress
from Hawaii. Mr. Lloyd, on behalf of
the judges, rendered a decision in favor
of the negative, and complimented each
speaker for his chief characteristic.

As we go to press the examinations for
the second terms are about to begin.
The first examination takes place on the
evening of February 28th. The third
term begins March 9th.

On Sunday, January 27, Mr. David L.
Reynolds, a member of the first-year
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class of the Law School, died of pneu¬
monia. He was highly thought of by
his classmates, being not only a good stu¬
dent, but also a genial, pleasant com¬
panion and a true friend. The following
resolutions were adopted at a class meet¬
ing which was held to take action on the
sad event:

“ Whereas it has pleased Almighty God
to take from our midst our beloved friend
and classmate, David L. Reynolds;

“ Be it Resolved, That we, the members
of the Class of 1903, Georgetown Uni¬
versity Law School, tender his afflicted
family our sincere sympathy in their be¬
reavement;

“/it? it also Resolved, That as a mark of
esteem and respect for his memory we
attend his funeral in a body; and

“ Be it further Resolved, That these
resolutions be published in the George¬
town College Journal and a copy
transmitted to his afflicted family.’'1

MEDICAL SCHOOL.

In a paper read before the American
Laryngological Association, at its twenty-
second annual congress, Dr. T. Morris
Murray deals with tracheal injections in
the treatment of pulmonary tuberculosis.
This is a question of very great interest
in medical science. The paper con¬
fines itself specially to the work now
being done under Dr. Murray in the
Central and Emergency Hospitals of this
city. In describing the maimer and re¬
sults of his treatment he writes : “ The
method of administering intratracheal
injection is simple ; the curved cannula
of the syringe is passed between the
vocal cords, and the fluid is slowly in¬
jected into the trachea. The syringe
which I have employed is the Schadel
syringe. The usual effect in a majority
of cases is a slight explosive cough. I
have not seen a single instance of glottic
spasm follow even the first injection.
Out of thirteen cases treated during the
past seven months, with the Mundell

solution, all but three have been decidedly
benefitted, their cough and expectoration
have been lessened, and their tempera¬
ture lowered. These patients were not
in the hospital, and could only be seen
three or four times a week, and were very
poor, with all which that means in the
way of environment.

“The advantage of the intratracheal
injection over the usual methods of treat¬
ment in tuberculosis lies in the fact that
the antiseptics used enter at once the
field of their labors unaltered, and pene¬
trate to the farthest limit of the respira¬
tory space, and, coming in immediate
contact with the toxines as they are gen¬
erated, bring about the beneficial results
described without interfering with the
digestive organs.

“While I do not undertake to reach a

conclusion as to the full value of this
treatment in cases of tuberculosis, I
think it can be fairly said that it does
lessen the cough and expectoration, lower
the temperature and improve the general
condition of the patient.”

POST-GRADUATE SCHOOL.

During the month a majority of the
lectures had to be given in the Senior
Library, owing to the fact that our own
quarters in the Post-Graduate Library
were too cold. The change was an ac¬
ceptable one, as the Senior Library, with
its warm southern exposure, was a very
pleasant place on a chilly day, such as
we experienced during last month. There
is very little of note to record concerning
the events of the month.

In Philosophy, Father Devitt is now
delivering his closing lectures on Hyp¬
notism, treated from a moral stand¬
point.

Father Holaind, in his course of
Ethics, has devoted his attention to
explaining the fundamental doctrines
of Government, the powers of the State,
and the rights and obligations of citi¬
zens.
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The essays on “ The Training of the
Publicist,” required by the Dean in his
course on Advanced Rhetoric, have been,
with few7 exceptions, completed. This
subject, being of a peculiarly difficult
nature, required much time and delicate
handling for its delineation.

In the Post-Elizabethan course, Mr.
Solis delivered a lecture on Tennyson,
which proved to be one of the most
interesting given hitherto. It was
rendered more enjoyable by a crossing
of swords, in a metaphorical sense, of
course, between the lecturer and some
of his objectors, from which Mr. Solis
emerged with his trusty blade, un¬
scathed, untarnished, and undismayed.

COLLEGE NOTES.

Philosophy in Junior Class —The new7
schedule of studies has gone into effect
in the Junior Class. The members of
1902 have now begun the study of Phil¬
osophy.

Reading of the Results of the Mid-Year
Examinations.—The students assembled
in Gaston Hall, on February 4th, to hear
the results of their mid-year examina¬
tions Fr. Fagan, in the absence of Rev.
Fr. Rector, who was ill at the time, ad¬
dressed the students,urging them to begin
the second term well, by applying them¬
selves earnestly to their books.

Rev. Father Provincial’s Visit.—Rev.
Father Gannon, Provincial of the Mary¬
land-New York Province, spent a wTeek
with us during the month. He wras ac¬
companied by Fr. Jerome Dougherty,
wrho wras for years minister here at college.
A holiday Avas given in honor of Father
Provincial.

Mass Meetings.—Tavo mass meetings
Avere held during the month to consider
the advisability of participating in the
Inaugural parade on March 4th. As yet
nothing definite has been decided on, but
in all probability GeorgetoAvn Avill partici¬
pate.

Billiard and Pool Tournament. -The
tournament Avas hotly fought this year, as
there Avas a large list of contestants.
Great interest was shown in the last few
games Avhen the “cracks’! Avere com¬
peting for the honors. Ed. Byrne won
the first prize in pool, and Frank Fitz¬
gerald second prize. In billiards, John
Whitehead Avon first place Avitli Paul
Laroussini a close second.

Our Vice-President at Chicago.—The
third annual meeting of the Association
of American Catholic Colleges, will be
held in Chicago on the 13th, 14th, and
15th of April. One of the six papers
submitted for general debate will be by
Fr. James P. Fagan, S. J., w7ho will treat
the subject of “ Educational Legislation.”

Senor Thomas Herran.—The original
of the very striking portrait in our
Alumni Gallery, Mr. Thomas Herran, ’63,
A. M., ’68, lately made his appearance
in our midst, accompanied by his son,
Thomas Herran, Jr. He brought with
him Senor Don Carlos Martinez Sil\7a,
Minister of Foreign Affairs of the Re¬
public of Colombia, South America, his
son, Hernandez, and Senor Nantz, a bright
young man from the same country. Mr.
Martinez is in Washington on a special
mission from his government, and Mr.
Herran acts as secretary of the same.
The party, escorted by Father Gntierez,
inspected the premises, and were after-
Avards entertained at luncheon by Rev.
Father Rector. An attack of grippe
determined Mr. Herran to avail himself
immediately of the resources of our hos¬
pital, and this afforded him another proof
of the progress of the University.

Father Becker at Gallaudet.—Last year
the deaf mutes at Kendall Green enjoyed
a lecture on “ Books and Reading,” deliv¬
ered by our Father Minister, a Avell-knoAvn
adept in the language of signs. Their
Literary Society has another treat in store
for the 15th of April, when he will ad¬
dress them on “ Literary Interpretation,”



WITH THE OLD BOYS.

John K. Bradford, ’78. —John K.
Bradford, a member of the class of ’78,
died on the sixth day of July, A. U.
1900. He was the son of James and
Katharine Bradford. His father, James
Bradford, was a progressive and pros¬
perous merchant of Wilmington, Del.,
and was identified with the growth of
that city. John K. Bradford and his
brother, George S. Bradford, were edu¬
cated partly in Europe, and on their
return to America, George 8. Bradford
continued his studies and entered the
Homan Catholic priesthood, while John
K. Bradford, after completing his studies
at Georgetown University, studied law at
Wilmington, Del., under Victor DuPont,
Esq., then the leader of the Delaware
bar. After several years’ practice, Mr.
Bradford was appointed judge of the
Probate Court in Wilmington, Del., and
by his courtesy and justice won many
lirm friends. In April, 1891, Mr. Brad¬
ford married Miss Emma Maroney, of
Philadelphia, who, with a daughter and
sou, survives him. The esteem in which
Mi'. Bradford was held by his fellow-

members of the Delaware bar is attested
by the eulogy delivered upon him by
Francis H. Hoffecker, Esq., one of its
leading members, at a meeting of the
association called to take action on his
death. Mr. Hoffecker said :

“ Death has once again entered the
ranks of our profession, and John K.
Bradford, answering the summons of
the grim messenger, has passed into
eternity.

“It is not with ‘flattery to soothe the
cold ear of death ’ that I speak of our
deceased friend and fellow-member of
the bar. 1 feel that it is but fitting
that I pay, even if an imperfect, at least
a sincere tribute of respect to the
memory of one I have long known and
ever, esteemed.

“Stricken in the full vigor of his man¬
hood, the news of Mr. Bradford’s decease
was received with great sorrow by the
entire community.

“ In his death, his family has lost a
loving and devoted husband, father and
brother; the profession, a careful and
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conscientious member, and the State, a
good citizen.

“ I have known Mr. Bradford from
his boyhood. In early youth he was
sent abroad to complete his education,
and thus had a splendid equipment for
his future career. The opportunity for
foreign travel and study was given him
by a wealthy and indulgent father; a
magnificent tribute to the worth and
ability of the son; a confidence that was
not unappreciated or misplaced.

“Mr. Bradford was a man of fine in¬
tellectuality and scholarly attainments;
a good linguist, and a man of wide in¬
formation. As a lawyer, he was careful
and painstaking; cautious in his counsel
and thoroughly loyal to the interests of
his clients.

“ The contentious environment of the
forum was not to his liking. In the
quiet of his office he showed to a much
better advantage.

“ He was a man of gentle nature and
clean thought; strong in his friendship,
and of unswerving fidelity. One of the
most marked traits of his character was

his love of and devotion to his parents.
That most beautiful of the Ten Com¬
mandments, £ Honor thy father and thy
mother,’ was to him no meaningless one.
He ever rendered a sincere and willing
obedience to its solemn injunction. Ilis
mother was a woman of charming per¬
sonality, and young Bradford knew, that
at that earthly shrine, a mother’s knee,
were learned those great lessons of life
that make a more lasting impression on
the youthful mind and go farther toward
moulding the future character of the
man than all the irresistible eloquence
of a Beecher and the scholarly deductions
of a Joseph Cook.

“ But our friend has gone. Ilis life is
finished. His genial presence and gentle
manners, yielding to the onrush of time,
will remain, sad and lasting memories.

“ The shifting scenes of life will pre¬
sent other characters, but John K. Brad¬
ford will ever hold a place in the hearts

of those who loved him, and whom he
loved.

“The beautiful symphony of a well
spent and honorable life is the last re¬
quiem at his final entombment:
“ Of him it can truly be said,—
‘ 0 man of gentle spirit, thy cold and

lifeless body’s claimed by earth,
Thy work is done; all evil things have

spared thee from their blight,
And now thy soul, unfettered, has winged

its flight
To the realms unknown, and there, in

joyous quest,
Hath found that which it sought—eternal

rest.’”

At the Seventh Annual Reunion of the
Georgetown College Society of Philadel¬
phia, held on the evening of January 21,
1901, the secretary officially reported the
death of the vice-president of the society,
John K. Bradford, Esq.

The following is an extract from the
minutes of the society :

“Whereas by the death of Mr. John
K. Bradford, of Wilmington, the George¬
town College Society of Philadelphia has
lost one of its most esteemed members,
his native city a distinguished and hon¬
ored citizen, and the Catholic Church a
devoted and consistent member; there¬
fore be it

“ Resolved, That while we deeply de¬
plore his death, his bright, intelligent
interest in all matters relating to the
society will ever be to us a cherished
memory;

“ Resolved, That we hereby express our
cordial sympathy with his family in their
great loss ;

“ Resolved, That these resolutions be
entered on the minutes of the Society,
and that we make public recognition of
his worth through the Georgetown
College Journal.”

Death of the Hon. John J. Jenkins.—
Again we have the sad duty of announc¬
ing the death of another of the Old
Boys. The Hon. J. J, Jenkins, of Edge*
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grove, Pa., passed away on February 4th*
Mr. Jenkins was educated at Georgetown?
and here gained the love and respect of
all. He held many responsible positions
in his native town, and was for five years
Associate Judge of Pennsylvania.

Georgetown Graduates Honored.—
Among the successful young lawyers to
pass the Massachusetts bar examinations
were two of our Old Boys. Charles
Martell, LL. M., 1900, and P. S. Cunniff,
LL. M., 1900, were the lucky pair. The
examinations were very severe, and only
107 out of 312 passed successfully. We
congratulate both, and wish them every
success in their legal practice.

Wedding Bells.—On Thursday even¬
ing, February 14th, at 6 o’clock, Miss
Eliza G. Hardin and Morrison W. Divine
(in residence’79-’83) were married at the
residence of the bride’s parents, Mr. and
Mrs. J. H. Hardin, of Wilmington, 1ST. C.

William A. Fleming.—William A. Flem¬
ing, in residence ’91-’98, and ex-manager
of one of Georgetown’s famous baseball
teams, was married at Fort Wayne, Ind.,
on February 12th to Miss Cecelia Graff.
He came to Washington for his honey¬
moon and called at his Alma Mater. Mr.
Fleming is at present engaged in busi¬
ness with his brother Stephen, one of
our noted football players of the early
nineties, and now a prominent member of
the Indiana State Senate.

Walter Martin.—The following item,
clipped from a California paper, will
explain itself and will be of interest to
all Georgetown boys of the last decade,
as it concerns one of Georgetown’s most
popular and most loyal graduates :

“And here let it be said—to his ever¬

lasting credit—that Cupid has his hands
full. The engagement of Miss Mary
Scott - another one of the prospective
bridesmaids of Miss Hopkins—to Mr.
Walter Martin comes also as a complete
surprise, and a delightful one, too. Miss
Scott is the only daughter of Henry T.
Scott, and is a beautiful, charming young
girl.

“ Mr. Martin is the elder son of Mrs.
Eleanor Martin and has a large fortune.
He is a member of the Bohemian Club
and is well liked and highly thought of.”

Mr. Martin may be justly called the
father of our track athletics. It was

to his kindness, when a student, that
Georgetown was indebted for its first
out-door running track, and it was owing
to his zeal and enthusiasm that the first'

Georgetown track team was organized.
Rev John B. Mullaly, S.J.—Many Old

Boys will learn with deep regret of the
death of Father Mullaly. He died at
the Novitiate, Frederick, Md., February
13th, of apoplexy. The Journal, in
November last, had the pleasure of con¬
veying to Father Mullaly the hearty con¬
gratulations of old Georgetown on his
golden jubilee, and assuring him that we
had not forgotten his fatherly care and
unselfish devotion to our interests. He
was Vice-President from ’75 to ’78, and
on December 12, of the latter year, as
the History of the College puts it, “ the
first stone of the new building was laid
by Father John B. Mullaly.”

Mr. Janies Thomas Parsons.—Mr.
James Thomas Parsons, formerly one of
the most prominent citizens of St. Mary’s
County, Md., died about a month.ago,
after a painful illness, at his late resi¬
dence in Guilford Avenue, Baltimore
City. He was a student at Georgetown
from ’53 to ’57, and always reflected
credit upon his Alma Mater by his high
standing in his classes. When the Civil
War broke out he joined the 1st Mary¬
land Battalion of Infantry in the Con¬
federate Army, and went through all the
desperate battles of the war.

NEW YORK CORRESPONDENCE.

New York, February 18, 1901.
My Dear Mr. Editor :

Congratulations on the excellence of
the last number. I have not much of in¬
terest to the Old Boys to send, but such
as it is I will not defer sending, so as to
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reach the Inaugural number. It was a
source of great pleasure to me to read the
various articles in the February number,
to see the cleverness of Master Ward
Barron’s verse, to see “ Master ” John W.
Hallahan, now an Old Boy, looming up
as an after-dinner speaker in the quiet,
the gentle City of Quakers. (I am re¬
minded of an incident that took place at
a meeting of a certain society in town
where, in introducing a visitor from Phila-
delphia, the chairman took occasion to
say that the former resided in that slow
city where the street-lamps burned at
midday. The visitor very prettily re¬
torted that he did not know of the street-

lamps burning at midday, but that the
lamp of fraternity and brotherly-love
was always burning in his dear home
city, and that hospitality was never want¬
ing there. From the Journal’s de¬
scription of the dinner of the Philadel¬
phia Alumni, I assume the truth of the
above declaration was thoroughly con¬
firmed.) And then 1 was delighted with
the prospects for the indoor meet on the
2d prox., and for the baseball season,
and of the success of Artist Sheridan,
the illustrator. By the way, Mr. Thomas
Fogarty, a brother of John A. Fogarty,
an old Georgetown boy, is in the front
rank of illustrators, and is doing work
for all of the big magazines.

I attended the Bachelors’ Ball at the
Catholic Club on the 8th inst., and met
many Old Boys. Arthur Kenedy was
there and Paul McMahon. Paul is study¬
ing law now, and is just as good looking
as ever—quite a ladies’ man, too. John
B. Tierney was there, smiling as ever. He
told me his brother Myles (A. B. ’95) is
in Europe still, at some place near Vienna
—a place with a horribly long name—
pursuing his postgraduate studies in
medicine. Mr. Lawrence 0. Murray was
there, too, and John Barrett. So George¬
town turned out a fairly large represen¬
tation of blooming bachelors.

T met Jim Duross on a New York Cen¬
tral train recently. He was coming down

from Albany, where he is progressing
rapidly as an astute lawmaker. We talked
over many Georgetown matters.

Frank E. Smith comes in to see me

occasionally. He is going to Washington
for the Inauguration, accompanied by
Peter Comerford. I trust that the Old
Bovs in Washington will prepare for these
two big-hearted worthies a reception fit¬
ting their standing in the Old Boy world.

Joe Keane is still in town, making
good headway in the commercial world.

Ed. Brady, they say, is living in Brook¬
lyn, and connected with the Western
Electric Company. I went to see Nat
Goodwin in “ When We Were Twenty,
one” recently, and I think it was
“ Shades ” whom I saw in the audience.
If it were he, our old friend has grown
quite sedate.

I met Will Roach recently, and learned
of the new law firm in Washington,
D. C.—Watkins & Roach.

Conde Nast is still with the advertising
department of Collier’s Weekly. Met him
not long ago; looking well.

I noticed the announcement in the
daily papers that the President of local
Georgetown Alumni, Mr. Charles N.
Harris, will respond to the toast “ George¬
town ” at the dinner of the Fordham
Alumni tonight.

“ Jack ” Leahy has returned to St
Louis from his honeymoon. He was in
the East—visited New York and looked
for me without success. Hard luck !
For I would have been rejuvenated by
rehearsing old affairs with Jack.

“ Billy ” O’Leary is grinding away at
his medicine; graduates next year I
believe.

“Jim” Deery has gone back to Ware,
Mass.

Martin Conboy is still with J. B. Dill,
making huge trusts and other combina¬
tions.
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Loyola School, under the management
of Father Ennis is coming fast to the
fore; dedicated last week; nmsicale and
reception to be held this week has
already netted $6,000 for the new library
of the school.

Alvin Finke is now engaged in “ pro¬
moting ” a mining company.—I am sorry
I cannot buy some of the stock before
it rises a few hundred points.

I was very much amused recently by
the description given to me by a friend—
a travelling man—of an intense melo¬
drama and its strenuous audience at the
Philadelphia theatre, presided over by
our old friend Howard Kelley. Packed
from pit to dome, the spacious play¬
house shook time and again with the
applause of the populace for the hero, and
reechoed just as often the stridulent
noises that followed the entry and exit of
the villain in ‘‘ The African Chief ” (or
some such title). Of course I rejoiced
that good old Howard Ignatius was cater¬
ing to the popular taste of his towns¬
people, and thus making sure that his
theatrum would never say “ vos Plaudite”
in a United States bankruptcy court.
I don’t think we could outdo Howard in
New York. We have Harry Miner’s and
the “ Star,” but we lack such enthusiastic
and risible auditors as Willie McAleer
and Antelo Devereux and John Ilallalian.

My Dear Editor,—I am called for a
minute from a pleasant task of recounting
haps and mishaps of Old Boys, but will
send a supplement some day this week
before you go to press.

Sincerely,
O’ BuiEisr.

Visit of Indian Chiefs.—On Sunday
afternoor^ February 10th, the College
enjoyed the presence of the three highest
in rank among the Osage Nation, a dele¬
gation of which is now in Washington
to have some late grievances redressed by
Congress. They came to pay their re¬
spects to the Jesuit Fathers, from whom
two of their number, James Bigheart,

ex-Governor of Pawhusko, Oklahoma,
and Peter Bigheart, President of the
Council, had received their education in
their far Western home. The principal
Chief, Nikahwahahintongah, accompan¬
ied them, and the party was in charge of
Col. Dick Plunkett, the famous frontiers¬
man. Others in attendance were : Judge
Albert S. Dulin, of New Jersey; John
S. Bonner, of the New York Journal;
Cliff Bose, of the Washington Times;
Messrs. Daniel Murphy and John Horri-
gan, both of Washington. They were
duly introduced to our Reverend Presi¬
dent, and our boys felt elated when even
the big Chief did not measure up to the
the stature of our University’s head.

After a tour of the buildings and
grounds, they were entertained in the
parlor of the Old South, with its com¬
manding view of the waters of the Poto¬
mac, a favorite of the pristine red man.
A series of short speeches followed, in
which sentiments appropriate to the oc¬
casion were delivered by Judge Dulin
and responded to by Fr. Shandelle. Col.
Plunkett with his Irish wit and Western
anecdote was a line feature; the greatest,
however, was the address of quiet fervor
made by Governor Bigheart. All attended
Benediction in the Dahlgren Chapel.
It was noticeable that the only strong
emotion betrayed by the chiefs was when
they issued from the chapel with the
glow or unction of the Catholic service
upon them, to which they were accustomed
from boyhood. An agreeable coinci¬
dence at this point was the fact that
Mother Catherine, the cousin of our
Chapel foundress, Mrs. Elizabeth Drexel
Dahlgren, is a great benefactress of the
Osage Nation, whom she has presented
with chapels and schools. They promised
to tell their people in Oklahoma this
latest incident in the story of these two
noble relations. This will be linked to
the long and splendid narrative they can
make of their visit to Georgetown, the
magnificent climax of all those educa¬
tional institutions, not the least of which
is the Indian cottage school of the
Jesuits.
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IN THE ATHLETIC WORLD.
As we go to press the outlook for the

Third Annual Indoor Meet is most prom¬
ising. Already the efforts of the com¬
mittees under [Messrs. Barry, Thompson,
and Duffy, are meeting with results far
surpassing those of previous years. At
the present rate, this year’s Meet will be
a record breaker not only for Georgetown,
but for the entire South. The present
seating capacity of Convention Hall—
where the meet will be held, and which
after Madison Square Garden, is one of
the largest halls in the country—has been
judged insufficient for the requirements
of the Meet, and in consequence the
management will increase the number of
seats at least one-half, and more if possi¬
ble. The track—eleven laps to the mile—
is being levelled up, and new boards being
laid where necessary. The entries are
coming in fast, and it is expected that by
the time the entries close, every College
in the East will have some representative
entered. Besides the long list of entries
from Georgetown, many have already
been received from Pennsylvania, Cornell,
Columbia, Yale, Johns Hopkins, New
York Athletic Club, Knickerbocker Ath¬
letic Club, Pastime Athletic Club, Col¬
umbia University, Long Island College,
Carroll Institute, 23d Regiment of New
York, 5th Maryland, 9th Pennsylvania.
Corcoran Cadets, New York University,
Boston College, Hanneman’s College,
Cambridgeport Gymnasium, Washington
Y. M. C. A., Govanstown, Md., Y. M.
C. A., New York Y. M. C. A., Holy Cross
College, Tuft’s Medical College, Univer¬
sity of Maryland, St. John’s College of
Annapolis, Washington High Schools,
South Bethlehem High School New
York Commercial High School, Mont¬
clair, N. J., High School, Emerson Insti¬
tute, Friend’s Select School, Boy’s Latin
School of Baltimore, and Marstoifs Uni¬
versity School.
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A full account of the Meet will appear
in the April number.

BASEBALL.
Real baseball activity will not begin

until the arrival of the Coach. With the
coming of Mr. Bradley—March first—
strict training and daily practice will
commence. In the meantime no work
is being done except by the batteries who
practice every day in the indoor cage.
The old men back in College this year
are: catchers, Cranston and O’Donnell;
pitchers, Bluett, Mackaye, Summers,
Green and Eay; infielders, Moran, Devlin,
Smith, O’Hara and Dowling; outfielders,
Captain Walsh, Golden and Byrne.

Manager Lynch announces the follow¬
ing additions to the schedule published
in last month’s Journal : April 13th,
United States Naval Academy, at Annapo¬
lis; May lltli, University of West Vir¬
ginia, at Georgetown; May 31st, Eordham
College, at Eordham.

THE CREW.
The candidates for this year’s crew

have bmi at work on the machines since
February 15tli. The old men who have
reported and are trying for their former
positions are: Captain Kerns, stroke;
Russell, No. 6; Duffy, No. 5; Lynch,
No. 4; Douglas and Grade, substitutes.
Of the new candidates the most promis¬
ing are: Romadka, Thedieck, Capdeville,
Mulligan, DeLanda, Beechinor, Britt,
Kavaney, Hemler, O’Hara and Sinclair.
Until the health of Mr. Zappone shall
be fully restored, Captain Kerns will
continue to coach the men Tuesdays, Fri¬
days and Sundays at 4.30 p. m. At present
he is working the squad in stretches of
twenty minutes, giving his personal at¬
tention to each man. After Mr. Zap-
pone’s return, Captain Kerns will resume
his own place in the machines, and Mr.
Zappone will take charge of the candi¬
dates.

In view of the fact that the showing
of last year’s crew was made after ex¬
tremely short preparation, this year’s

crew with a regular course of prepara¬
tory work, should be able to accomplish
a great deal at Poughkeepsie. Our
rowing machines are the equal of any
in the country. All we need is our own
boathouse. But until we get a house of
our OAvn we shall be at a disadvantage.
Aquatics at Georgetown would to-day
be impossible but for the kindness of
the Potomac Boat Club, who last year
tendered us the use of their club house
and assisted us in every way to send a
worthy crew to Poughkeepsie. Their
kindness will not be forgotten, and while
we know that they do not, and probably
never will, begrudge us the use of their
house, still at the same time we must re¬
member tnat the possession of our own
boathouse is indispensable if we wish to
take our proper place in rowing circles.
The ownership of our own boathouse will
give an air of permanence and stability
to our rowing association that it does
not to-day possess. This year’s manage¬
ment appreciates this fact, and we under¬
stand that they are negotiating for a
piece of ground suitable for building-
purposes, above the Aqueduct Bridge,
just below the South Building.

As the cost of buying ground and
erecting a house will be very heavy, it
has been decided to give an entertainment,
the proceeds of which will go to help to
defray expenses. Mr. Zappone has con¬
sented to take the management of the
entertainment, and announces as a com¬
mittee to help him in his work: Messrs.
Johnson, Duffy, Kerns, Lynch, and Wolfe.
Lafayette Square Theatre has been en¬
gaged for the night of April 15th, and
the services of the entire Lafayette Stock
Company have been secured. The play
to be presented has not yet been deter¬
mined upon, biit it will be one that will
be acceptable to all.

Besides the Intercollegiate race at
Poughkeepsie—to be held on July 2d—
Manager Johnson is trying to arrange a
race with the crew of the Naval Cadets
at Annapolis. J. M. Wolee, ’01.
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BOOK TALK.

A Round of Rimes, by Dennis A.
McCarthy. Boston Review Publish¬
ing Co. Price, 75 cents.
The first thing that strikes us when

we open the “ Round of Rimes” is the
versatility of its gifted author; he seems
to be equally at home in a stirring war-
cry, as the “Song of ’98,” in a plaintive
love-hallad, in a tale of folk-lore, or in a
sweet song that the matchless beauty of
Irish scenery inspires in him. In the
last two subjects, however, he is at his
best; the “ Midnight Mass” and “Sweet
Tipperary in the Spring” are not only
the best pieces in a book of good verse,
but foreshadow productions that will
belong to a high order of poetry. In the
last-named piece we seem to catch an
echo of Tom Moore; there is the same
easy swing to the verse, the same absence
of effort in the rhymes, and the same
heart-overflowing with strong love for
Ireland. It is a piece of true poetry in
the author’s best vein. We cannot praise
too highly the other pieces written in
the same strain as this one. “ Voices
from Erin” is especially noteworthy.

We notice with regret that three pieces,
“Boer and Briton,” “To Paul Kruger,”
and “General Joubert” are inserted near

the end of the volume; inserted is the
word, for they do not belong there. We
do not say that they are not excellent
specimens of newspaper verse—indeed,
they are far and away from what one
usually finds in any newspaper, but they
spoil the artistic whole the other pieces
go to make up. They are another ex¬
ample of Mr. McCarthy’s versatility, but
they are out of place here.

Nan Nobody, by Mary T. Waggaman;
Dimpling’s Success, by Clara Mul-
holland. Benziger Bros., New York,
Cincinnati, and Chicago. Price, 40
cents each.

Mrs. Waggaman in “ Nan Nobody ” has
given us another of her well-drawn child
idylls. The present one deals with the
eventful life of a little orphan girl of
twelve, who, when the story opens, is

young mother to a poor family; among
"them is a cripple six years old, to whom
she is altogether devoted. From a life
of drudgery and abject poverty to one
where her every wish is satisfied she is
taken by her rich uncle. Years ago he
had quarreled with his sister, and now,
stung by remorse, he tries to make amends
to her child. So with the help of the
parish priest he finds the little girl and
takes her off to his splendid home. But
the tender heart of Nan, tried in the tire
of her sudden change from poverty to
wealth, still remains faithful to her old
friends, notw ithstandiug her uncle’s wish
that she should forget them. Finally
she goes to the bedside of the cripple,
who is sick, and her uncle, in a rage, casts
her off. But as the heat of his anger
cools, his love returns, and he takes her
once more to his heart, together with the
friends she loved.

The exquisite little descriptions of the
handiwork of each season of the year
that form settings for some of the inci¬
dents and the pure spirit of Catholic
piety breathed into the book raise it above
the ordinary story for children. It will
form a welcome addition to our Catholic
juvenile fiction,of which Mrs. Waggaman
is one of the foremost writers.

Another neatly bound little volume has
found its way to our desk this month
from Benziger Bros. “ Dimpling’s Suc¬
cess,’’ by Clara Mnlholland, is also a story
of child-life. Dimpling O’Conor, a girl
of eleven, is the figure around which the
other characters in the story are grouped.
She had been her father’s constant com¬

panion before his death, and this, to¬
gether with her habit of reading books
intended for grown people, has made her
old beyond her years. The story takes its
title from her success in winning the love
of her old grandfather, whose heart is
chilled by the sudden death of his only
daughter and by the hatred he had long
nourished for his son, Dimpling’s father.
On the whole, the story is a pleasing
one, and will, we feel sure, be much
appreciated. H. F.
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