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Inspiration.
I made me a prayer to the lords of the air,

To the spirits of wind and of rain,
To the stars that gleam and the fires that flare,

But my praying was vain.

I sought it in songs of the singing sea,

In whiteness of foam and of spray,
In the far, blue hills’ sad eternity,

But they said me nay.

And l found it at last where I sought it least,
’Twas not in the winds of the wild,

For my quest o’er the hills and the waters ceased
In the eyes of a child.

Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04.
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THE CELTIC SCHOOL AND YEATS.

From 1850, or thereabouts, after the
publication of the old Nation, until a
decade ago, the literary history of Ire¬
land shows a vast desert with only here
and there a little oasis of patriotic song.
The work of Moore had lived, and
charmed, and Mangan had written, and
died in poverty, to be appreciated when
he could not value appreciation, and the
stirring national themes of Davis had
thrilled many a rugged heart that was
not stirred by the softer measures; but
in the last half century, nothing appeared
that was characteristic of the sponta¬
neity of true Irish genius, the soil which
gave to literature a Burke, a Goldsmith,
a Sheridan a Moore and a Mangan seem¬
ed to have been strangled to more than
a mere material barrenness by the fam¬
ine years, and the clang of the battle
shields of ’98 resouned only as a faint
echo in the wail of some isolated heart

crying out against injustice.
But the literary virtuosity of the Irish

nation was by no means exhausted; the
embers still glowed and the ashes con¬
tained a phoenix which only bided its
time to rise and spread its wings. The
rising was unexpected, and perhaps, by
us unnoticed, yet today, with our mag¬
azines filled with Irish folk tales, our

reviews anxious to yield space to the
work of Dr. Douglas Hyde, William
Butler Yeats, Edward Martyn, Justin
McCarthy, Katharine Tynan, and lesser
lights, it would be a very brave critic

who would dare dispute the virility of
the Irish literary renaissance. Ten short
years have served to bring into vigorous
being The Irish Literary Society, The
Irish Literary Theatre,the Gaelic League
and the Feis Coeil music committee. All
of these organizations are in a condition
of vigorous growth and strength which
augurs well for the future of the Neo
Eric movement. Statistics are in their

very nature opposed to the spirit of
poetry and romance, yet poetry and ro¬
mance may appeal to them, if not for
inspiration, at least for corroboration, and
so, we say, statistics show that Ireland
in the last ten years has published twice
as many books as in the previous half
century. No proof more convincing
than this need be cited.

What were the factors in this sudden

activity in Irish letters? William But¬
ler Yeats, with whom this article is es¬

pecially concerned, gives it as his opin¬
ion that the lack of productiveness of
the last half century was due to the
tension of political party strife, which
kept men’s minds from the more fanci¬
ful, if less practical, walks of romantic
literature. The folk lore of the island,
as old and as rich as Wagner’s myths,
or Ibsen’s pixy tales, still lived in the
mouths of old men, to be told around
the evening fireside, and when at last
the Parnell ministry fell, and his party
organizations were disrupted, a mental
relaxation took place, which allowed
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more freedom of fancy, and made way
for organizations of a more or less edu¬
cational nature.

Chief among these were the Irish Lit¬
erary Society of Dublin and the South¬
wark Literary Club of London. This lat¬
ter organization was the real nucleus
of the Irish literary movement, and to it
came Yeats, with all his ardor and cata¬
lytic energy,—with his then apparently
extravagant dreams and his fund of folk
lore and imagery, to set on fire the en¬
thusiasm of the young Irishmen who
composed it.

Yeats had come to London at the in¬
vitation of William Morris, and others,
to enter upon a literary career. The son
of an artist, he was raised in Sligo,
where fairies people every glen and
knoll, and he had early drank in the
streams of that “vast and vague extrav¬
agance that lies at the bottom of the
Celtic heart.” He had studied art, but
art did not allow the play of fancy which
his mystic mind demanded. The work
of William Blake, the artist and sym¬
bolist, no less than the wonderful word
effects of Shelley, influenced him, and
with these influences he saw in Irish
literature hitherto undreamed of possi¬
bilities. Then he began to write poetry,
with the result, as we have mentioned,
of attracting the attention of the pre-
Raphaelite circle—Morris and others, and
Robert Louis Stevenson—and the suc¬

cess of his first book—The Wanderings
of Oisin—decided his life work.

As the Southwark Club broadened out

it was decided to make it a national or¬

ganization. A meeting was held at Mr.
Yeats’home (December, 1891), and the

plans for the organization were perfect¬
ed. Sir Charles Gavin Duffy, of the
old Nation, then living in Nice, Italy,
was elected president, and Justin Mc¬
Carthy, M. P., was one of the vice-
presidents. To awaken an interest in
Ireland in its own distinctive literature,
to provide works based on that literature,
and to attempt to restore the almost ob¬
literated desire for reading in the Irish
mind, were the main objects of the move¬
ment. The assumption was taken that
the Irish are a distinct race, and have
little in common with English ideals. A
school of Irish literature, for the Irish,
and by the Irish, was what the society
desired to create. Such a school, they
believed, would be supported by the
Irish public, and their belief has borne
good fruit.

“The Irish people must be de-Angli-
cised,” said Dr. Douglas Hyde, the em¬
inent linguist, and now his Gaelic
League, with branches in every town in
the island, is teaching the soft old tongue
that has preserved Ireland’s literature,
while the Irish Literary Theatre, in
which Mr. Yeats and Dr. Hyde are both
interested, is another means towards the
end. In his theatre original plays are

given by amateur artists — and given
with such artistic success that Stephen
Gwynn wrote, not long ago, in the Fort¬
nightly Review, concerning the produc¬
tion of Mr. Yeats’ Kathleen ni Htaoli-
han.

“I have never known before what act¬

ing might be,” while the dramatic writer
of the London Times declared the per¬
formance “an artistic treat.”

This then is a brief resume of the
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origin and aims of the Irish literary
movement. Of its godparent, Mr.Yeats,
there is more to be said. Essayist, artist,
poet, dramatist, and excellent in every
field, he is a unique character in litera¬
ture. With all his opportunities, and all
of his praise from other lands, he has
remained true to the disinterested course

which he laid down for himself, and has
lived his own motto, that “a poet must
be the expression of the whole people.”
And this, perhaps, no less than his per¬
sonal genius, constitutes his charm, for
the faith and the trust in the supernat¬
ural, and the tenderness, and the im¬
pulsiveness of Erin’s people shine
through his poetry, unspoiled by the
woof of rare scholarship into which
they are woven.

What if his people believe in fairies
and sidhes—worse things are believed
in. “ In Ireland this world and the
other are not widely sundered.” Folk
lore is as old as the rivers, and it is
only the symbol of some primordial
faith. This is his argument, and speak¬
ing of a certain old man, Paddy Flynn,
who told him many strange tales, Mr.
Yeats remarks that this old fellow would
sometimes empty hell, heaven, purga¬

tory and fairyland to illustrate his sto¬
ries. “And why not?” he asks. “What
is literature but the expression of words
by the vehicle of symbol and incident?
And are there not moods which need

heaven, hell, purgatory and fairyland for
their expression, no less than this dilap¬
idated earth ? * * Let us go forth,
the tellers of tales, and seize whatever
prey the heart longs for, and have no
fear. Everything exists, everything is

true, and the earth is only a little dust
under our feet.”

To him, the thought is everything, and
the fairy themes he writes are all sym¬
bolic. Yet he is not a symbolist like
Materlinck, with materialistic worminess
in his images, nor does he adopt the
pantheism of the old German symbolists
nor the atheism of the modern French
school. He has a lesson to deliver, and
he delivers it not as a lesson, but as a

living thing, into which he has breathed
his personality; and whether he tells of
the glories and the costs of the national
struggles, as in “Kathleen ni Hoolihan,”
or the imperfection of earthly love, in
“The Shadowy Waters,” or the inex¬
orable hypocrisy of modern life, in
“When There Is Nothing,” or the folly
of unbelief, as he does in “The Hour
Glass”—his thoughts are limpid, his po¬
etry Homeric in its simplicity, his prose
delicately cadenced, and his achievement
in total artistic.

He has written much in his decade of

literary life, but his best known works
are his two volumes of essays, “The Cel¬
tic Twilight” and “Ideas of Good and
Evil.” His various volumes of poetry—
“Poems, “The Wind Among the Reeds,”
and “In the Seven Woods,” and “The
Shadowy Waters,” and his “Plays for an
Irish Theatre,” two of which, “The
Countess Cathleen” and “The Land of
Heart’s Desire,” are included in his first
volume of poems, while the others, "A
Pot of Broth,” “Kathleen ni Hoolihan,”
“Where There Is Nothing,” and “The
Hour Glass,” are published separately.

If there is one thing which distinguishes
Mr. Yeats’ poetry more than another,
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it is its simplicity. There are no tricks
in metre, and no intricate rhyming
schemes. Yet in melodic value of vowel

sounds, and color effects he is superb,
a very master of something that seems
more than mere art. And in all this

there is a certain element of that strange¬
ness which Lord Byron said was essen¬
tial to beauty. His simplicity extends
not only to the form of his poetry, but
even to the choice of topics, which are

primitive in their newness, and all drawn
from nature, or the things beyond nature
which impress the primitive mind.

No words can adequately describe Mr.
Yeats’ art—it was Robert Louis Steven¬
son who originated this sweeping statement
—and so we will allow the art to speak
for itself. Perhaps some examples of
the witchery, and mysticism which he
produces by his management of words,
may be seen in the subjoined lines, taken
from his various later poems:

“The honey pale moon hung low on the
sleepy hill.”

“0 weeping willow of the Western Sea!”

“Among the windy meadows of the
dawn!’

* 5jc

“Where gods are brooding in a moun¬
tainous place

That murmurs with holy words.
^ ^ jfc s|c

“A sound
I had woven of the sleep that is in pools
Among great trees and in the wings of

owls
And under lovers’ eyelids.”

* * * * * *

“The pale hound and the deer wander
forever

Among the winds and waters, and when
they pass

The mountain of the gods, the unap¬

peasable gods
Cover their faces with their hair, and

weep.”

“And falls among the dreams the drowsy
gods

Breathe on the burnished mirror of the
world

And then smooth out with ivory hands,
and sigh.”

The almost Homeric artlessness of his

figures may be seen in almost any one
of his poems, picked at random. Here
are some that seem fair examples:

“The years like great black oxen tread
the earth

And God the Herdsman goads them on
behind

And I am broken by their passing feet.”

I lie upon the anvil of the world.

Trembling in the blue heavens like a
white fawn

Upon the misty border of the wood.
sjs if! sje

“And a string murmurs as though Time
were dead,

Or a god hid them under the shadow
of wings.”

In the eyes of the gods
War-laden galleys, and armies on white

roads
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And unforgotten names, and the cold
stars

That have built all, are dust on a moth’s
wing.

>!« * * * *

Mr. Yeats has set a task for himself
which is to him not a task but a delight
—the restoring of an ancient literature,
and in his enthusiasm in this work lies
much of his success. The English may
read his verse if they will, but he writes
for Ireland and the Irish. Mr. Henry
James may dine with his duchesses, and
“smart” people, but Mr.Yeats would pre¬
fer to walk along the sea beach, where
the mountain streams thunder down, in
the moonlight, and listen to some peasant
girl tell with dilated eyes of the fairy
revtels that are held on the smooth sand;
or mayhap to sit by the turf fire with
an old mountaineer, and hear tales of
“the dark men” that cling to men’s souls
“like bats in the dead trees.” Yet all of
his materials are not foolish old-wife

tales, beautifully embroidered; he can
strike a chord of national song that will
wake every fibre of a Celtic heart to
respondent vibration. “The Song of
Red Hanrahan” is one of these new old
war ballads—which, by the way, will
mean nothing to one outside the Celtic
ken—and his drama “Kathleen ni Hoo-

lihan,” it is said, aroused the Irish peas¬
ants to such a pitch of national excite¬
ment when first presented that the con¬
stabulary were needed to preserve order
in the theatre.

“It is only the dreamers who are prac¬
tical,” says Mr. Yeats, and he has done
much to prove this epigram. That he
has been somewhat misunderstood by
what Mr. James Hunecker dubs “the

New England boiled dinner school of
criticism” goes without saying. These
men lack the Celtic temperament, and
have utterly failed to appreciate the poet
in certain of his moods.

Mr. Yeats is not altogether blameless
for this, however, for he errs sometimes
on the side of a too profuse employment
of a subjective symbolism, which is un¬

intelligible to even the Celtic imagina¬
tion. This happens, usually, however, in
his fanciful poems, such as “The Shad¬
owy Waters,” where he is not bound
down to a set tradition.

Perhaps the most startling attack made
upon Mr. Yeats’ reputation is a book
review which appeared in the Indepen¬
dent in November, in which the writer
implies that not only Mr. Yeats, but
the entire Irish Literary Movement is
a form of decadence! The idea of Doug¬
las Hyde and poor Mr. Rolleston, the
famous linguist, as decadents is almost
laughable. Ror Mr. Yeats is by no
means the entire Irish literary movement,
and even if he were, the reviewer either
does not know decadence or does not

know Mr. Yeats’ work.
The article, after commenting on the

“childishness” and the “moral irrespon¬
sibility,” mirrored in so many of the
Irish legends used by Mr. Yeats, contin¬
ues : “Either a work of art must be
‘neat, finite, self-contained, and rational,’
in which case it cuts off suggestion en¬

tirely ; or else it must be content to re¬
main more or less vague, formless and in¬
ane. And such we find Mr. Yeats’ work
to be in every case where he has tried
to catch his traditional will-o’-the-wisp.
So it was with his ‘Shadowy Waters'
and ‘Land of Heart’s Desire,’ and so it
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is with ‘In the Seven Woods,’ where the
frequent felicity of his verses cannot
altogether disguise the vacuity of his
figures, and also in “When There Is
Nothing,’ which seems to us little better
than nonsense. * * * *

“And though we say so with assur¬
ance, we say so with reluctance too, for
we were very favorably impressed with
some of Mr. Yeat’s earlier work* * *
And it is just such considerations as these
which make us suspect that the Irish
revival is nothing after all but another
form of decadence; no spontaneous
movement, but an abuse of spirit, like
mysticism and symbolism, which it re¬
sembles strikingly in its attempt to claim
for the irrational a large part of litera¬
ture.”

Another writer, in the New York Eve¬
ning Post, after paying a tribute to the
“pure patriotism” which burns through
Mr. Yeats’ poems “like a clear flame
within a base of thinly chiseled alabas¬
ter,” adds some words of deprecation
which in their very style are a tribute,
for they, perhaps unconsciously, and cer¬

tainly somewhat awkwardly, speak in
a piping imitation of the poet which they
decry. This reviewer too cannot appre¬
ciate “In the Seven Woods,” and traces
a kinship between Mr. Yeats and Arthur
Symons, who follows the French deca¬
dent school, because both have “an insist¬
ence on the hair when describing
women.” And although he admits “one
must add in justice that no taint of
moral degeneration has appeared in the
Irish writer—and that is made to con¬

cede to a decadent,” and says, “just why
this habit (t. e., of describing the hair)
should smack of decadence, is not quite

clear to me,” he informs us that he took
the trouble of counting the number of
these allusions in the poet’s latest vol¬
ume, “The Wind Among the Reeds”—
the same volume which the London

Academy declared to be the best book
of poetry of the year—and “found they
amounted up to twenty-three.”

Of the two the latter is the more just
critic, although his conclusions are weak,
and, we fear, insincere. If either had
criticized Mr. Yeats’ style, as a style, or
his dramas, as compared with the modern
drama, much could be said that would
be of value, and of interest, however it
might lack in novelty and sensationalism.
Both have attempted to strike a new at¬
titude in calling the poet a decadent. The
French Parnassians have long hurled
this word not only at those whose works
really show a retrograde tendency, but
also at many others who differ only from
the Parnassian standard in the employ¬
ment of imagery; but in America, where
the word in its literary sense, being little
understood, has all the awfulness of a
symbolist’s most haunting symbol, it
seems really a distinction to be able to
cry “decadent!” to another author.

According to an approved American
authority*, “decadence is fond of prod¬
ucts of civilization corrupted by many
centuries of culture, of works too highly
seasoned and vitiated, which presage the
final dissolution of a social order fallen
into decrepitude, and shuns the natural,
the simple, the healthful, clinging only
to the artificial and complicated in life
and character.”

Let us apply this definition to Mr.

*New American Encyclopedia, 1903.
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Yeats’ works. Certainly, since he goes
back for materials to the pre-Christian
period of Ireland, we cannot say that
he is fond of the products of civilization
corrupted by many centuries of culture,”
nor do any of his tales, poems nor dra¬
mas in any way “presage the final dis¬
solution of a social order, etc.,” and since
simplicity is his chief treasure, we cannot
accuse him of shunning “the simple, the
natural and the healthful.”

Both of these critics saw vacuity in
the figures used in “In the Seven
Woods.” But the reason is not far away,
and it is this—that a knowledge of Irish
folk lore is almost necessary to an un¬

folding of many of these figures —- and
the poems were written principally for
the understanding of those who possess
the dual treasure of a Celtic tempera¬
ment and Irish tradition. To reawaken
and rekindle this tradition bv sugges¬
tion is “the great thing” with Mr. Yeats.

“Where There Is Nothing,” one of
the “plays for an Irish theatre,” says
the review seemed to him little bet¬

ter than nonsense.” But suppose that
an old Irishman, whose soul was fed
on stories of the Red Branch Knights,
and who knew as little of English litera¬
ture as this reviewer does of Irish, were

given Tennyson’s “Maud” to read—what
would be his verdict? Probably the
same; yet we appreciate “Maud,” and
the Irish appreciated “Where There Is
Nothing,” and very likely both are non¬
sense from some point of view.

It was this same writer, too, who, re¬

gretting the deterioration of Mr. Yeats’
work from early standards, quoted as an

example of too luxuriant imagery, a pas¬

sage from a book which, while recently
issued in America, was actually one of
the poet’s earliest works, and written in
1883. Having made this rather humor¬
ous blunder, the Independent reviewer
then drew a ruthless line between the
“neat and finite” and everything else, de¬
claring that a work which does not “cut
off suggestion entirely” is “more or less
vague, formless and inane.” What a

dogmatic criticism! De Maupassant in
prose, Yeats in poetry, and the entire
modern school of painting must consider
themselves “inane” if the Independent
critic is an authority. We think, how¬
ever, that, fortunately for modern art,
he is not an authority at all.

Perhaps the kernel of his argument
towards proving Mr. Yeats a decadent is
his cry that “moral irresponsibility” is
shadowed in the legends the poet em¬

ploys.” Doubtless the heroes, of Irish
folk lore were very irresponsible. And,
indeed, we find it hard to imagine any¬

thing more irresponsible than an Irish
fairy. But it was not Mr. Yeats who
made them so; they were born, poor

things, long before the Christian era,
and Mr. Yeats has only resurrected them
to us.

Unethical they probably are, just as
the giant in “ Tack the Giant Killer” was
unethical; and who will dare say it was

good form for the cow to jump over the
moon, or that there was not some evi¬
dence of moral degeneration shown when
“the dish ran away with the spoon?”
It would be different if we, and the re-

viewers, could make our traditions to
order; but they have come down to us
with all of the naturalness, and some
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of the lack of certain finer ethical points,
of our remote ancestors, and we must
accept them, as Mr. Yeats did, and be
thankful.

The strongest argument of the New York
Post reviewer seems to be the number
of the poet’s references to hair. It is
said that Racine’s historical tragedies are
only historical in the sense that they de¬
pict the life and time of the writer, no
matter in what period the plot is laid,
and that Shakespeare’s characters are
all men and women of the Elizabethan

age. Yet Mr. Yeats has tried to make
his characters true to the misty age to
which they belong; they are primitive
people, and as the hair was much es¬
teemed among all primitive peoples, Mr.
Yeats has them speak of it and sing
of it—we forget how many times—but
we think the Post reviewer said twenty-
three. Supposing we count the number
of references to hair in Homer—we fear
that Homer, too, might by statistics be
proven a decadent. Even in Shakespeare
we find in “Troilus and Cressida” alone
fourteen such references, and in the
Bible, which says: “If a woman have
long hair it is a glory to her.” (I. Cor.
xi, 14) there are over seventy references
to hair. We fear it is useless for the
Post reviewer to try to convict Mr. Yeats
of a simian reversion on the slender evi¬
dence of twenty-three hairs.

Perhaps Mr. Yeats had the critics in
mind when he said: “Hope and memory
have one daughter, and her name is Art,
and she has built her dwelling far from
the desperate field where men hang out
their garments upon forked boughs to
be the banners of battle.” In any event
an attempt to be sensational, in saying

something distinctive about a celebrity
has before this led many a man into in¬
discretions, and so it is that busy book
reviewers frequently when they “hang
out their garments upon forked boughs,”
display a motley patch or two.

This, and “the great sin against art-
rationalism,” as the poet himself puts it,
are mainly responsible for much mis¬
named criticism of Mr. Yeats’ poetry.
To truly know and appreciate his work,
its significance and its objects, is to place
him far, far above the decadent school,
with which his symbolism would con¬
found, though it cannot convict him.
Whatever his theology, or his literary
ethics, his moral intent cannot be ques¬
tioned, and before closing we cannot for¬
bear quoting the passage in “The Celtic
Twilight,” when under the title “Our
Lady of the Hill,” he says :

“It is indeed fitting that men pray to
her who is the mother of peace, the
mother of dreams, and the mother of
purity, to leave them yet a little hour
to do good and evil in and to watch old
Time telling the rosary of the stars,”
and the strong lesson of his very latest
drama, “The Plour Glass,” comes with
no uncertain voice in the words of the

dying Wise Man, who has taught athe¬
ism all his life: “I understand it all

now. One sinks in on God ; we do not
see the truth; God sees the truth in us.

I cannot speak, I am too weak. Tell
them, Fool, that when the life and the
mind are broken,the truth comes through
them like peas through a broken peascod.
But no—I will pray. Pray, Fool, that
they (i. e., the students) may be given
a sign, and save their souls alive. Your
prayers are better than mine.’ ”
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These are the words of the alleged
decadent,and the very latest words which
he has published. But it is needless to
quote further. To appreciate Yeats we
must appreciate Ireland, and we must
love “the dew of the morn,” for he has
told us:

“Old Mother Eri is always young,
Dew ever shining and twilight grey,

Though hope fall form thee or love
decay,

Burning in fires of a slanderous tongue.”
* * * * * *

“And God stands winding his lonely
horn,

And Time and the World are ever in

flight
And love is less kind than the grey

twilight,
And hope is less dear than the dew of

the morn.”
John A. Foote, ’05.

^ Rallade ©f ©ptimism.
Come, lift a lilting melody

And send the chorus ringing clear
Adown the halls of Memory

Where gruesome figures nod and leer;
Winter of Sorrow, bleak and drear,

Flee from the merry roundelay ;
The Summer of To-Day is here,

Sing me no song of Yesterday !
Swell the refrain so brave and free!

Let the stanzas end with a ringing cheer!
Chant me no solemn litany

Of past regrets or future fear.
Sing of the roses ere they sear,

Gather your blossoms while ye may,
1 care not for your Yester-year,

Sing me no song of Yesterday!
Carol a gladsome lay for me,

Lavish the laugh and spare the tear.
I give no heed to the Used-to-Be

While life is sweet and love is dear.
What tho’ the Shapes of the Past do peer

And the Future seems but a spectre gray ?
With the swelling notes they disappear.

Sing me no song of Yesterday !
L’envoi

Prince, when the torches smoke and fleer
As the passing soul goes on its way,

Pray, voice a glee o’er my shrouded bier,
Sing me no song of Yesterday !

G. C. Reid, ’05 (Law).
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THE STRANGE STORY OF GEORGE LAVAL.

Here then is the whole story. Not
that I expect to be believed even by
you. For never to my knowedge has a
case similar to mine been recorded. You
will think that I am mad, that I suffer
under some strange hallucination caused
by the danger of my friend. But no, I,
George Laval, am as sane as ever man
was. And I would take my oath that
this tale, impossible as it may seem, is
entirely true.

It began over a month ago. I was in
Greece, you know, at the time, in the
little sea-coast town of Pyrane. Ah,
how well I remember that day. The
sun was shining brightly, and the air was
warm and pleasant. I was walking along
the rocky shore of the Mediterranean,
and each wave breaking with a roar at
my feet reminded me of how far I was
from home and all those dear to me.

I was thinking especially of my cousin
and dearest friend, Frank Hamlin, who,
when I left, had been threatened with
a severe attack of typhoid. Suddenly I
noticed that great banks of clouds had
come up from the horizon, and almost
before I realized it the rain began to
fall in a torrent. I looked around for a

Shelter and could see nothing but a small
cave-like opening in the side of a little
cliff on my left. To this I dashed, and
on reaching it found it to be in reality
a tiny cavern about six feet in depth by
five in bight. In the centre was a large
round stone, on which I sat and waited
for the rain to stop. I must have dozed,
for quite unexpectedly the stone seemed

to roll from under me and I found my¬
self precipitated violently to the ground.
When I picked myself up I perceived,
rather to my astonishment, that in the
place where the stone had been there
was a small hollow in which lay a litttle
earthen jug of the kind generally con¬

taining old wines of that neighborhood,
It was tightly sealed, and held, I judged,
about half a pint. Now, queer as it may
seem, no sooner had I seen this jug than
an unconquerable desire to taste its con¬
tents overcame me. I opened it with
some difficulty, and found on putting it
to my lips that my surmise had been
correct. It was an extremely goood qual¬
ity of that native wine, somewhat re¬

sembling claret, which I knew to have
been made in that portion of the coun¬

try for several centuries. Thus all my
fears were dispelled, for it was quite
probable that someone had left it here
and had forgotten, or been unable, to re¬
turn for it. Being very thirsty I drank
the whole at a single draft. Soon I
began to feel drowsy again. I leaned
my head against the side of the cave
and immediately lost consciousness.

The next thing that I remember after
this is a terrible sensation of falling,
falling, falling; in utter darkness, seeing
nothing, hearing nothing, and touching
nothing; just falling. The awful horror
of this feeling I cannot possibly describe.
It filled my soul with a dreadful sensa¬
tion of unearthly fear. Presently the
falling ceased, and my terror wore away.
Then on one side of me I saw a light
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which gradually became clearer and more
distinct. Final.y various objects appear¬
ed around me, just as when one comes
from a bright light into a dark room.
I saw at last that I was in a large bed¬
chamber. It was night, yet the moon¬

light which streamed in through an open
window made everything in the room

easily discernible. Thereupon I discov¬
ered that I was in the spare-room of
Frank Hamlin’s house. To know this
caused me little or no surprise whatever.
It seemed the most natural thing that
my spirit should be in New York while
my body was in Greece.

At one side of the room was a bed
on which somebody was sleeping. I now.
found that I could move about the place
at will, but it rather startled me when
instead of coming in contact with any

object I seemed to go right through it.
I went over to the bed and looked at

the person on it. I recognized William
McDonald, an old classmate of Frank’s.
I was dreadfully astonished by this dis¬
covery, for I knew that Frank and he

/ had always been the bitterest of enemies,
yet here he was sleeping peacefully in
Frank’s house. My thoughts were inter¬
rupted, however, by a slight noise from
the window; turning, I beheld a man

carefully and silently climbing in. Of
course I at once supposed him to be a

burglar, and I started to cry out, hoping
to attract someone’s attention, but I had
not the power to utter a single syllable.
So I kept still, waiting to see what he
would do. First he made a careful sur¬

vey of the room, and having satisfied
himself that there was no one near he
went to the bed and bent cautiously over
the face on the pillow. He evidently

was pleased by what he saw there, for
his countenance took on a look of ex¬

ultation. Nevertheless he did not remain
there long, but went over to the writing
desk which was near the fireplace and
picked up a long Indian dagger that lay
uppn it. Then, and then only, did I
realize the terrible tragedy I was to wit¬
ness. I was to see a man deliberately
murdered before my very eyes. Again
I tried to shriek, and to run against the
villain ; but it was all in vain. I might
as well not have been there, for all the
good I could do. I thought of moving
away, but I was as if fascinated by the
sight. By this time the man had again
reached the sleeper’s side. But at the
moment when he raised his hand to

strike, McDonald awoke, and seeing the
deadly blade poised above him gave one

cry of mortal terror—a cry so awful in
its intensity that even now I shudder at
the very thought of it. His shriek came
too late, however, for almost without a
sound the man plunged the dagger in
his heart, killing him instantly. Then
the murderer, without so much as look¬
ing at his victim, crept noiselessly to the
window, climbed out of it, and ran off
swiftly down the street. You can easily
imagine how much all this affected me,
but my distress was redoubled when I
saw Frank entering the room. He came
in slowly and inquired in a rather weak
voice:

“What’s the matter, Mac?” How pale
and worn he looked! It was true then;
he had been ill and was just recovering
from the dangers of typhoid. He had
evidently heard the scream and had come
to see what the trouble was. He repeat¬
ed his question, and on again getting
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no reply hastened to the bed. There was
no mistaking what he saw there. With
a hoarse, inarticulate moan he wrenched
the knife from the breast of McDonald
and felt his heart. There was no pulsa¬
tion. Poor Frank seemed quite over¬
come by this, and, weakened as he was

by sickness he sank to the floor in a
dead faint, still holding the bloody weap¬
on in his hand.

Everything seemed to swim around
me, as in a vast whirlpool; I became
dizzier and dizzier; my brain seemed to
lose all its powers; I heard a great crash
like the roar of a cannon; I started up
and looked around me. I was in the
little cave and the sun was shining in
on my face. Was it all a dream, or had
I really witnessed a horrible tragedy?
It was far too distinct to be a mere phan¬
tasm, yet how could I have seen some¬
thing that happened in New York, only
by drinking a little wine? No, no; the
wine had been very old and strong and
had acted on me something after the
manner of opium. I tried to put the
matter out of mv mind, but could not.
It had all been too real, too frightful.
Well, time would decide. I was going
back in a week, and Frank and I would
doubtless laugh together over my strange
dream.

jj* • jj{ )|(

The return journey was a ceaseless
agony to me. Try as hard as I would
I could not exclude that terrible dream
from my mind. I either lay awake at
night morbidly thinking what I would
do if it should be true, or my sleep was
disturbed by horrible nightmares all in
some way connected with it. I grew si¬

lent and morose, and, except in cases of
necessity, I never conversed with any¬
one on board the ship. Again and again
I would logically prove to myself that
the thing was utterly impossible, yet still
would I remember with the utmost clear¬
ness even the minutest details. Often I

thought that I might be going mad, and
weighed the advisability of consulting a

physician; but some inner consciousness
assured me that I was not insane, nor

suffering from any variety of melan¬
cholia. I next considered the probability
of my having been hypnotized and the
whole delusion having been injected into
my mind by means of hypnotic sugges¬
tion. In this manner the long days of
the voyage wore away, but as everything
must have an end, I arrived in New
York on November 14th, at six o’clock
in the evening.

Without waiting to satisfy the de¬
mands of hunger, for I had not dined,
and leaving all my baggage in the cus¬
tom-house, I rushed wildly across the
dock, up the stairs, and dashed into an
elevated train. This too seemed far slower
than usual, but at last we reached 53rd
street. With the same mad haste as

before I made my way to Frank’s house.
On reaching it I looked up at the win¬
dows, half expecting to see something
indicative of a crime, but everything
seemed the same, quiet, sedate and high¬
ly respectable. Mrs. Simms, Frank’s old
housekeeper, answered the bell, and this,
more than anything, served to alleviate
my worrying.

“Lord bless ye, sorr, it’s glad I am
to see ye. Misther Hamlin’s been wish-
in’ ye vrere here all through it,” she

-said.
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“He has really been ill, then?” I in¬
quired.

“Yis, sorr, but—”
“Never mind, I will go up and see him

at once; where is he?”
“Hivens, sorr, lie’s not in the house.”
“That’s good; he is able to go around

by himself, then?”
“No, sorr, he can’t; they took him

away.”
“Took him away—where to? The

hospital ?”
“No, sorr; the jail.”
“God, woman, are you crazy? Took

him to prison—for what?”
“For murder, sorr; they say as how

he kilt Mr. McDonald.”

Oh, merciful God ! It was true, then;
my vision was right; but, worst of all,
Frank was suspected. Hurriedly I asked
Mrs. Simms for the particulars. They
were that she herself had entered the
room just about the time I seemed to
leave. She had found McDonald dead,
and Frank beside him holding the tell¬
tale weapon. Without a second’s delib¬
eration as to how I should gain admit¬
tance to him, I hastened down to the
Tombs. After a good deal of talk and
red tape I was conducted down a long
corridor and ushered into Frank’s cell.

It was a small room with one window,
which was heavily barred, but the furni¬
ture appeared comfortable if cheap; in
fact it had more the appearnce of a

boarding-house than a prison. But all
this I noticed afterwards, for the first
and only object that attracted my atten¬
tion was Frank standing over by the
window. He was as pale and wan as
when I last saw him that awful night.
He did not mov<e at my entrance, and

acted as if he had not heard the opening
and shutting of the door.

“Frank,” I said.
At the sound of my voice he turned

instantly, rushed across the room, and
grasped my outstretched hand. The sit¬
uation was too much for words. In our

conversation afterwards I said nothing
about the extraordinary knowledge I had
of the crime. On the other hand I made
him give me all the information he could.
The evidence against him was briefly as
follows: McDonald was known every¬
where as his bitterest enemy; was killed
in his house; and Frank was found by
the bedside with the bloody knife in his
hand when the man had evidently only
been dead a few seconds.

He furthermore explained to me how
it was that McDonald should have been

sleeping in his house. About three weeks
before the tragedy, when he was at the
point of death, McDonald came to him
and offered the most humble apologies
for anything he had done or said against
him. Frank was very glad to hear this,
for his continual feud with McDonald
had always been extremely irksome to
him. At McDonald’s express request
neither of them had spoken to anyone
concerning their reconciliation, nor had
they seen each other until, on the night
of the murder, Frank, hearing the door¬
bell ring at about eleven o’clock, had
answered it himself and had found his
old enemy at the door. McDonald seem¬
ed greatly disturbed about something, but
all he wished was a place to sleep that
night. Frank willingly acceded to his
request, and at once took him up to the
spare bed-chamber. Then they both re¬
tired.
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All this indeed was an astonishingly
invulnerable wall of circumstantial evi¬
dence. For in support of Frank’s inno¬
cence naught could be offered save his
own word, his previous character, and
the possible manner in which the deed
could have been committed by another.
Still no one had actually seen him strike
the fatal blow.

“But tell me, Frank,” I said, “when
is your trial?”

“To-morrow at ten,” he replied.
“Have you a lawyer?”
“Yes; but he says the case is hopeless,

and probably himself believes me guilty.”
Can you imagine the state of mind I

was in? There were but twelve hours
before my friend whom I absolutely
knew to be innocent would be branded
forever as a criminal, and perhaps even
sentenced to death. I cannot describe
to you the agony I suffered, neither will
I detail all the wild schemes I planned
for his release; but it was all to no pur¬
pose, for at the appointed time the trial
began and I had been able to do nothing.

As always, in cases of this kind, the
court-room was crowded. Not only were
there the usual number of reporters, but
many persons attracted merely by mor¬
bid curiosity, who lounged complacently
in their seats watching the people around
them or indolently discussing whether
the sentence would be death or only life
imprisonment. When I arrived the jury
had already been impaneled, and I must
say that they appeared to me to be about
as intelligent as one could expect. There
was one man in particular, however,
whom I noticed at once. He sat in the
second row, and when I saw him he
was leaning over as if impatiently wait¬

ing for the trial to begin. Suddenly it
dawned on me that I had seen his face

before; but where? Try as hard as I
would I could not recall the place or
circumstances; yet there was a strange
fascination about the fellow such that
I could not keep my eyes off him for an
instant.

I shall not recount the details of the
trial. Suffice it to say that the prosecu¬
tion’s case was a very strong one, and
Frank’s a very weak one. The District
Attorney dwelt especially on the fiendish
malevolence and cunning with which, he
alleged, Frank had lured his unsuspect¬
ing victim to his house and under a
pretense of reconciliation had killed Mc¬
Donald while he slept. The accused very
likely had also some well-conceived plan
of hiding the traces of his work, but his
illness had conquered him and brought
about this, his just retribution.

There was no doubt in the mind of

anyone when the jury retired what the
verdict would be. Already the reporters
were writing their account of the con¬
viction of Francis Hamlin. Presently
the twelve men who had decided my
friend’s fate returned. They had wasted
no time in reaching their decision. With
something akin to dread I saw that they
had chosen the man I had before noticed
for spokesman. He rose, and in a calm,
even voice read as follows: “The jury
find the defendant guilty of murder in
the first degree, and recommend the ex¬
treme penalty.” As he finished there
appeared on his countenance a look of
what seemed to me like exultation.

Thereupon the whole horrible truth came
to me. This man was the real murderer.
That expression was the same as I had
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seen that awful night when he looked at
his victim, just before he lifted the knife
to strike. This terrible discovery must
have driven me temporarily insane, for
I remember nothing from that time until
yesterday, when I awoke in the hospital.
They tell me nevertheless that I raveab
and shrieked aloud in the court, that I
openly accused the man of having mur¬
dered McDonald. But after some diffi¬

culty I was removed and the trial was
continued. The judge, taking the rec¬
ommendation of the jury, condemned
Frank to death in the electric chair.

And now here am I, knowing Frank
to be innocent; knowing the very mur¬

derer in whose place he is suffering, yet
unable to aid him. I have already made
application to the governor for a pardon,
but on what grounds can I urge my
claim ? There is but one consolation—
if Frank dies, then the real criminal shall
also die. Oh, if there is a God in heaven
let Him show me what to do! May one

drop of that justice which is in the other
world, but not in this, come to my friend!
I am being driven mad! My thoughts
are insupportable! I am riven by a thou¬
sand conflicting emotions! Oh, will this
hellish torment never cease! Great God,
show me now what to do!

Walter Reed Benjamin, ’07.
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^Phe Quest.
I called for Love in the dove-grey dawn
Under the silvery poplar trees,
But my voice rode wide on the whimsey breeze,
And no answering word returned ;
The noon-heat withered a leaping fawn
And ever I quested Love in vain
And saw nothing but the empty plain
And the sands where the sun-flame burned :

“ O the Land of Life is dim and wide,.
tAnd a ha^e lies low on its further side !

The mist crawled down, and the sun was red,
Dripping and brown were the tangled trees,
Like the swaying weeds of the Northern seas,
And a wail rang low in the rain ;
The vultures circled where Hope lay dead,
In a place of lichens and craggy things
Where ever resounded the whir of wings,
And I entered the gates of Pain.

“ O shapeless gates, neither Life nor Death,
Lie away fromyou by a moment’s breath !

“ And here,” I cried, “ is my journey done,
And does Love lie cold, in a distant cave ?
Now 1 ask of Death but an earthly grave,
I will tarry with Pain no more ; ”
Came a radiance then like the autumn sun

And the scent of lilies, and angel song,
And the breath of a voice : “ Though the way was long
You have learned all of Love’s lost love.”

“ O Life and Love you are one with Pain—
A smile and a tear in the April rain !”

John A. Foote, ’05.
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GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY HOSPITAL.

Since the foundation of the George¬
town University Hospital each year has
seen it more improved, until now, at the
beginning of nineteen hundred and four,
it ranks among the first of the institu¬
tions of its kind in the District of Co¬

lumbia.
The addition of a new wing provided

ample space for the improvements made
recently. The new entrance, the cleanly
halls, and the well - finished reception-
rooms all make a most favorable impres¬
sion. The wards are bright, airy and
large, and the negro patients are in an

entirely separate part of the building
from the white patients. The new pri¬
vate rooms are delightful, the furnish¬
ings are up to date and comfortable, and
are calculated to please the most fastid¬
ious patients.

The new operating-room on the third
floor, with the sterilizing-room and wash¬
room for the convenience of the surgeons
and their assistants, is complete in every
particular. The amphitheatre arrange¬

ment of seats for students makes it pos¬
sible for the operating-room to accom¬
modate comfortably fifty or more persons
at one time. The floors and walls of these
rooms are tiled, and the decorations are
white. The glass operating table is of
the latest design, and is equipped with
all the modern improvements. A well-
lighted, well-equipped laboratory is an¬
other improvement on this floor.

There are at present eighty-five beds
for the accommodation of patients in the
hospital, but there is room to accommo¬
date many more than this number. The
dispensary downstairs is open daily to
the public, and a glance at the report of
the hospital authorities for last year will
prove that it is well patronized. Rumor
has it that the Georgetown Dental School
is shortly to establish an infirmary at
the hospital. The new ambulance has
not yet arrived. Dr. S. S. Owens and
Dr. H. E. Abrahams, both graduates of
the Georgetown Medical School, are the
resident physicians at the hospital.

ADDRESS OF DR. JOSEPH TABER JOHNSON.

We give in full an address of Dr.
Joseph Taber Johnson at the formal
opening of the new building, held re¬

cently.
REMARKS QF PROF. JOS. TABER JOHNSON.

Mr. President, Ladies and Gentlemen:
—I have been delegated by the “Commit¬
tee on Hospital Administration,” which

has had charge of the erection and the
expansion of this hospital, to extend to
you, and to all our friends in the city, a

hearty welcome to this public opening
of our new operating amphitheatre and
our new building.

The erection of an up-to-date, modern
hospital, in this age, means a great deal,
both to those public-spirited and char-
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itably disposed citizens in charge of the
enterprise, and to those who will receive
its benefits and its charity.

The finished building which you see
here today is the result of much thought,
many prayers, continued, unremitting
hard work, scores and scores of meetings
of our committee, of the Sisters in charge
of the nursing and the domestic affairs
of the hospital, the medical faculty, and
the genial and generous president of the
Georgetown University.

Those of you who have had any ex¬
perience in building enterprises will at
once sympathise with us in all our labors
with the architects, the contractors, the
builders and the multitude of laborers in

every department of a building like this,
and will rejoice with us, upon the com¬

pletion of its thousand and one details,
and our final occupation of our com¬
pleted building.

It means a great deal to the thousands
who have already enjoyed the beneficent
and charitable results of the medical and

surgical treatment of the doctors and
nurses in the wards and private rooms;
and it will mean much more to the thou¬
sands who will seek admission to our

new building and the benefits of our

improved facilities for the cure of disease
and relief of human suffering, in the
years to come.

That you may the more clearly appre¬
ciate the demand for a good hospital in
this location, and the constantly increas¬
ing necessity for its extension, and the
multiplication of its modem life-saving
agencies, I beg to draw your attention,
just for a moment, to a few figures from
our last annual report. After reviewing
the past work of the hospital and com¬
plimenting the management upon its

good work, the report goes on to say:
“In spite of all those efforts, we need
more room. Patients are almost daily
turned away, for want of shelter,, and
our real mission is far from complete.”
The growth and usefulness of this hos¬
pital can be best judged by the follow¬
ing facts and figures: In 1899 we had
only 29 beds all told, now we have 116
at our disposal.

During the year ending in September,
1899, the number of persons treated in
the hospital were 273 ; in 1903, 419. In
the dispensary in 1899, 633 cases; in
1902, 1312 cases. Emergencies in 1899,
491; in 1902, 1169.

It will be seen from this statement

that we treated in the private rooms and
public wards of the hospital during the
first four years of our existence 1,396
patients, in the dispensary 4,055 patients,
and in the emergency service 3,510, and
out of this total of 8,861 patients only
10 per cent, paid the hospital for their
entertainment. In this connection we

beg to remind you that all this work has
been done in the past, as well as upon
our new building, without a dollar from
the general or local government, and
could never have been accomplished with¬
out the self-sacrificing labors of the most
excellent Sisters of St. Francis, and our

generous friends who have contributed
and loaned us of their means to so far

carry on our work and construct our
buildings.

Out of the hundreds who have contrib¬
uted toward the purchase of our grounds
and buildings, it would seem invidious
to mention names; but I have been re¬

quested while returning our grateful ac¬
knowledgements to all, to especially ex¬

press our Thanks to those who have con-
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tributed one thousand or more dollars;
and first of all are our thanks due to

Ex-President Richards and the directors
of Georgetown University, who gave us
the five lots of land upon which the main
building now stands, and which dona¬
tion determined the location of the hos¬

pital. This land at a low estimate was
worth $10,000. Mr. E. Francis Riggs
has practically given us the large lot
just south of the main building, which
assures an abundance of fresh air and

sunshine, which hostile owners might
have deprived us of by the erection of
houses on this land. This donation is
valued at $5,000. Mr. A. Lisner gave us
$1,000 early in our history, and Mrs. Lis¬
ner has furnished a room. Mr. Chr. Heu-

rich very kindly gave us another $1,000,
and so did Mr. and Mrs. Thomas F. Ry¬
an ; we are also indebted to Mrs. Ryan
for the furnishing of the hospital chapel.
One of the public-spirited and generous
citizens of Georgetown, Mr. Thomas E.
Waggaman, gave us $1,000; Mr. and
Mrs. Samuel T. Williams also donated

$1,000; Mr. William Galt left us $1,000
in his will, and our original architect,
Mr. C. B. Keferstine, also of George¬
town, donated $1,000 in plans, drawings
and superintendence of the erection of
our main building. To him we owe

especial thanks, on account of his devo¬
tion to our interests, at the expense of
his own health, which broke down in our

service. It is a pleasure to extend to him
our congratulations upon his restoration
to usefulness again.

One of the purposes of a university in
establishing a hospital is the better and
more practical instruction of its medical
students. It is the aim in thus .com¬

bining charity,humanity and higher med¬

ical education to secure the best results
obtainable for both students and patients.
Those of you who have been interested
in observing the large, well-lighted, heat¬
ed and ventilated wards and private
rooms in die five stories of the old and

the new building, and also the modern
improvements in this beautiful new op¬
erating amphitheatre, with its life-saving
environments and its complete equipment
for successful antiseptic battles with sep¬
tic germs and all surgical ailments and
conditions, cannot help being impressed
with the wisdom of the combination. The
students in the higher classes of the
medical school will occupy the seats
which you now honor by your attend¬
ance here today, but will listen to clinical
lectures and witness surgical operations
instead of hearing congratulatory ad¬
dresses, interspersed with the sweet
strains of inspiring music.

Clinical and bedside instruction are

great steps in advance over the antiquat¬
ed methods of exclusive didactic lectures,
so that the medical school which would
stand in the front rank of modern col¬

leges is practically compelled to furnish
greatly increased facilities for practical
clinical work and bedside instruction. This

is nowhere obtainable so well or so

thoroughly as in hospitals owned and
controlled by the universities themselves.
This grand combination secures for the
future physicians and surgeons of a com¬

munity the most rounded-out and prac¬
tical medical education, while it ensures
of necessity, for the patient, the best of
medical and surgical skill, the services
of competent trained nurses and an en¬
vironment and equipment which will
achieve the best obtainable results for the

sick and at the same time be a most
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valuable object lesson for the students.
University hospitals are not infre¬

quently preferred by patients for the rea¬
son that they expect to be supplied with
the best of everything, knowing that the
professors in charge of its rooms and
wards could not afford to present to their
classes anything short of the best modern
facilities and appliances. You thus come
jto realize the wisdom and importance of
such a combination of higher medical
education and the practical workings of
practical Christian charity.

Who can look on this finished hospital
and realize the amount of human suffer¬

ing which will be alleviated, and the
lives which will be saved through its
agencies, and not feel a thankful pride
that he had some part in its erection or

equipment
The grand deeds of patriotic soldiers,

statesmen and reformers are frequently
commemorated by shafts of marble, stat-

*ues of bronze, or arches of granite. These
are all very beautiful, generally appro¬

priate, and satisfy a sentiment of hero-
worship, but can do no real good what¬
ever to the great departed or to posterity,
serving principally as an inspiration to
noble deeds by future generations.

While such public-spirited generosity
is commendable, how much more prac¬
tical good would be accomplished by the
erection and endowment of hospitals like
this, whose inmates should be told that
the charity or relief which they enjoy
was extended in commemoration of some

great person or important event.
The practical benefactions of Peabody

and Carnegie have for their chief object
the moral and intellectual uplifting of
the human race.

Other practical uses are made of sur¬

plus wealth, in the endowment of col¬
leges and various reform movements, for
the bettering of the conditions of men
and women; but what more useful and
timely use of money can possibly be
made than in providing the means for
restoring to health and remunerative la¬
bor those who are prostrated on beds of
sickness and pain ? These restored pa¬
tients who have heretofore been consum¬

ers are transformed by these means into
producers of money, which can be re¬
turned to the state and to society in re¬

payment of that which was loaned for
their restoration to health. Did you ever
think that the donations to hospitals
were more in the nature of loans than
of gifts? That the money is actually re¬
turned to the state and society by the
productive labor of the restored indi¬
viduals

The charitable providing of the most
approved methods of converting the sick
and disabled consumer into an able-
bodied producer is a wise and easy solu¬
tion of one of the greatest of social and
economic questions of the day. There is
little doubt in my mind that the direct
loss to the country from the cost of the
sickness and withdrawal from productive
labor of this class of its citizens, results
in its financial loss of a billion dollars
a year.

If this be true or only half true it is
easily seen that the erection of institu¬
tions like the one we are formally open¬

ing here today, is one of the best-paying
kind of investments, the returns from
which will not only be largely financial,
but what is far sweeter and better than
dollars and cents, that inestimable quan-
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tity of human happiness restored, and
human suffering and sorrow prevented
or alleviated, so I feel like congratulat¬
ing instead of thanking that loyal and
generous son of Georgetown upon his
investment in this beautiful and most

thoroughly equipped operating amphi¬
theatre. Instead of locking up his money
in a cold and speechless marble monu¬
ment to the memory of departed loved
ones, he has donated or invested it in

this magnificent memorial offering, that
which we are sure will give him annual
returns of joy and praise from his bread
cast upon the waters.

This beautiful expression of the hu¬
manity, the loyalty, the scientific spirit
and the generosity of our Prof. George
M. Kober we accept gratefully from his
hands, and we name it in his honor,
“The Kober Operating Amphitheatre.”

J. A. Gannon, ’06, Med.

T© f)amien.
Somewhere I read in a forgotten book
The story of a man who lived and died
And living never his sick friends forsook
And dying never feared nor moaned nor cried.

His thoughts were first of others, ne’er his own,

Ever of God. And if 1 now might paint
His life in colors, toiling there alone,
I’d call my work “ The Story of a Saint.”

Gerald Egan, ’06.
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A TALE OF THE BLACK ART*

We were all seated around the table,
one evening after dinner, when Major
Findlay, our host, who had entertained
us, told us this remarkable story.

The conversation had turned to some

of the wonderful tricks of a certain great
performer, who was, at that time, as¬

tonishing all London, and to the black
art in general. We all admitted that
there must be some rational and natural

explanation for everything, although
some feats, as everyone knows, seem to
set the laws of nature at defiance. Finally
after a loud preliminary “Ahem!” the
Major spoke.

“As you may know, I have spent a

good part of my life in India. And In¬
dia is the birthplace and habitat of the
“jadir” or fakir, as he is commonly call¬
ed in the West.

On my first voyage out I became great
chums with a young fellow in the 118th,
four companies of which regiment were
on the troopship with us. His name
was Densmore—Tom Densmore — and

he was a bright, frank chap, rather hot¬
headed and impulsive, but the best of
company. I remember he was just out
of Sandringham, and full of interest and
enthusiasm for his profession.

Now, it is an admitted fact that a

young lieutenant in the Indian, or any
other, service has no business to fall in
love seriously, much less to bind himself
with the holy bonds of matrimony. But
Cupid’s game is never out of season,'

and Lieutenant Densmore promptly
formed an attachment, as they sav in
biographies, for a young lady in Alla¬
habad, where he was stationed.

She was one of four daughters of a

Deputy Commissioner, and a very nice
and .pretty girl, as girls go. Densmore
pressed his suit, her father was com¬
plaisant, and, to be brief, six months
after Tom’s arrival the day of his wed¬
ding was fixed.

But, although Densmore was the suc¬
cessful suitor, he was not the only one.
A young Hindoo, of high caste, whose
name I can’t recall just now, had been
paying court to Miss Kirkman for some
time, with, apparently, a fair hope of
success until Densmore’s arrival. Soon
after the young lady refused a proposal
of marriage from him. He seemed to
take his failure with sufficient resigna¬
tion, for he ceased to visit her and sent
congratulations when her engagement
was announced. (All this I heard after¬
ward, but I will tell it connectedly.)

The wedding took place on the ap¬
pointed day, and I traveled nearly a hun¬
dred miles, from Benares, to be present.
They went up-country for a short hon¬
eymoon ; and ten days later both had
disappeared utterly from human ken.

What became of them no one ever

knew with certainty. The account given
by their servant was, of course, alto¬
gether absurd, and you will very prop¬

erly set it down as a fairy tale. But
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it was the only information about their
•fate I ever heard; and, after all, who
knows ?

According to the bearer, Densmore
and his wife stopped on the fourth day
at a small village near the foot of the
Vindhya Mountains. And this place hap¬
pened to be the home of Ram Singh,
which, as I remember now, was the
name of the young native whom I men¬
tioned as having sought to marry Miss
Kirkman.

Ram Singh had spent some years at
school in England, and was really quite
civilized to Western eyes, as was his
father, a stately old gentleman of some

importance in the native government.
They invited Lieutenant and Mrs.

Densmore to dine, and whatever the
young people may have felt, I suppose
they did not like to be discourteous, and
so the invitation was not declined.

The feast was no doubt an extrava¬

gant one, and at its close several native
performers were summoned to entertain
the guests. Among these was one of the
class of magicians so common in India.

One of the usual tricks is to plant a
seed in the ground and make a flower
grow up before the eyes of the specta¬
tors. I have seen it done myself more
than once.

This the “jadir” did first, and then
he said he would vary the performance
in a new and very difficult way. The
seed was planted, and a few moments
later a young tree sprouted up and grad¬
ually grew larger. In the branches,
which grew very close together, the con¬

jurer placed a large basket.
Young Densmore had heard of this

being done before, when a small native

boy got into the basket and was ap¬

parently carried up into the air as the
tree grew, only to appear suddenly, a
little later, among the audience.

This time, however, the “jadir” in¬
vited one of the audience to enter the

basket, with the rather strange assur¬
ance that if the person so desired he
would return to earth again unharmed.

Thereupon Ram Singh proposed that
Densmore, as a stranger, should test the
thing. If the Englishman feared to try
it, he, Ram Singh, would do so.

Now, Densmore was very curious to
know how the trick was done, and be¬
sides his pride as an Englishman was
touched. It was not fitting for this
smiling Oriental to do something which
an English soldier had feared to at¬
tempt. In spite of the whispered pro¬
testations of his wife, he climbed into
the basket.

The tree grew slowly: up—up—up.
When it had reached a considerable

height and the basket coyld no longer
be seen the native waved his arms. The
tree seemed to stop growing, and soon
the basket, or one like it, dropped from
the lowest branches. The magician con¬
tinued to mutter and gesticulate, but
there was no sign of Densmore.

Presently the man salaamed to Ram
Singh and said something in Hindoo-
stanee. The latter turned to Mrs. Dens¬

more, who seemed, by this time, ex¬

tremely anxious.
“He says something has caused a slight

delay, but that your husband has come
to no harm and will soon be able to re¬

turn.”
Time passed, and every moment seem¬

ed to increase the Memsahib’s alarm.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 245

Attempts to comfort and reassure her
had small effect. She declared that she
would kill herself if she were not al¬
lowed to follow her husband at once,

and share his fate, whatever it might
be.

* * * *

The bearer could tell no more. He
seized the opportunity to escape from

the spot, very shrewdly imagining that
if anything happened to the Sahib, the
life of his servant, who had witnessed
his fate, would not be safe. But the last
thing he saw before he reached the
hills, some distance away, was the
branches of two huge trees towering
against the sky.

Charles C. Miller, ’04.

“gftjeefc as the petals ”
Sweet as the petals blown from out the breast
Of a full-blooming rose, her voice upon the air.
Rich as the crimson sunset in the West,

Her beauty. She is wonderfully fair.

Soft as the breathing of a new-born child
Her footfall comes toward me ; and her eyes

Shine full of life and hope, twin blue-bells wild,
1 rise to greet her crying “ Paradise.”

And so it is with all of us, we all
Hold in our minds and loving hearts a face.
But eyes and wondrous beauty are but small.
Within her heart is kindliness and grace.

Gerald Egan, ’06.
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Adhering to its policy of making the
subject of its editorial comment only those
matters which have a more or less direct
connection with the life, the aims and as¬

pirations of the man in college, the Jour¬
nal would have refrained from any men¬
tion of the Baltimore fire, were it not for
the fact that our tardy appearance this
month is due to our neighboring city's
misfortune. To be explicit, the printers
of our Journal were overcrowded with

work and sent this month’s copy over to
Baltimore for the purpose of having the
linotypes cast for them, but the building
in which the work was done was burned
down before the type was shipped. The
Journal copy was saved only after heroic
efforts, and the work of resetting post¬
poned until the compositoi s got together
their machinery and found for themselves
a new home. Wherefore we are behind¬
hand. We ask our readers to consider the
circumstances and our past punctuality,
and so to withhold their censure. We
shall do better hereafter.

j! * * *

Martha Foote Crow, the dean of the
women at Northwestern University, gave
utterance not long ago to the follow¬
ing complaint:

“College men are becoming less chi¬
valrous. Tipping the hat when speaking
to a woman is one of the few remaining
characteristics of the chivalry which
characterized the earlier ages.

“The habit of merely bowing when
speaking to a co-ed is a new one at
Northwestern, but has become fairly es¬
tablished. It was introduced from Cor¬
nell.”

A contemporary suggests that some¬

thing must be wrong, for it avers that
“college men, for the cultivation of hair
and health, have ceased to wear hats.”
Some college men have, but not all. The
college must alw’avs be doing something
different from other people to advertise
to the world that he is a college man.
Some, accordingly, have acquired the
hatless habit, but it is more or less of
a fad and is already beginning to die
out. So, that hypothesis doesn’t explain
the matter, and Miss Crow doubtless
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has good grounds for her complaint.
What we object to is Miss Crow’s

conclusion.

Because college men no longer tip
their hats to the co-eds, therefore, con¬

cludes the dean, college men are grow¬
ing less chivalrous. Therefore, say we,
Co-education is a mistake. Such a minor
consideration as the refusal to lift
the hat does not constitute in itself a

potent argument, but it may be taken as
a straw to indicate the direction of the
wind.

To assert that college men are not
chivalrous is rather close to an indict¬
ment of the whole American nation on

that score, for it is not, we think, too
much to say, that the college man is
fast becoming the representative Ameri¬
can gentleman. Therefore, if he is no

longer chivalrous, so is the nation no

longer chivalrous; and as we refuse to
believe the latter so are we unable to

put any faith in the former.
What we are trying to get at is this:

that co-education, by the too familiar
association of the sexes, tends, among
other things, to lower the woman in the
eyes of the man. He sees her toiling at
the same tasks with himself, striving
for the same objects, pitting her intel¬
lect and her endeavors against his intel¬
lect and his endeavors, and she ceases to
be to him that ethereal creature of soft
voice and tender sympathies that she was
before. She becomes merely another fac¬
tor in the struggle for existence, in the
fight for success; she is an antagonist,
to be opposed as the rest of them. The
halo is taken from her brow, and her
crowning glorv of womanliness is gone
from her.

Our faith in the American college man
as a type of American citizen is stead¬

fast and strong. He is becoming the
leader in business, in the professions, and
in the government of this country.
Through him and his labors will come,
we believe, the progress and the great¬
ness that are to come to the nation. But
if he is to do the deeds that his fathers

did, the woman of the nation must be
his helpmeet and the inspiration of his
toil. And she can be neither the one nor

the other if she lose her character of
womanliness. That co-education makes
for such a result we have no doubt, and
that the refusal of college men, in cer¬
tain institutions, to tip their hats to the
co-eds.—however inexcusable in itself—
is an expression of their recognition of
this fact, is also, we think, very likely.

Therefore, while we do not defend the
action of the man, still we cannot accept
Dean Crow’s sweeping condemnation of
them, and we are constrained to believe
that the root of the whole trouble lies
in the co-educational system itself.

* >k * *

Pure sport with us, as with Mr. Cas¬
per Whitney, and other seekers of the
true and the good in matters strenuous
and athletic, is something of a hobby.
We never grow tired of reading the
opinions of the experts on this subject;
we appreciate their zeal and honesty of
purpose, and we always entertain the
hope deep down in our heart that their
efforts to lift American athletics out of
the mire will one day'- meet with success.

We have an idea, however, that these
very men who are fighting so vigorously
for pure sport are responsible in a meas¬
ure for at least one of the evils that
afflict intercollegiate athletics. We have
reference to the over-shadowing import¬
ance that athlete and student attach to

their sports. When college students
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contemplate these able and energetic dev¬
otees of manly contests spending their
nights and days on the weighty problems
of picking out an All-American football
team, wrangling over the merits of this
full-back and that tackle, hurling anath¬
emas at the “ringers” of this leading
university and that university, lavishing
with praise the sportsmanlike action of
this athletic committee and in general
consigning professionalism to everlast¬
ing perdition, and prostrating themselves
in reverent, albeit noisy, adoration be¬
fore their idol of pure sport—when they
contemplate all this fussy expenditure of
energy and words over athletics, can
we blame college men for being deluded
into the. belief that athletics are the end
and aims of their existence?

We think not. In fact, we are in¬
clined to the opinion that the experts
take life, their profession, athletics and
themselves entirely too seriously. Life
may be made at least bearable, there is

a laughable side to the profession of ex¬
pert, athletics are a pastime, and the ex¬

perts themselves—well, we can’t blame
the experts for taking themselves seri¬
ously, since nobody else will.

* * * >k

While we are on the subject of athlet¬
ics, permit us to venture the opinion
that the best sport of the college man
in found in inter-class contests. These
are the games that best fulfill the mis¬
sion of all athletics. They bring the
greatest good to the greatest number.
The rivalry between opponents is almost,
if not quite, as intense as in contests be¬
tween colleges, and is certainly always
more friendly. And best of all, the pos¬

sibility of professionalism is, of course,
eliminated.

We are by no means speaking for the
abolishment of intercollegiate contests,
for we cannot fail to see the great and
varied good that arises from them; yet
our faith in interclass athletics, as a

source of benefit and enjoyment to the
student, is supreme.

* # * *

No doubt this age of ours is quite as
materialistic as men say it is. Every¬
body is engaged in the pursuit of get¬
ting money, and everybody is getting
more than in any other age, though
whether people love money more than
they used to, we doubt seriously. Still,
it is a woefully materialistic age, as all
observers of things in the world agree,
and as all lament.

But we daresay there is none who la¬
ments it more than the literary critic
with ideals. Essentially a “laudator tem-
poris acti,” he recalls the old days when
men sang because they must, and con¬
trasts those days with the present, when
the author writes for the money there
is in it. And so the critic comes to the
conclusion that materialism has choked

up the well-springs of inspiration, that
only the classics are literature, and in
short that men are not producing today
works that will be read by the people
of tomorrow.

In all of which there is a great deal
that is not true. Undoubtedly, more

trashy stuff is turned out today than ever
before in the history of mankind. But
that is a result of a demand arising from
the general literacy of the people. And
at the same time a very good percentage
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of literature that is literature and will

endure is coming from the pens of au¬
thors. To say that men write for money

proves nothing. Shakespeare wrote for
money, and so did Goldsmith, and Scott
created the Waverly series in order to
make enough money to get rid of his
debts.

We certainly fail to see any reason
why this very time in which we live—
materialistic though it be called—should
not be productive of as great things in
literature as other periods of history.
Everybody is trying to make money, of
course; but what is important is that
everybody has more money than he ever
had before, and those who so desire can

give more time to the pursuit of litera¬
ture than they could formerly.

The objection is made, however, that
the age' is too practical for any real in¬
spiration. Where will another Paradise
Lost come from, the pessimist asks? We

never expect to see one. Times have
changed and men have changed their
style of writing, and—what is, in our

opinion, the very essence of all true lit¬
erature—writers today are depicting real
life better than they ever did. Kipling
paints for us India, Gilbert Parker re¬
veals to us the life of Canada, Jack Lon¬
don carries us to the snow-fields of Alas¬

ka, and many another writer is laying
bare to us in the terse, virile English of
the day the lives of those who toil, and
those who exist and toil not.

Paradoxical though it may appear, th*>
materialism of our age favors advance in
literature. And we doubt not that a

century from now the “laudator tem-
poris acti” will point with mingled re¬

gret and satisfaction to the productions
of the best of our modern authors, as

the masterpieces which men used to cre¬
ate, but now create no longer.



250 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

One of our highly esteemed contem¬
poraries, the Ex-man of the Nassau Lit.,
accuses us of “slashing” the college mag¬
azine story “viciously,” and insinuates
that we have “aroused a spasm of indi-
goes.” Our Princeton friend is cruel.
We were never vicious in our life; in¬
deed, in all candor, we are the mildest
and most harmless of mortals. And as

for slashing, we are no slasher,
we can’t slash, and we wouldn’t
if we could. We may have arous¬
ed a spasm of indigoes, who can

say? Not we, and the Lit. man seems
to know what he is talking about. Of
course, we are not quite sure what a
spasm of indigoes is; we imagine, how¬
ever, that it bears a close resemblance
to a nightmare or an epileptic fit, and we
are sure that it is something not at all
admissable — something quite dreadful,
indeed. Wherefore, if by arousing a

spasm of indigoes we have offended the
aesthetic sensibilities of our friend, we
crave his most humble pardon. We
would not willingly give pain to any
man, and least of all to the Nassau Lit.
editor.

* * * *

And speaking of the short story, per¬
mit us to allude to a failing to which a

number of co'lege men are becoming ad¬
dicted. Iu imitation, doubtless, of the
modern popular story, these writers (the
number is not great, but it is increasing)
have taken to the justification of the ac¬
tions of their heroes and heroines on

ethical principles all their own and sim¬
ilarly have fallen into the habit of intro¬
ducing vulgar stuations and treating racy
themes. We recall a story in which the
hero is defended by the author for break¬
ing off an engagement with one girl in
order to marry another, on the grounds
that an engagement is a “mere conven¬

tionality.” We have before us another
story which treats of the flirtation of a
married woman with a man, and does it
after a rather vulgar fashion. Is it too
much to ask that such matters be left
for exploitation to the yellow journal,
the ten-cent magazine and the stage? We
who write for the college magazine have
no need to cater to a depraved public
taste. Can we not, therefore, in our fic¬
tion keep within the limits of good
taste, good sense, and good morals?
Among college men, at least, however
humble their efforts may be,fiction should
not lose in morality, in order that it may

gain in interest, and the college man in¬
stead of lowering himself to the level of
the public taste, should make it his aim
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to educate that taste up to his own stand¬
ard, and that standard should yield to
none in respect of decency and truth.

# * * *

The Ex-man of The Phoenix, of
Swarthmore College, has an enviable fac¬
ulty of picking out good verse for the
benefit of his readers. Such a collection
as he presents monthly is sufficient in
itself to constitute a readable and valua¬
ble exchange column.

* * * *

The Holy Cross Purple for January
is the best issue of that publication we
have seen in a good while. Mr. Reilly,
the editor - in - chief, is a versatile and
prolific writer, and his work contributes
in no small part to the excellence of the
magazine. In the present number he
has an essay, a story, several poems, edi¬
torials, and an attractive department
styled the “Editor’s Note-Book.” All
his writings are marked by polish of
style and maturity of thought. His es¬
say on William Butler Yeats, while lack¬
ing somewhat in breadth and containing
a few inaccuracies, is decidedly an ex¬
cellent composition, indeed as readable
and thoughtful an essay as we have come
across this year. The Sherlock Holmes
story in the Purple is a very fair imita¬
tion as to style and construction, but the
plot is weak and the interest wanes
toward the end.

* * * *

We beg to acknowledge the receipt of
“The Mercuryfrom the College of the
City of New York. “The Mercury” for¬

got us up to a couple of weeks ago, in
consequence whereof all the numbers of
the present volume arrived recently un¬
der one wrapper — and right welcome-
they are. If we did not fear to perpe¬
trate something quite inexcusable, we
should be tempted to remark that “The
Mercury,” is going up—likewise—a thing
we have heard in various forms every

day since last commencement—that “The
Mercury” is like the college man: it rises
by degrees. Of course, it has moss
around it, and we detect the snickers;
ne\tertheleas, it is quite apropos, and
we have the courage of our convictions,
anyway.

* * * *

The Smith College Monthly is a strong
argument in favor of the higher educa¬
tion of women. The Monthly can stand
up alongside of any of its male contem¬
poraries and look proud. It has some¬
thing distinctive and all its own about
its stories, its verse and its essays. Its
verse is more frequently quoted than that
of any other publication we know of,
and the reason of it seems to be that
there is some poetical inspiration back
of it all. The essay on “Carlyle’s Style”
in the January number is three pages of
real thought and observation put into
clear, forceful and readable English. The
writer of the story “A Problem in Do¬
mestic Navigation” possesses the faculty
that most college writers lack—the fac¬
ulty of writing a long short story and
keeping up the interest throughout. This
story, we think, is deserving of more
than the ordinary conventional word of
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praise. Suggestiveness of style, excel¬
lent dialogue, clear and distinct charac¬
ter-drawing, and above all, the sustained
interest of which we spoke—all these
are to be found in “A Problem in Do¬
mestic Navigation.” There is one situ¬
ation which for pathos and dramatic ef¬
fect is worthy the pen of a good many

popular authors we might mention. And
the entire effect is gained, it would be
well for the budding college writer to
note, by simplicity.

The other contributions in theSmith

College Monthly are of a high order, and
we speak but the truth when we say
that the Journal feels honored to have
such a publication on its exchange list.

* * * *

The writer of the Laura J. Libbey
story in The Chisel, called “The Mis¬
chief of a Handkerchief,” informs us

very gravely that “there is a feeling
about a handkerchief no one can describe
—it almost seems a part of the owner.”
Now, there’s something in that. We
never stopped to think about it before,
but we, too, have noticed that there is
a feeling about a handkerchief, and
moreover that the handkerchief or the

feeling—whichever is meant—does seem
to be a part of the owner. We confess,
too, that we can’t describe it. Who
could? Not Laura herself, we daresay.
Strange, what profound discoveries the
human mind doth sometimes hit upon

by merest chance!
The Chisel, by the way, is carving its

way to an enviable niche on the ladder
of journalistic endeavor. (Yes, we know
that’s a sadly mixed metaphor, but so
are we—i. e., mixed, not a metaphor—

and it will have to go at that. We make
no apologies.)

* * * *

The hard-working editor of Salmagun¬
di. in The Georgian, has made a collec¬
tion of nonsense verse. The collection is a

good one, albeit some of the verses are
not precisely adapted for table chit-chat.
We are constrained to remark out of a

regard for the truth that a good part of
these nonsense-rhymes contain a good
deal more sense than a good part of the
presumably sense-rhymes with which the
exchange editor is afflicted. For instance,
we think that there is a much nearer

approach to the sublime and beautiful
in the following:
“There was a young lady named Guin,
Who was so remarkably thin
That when she essayed to drink lem¬

onade
She slipped through the straw and fell

* >>

in,

than in the following:
“How pleasant thus to ride by night
’Mid laughter and conversation bright!
In this fleeting pleasure on we go
Fast over the roads through drifting

snow.”

However, these things are largely a
matter of taste.

* * * *

The Notre Dame Scholastic continues
to come out once a week as entertaining
and excellent in tone as ever. We have
more than once, in common with other
Ex-men, wondered how they do it, and
are still wondering and still admiring.
In the number for January 30 the ora¬
torical paper, “The Social Problem,” is
a strong and well written statement of
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existing economic evils and the defects
of the socialistic system. The Scholas¬
tic’s editorials are notable for sane views
and virile English.

* * * *

We have numerous high-school pub¬
lications among our exchanges, and some
of them are decidedly creditable. The
best of them all, in our opinion, is the
Krishno, an artistically gotten-up maga¬
zine from the Toledo High School. We
have seen productions in this publication
which the average college magazine
would be proud to print. The Krishno
has a column called “Grinds,” wherein
appears now and then a joke which will
make you laugh. High praise for an
amateur joker.

* * * *

Other excellent high-school papers are
the Crimson, the High-School Times, the
Johnstown High School Spectator.

* * * *

The Williams Literary Monthly for
January is not, we think, as high class
a magazine in literary tone as we are
used to see come forth from Williams.

“Just the Question” is not up to the
standard of Williams fiction. It is one

of those stories of wrongly sent letters—
a very commonplace theme—and besides
being inartistically treated is strained in
its conception and improbable in its situ¬
ations. The story, “Romance,” however,
while not over-interesting, is well con¬
structed and written in a finished style.
There are some rather readable sketches
in the department “Suggestions,” and
the sonnet, “To the Invincible Courage,”
is a good treatment of a very lofty sub¬
ject.

* * * *

The College Folio, a lovely little mag¬
azine with a red cover and attenuated
appearance, is looking for information
on the following points:

“Did you ever read The Pit?
“Did you ever play The Pit?
“Did you ever see The Pit?
“Where did Carrie get her locket?”
Anybody who answers these questions

correctly gets a year’s subscription to
the Folio free. Everybody get busy, and
see who can tell where Carrie got her
locket.

* * * *

The Brunonian in its new garb makes
the most prepossessing front of any mag¬
azine on our exchange list. In the Jan¬
uary number there are some very good
things, and some very bad things. For
instance, the story “Two and One Makes
Three,” if it had enough merit, might
go very well in some of our “smartest”
magazines, but in a college publication
it is sadly out of place. The story, “The
Survival of the Fittest,” is well told—
another conventional theme, that of the
stolen thesis—but the ending is decidedly
unconventional and we doubt whether it
has conformity with nature. We can

appreciate the excellence of style and the
evidences of thought that appear in the
essay, “Realism in the Novel,” but we
must beg to take exception to some of
the writer’s views. Immorality, in the
guise of realism, has never yet been
successfully championed, and in the na¬
ture of things, of course, never will be.
The translation of Victor Hugo’s “Les
Djinus” in The Brunonian is a fine piece
of work, and all the departments are
well written and readable.

Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04.
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In the February Messenger, Rev. Tim¬
othy Brosnahan’s article, “Dr. Harris
and the Agnostic School-House,” holds
the place of honor. There is a very com¬
mon sentiment ,though it is seldom ex¬
pressed as plainly as it is by Dr. Harris
in his paper on “The Separation of the
Church from Schools Supported by Pub¬
lic Taxes,” that the methods and results
of religious and secular instruction are

mutually antagonistic ; that religious and
secular instruction cannot be given by
the same teacher or in the same school
without contradiction and confusion in

the mind of the pupil. From this it is
usually concluded that the teaching of
morality should be abandoned, or at least
restrained to such instruction as can be

imparted in a hurried weekly half hour
by a more or less indifferent lay teacher.
Now that this very question of religious
instruction in public schools is becoming
more a subject of general controversy
it is well that such ideas be shown to

be absurd and dangerous. For those
whose prejudices are not formed and

for those who are open to persuasion,
Father Brosnahan’s essay—which will be
supplemented in the future by another
article on the same topic—will be in¬
structive, interesting and valuable.

* * * *

The Quarterly Record of the Amer¬
ican Catholic Historical Society contains
a most interesting biography of Joseph
O’Dwyer, who introduced the method of
intubation as practiced in cases of con¬
traction of the larynx.

* * * *

Four numbers of The Catholic Mind
are on the table, containing the “Motu
Proprios of the Holy Father on Sacred
Music and Popular Action,” “The
Training of the Teacher,” by the Very
Rev. J. A. Burns, and a review of M.
Loisy’s latest work, “L’Autour d’un Pe¬
tit Livre.” The value of these little pa¬

pers, each containing a single article on
some matter of contemporary religious
interest, cannot be exaggerated.

Francis P. Sullivan,’04...
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LAW.
SF.COND YEAR NOTES.

Certain rumors have come to our ears

or rather have percolated through the
raw cotton of our incredulity and im¬
pinged upon our tympana (Gray’s Anat.,
p. 2008) the tenor of which seems to be
that this Corinthian column of ours is

open to the charge of flippancy and fri¬
volity, and sundry hints have been drop¬
ped in close proximity to our toes which
have made it apparent even to our own

egregious obtusity that our classmates
would prefer a column of notes of the
Doric type, whose stern calm massive¬
ness would be more in keeping with their
own ponderous mentalities. Alas, our
worst fears are realized! We felt it in
our skeleton that this puny offspring of
our bird-like intelligence would rattle as

futilely upon the majestic intellects of
our classmates as No. 10 shot upon the
tender cuticle of a rhinoceros. We knew
that these great simple minds would re¬

gard our iridescent, opalescent, evanes¬

cent, effervescent ebullitions much as the
noble St. Bernard regards the playful
gambols of a brindle kitten, or as the
prehistoric mastodon would gaze upon
the gyrations of an acrobatic flea. Be
this as it may, and much as we regret
that an all-wise Providence furnished us

with but a bare post - prandial - coffee -

spoonful of brains, while these towering
Titans got whole hogsheads full of gray
matter (no walling affront to porcine
mammals) we can no more change our

style of imparting wisdom to an un¬

grateful world than can a cheetah swap his
freckles or the Senegambian his epider¬
mis. We can only do our diminutive
best to titillate the palates of luckless
wights of our own 22-calibre, boys-size,
bantam-weight powers of ratiocination.
We can only admire the Brobdinagian
proportions of our neighbors through
green Liliputian eyes, and cuss the crew¬
el fate that has condemned us to me¬

ander forever in this mental murkiness
with our fellow microbes, excluded and
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exiled from the upper intellectual ether.
Other critics charge us with neglect¬

ing class affairs and failing to make
personal mention of our class luminaries.
Well, to be serious for half a moment,
what in the name of the sacred cat of

Bubastes and all her pink-toed progeny
are these “class affairs” ? And what un¬

der the broad blue-bluey canopener of
heaven can we say of our exalted class¬
mates by way of personal mention? If
we wrote the class calendar it would read

something after this fashion:
Monday, Feb. i—Class attends a lec¬

ture in a body.
Tuesday, Feb. 2 — Class attends an¬

other lecture in another body.
Wednesday, Feb. 3—Class attends an¬

other lecture in a bundle.

Thursday, Feb. 4—Class attends an¬
other lecture in a chunk.

Friday, Feb. 5—Class attends another
lecture in a wad.

Saturday, Feb. 6 — Class attends an¬
other lecture in-at-tentively.

The only other occurrences of national
importance that we remember were a
class meeting or so, called for the pur¬
pose of supplying opportunities for the
generation of large quantities of calorific
ozone and a snowball scrap in the main
lecture hall. We did not lend the choc¬
olate eclaire of our presence to the meet¬
ing, but we freely admit having partici¬
pated in the snow fuss. As to personal
mention, we leave it to the serene (not
anserine), unbiased judgment of the
dear reader if it makes any difference
to the civilized world whether or not

Mr. Seitz has not seen his feet in years
because of his chest, or whether Mr.

X. Y. Z. Maguire did not wear his dress
suit last Wednesday night because it was
in the wash, or whether Mr. Stallings
put the wrong end of his cigar in his
mouth and was burned so severely that
he couldn’t speak for two days in con¬
sequence of which his life was despaired
of. Why chronicle the fact that Mr.
Price, the child-orator of Four-and-a-
Half Street, stumbled over the Patent
Office and fell and bumped his marble
brow upon the tesselated pavement and
was thought to have concussion of the
brain until the doctors discovered that
inside of his head was one of those things
that nature abhors? What boots it that
Mr. Neeley’s valet stole his diamond
tiara, or that Mr. Thomaides used to
play pinochle with Alcibiades, or that
the affable Madame McNamara has been

fired from the Offce Boys’ Union, of
which the writer is president? Who
cares if Mr. Dougherty is smoking him¬
self and his friends to death on tarred

rope, or if Mr. Tyler does say “Oyez!”
in his sleep, of ii Mr. Abinitio has got
a new joke? Finally, we can’t, we really
cannot announce in these columns what
is already printed in heavily leaded type
in a thousand newspapers, viz: that our
own dear president, our parens patriae,
our steamed Chief Magistrate, our heav¬
en-sent Moses, our joy, our life, our only
'ope, that he has at last agreed to accept
the Democratic nomination for President
of the U. S., or for Justice of the Peace
in Alexandria, or something like that.
We must firmly but steadily refuse to
print these items, we can not, we may
not, we must not, we shall not, we won’t,
we ain’t agoin’ to. No, not ever! not
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ever! What says the poet? “He seen
his dooty and he done it.” Amen ; so be
it.

Having thus unburdened our throb¬
bing heart, we proceed to inform our
readers that every day will be Sunday
bye and bye, and we are just as happy
as if we had good sense.

Bro. Aesculapius Gannon, of the pill
factory, hath made inspignant remarks
about our notes. He says we are “funny”
and make jokes of different degrees of
senility. From this it is evident that his
sense of humor is awav out of propor¬
tion to the rest of his sense. We never

descend to humor; it is so vulgar. How¬
ever, if Bro.Gannon offends herein again
we will leap upon him and bite him on
the arm; we will drop a flatiron on his
foot and give him concussion of the
brain, we will trail his bleeding carcass
at our chariot wheel all up and down F
street; we will take out his works and
sandpaper 'em and put 'em together
again and run him twice through a meat-
grinder and sell him for country sausage.
Let him beware, and nota-bene (supe).
We used cerebellum very unadvisedly,
and we confess a mistake. Cerebellum

means, we have since learned, a little
gob of gray matter in the northwest sec¬
tion of the eastern hemisphere of the
brain, and we would not for worlds cast

upon Bro. Gannon the odium and stigma
of having any gray matter concealed
about his person. Cerebrum be it; that’s
just plain “wheels.”

* * * *

It only remains to note that Mr. Dar¬
lington’s very interesting course of lec¬
tures has come to an end, and that Mr.
Baker will take up and elucidate diverse

maxims and rules of equity for us, and
thus improve the shining hours of the
closing term. Judge Shepard’s protract¬
ed illness will prevent us from hearing
him this year.

* * * *

As we go to press we wish to re¬
mark that for the nonce we will take no

more notice of Bro. Gannon’s sinuous
insinuations that doth the sleeping levia¬
than of the pesky gnat that roosts upon
his arched eybrow. Later the medical
school may be furnished gratis with a
fresh, unpickled “subject.”

G. C. Reid, ’05.

* * * *
RESOLUTIONS OF CONDOLENCE AND SYM¬

PATHY WITH JUDGE GOULD UPON THE
DEATH OF HIS WIFE, PASSED BY THE
LAW CLASS OF I906, GEORGETOWN UNI¬
VERSITY, JANUARY I3TH, I9O4.
Whereas, Almighty God, in His in¬

finite wisdom and goodness, has seen fit
to call to Himself the beloved wife of
our honored instructor, Mr. Justice
Gould, and,

Whereas, The deep sorrow, caused by
this sad loss, can be dispelled by nothing
which the world can offer as an ex¬

change, and,
Whereas, In the ever-changing vicis¬

situdes of life, misfortune crowds thick
upon 11s and has, even now, gained en¬
trance at the home of our dear friend,
and,

Wheras, We, the students of the Class
of 1906, Georgetown University School
of Law, are touched by the deepest feel¬
ings of pain and regret at this great af¬
fliction which has befallen our esteemed

professor; be it
Resolved, That we communicate to him
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our expression of profound sympathy
and condolence in this, his hour of loss
and bereavement, inadequate though it
be as a portrayal of our sentiments; be
it further

Resolved, That these resolutions be
entered upon the records of the Class
and a copy thereof appropriately en¬

grossed and sent to the bereaved hus¬
band.

* * * *

Whereas, We, the members of the
Class of 1905 of the Georgetown Law
School have ascertained with deeep sor¬
row the bereavement that has befallen
our fellow-member, R. E. McNamara,
of North Carolina, in the death of his
brother, whom Divine Providence has
seen fit to summon to his eternal reward ;

therefore, be it
Resolved, That we, the members of the

class of 1905, tender to our fellow-mem¬
ber and his afflicted family our sincere
condolence and heartfelt sympathies; and
be it further

Resolved, That these resolutions be
published in the Georgetown Journal
and inscribed in the minutes of the class.

(Signed) Joseph J. Curran,
Thomas Kirby, Jr.,
George Conrad Reid,

Committe.

THIRD YEAR CLASS.

Mr. Hodges, who for nearly fourteen
years has been clerk of our Moot Court,
and assistant secretary of the law school,
resigned in the month just passed, his
added duties consequent upon his pro¬
motion to be Clerk to the Court of Ap¬
peals for this District not permitting him

to, in his judgment, serve the school as
he would like, without, perhaps, a seri¬
ous impairment of his health. The re¬

spect and esteem in which Mr. Hodges
is held by the students is universal, and
we regret very much that he should have
to sever his connection with the school.
Our best wishes go with him, and that
he may meet with continued success and
abundant prosperity is our earnest hope.
Mr. Leo P. Harlow, a graduate of the
school, succeeds Mr. Hodges.

The lectures delivered by Judge Clay-
baugh on the subject of Common Law
Practice came to an end with the last
week in January, and on the 27th of
that month the examination in that sub¬

ject was held.
Already we have begun to anticipate

our graduation, and at a meeting held
some time ago a committee of three was

appointed to take charge of the pro¬

curing of information relative to the
customary class picture. On its report,
made by Mr. Quinn, it was agreed that
Mr. Bell should do the work, his offer
for individual photographs, class pic¬
tures and a large picture to go in the
old library space, being very liberal. Mr.
Quinn announced that, though he has not
been influenced by this in making his re¬

port, yet the members of the committee
were to get free photographs at Mr.
Bell’s, in consideration of his securing
the contract. Mr. Bandell promptly mov¬
ed that the committee be increased to a

committee of the whole. He was ruled
out of order, as was also Mr. McManus’
amendment that the “Bell be tolled.’’
When Mr. McManus perpetrated this, it
became necessary to call on the sergeant-
a'-arms to procure order. That able and
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efficient officer soon brought things back
to rights again.

The old question of whether the class
emblem shall be a ring or a pin was

brought up again just 'recently, when
each member of the class was asked to

sign his name indicating what he want¬
ed, a ring or a pin. Just how the men
stood, I don’t know, except that some¬
one still wants a fob.

C. E. Shipley, ’04.

DEBATING SOCIETY NOTES.

The second term of this scholastic year

was inaugurated on January 16th. One
of the most interesting and hotly con¬
tested elections ever held in the society
took place on that evening. The differ¬
ent candidates for office were in the

field early, and each one left no vote un¬
solicited before the time came for cast¬

ing ballots. Immediately after the first
term election the ‘'Political Heelers”
could be seen going around among his
members of the society importuning votes
with such aptness as would do credit to
the clever and prosperous Pennsylvania
politician, Matthew Quay. In truth, the
society seemed fully equipped with poli¬
ticians, as every man who comes out for
office finds at his back a certain number
of members who are ready to “stump the
society” for him. And thus oftentimes
'tis not the man of merit, but the popu¬
lar man who succeeds in election. This

has been true in some elections in the

past, but the election held on January
16th was not carried on in this spirit.
By a good majority Mr. Fagan. ’05,
Mass., was elected president. Mr. Fagan
is no stranger to the members of the

society. He has been with us for two
years, during which time he has proven
himself a man of ability. His high sense
of honor will prompt him to promote
the interests of the society with the same
zeal that has made him the leader of
his class and a general favorite among
his fellow-students.

For vice-president no more deserving
person could have been selected than the
genial Sir Herbert Holliday, ’05, Ills.
For secretary the society has a consci¬
entious worker in Mr. J. A. Williamson,
’05, Ills. ; for treasurer the ever-faithful
George E. Oiler, ’05, Ills., is the presid¬
ing officer, and for sergeant-at-arms Mr.
William Matthews, '05, Ind., will see
to it that order is rightfully preserved.

To the outgoing officers the society
owes a debt of gratitude for the faithful
services performed. Our popular “Little
Napoleon” Ferguson was the ever watch¬
ful and wise president whose retirement
from office we regret to see take place.
The balm to our wounded feelings at his
retirement is the consolation that the in¬

coming president is a man of his own

type, just and impartial. We congratu¬
late Mr. Ferguson on his successful term
and wish Mr. Fagan also a successful
and prosperous term.

The next public debate to be held in
Gaston Hall has been arranged to take
place some time during the present term.
The speakers for this debate are Mr.Sul¬
livan, ’05, and Mr. Faulkner, ’05, and
Mr. English, ’05, and Mr. Dowling, ’04.
The question for debate is: “Resolved,
that an income tax is a good scheme of
taxation.” The affirmative will be upheld
by Mr. English and Mr. Dowling, and
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the negative by Mr. Sullivan and Mr.
Faulkner. It is to be hoped that this
debate will be largely attended. The in¬
terest in these debates seems to have died

out; now let every member of the society
do his part to revive the interest and
issue to all his friends a special invita¬
tion to attend.

A challenge for debate was received
from Boston University, and by unani¬
mous consent it was accepted by our
society. Boston selects the question, and
Georgetown the sides. The preliminary
for this debate will be held in about
two weeks. In order to win from Bos¬
ton the members of the society must take
a more active interest in the workings
of the society than has been taken in
the past two months. Every member
who can debate is earnestly requested to
hand in his name at once to any member
of the Intercollegiate Debate Committee.
Boston is noted for its champions of
learning, and as debaters they are sin¬
gularly fitted to compete against the
world. We need only look to our soci¬
ety and see the Bostonians who uphold
the place and power of the University,
consequently let us devote unusual in¬
terest to this meeting.

On February 6th the preliminary de¬
bate was held to pick out the team to
compete against Columbian, and the fol¬
lowing men were chosen: Mr. Rorke,
’04, Mr. Eriksson, ’04, and Mr. Quinn,
’04, with Mr. Dowling, ’04, as alternate.

It is needless to say that Georgetown
has a team of debaters in the above
named gentlemen which will put up a

strong fight for the Blue and Grey. Mr.
Rorke, by his brilliant speech, was main¬

ly responsible for Columbian’s downfall
last year, and we may rely upon him
to carry off the laurels a second lime. Mr.
Eriksson and Mr.Quinn both have shown
that they are competent and skilled de¬
baters, therefore Georgetown’s chances
for victory are very high.

Patkicius.

MEDICAL SCHOOL.

The midwinter examinations are over

—the first indication of the approach of
spring—and everything connected with
the medical school has again assumed a
cheerful, happy aspect We say “again
assumed” advisedly, for the suspense

during the last month, during that “time
that tries men’s souls"' — examination
time—was not compatible with happiness
and good cheer

Doctor McGee began his course in mi¬
nor surgery at the Georgetown Univer¬
sity Hospital on the 18th instant, and,
by the way, Mr Sweatnam, will you
kindly hand the doctor that gauze band¬
age?

For the benefit of the second year
class, Mr Johnson of the third year dem¬
onstrated a brain during the early part
of this month That the class appreci¬
ated the clear, complete explanation of
the different parts of the brain in ques¬
tion was demonstrated by the close at¬
tention with which they listened to Mr.
Johnson’s interesting discourse.

The members of the first year class
have begun their dissecting. One man
(it would not be polite to tell names and
tales too) declared that he was not feel¬
ing exactly well on the day they com-
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menced to dissect—and his pale face in¬
dicated that he was adhering strictly to
the truth—and that he would commence

work upon the day following. The next
day he came, and he carried a satchel
in which the following articles wrere
numbered: one white coat, one pair rub¬
ber gloves, one set dissecting instru¬
ments, one bottle bichloride tablets, one

bottle smelling salts, two cakes perfumed
soap, and one package Chinese incense—
after all, precaution is an admirable char¬
acteristic.

Messrs. DeVanny and Pargon, of the
third year class, have taken up their
abode on K street. The Union Transfer

Company was wrongly instructed upon
the day they moved, and so in some
mysterious manner the trunks were de¬
layed. They are entirely settled now,
however, and will be at home to their
friends on Sundays from three until
three. To avoid confusion, instruct your
coachman to approach from the west
and to leave towards the east.

Did you demonstrate your “part” in
anatomy yet? Somebody did.

The Journal extends its sincere sym¬

pathy to Mr. Cooney, of the second year
class, because of the sudden death of
his father during the month just passed.
As soon as Mr. Cooney’s misfortune be¬
came known, his classmates held a spe¬
cial meeting, at which they drew up the
following resolutions:

Georgetown Medical School,
January 20, 1904.

At a special meeting of the Second
Year Class of the Georgetown Univer¬
sity Medical School, the following reso¬
lutions were presented and unanimously
adopted:

Whereas, Our classmate, Martin J.
Cooney, has suffered a sudden and pain¬
ful bereavement in the death of his

father; and
Whereas, The members of this class

have had many opportunities to know
and appreciate in Mr. Cooney the quali¬
ties which make a conscientious student
and dutiful son; therefore, be it

Resolved, That we, his classmates, ex¬
tend to him our sincere sympathy in this
hour of sorrow; and

Resolved, That a copy of these resolu¬
tions be forwarded to Mr. Cooney, and
that they be published in the George-
town College Journal.

(Signed) M. T. Sweeny,
Joein A. Foote,
J. A. Gannon,

Committee.
* * * *

We wonder what form the latest out¬

burst of cleverness from the second year
law school notes will take. Each month
we await with open-mouthed expectancy
in the delightful anticipation of a perusal
of those notes. “All the latest puns and
jokes for the price of the magazine.” If
you wrill just pull your hat well over
your ears, hold your breath and hang on
tight, you will glide over those jokes
you have heard before, and you will
really enjoy those which you have not.

J. A. Gannon, ’06.
* * * *

DENTAL SCHOOL.

Through the tireless efforts of Dr.
Dolmage, the Dental Dispensary at the
Georgetown Hospital was opened on
February 2, with two handsome rooms,
two chairs and other necessary instru¬
ments.
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All operations and clinics will be un¬
der the personal supervision of Dr. Ga-
rabedian, an able and competent demon¬
strator. Besides the advantage of addi¬
tional practice, the students have the op¬

portunity to be present at such opera¬
tions of oral surgery as may come under
their profession.

The schedule is arranged for two stu¬
dents to have one afternoon a week.

This plan keeps the dispensary open

daily from 2 to 4 p. m.
A cordial invitation is hereby issued

to all students of the university to call
at the dispensary and give their assist¬
ance in making the venture a success.

The final examination in oral surgery
was a great relief to both the juniors and
seniors, as their minds, and in conse¬

quence their other studies, were greatly
disturbed before the exams.

* 4 * *

Dr. J. D. Sullivan, ’03, of Philadel¬
phia, spent the last few minutes of his
vacation with us on February 2. “Sully"
brings word from "Dick” McDonnell,
who wished to be remembered to all.

S. Cassell, "05.

COLLEGE NOTES.
The mid-term examinations, which be¬

gan on January 6th, ended on January
30th, and with them ended one of the
most trying periods of the scholastic year.

During that month the whole atmosphere
about the college was one of study, of
real work, undisturbed even by athletics.
True, some there are who will have to

continue to live an especially studious
life, for the next few weeks at least
on account of the seemingly inevitable
results of examinations—“conditions”;

but even these are glad that the strain
of the exams, is over, and that they at
least have the satisfaction of knowing
on which “side of the fence’' they stand.
To such as may have been so unfortunate
as to ha\e failed in any of their examina¬
tions, we extend our condolences—which
we hope they will appreciate and to those
who “got through" successfully we wish
to extend our congratulations, though
we fully realize that a little word from
us can add but very little to the immeas¬
urable happiness of one who has no
“conditions” to bother him.

THE PHILODEMIC .

There was little activity in Philodemic
circles during the past month; on ac¬
count of the mid-term examinations the

meetings of January 24th and January
31st were dispensed with. At the meet¬
ing of January 17th the question for dis¬
cussion was : “Would the Senate be jus¬
tified in approving the nomination of
General Wood to be major-general?”but
as the affirmative debaters failed to ap¬
pear, the debate went to the neg¬
ative by default. The negative debaters,
Messrs. Colliere, 04, and Grima, ’04,
however, delivered the speeches they had
prepared for the occasion, and Mr. Gri-
ma’s effort was adjudged the better of
the two. The society decided at this
meeting to postpone the Merrick Debate
for this year from February 22 to some
later date, the selection of which was
left to the Rector of the University,
who, we understand, has accordingly se¬
lected March t6 as the date for the de¬
bate.

The question for debate at the meet¬
ing of February 7 was: “Resolved, That
Senator-elect Smoot should not be given
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a seat in the United States Senate.” Mr.

J. Z. Miller, ’04, was critic. Mr. O'Brien,
'04, alone defended the question, while
the negative was argued by Messrs. Pen-
dergast, 05, and C. C. Miller, ’04. Mr.
O'Brien was voted the best debater, and
die debate went to the affirmative side.
At this meeting the president announced
the following committees for the Merrick
debate:

Invitations and Programmes: Francis
M. Fov, ’04,.chairman; George R. Col-
liere, ’04, and Charles C. Miller, ’04.

Reception Committe: Seth Shepard,
Jr., ’04, chairman; Messrs. Beary, '04,
Keleher, '04, O’Brien, '04, Wadden, '04,
Parrott, ’05, Pendergast, ’05, Kernan,’o6,
and Lawler, ’06.

THE SODALITY.

Georgetown College enjoys the distinc¬
tion of having the oldest Sodality of
the Immaculate Conception in the United
States, and for this reason both faculty
and students have set to work to cele¬
brate in a fitting manner the golden jubi¬
lee of the declaration of the dogma of
the Immaculate Conception. This dec¬
laration was made on December 8, 1854;
the celebration of the jubilee was rec¬
ommended by the late Pope Leo XIII,
as well as by Pius X, happily reigning.

The plans for the celebration have not
yet been entirely completed, but it has
ken decided to hold special devotions on
the eighth day of etch month similar to
those held on the first Friday of the
month; the badges usually worn by the
students during the month of May only
will be worn during all the months of
the present year; some permanent me¬
morial of the semi-centennial will be set

up in Dahlgren Chapel. There will be

a solemn pontifical mass on the patronal
feast, December 8th, celebrated by the
Apostolic Delegate, to which all the for¬
mer prefects and members of the Sodal¬
ity will be invited. It is hoped that it
will be possible, too, to get out a his¬
tory of the Sodality in Georgetown dur¬
ing the past century.

It is proposed to leave the carrying
out of these as yet immature plans to a

permanent committee, composed of two
members from each class in the college,
with the Prefect of the Sodality, J. M.
Miller, ’04, as ex officio chairman. An¬
nouncement was made on February 7
that the general secretaries of this com¬
mittee will be Harry V. A. Carlin, ’04,
and Francis M. Foy, ’04; the other mem¬
bers of the committee have not yet been
named.

* * * *

Rev. Father T. J. Gannon, S. J., Pro¬
vincial of the Maryland-New York Prov¬
ince of the Society of Jesus, spent some
days at Georgetown during the past
month.

* * * *

Rev. Father Jose Algue, S. J., Direc¬
tor of the Manila Observatory, and a
member of the United States Weather
Bureau, is at present a visitor at the
college. He has come from Manila to
take charge of the Philippine Scientific
Exhibit at the St. Louis Exposition
Father Algue will superintend the con¬
struction of a huge relief map of the
Philippines—112 feet long and 66 feet
wide.

* sfc * *

An account of the life of Bro. Roth,
who died during the month, will appear
in our next issue.

Francis M. Foy, ^4.
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WITH THE OLD BOYS.
Alma mater mourns the loss of three

of her most distinguished sons, who died
during the past month, after well-spent
lives of the greatest usefulness and
honor in their chosen careers—Colonel

Charles Denby, of Evansville, Indiana;
Joseph La Motte Morgan, of Alabama,
and Eugene Semines Ives, of Virginia.
Mr. Morgan and Mr. Ives were both
members of the class of ’78, which has
contributed so many worthy and illus¬
trious sons to the roll of honor among

Georgetown alumni. Of that same class
also were Charles A. De Courcey, of
Massachusetts, now a judge of the Su¬
perior Court, and Thomas P. Kernan. of
Utica, N. Y., whose name is a familiar
one in the business and political world.

Colonel Denby died very suddenly, on

January 13, at Jamestown, N. Y., where
he had been lecturing. Death was due
to heart failure. He was born at Mt.

Joy, Va., June 16, 1830. He was edu¬
cated at the Academy of Taylorsville,
Va., at Georgetown College, and at the
Virginia Military Institute.

His start in life was as professor in

the Masonic University at Selma, Ala¬
bama. In 1853 he went to Evansville,
Indiana, and acted as editor of the En¬
quirer, incidentally taking up the study
of law. He was admitted to the bar in

1855 and began practice at Evansville.
In the fall of that year he was elected
to the State legislature; and with the
exception of a few years as collector of
the port of Evansville, he was engaged
exclusively in the practice of law until
the breaking out of the civil war.

His services as a soldier were very
varied, arduous and often extremely
hazardous, and he was at all times noted
for ability and fidelity to duty, and for
conspicuous and distinguished acts of
gallantry on many a battlefield. After
the fall of Fort Sumter he raised a regi¬
ment. In September, 1861, he was ap¬

pointed lieutenant colonel of the Forty-
second Indiana volunteers. His regi¬
ment served in Southern Kentucky, being
with Crittenden’s Division, from Fort
Done’son, and among the first troops to
reach Nashville. He went with his regi¬
ment to Huntsville, Alabama, under Gen.
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Mitchell and returned with Gen. Buell
in the summer of 1862, in the pursuit of
Bragg.

He was bruised by a minie ball, and
had his horse killed under him at the bat¬
tle of Perryville, October 8, 1862; a few
days later he was appointed colonel of
the 80th Indiana. In February, 1863,
because of disability, he resigned from
the United States service and returned
to the practice of law in his native city.

Colonel Denby was prominent for
years in the Democratic party. Presi¬
dent Cleveland appointed him Minister
to China in 1885, and he held that post
until 1898. In 1885, also, alma mater
bestowed on her distinguished son her
highest honor, doctor of laws. Presi¬
dent McKinley made him a member of
the commission appointed to investigate
the conduct of the war against Spain.
He was also a member of the Philippine
Commission.

In 1858 he married Martha Fitch, of
Logansport; and of eight children six
are now living.

Joseph La Motte Morgan, who had
been living in New York, but whose
home was in Birmingham, Ala., died
January 30, in New York, after a brief
illness.

Mr. Morgan was born in South Caro¬
lina in 1854,and graduated from George¬
town in the class of ’78.

He was secretary of legation of the
City of Mexico under the administration
of Cleveland and of Harrison, and was
also for a short time consul-general. He
was heavily interested in the Nicaragua
Canal project, and had invested in it the
larger part of his inherited and accumu¬
lated wealth. He was a relative of Sen¬
ator Morgan, of Alabama, and a friend
of Mrs. Jefferson Davis. His funeral

took place from the Church of Our Lady
of Good Counsel, New York city.

Eugene S. Ives was one of the fore¬
most men in his class at College, rank¬
ing high in all departments, winning
highest honors in natural and rational
philosophy, and was awarded the Mer¬
rick medal in one of the finest contests

ever held. After graduating from col¬
lege he entered West Point, where he
maintained the same standard of excel¬
lence. After finishing his course he en¬
tered the United States service, and at¬
tained the rank of lieutenant.

R. /. P.

■iiiiypimm if ri mu 11111 miasms

“Mike” Quinlan, ’02, now at the Mas¬
sachusetts Institute of Technology, spent
part of the mid-year recess at the col¬
lege. He brings kindly remembrances
from the Georgetown contingent at
“Tech.”

The marriage of Miss Blanche Hig¬
gins and George H. O’Connor took place
during the past month. The ceremony
was performed at St. Joseph’s Church.
Washington, followed by a nuptial mass.
Father Schmidt officiated. It was a

brilliant event, witnessed by a large com¬
pany of relatives and friends of the
young couple. George is one of the
most popular young men in Washing¬
ton, and is at present secretary of the
District Title Insurance Company.
Georgetown offers its warmest congrat¬
ulations.

* * * *

The many friends of William P. Mc-
Eniry, ’03, will be grieved to learn of
the death of his father, who passed away

January 30. We tender him our heart¬
felt sympathy in the loss of a loving and
devoted parent.

M. J. Keleher, *04.
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The track management is floundering
in a sea of correspondence, entries bills,
requests and goodness knows what else.
The indoor meet committees are work¬

ing overtime, and if judgments based on

present indications are any good the
games on the twentieth will reach the
same good notch as last year. The event
of the evening, as far as the college in¬
terest goes, will be the Georgetown-Yale
relay. This is the first time that Yale
has sent a relay team to Washington, and
no doubt the New Haven men will re¬

ceive a rousing welcome. We can tell
something about our team after the race
with the Institute of Technology, at Bos¬
ton. Of the eight candidates three are
almost veterans, while the other five
run very well. La grippe has incapaci¬
tated Reilly for the past week, though,
and the training has not been so earnest
and thorough.

Cornell and Columbia are down for
their annual tussle, usually a rough and
tumble race for the first lap or two, then
a good close race for the match. Hop¬
kins is yet unmatched; Carlisle Indians
are on the manager’s unanswered list;
so are Dickinson, Lafayette and Haver-
ford. The University of North Caro¬
lina is too far away, and all the students
are regretting the Blue and White will
not be represented.

Columbian and Gallaudet are down for
a relay. It should be a good one, as
these institutions have not had a chance
to settle a little “superiority” argument
started las November.

With a boat club race on for the

regiments, another for the classes of the
collegiate department, and the several
scholastics, the relay cranks should have
a pleasant time.
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Assistant Manager Graham does not
wish the track team men to get ahead
of him in any way, so he has developed
a slight attack of pneumonia, just to go

Captain Reilly one better.
Our entries at Columbia's games on

January 30 did not get us places among
the winners; neither did the Philadelphia
games on the 6th of the month. Duffy
ran in record time in the 40 yards pre¬
liminaries. but could not do a 7-foot han¬
dicap in the finals.

The way Coach Dempsey is working
the crew candidates one would think the
first race due in about a week. If the

Annapolis men could get a line on our
men now they wouldn’t wonder that
both our crews gave them a good rub
last May.

Four members of last year’s Pough¬
keepsie boat are now in training, and
the new men are leading a weary life
trying to take their places away. The
“roll call” is something like this: Brem-
ner, Atkinson, Hayden, Shepard (all of
last year’s ’varsity; Graham, No. 7, be¬
ing in the hospital), Wade, Seitz, Hamm,
Mudd, Kirbv, Parrott, Keenan, Shanley,
Bliss, Bocock, Cramer, Kennedy, E.
Monahan, Gelpi, Donovan, Oblinger,
Ylyman, Gannon, Linahan, Kernan.

Captain Bremner says several new
men will be true enough to fill the va¬
cant seats, and his second crew will not
be far behind. If it is as good as that
spry second crew which rowed at An¬
napolis last year there will be no lack of
suitable men for the race in June. We
should have a four-oared shell at the

Intercollegiates this year. We could do
make it interesting at least.

Those who still look upon baseball as
“the sport” will certainly appreciate the
schedule arranged for this year. If the
management can only make a contract
with the weather bureau or, even better,
with the elements themselves, in which
we shall be pledged a long period of
good weather, our already sincere thanks
will be doubled, and Mr. Carter will be
acknowledged the biggest small man we
have had for some time.

Maryland Agricultural College has an

option on all Georgetown’s opening
dates, baseball as well as football, so

Captain Morgan and Coach Moran will
try out the men against the Marylanders
March 23. Brown* with the invincible
Lynch in the lead, comes 5 days later—
the serious part of the season is then un¬
der way. Yale Thursday and Tuesday;
Princeton Saturday and Monday. Bad
weather spoiled two of these games last
Easter. Yale has been the most peculiar
visiting team for a couple of seasons,
and usually one game is a walk away.
Yale wins eight to one— Georgetown
takes it eight to two—then the second
game is one after a fiend’s own heart—
one one, ten innings—then five five last
year. If our old friend Mackay, who,
by the way, pitched the one-one ten-
inning game for Georgetown, makes the
Yale team we shall await his visit with
a little trepidation—he’s pretty good.

Pennsylvania, Syracuse, Harvard, Le¬
high and Dartmouth finish the month.

The northern trip is somewhat ex¬
tended — longer than for several sea¬
sons. The trip to Ithaca is the most
pleasing feature, and our team should
thank the manager for arranging a game
at the very home of good sport.
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The full schedule is:
March 23, Maryland Agricultural Col¬

lege, at Georgetown.
March 28, Brown University, at

Georgetown.
March 31, Yale, at Georgetown.
April 2, Princeton, at Georgetown.
April 4, Princeton, at Georgetown.
April 5, Yale, at Georgetown.
April 9, Pennsylvania, at Georgetown.
April 13, Syracuse, at Georgetown.
April 16, Harvard, at Georgetown.
April 20, Lehigh, at Georgetown.
April 23, Dartmouth, at Georgetown.
April 27, Carlisle Indians, at George¬

town.

April 30, Maryland Athletic Club, at
Baltimore.

May 4, Pennsylvania, at Philadelphia.
May 7, University of North Carolina,

at Georgetown.
May 11, Naval Cadets, at Annapolis.
May 14, Columbia University, at

Georgetown. •

May 18, Gallaudet Deaf and Dumb
Institute, at Georgetown.

May 21, Cornell, at Ithaca.
May 23, Yale, at New Haven.
May 24, Wesleyan, at Middletown.
May 25, Harvard, at Cambridge.
May 26, Holy Cross, at Worcester.
May 27, Andover, at Andover.
May 28, Brown, at Providence.
May 30,Princeton, at Princeton (Dec¬

oration Day),
J. Z. M., III.


