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flfcotber Erin.
Mother

Erin,

And

you are

weeping

;

weeping, Mother Erin,

you are

misty film of tear-drops veils the brightness of your eyes,

a

Though you croon a little love-song and your lips are bravely smiling,
Comes

a

cadence, wild and mournful, when the merry music dies

:

Oh, the bravery of your singing, and the pity, Mother Erin !
*

Oh, the shamrocks gemmed with weeping, where the sword of Aengus
lies!

Mother

Erin, you are weary

And you scan

;

you are weary,

the dim, dark waters

Do you see your

your eyes grow

Though

you

wending to the West

blue-eyed children in the hollow of the

Fretting forward to the New Land
Though

ever

Mother Erin,

on

;

ocean,

the surge's curling crest ?

dim with yearning they return not, Mother Erin,

stretch your arms in longing, though you beat your naked

breast.

Mother Erin, you are

dreaming ; you are dreaming, Mother Erin,
granted you a respite from the centuries of tears,
draught of languor bringing slumber and contentment

God has
In

a

lotus

You
Never

can cover

weeping,

with

never

For the Druid

a

dream-cloth

new

yearning make

desires and ancient fears;

you

aged, Mother Erin,

sleep protects you in the youth-destroying years.
John A.

Foote, 05.
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Alfred Austin

holds

a

ALFRED

AUSTIN.

lofty

have borne their parts so that the opinion
of the day might well approve them.
The vacant seat was too great, too

place

the unfortunates in literature;
although his ill-luck is not that which

among

gain him lenience for his nods neverthe¬
less it is of substantial magnitude and
inevitable. How many sentimental tears
have fallen on the story of Richard Sav¬
age whose only claim to remembrance

mighty in the memory of its dead, to be
filled even comfortably by the successor.
The disciples of Swinburne, relying on
those master-choruses, clamored for his
appointment and were loudest in their
raillery when Austin gained the honor;
the disappointed followers of Morris

miserable execration of his

swelled the chorus and led the critical

will awaken deep

to be

seems

a

sympathy hereafter

mother and the fact that he died

a

or

con¬

sumptive and in poverty; how often has
the early death of Chattenon been be¬
moaned although it may be considered
fortunate since it has added age and
lustre to his name;
whose

and there

call forth

are

others

sigh, some be¬
cause they were
early called by death,
others because they suffered poverty.
Indeed it is possible that had they been
born wealthy their hand might never
have been turned to poetry and their
name might appear only in the
parish
death register. Alfred Austin’s life will
never

names

be looked

on

a

as

an

unfortunate

sad one,

attack

than Austin,

was not

his time

as

unfortunate and

as

was

too unusual, his

palpable. There were many
England and elsewhere who favored
Austin Dobson, that sweet and airy
singer, yet he had done nothing weighty
enough to seek the honor; some held
to Kipling as the nearest successor to
Tennyson and it is possible that Kipling
in

would have been at his best in the duties

Laureateship, but Kipling’s time

had been all devoted to

barren of

sympathy.
Is there any living poet who could have
acquired the Laureateship left open by
Tennyson without suffering his worth to
be diminished by the comparison? Few
of those who are dead, I think, could
on

vacancy; his poetry
such that it could represent the

revolt too

on

him

a truer poet
greater poet, spontaneous

Christian, his creed

should look

on

a

impossible for the

of the

a

Indeed it must be

where Austin is strenuous, fiery where
Austin is dignified, but Swinburne was

perhaps even he himself
may not consider it so.
The anthologies
of poetry may alone recall him, yet we
or

against him.

conceded that Swinburne is

one

that account his value

Then there

were

Andrew

Dobson had devoted

theme and

was

lessened.

Lang, who like

more

time to imi¬

tations of Villon and the ballades than
to

the

a

prose

and approved

style
and Edmund Gosse, essentially
writer, and Sir Edwin Arnold

more common

of poetry,
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and William Watson, each
named by some, and the

of whom was
last named
seemed greatly to deserve the title and,
had he not been in failing health, his
name
might be irremovable from the
long list of Laureates. There was one
other, Aubrey De Verd, whose claim
seemed strong and whose followers were
many, yet he was overlooked and those
who favored him joined in the throng
of those turned cynic and hurled pamph¬
let, essay and critique at the unfortunate
Laureate. Coventry Patmore and Mrs.
Meywell also were mentioned—it is said
each by the other—but merely
men¬
It

seems

appreciated would his work have

more

been;

or even

safe

to

remark

that

had

of these men received the appoint¬
ment they, too, would have been the
victims of every newspaper paragrapher
and every petty critic; they, too, would
any

if he had

ley Cibler, whom

we

come

hear of

after Col¬

now

mostly

because he lived in the much-written-of
coffee-house

days and in the time of the
great men with whom he is associated,
his poetry would have been hailed as a
blessing even though Swinburne and
Morris were his
contemporaries.
In
fact any time were better for him than
that

at

which he assumed the Laureate-

ship except, perhaps, just after Words¬
worth to whose poetry that of Austin is
somewhat akin in the lyrics, since in the
long succession of Laureates there are
but three

tioned.
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names

which stand out prom¬

inent—Dryden, Wordsworth, Tennyson,
yes, and another, Ben Johnson;
most
of the remainder have been

men

of such

mediocre

ability that Austin might have
delight were it in
power to bring about such a change

been acclaimed with

have been sacrificed at the altar of fash¬

his

ion, for it has been the fad to persecute
Austin, and most of them would be
unable to point to such correct works as

in the succession.

my

essayist, whose name has slipped
memory, but one who was truth,

those of Austin.

ful

in

Some

essayist, Mr. Mabie, I think, says
in a sense of humor
(I am sure somebody said it since there is
nothing that Austin has not been said
to lack).
If this be true the more pity
is due to Austin, for there is a distinctly
humorous vein running through all of
this destructive criticism, painfully hum¬
orous, indeed, when one considers that
every man, whether he is capable or not,
whether he has read anything or not,
may have his fling and even his fling
may injure.
If Austin had followed
Lawrence Eusden (how many recall that
name?) instead of Tennyson, how much

that Austin is lacking

An

great

this
or

has
poem
occasion in

instance, has said that no
even
great
moderately
been written on a state

England.
To this rule I
exception may be made; there
is a world of strength and beauty in that
poem of Tennyson in which every verse

think

one

ends with the refrain “Britons, hold your

own,” written on the opening of the
Colonial Exhibition, but the rule appears
to hold good in most other instances.
The popular judgment passed on Austin,
and after all the opinion of the people
does much to make a name great, is based
on
his state poems, on his coronation
poems, in which it is difficult to put any-

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

272

thing new and which only a stroke of
genius can save from mediocrity. The
majority sees none but these forced ef¬
forts of Austin and these they condemn,
justly in most cases, but they look no
further, they fail to see his spontaneous
poems, and put him down, to use the
words of one of his contemporaries, Mor¬
ris, as a “very respectable literary per¬
son.” There is, however, one state lyric
of

Austin’s, the

one

written at the death

of

Queen Victoria, which merited ap¬
proval from all sides and left his antag¬
onists, for
is

a

time at least, silent.

There

simplicity about the lines which are
relief from the turgid death poems
a
many of which were written after the
death of the Queen:
a

“Here

sad flowers with wintry

are

weeping wet,

But how many

would read through the
long epic of a merely “respectable liter¬
ary person” with the expectation of find¬
ing any Tennysonian lyrics? We have
Clinton Scollard and Frank Dempster
Sherman;

what need have

There

can

a

mental

Nature and

It

is

man

together blend their tears.”

in

lyric poetry that Austin is
best; the lyric strain is pre¬
dominant in all his work, in the epic
seen

and

at his

even

in his satires he shows

a

marked

tendency to revert to that style in which
he has few rivals.

The first canto of his

the ecstasy

a

maiden’s vow,

When the heart is

ripe
Then the days are fleet:
Pipe, throstle, pipe,
Sweet 1 Sweet 1

Sweet!”

It is true that he

compared to Wordsworth in

nature nor has his
the beauty of con¬
ception, but in his lyrics there is a subtle
charm which none of his contemporaries
equal and which will, I think, soon come
to be universally recognized.
As an ex¬
ample of Austin lyrics of nature the
following seems worthy:

charm of diction

“Human

Of

does he

nor

or

intimacy with

or

would not sing of

sceptred kings,
and his thrall,
But everyday pathetic things
That happen to us all,
The love that lasts through joy, through grief,
“I

whole of the poem

“Sing, throstle, sing,
On the hornblane bough,
But tell not the king

does he hold it

nor

without affectation.

Tragedy,” indeed, the
furnishes some good
examples. There are lyrics which re¬
call the lyrics of the “Princess” and
other Tennysonian lines of his mighty
predecessor.
epic

sincerity

This is not

sing of the “deep
it gives rise to, his
is a sensible, intelligent passion and he
reproduces it faithfully, honestly and
woe”

his

endears,

doubt of the

no

book-man’s love

Thus

more

to look

dear, as does the artist, because he can
paint it on his canvass, but he loves it
for what it means to him, for itself. He
does not dribble over it, he is not senti¬

Dews of the dark that drench the violet:

her, whom death yet

be

of Austin’s love of nature.

cannot be

over

we

■further ?

The tyrant

The faith that

never wanes

And every wilding bend and leaf
That gladdens English lanes.”

That Austin lacks

a

sense

of humor,

critic alleges,

is not apparent. Un¬
doubtedly this gift is necessary in satiric
writings, an abundance of it, and Austin

as

a

has
no

written

several satires which have

parallel in English literature until, on
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going backward, Bryon and his “English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers” is reached.
Of Austin’s “Seasons,”

satirical poem,

a

Mr. Mabie says: “It is a

fine poem and
skillfully written,” and indeed I think
it is generally acknowledged that since
the time of Byron there has been no
approach to it. As to the technical side
of poetry, Austin is truly correct in form.
His poems show a conscientious, pains¬
taking care, an excellent hold on the
“mechanism” of poetry and although
they may be lacking in inspiration there
is, to my mind, an individuality and a
thorough freshness in them.
“What is it haunts the

snmmer

air ?

A sense of

something lately passed away ;
Something pleasant, something fair,
That was with us yesterday,
And is no longer there.
Now from the Pasture comes no bay bleat,
Nor the frisk of frolic feet
There is seen.
Blossom and bloom have

spread their wings

and fiown,
And the bsisks and orchards green,
The rosy

flush of childhood have outgrown.
Lapwing and linnet and Lark hrve fledged
their brood;
Mavis and merle have^gotten their desire ;
The nightingale begins to tire ;
Even the cuckoo’s note hath fitfnl grown ;

And in the closing leafage of the
The

ringdove is left to

coo

wood
alone.”

is much

There

to
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be desired in his

beautiful line
they are for
the most part deadened by a sombre dic¬
tion and lacking in that ingenuity and
force which make a truly great epic.
It is not surprising that Austin falls short
in this mode of poetry when so many
greater men have failed before him and
it is no great fault since he is consistently
brilliant in another style, yet even his
epics have added to his reputation as a

epic poems and although

a
stands out here and there

conscientious, correct and skillful poet.
Austin

is

excellent prose writer.
he is far abler in prose
his essays are full of that
humor which he is accused of lacking
and of a profound depth and facility
that stamp him as a well-balanced, eru¬
dite literary man. And so let the critics
carp and talk of political Poet-Laureates,
let those in the camp of Swinburne bow
to his Pagan divinities and rail at the
simpleness and traditions of Austin; the
fair-minded will read deeper into his
works and although they may put up the
book with the words “no genius,” they
will all admit that prejudice and envy
an

Some say that
than in poetry,

-

have done much to hide

one

of the most

readable of modern poets.
—Gerald Egan, ’06.
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Hover’s ‘lament.

B
A

sadness clouds my
When

spirit

think of thee, my

1

loved thee with

For 1

cometh

As

And

a

love

love,

as

pure

from above.

loved, too, O maiden,
said, and 1 believe,
(Since lips and eyes that glow as thine
you

For

you

Could
That

mine

never

deceive),

thought of me when waking,
you dreamed of me by night,
the days we met were happy days,
Made sacred in my sight.
you

And
And

But alas!

for

all

visions,
love was as the blaze
bright, flame on all within
my

For your

Of some,

The circle of
And

1

came

With
Too

You

within

my

late, ah

its rays;
that circle

passion from above.

me

!

1

loved, not

found at last,
me,

Chas.

but Love.
C.

Miller, ’04.

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

275

THE MURDERER IN MRS. FUSSEUS FLAT.
Miss Primsy

tired of standing up,

was

and the hum of conversation had

already
begun to offend her over-sensitive ear.
She had done her part, she reflected.
She had shaken hands with Miss Fussel,
her hostess, had met Miss Dressier, for
whom the tea
talked

a

being

was

given,

had

great deal, yes, a very great deal,

had

partaken lightly of frappe and heav¬
ily of punch, had scrutinized with a dis¬
cerning and critical eye the toilette of
each and every guest of her own per¬
suasion, and, in general, had done all
those things which she was accustomed
and expected to do on occasions of this
sort.

quettish, and

obligations, and that she was justi¬
fied in seeking a quiet corner where she
might forget the metallic laughter of
vain women and the inconsequential
small talk of stupid men. Besides, Miss
Primsy was disappointed. She had hoped
Mr.

Harold Pennel, and Mr.
Pennel had not turned up.
Miss Prim-

to meet

sy’s interest in Mr. Pennel was entirely
impersonal, yet she felt quite confident
that should she meet Mr.
would

come near

had done

a

to

month

Pennel

fainting, just

or

ing M. Thermeau,

so

before

the

on

as

she

she

meet¬

distinguished

French novelist, Mr. Pennel, she made no

doubt,

was a

and besides

genius of a higher order,
English, which made

was

Primsy

was

tall, thin and

so

as

to

musical voice—at the other end of the
room.

“What I’ve been
last year
man.”

Miss

is

trying to find for the
of murdering a

a new way

Primsy almost jumped from her

chair, but quickly recovering her pres¬
ence of
mind, told herself to be calm,
and with

compressed lips drew her skirts,
tight around her and lifted her feet cau¬
tiously from the floor.
There wras a laugh and another voice.
“A fruitless quest, I should think.”
“Yes, particularly in view of the fact
that I have already killed twenty-two
men, and every one of them differently.”
Miss Primsy gasped.
“A very good record,” laughed the
other. A wave of indignation swept over
Miss Primsy.
“The first three met their death after

all the difference in the world.

Miss

her hair

She
with
a last look of
longing and regret at the
bowd, slipped through the chattering com¬
pany and made for the little den just
off the drawing-room. It was dark here
and she threw herself into the big chair
by the window with a feeling of satis¬
faction. Miss Primsy looked out of the
window and heaved a sigh of no partic¬
ular significance, and the next moment
was
startled to hear a voice—a deep,

She felt that she had satisfied all

the

wore

shade her eyes and cover her ears.
drained another glass of punch, and

co¬

a

rather common-place fashion.

I poi-
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soned the first, strangled the second, and
asphyxiated the third, as perhaps you
will remember.”

“Quite well.”
“The villains!” said Miss
“Then

Primsy.

I threw Randall from

a

cliff

and

one-eyed Johnson from the deck of
liner.
I sent the cunning Boldero to an untimely end by taking hold

an

ocean

of his ankles and

beating out his brains

against the pavements of Elsmere Place.”
Miss Primsy shivered.
“Horrible!”
she gasped, “horrible!”
“I sealed up Schwartz, the German
shop-keeper in a wall of his own house.”
“Monster,” said Miss Primsy.
“But the most ingenious of all,
I
think, was in the case of the keeper of
the Laird estate.
as

I

horrible
attached

room

one

which he
he

was

I made his death about

as one could
the door of his

imagine.
sleepingnight a device by means of
was caught and held fast as
a

thing

to

about to leave the

room

the next

morning. While he was thus held a
very fine needle grew slowly out of the
door and pierced his breast.
The ex¬
treme

slowness

with

which

the

needle

traveled added

greatly to the horrifying
aspect of this affair.”
Miss Primsy experienced several con¬
flicting emotions. She knew not whether
to faint or to rise up and confront the
murderer with his villainy.
She con¬
sidered the advisability of screaming for
help. The window was close at hand,
and the advantage of leaping out into
the outer darkness appealed strongly to
her romantic nature.

of these

things.

But she did

none

“I have it,” she

said triumphantly to
and, rising, she slipped from the
room, threaded her way swiftly through
the groups of talkers into the dining¬
room where the glasses clinked and out
into the little hall beyond.
She stood
before the telephone in a moment ot
indecision, then took down the receiver,
and, her voice trembling with excite¬
ment, called up central.
“The police station!” she said, “give
me the police station!”
There was an agonizing period of
waiting while the necessary connection
was being made.
“Is this the police station?”
Miss Primsy.
Yes, Miss Primsy,
Priscilla Primsy.
There’s a

herself

.

.

.

.

murderer here.
derer ;

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

Yes,

a mur¬

it, I heard him
say so.
Here, right here.
The horrid thing, Mrs. Fussel’s flat.
How dare you swear at me! Mrs. Fussel’s flat, The Lincoln, sixth floor.
I

can

.

.

prove

.

.

.

.

.

I don’t know his
at

O

once.

You’re

a

name.

hurry, he’ll

Send

.

.

.

officer

an

escape.

.

.

.

beast, I’m not the least bit

.

.

ex¬

cited.”
Miss

Primsy hung up the receiver and
again to the den. Several
called after her, and asked what

rushed back
women

the matter was, but she did not heed
them.
The two men were still there.
She stationed herself outside where at
the
and

same

time she could hear their voices

keep her

the street below,
of suspense. The
minutes dragged like hours. Miss Prim¬
sy wanted to faint.
She wanted to
scream, she wanted to die. Presently
She waited in

eye on

an

agony
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she heard the murderer say:
“It is getting late. We had

better be

going.”
She

saw

them emerge

from the den
back into the re¬
She watched them as they

and make their way

ception-hall.

shook hands with their
moment latter she heard

door behind them.

and

a

And

precisely at that
caught a swift glimpse
of a blue-coated man on a bicycle come
whirling around the corner. He sped
up the street and dismounted in front
of the apartment house.
Miss Primsy
opened the window and thrust her head
out and waving her
arms
frantically
called to him:
“He’s coming down.
Stop him !”
But the policeman did not notice her
and as he entered the building Miss
Primsy turned and screamed and ran
for the door.
The people made way
same

.

hostess

the slam of the

moment she

with exclamations of astonishment and
then hurried after her.

They fought
struggled and all crowded into the
corridor around Miss Primsy at the ele¬
and

vator

shaft, while she stood with her

finger pressing the bell-button.
“Miss Primsy,” exclaimed the ladies,
“do tell

us

what is the matter.”

“0, it is terrible,” she said, “it is ter¬
rible.”.

“What is terrible?

Tell us, you must

tell us!”

But

just then the elevator door

thrown back with
a

stout

man

in

a

a

was

rattle and click and

blue coat and knee-
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“Quick,” she said, “he has gone!”
gasped, the door was closed
with a bang, and the elevator dropped
to the ground floor.
Down the corridor
ran Miss
Primsy, followed breathlessly
by the stout policeman. They rushed
through the doors and out into the street,
just in time to see a cab swing madly
The crowd

around the

corner.

“There

they go!” exclaimed Miss
Primsy, “there they go!”
The policeman jumped on his bicycle
and threading his way through the maze
of cabs and barouches that blocked the

street, started in pursuit, his head low¬
ered to the level of the handle-bars.
Miss

Primsy jumped into the nearest

cab and slammed the door after her.
“Follow that
ed.

“Be

policeman,” she entreat¬
quick and I’ll pay you well.”

The cabbie lashed his horse and off

they went down the street, around the
corner, up the next street, Miss Primsy
exhorting the cabbie to make haste, the
cabbie swearing vehemently and plying
his whip freely, the horse waking the
echoes with the ringing clatter of his
hoofs. On they raced. The murderer’s
cab was a half-block ahead of the police¬
man and the policeman was a half-block
ahead of Miss Primsy.
Pedestrians stop¬
ped and turned to gaze after the curious
spectacle.
Policemen on the corners
yelled to them and shook their clubs
threateningly. Dogs got in the way and
then got out, and yelped fearfully and
barked defiantly.
Persons indoors thrust

breeches stepped out and stood before
them. Miss Primsy grabbed him by

their heads out of the windows to
what the matter

was.

the

and shouted and

ran

arm

and

pulled him by main strength

back into the elevator.

Miss

Children

see

laughed

after them.

Primsy, reflecting exultingly

on
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“Better

the excitement she was creating, was
suddenly brought to earth again. She
saw the murderer’s cab stop in the mid¬

policeman.

dle of the block.

said

The two

men

sprang

out, tossed the cabbie a coin and ran
into the big white building that Miss

Primsy knew to be the Hotel Billton.
And scarcely a second later the police¬
man jumped from his wheel and bounded
up the steps after them, and right on his
heels was Miss Primsy, her cheeks burn¬
ing with excitement and the cold gleam
of determination in her eye.
Almost to¬
gether they passed through the revolv¬
ing doors and burst into the great lobby
of marble and mosaic.
The place was
filled with men who stopped their con¬
versation and put down their papers to
look at them curiously.
Over at the
desk

were

two tall

men

in Prince Alberts

and

high hats gesticulating vehemently
talking loudly to the clerk. Miss
Primsy clutched the policeman’s arm.
“There they are at the desk!” she said.
With all eyes fixed upon them they
walked swiftly over the thick, rich rugs
that covered the floor and brought up
directly behind the two men at the desk.
Miss Primsy’s hand still held the police¬
man’s arm.
Miss Primsy looked about
and

her and returned with interest the curi¬
ous

glances that were fixed upon her.
recognized again the deep, mu¬

Then she

sical voice

that she had heard in Mrs.

Fussel’s flat.

It

belonged to the fair¬
haired gentleman with the very broad
shoulders, who was still arguing with
the clerk.
Miss Primsy pointed to him
significantly, whereat the policeman laid
a heavy hand on his shoulder.
The mur¬
derer faced about angrily.
“You

are

under arrest!” said the po¬

are

a

“You

“Take your hand from my shoulder,”
the murderer, “what does this

mean

?”

“What I said; you are under arrest.”
The men in the lobby had come up and

formed

liar!” said the murderer.

semi-circle about the group.

a

The murderer

angry than fear¬
flashed and a bright red
spot burned in either cheek.
“Here, I want this thing explained,”
ful.

was more

His eyes

he said with
himself.

an

evident effort to control

“This

is

ridiculous.

What

charge is there against me?”
“The charge,” exclaimed Miss Primsy
dramatically, “is murder!”
“Murder,” they all echoed incredu¬
lously.
Murder,” repeated Miss Primsy
firmly.
“Absurd,” said the murderer. “What
is this, madarne, a practical joke?”
“It is a very serous matter,” retorted
Miss Primsy.
The murderer turned helplessly to his
friend.
“Here, Tom, we’ve got to get
out of this;
we’ve only ten minutes.
“

What

are

we

The other,

to
a

do?”

dark, handsome

man,

with

shrewd eyes and a capable chin,
had been looking on all the while in
silent astonishment. He addressed him¬
self to Miss

Primsy, speaking slowly and

calmly:
“There is evidently a slight misunder¬
standing here, my dear young lady. I’ve
doubt

no

we can

fix it up

rigjit away if

will

keep cool. It will save us all a
good deal of trouble, too, for this gentle¬
man
whom you accuse of murder and
myself have only ten minutes in which
we

to catch

liceman.

along quietly,” said the

come

our

train.”

“O drat your

coolness, Tom!” broke

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.
in the

murderer, impatiently, “this ist-a

time for haste, not coolness.”
The circle of men smiled at the fair¬
haired

gentleman’s burst of temper. But
on easily:
“Now, madame, will you kindly tell
us who it is the
gentleman is guilty of
murdering ?”
“There are twenty-two of them,” said
Miss Primsy triumphantly.
“Twenty-two!” the lookers-on echoed
in astonishment, but the dark-haired gen¬
his friend went
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German
own

inn-keeper, in the wall of his
He employed some diabolic
by which the keeper of the Laird
was pierced slowly by a needle

house.

device
estate

until he died.

O it is dreadful, dread¬

ful.”
“Most

“Perhaps,” went on the dark-haired
gentleman, evidently very much amused,
“the young lady can give us the names

dreadful,” agreed the dark¬
gentleman, while the murderer
leaned against the desk and chuckled
softly to himself.
“And, gentlemen, I heard him say, I’ll
swear it, that he was trying to find a new
way to murder a man!”
“Yres, I said it,” said the murderer
gravely.
“Then you had better come along,”
broke in the officer
roughly, “we’ve
fooled long enough.”
“Just one moment, my good fellow,”
said the dark-haired gentleman in a tone

of the victims and

that at

tleman smiled and

shook

his

head

as

though to say he knew all the time that
it was coming, while a look of sudden
comprehension came over the face of
his friend.

some

of the circum¬

“Yes, sir,” said Miss Primsy, with de¬
“Yes, indeed, I can. He threw

cision.

Randall from

a

cliff.”

“Quite so,” said the dark-haired

gen¬

tleman.
“And
an

one-eyed Johnson from the deck

ocean

“Most

“And he took hold of Roldero’s ankles
ments of some

place

or

against the
other whose

pave¬

name

I don’t remember.”

derer,

was

Elsmere Place,” said the mur¬

beginning to smile himself.
“Exactly,” said his friend.
Miss Primsy became indignant.
“Look at them, gentlemen,
they’re
shameless. They are laughing at their

own

arrested attention.

He cast

now

horrible crimes.

the circle of men. “Gen¬
tlemen, I have the honor to introduce to
you
Mr. Harold Pennel, the distin¬
guished English novelist, author of ‘The

Mystery of the Laird Estate,’ ‘The Af¬
fair in Elsmere Place,’ ‘The Innkeeper’s
Enemy,’ and so forth, and so forth. Mr.
Pennel holds

steamer.”

assuredly.”

and beat his brains out

“It

once

his eyes around

stances.”

of

haired

But there

are more

than those,” she went on raising
voice. “He sealed up Schwartz,

her
the

the remarkable

record of

having murdered—with his pen alone, I
assure you, gentlemen—twenty-two men
within the last eight years.
The charge
is a grave one,” and the dark-haired
gentleman’s eyes twinkled merrily.
“Water, get some water,” called out
someone, for Miss Primsy had pitched
forward and fainted in the

arms

of Mr.

Harold Pennel.

The policeman looked disgusted, and
the crowd turned away,

smiling

appre¬

ciatively.
-—Hall Stoner Lusk,
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Written,
For

the
For

For the
For

For the

golden isles in the purple sky,
the stars and the mellow moon,

long fair days when the long nights die,
the

bud

glow of the splendid moon
ana

From the

For

the leaf, and

;

the melody

lyric-throats of the air,

For the touch

For

Xaetave Sunba\>.

on

of the

wind, for the voice of the

sea,

For

the

the

day and the night, for the sea and the land,

For

life and

the

God of Hosts,

laugh and the slighted care

For the Soul

a

living love,
for the Master-Hand,

of the

O heart

;

great Above,

of men,

O heart of men,

Rejoice! Rejoice ! Rejoice !
H.

S. L.

’04.
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THE

FAVOR OF THE

“This is the spray

the bird clung to,
Making it blossom with pleasure,
Ere the high tree-top she sprung to,

“I suppose you mean you think
him before,” said the man

hope beyond measure
Was the poor twig’s, that the flying feet
clung to,
So to be singled out, built in, and swung to.”
—CMisconceptions.
As they heard the door close behind
a

Valentine the two he had left

stepped to
dignified
disappearance down the street, the one
with affection, the other with interest,
the window and watched his

both with admiration.

“Seriously, what do
him?” asked the

man

at

think
length.

you

of

“He is very

nice,” answered the girl
quietly. The man, used to her ways of
expression, acepted her reply' at far more
than its face value.
“I knew you

would like him,” he cried
enthusiastically, “he’s the best fellow in
the world.”

“Which is

precisely what he says of
you,” said the girl, “and I am more will¬
ing to believe that than the other.”
The man smiled indulgently.
Pres¬
ently she continued:
“Do you know. Bash, there’s some¬
thing about him that's frightfully famil¬
iar. The first time I met him I had that

feeling that I had known him before.
It wasn’t his face or voice or anything
like that so much as the way he talked,
his ideas, his soul almost—O

know what I mean.”

Bash,

QUEEN.

met

Fit for her nest and her treasure.

Oh, what
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you

you’ve
baldly.

‘‘Very likely you have. You know so
artists and poets and such people.”
“Why, is he an artist or a poet?”
asked the girl, becoming interested.
“Well, he does some kind of writing.
I've never read any of his stuff but it’s
supposed to be pretty good. He wrote
a book called Lighted
Every Day, or
many

something like that.
his

own

name, you

He doesn’t

know.

go

by

Calls himself

Paule?” cried the

“Not Gilbert

girl,
don’t mean to say he’s the
Light Of All Our Day man? And I’ve

“Bash!

seen

you

him four times and talked to him

for hours and

never

knew who he

was.

Bash

you’re a dear boy, but you’re very
stupid. If you wanted me to like him
you should have told me that the first
thing. No wonder I thought I’d met
him before. He talks just like the book.
Pie is just like the book.
It’s part of
him.
And, Bash, that book is the most
wonderful thing that was ever written.”
Bash beamed

on

her.

“I’m

mighty glad you like it,” he said
sincerely, “and I'm mighty glad you like
him.
I'll tell him you’ve read the book.
He'll be pleased.”
“No, don’t,” siad the girl, “I want to
tell him myself.
I want to talk to him
about it. O Bash, do you think he won’t
like

to

don’t.”

talk

about

it?

Lots

of

them
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“Don’t think it,” replied Bash. “The
fellows that don’t talk about their books
talk about not

talking about them. Val
enough if you give him
a show.
He deals it out to me by the
hour, about critics and some dubs he
calls Philistines and Egyptians. He says
will talk fast

he sells his books because he wants

to

spoil the Egyptians but that nobody can
understand them, or him either, except
people whose souls haven’t been touched
by the destructive tendency. He puts
me in with
the last bunch, but I must
confess he gets me all mixed sometimes.”
“Well, I’m glad he’ll talk,” decided the
girl. “I like men to talk about big things
they’ve done.”
“Why you’ve a lot of reasons for lik¬
ing Val,” cried the man playfully. “There
won’t be room for me when he gets his
innings. But see here. If he ever wants
you he’d better buy a razor, because I
mean to hold on to you as long as I’m
sound enough to know what I want.
I’d
give up most anything for Val, but
”
He shook his head momentously.
The girl frowned at him in pretended
reproof and turned from the window.
“Shall I play for you,” she offered.
“Please,” he accepted eagerly, “but
say, Hilda, none of that crazy Hun¬
garian’s jangling you gave me last
time

”

“Crazy Hungarian!

Gnorocski ?

O

Bash!”
“

Play a coon song or something.”
girl sighed and laughed and turned
to the piano and Bash’s big voice, aided
by a rather deficient ear, began to pains¬
takingly follow the strings through the
wildernesses of “Sammy.” But strangely
The

JOURNAL.

enough, fifteen minutes later he was sit¬
ting in the corner listening to the per¬
haps masterly but certainly eccentric
strains of the Valse Grotesque.
Few things bind two people together
more firmly than a common admiration.
If the
to

cause

one

of this admiration

belongs

of the two the bond is all the

So it was with Valentine and
Hilda, and Valentine’s book. They came
to know each other after this.
They
stronger.

drew

together.

Hilda,

analytic toward any¬
herself, easily accepted the

never very

one, except

modicum of conceit which
entine’s nature

as

the

completed Val¬
expression of a

great mind knowing its power.
tine understood her

as

no one

Valen¬
else did.

He

recognized her little strivings for
vague, the bizarre, in
music and poetry; he had known them
the

all

romantic, the

himself;

he knew them

now,

in

a

developed form, as the need for
expression, the demand for sympathy,
the craving for an audience.
With him Hilda reread The Light Of
All Our Day; with him she read his
newest book, still in manuscript, and
the dozen or so poems and fantasies,
half printed, half unpublished, that made
up the sum of his wrork. Her mind be¬
came filled with symbols.
She could not
escape them even in conversation and as
she was always by way of saying less
than she meant, Her speech became pos¬
itively cryptic.
more

She

even

forsook Gnorocski and be¬

took herself to music
hend

the

as

hard to compre¬

fugues of the Master of
Saxe-Gotha must have been if they bore
all the meaning that has been attributed
as
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to

he

was

Bash, however, reluctant

to listen to the

“I

as

“Crazy Hungar¬

ian,” became rabid at the sound of the

it.

will

voices.

own

‘The other’ wouldn’t scan,”
The
“

explained
Queen continued:

Give to

one

Fortune and favor,

place and consequence,
And on his fellow, every whit his peer
In all that makes men worthy, cast a frown,
And bid them lead him forthwith from my

sight,
Why 1 should
Must

a

straight, ‘It is my will.
render reasons—or a woman?’ ”

answer,

queen

“Great!” cred Bash,
nodded his head with

“great!”
excess

He

of appre¬

ciation.

not,

if we’re married in

don’t

you help me?”
With a sudden
impulse she drew a ring from her finger

and held it toward him.

“Llere, take it. We never suited one
another, Bash.
I don’t love you and I
can’t marry you.

bing convulsively.

There!” She was sob¬
In a moment Bash

beside her.

a

right, Hilda,” he said in

voice

for the best.

as

I

as

he could master, “it’s

kind. I
well.
I’m
not your sort for a fact.
I don’t like
the things you like, I don’t understand
your preference to Poles or your dislike
for coon songs.
Val and you are better
suited.
I suppose it’s Val, isn’t it ?”
“Bash!” objected the girl.
Valentine
rose excitedly.
“Don’t trifle with your happiness, lit¬
tle girl,” reproved the man softly. “You
don’t

are

was never

understand

you

fit for each other.

other.

your

very

You love each

How about it, Val?”

“It’s true for my
tine

“You

it.”

girl spoke:
like that, do you?”
it?” cried Bash again, “why it’s

great!”
“

finished, Bash.”

“Bash,” she hesitated, “I want to tell
It’s not a question of my happiness
you.
alone, but you would never—O, why

Then the
“Like

be

course

November.”

even

Queen was speaking.
“Why ‘t’other’?” said Bash suddenly.

Valentine.

ever

“Of

“It’s all

The
“

say something, Bash.
I’m
don’t know just how to say
1 don’t think the two years

We

was

“And if you ask me why I make distinction
Between this man and t’other,”—
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want to

afraid—I

opening bars of some of these, and the
piano gave forth a larger proportion of
Sammy than ever after she abandoned
the Valse Grotesque.
As for the read¬
ing, he approved of it thoroughly, as he
approved of everything Valentine did.
Sometimes he joined them and listened,
attentively enough, which was a new
development in Bash.
One afternoon they read the second
act of “The Light.”
Valentine read it,
and the Queen, the three Pages, and
Luigi spoke through his mouth with
their

JOURNAL.

‘A queen—or a woman’,” said Hilda
slowly, “we’ve been engaged nearly two
years, Bash.”
“Next January,” replied Bash prompt¬
ly-

part,” cried Valen¬
suddenly, “and I’m not ashamed of

“And no need to be,” protested Bash.
“Here, Hilda, don’t make a tragedy out
of it.
Be a sport.
Goodbye, little girl.
See you tomorrow, I hope, Val.”
As they heard the door slam behind
him they came to the window to watch
him out of

sight.

He walked swiftly
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and
he

hearts, did not think of this.

doggedly, facing straight ahead and

I think it must have

to

come

him that

“Why he acted

like this all his life, his
shoulders squared, not daring to look
back, not daring to go' slowly.
But
Hilda, who was not gifted to look into
must

go

THE

you

or in the palace of
seek for El Dorado?”

a

The

day was hot, the road long, the
dusty. Yet ever forward he
toiled with unceasing persistency, glanc¬
ing neither to the right nor to the left
for his eyes were set upon a far distant
traveler

hill.

And

he walked he counted each

as

step he took,
his

to

nearer

the landlord

thinking that it was one
goal. He reached an inn;

came

to

the door and cried

him:

to

a

if he

were glad. I
loved me at all,”

said Hilda.
—Francis P. Sullivan,

while,

house is afar off and you

legs yearned greatly for the soft couches,
was a cruel master and kept
his body from repose. The night came
and darkness enshrouded everything.
Now the way was no longer clear and
straight before him.

He stumbled and
losing his way in
a
by-path. Then the heavens were dark¬
ened over and the lightning flashed and
fell and

for the next
will be weary

came

near

to

the thunder roared.
storm

At first when the

far off he used the flashes

was

light to guide him

when it
ger

he

came

was

near

on

much afraid

so

of the

lord of

for he said within himself:

you

But he

this he answered:

“Fool, seest thou not that I must be
on

at

my

journey; I

can rest

when I

am

the bottom of the hill.”
Yet of

a

truth he

was

weary,

and his

ered all

over

his way, but

and there

reach it.”
replied:
“Nay, thank thee, I am young and
strong and have good blood in my veins,
before night I can arrive there.”
Onward, still onward he marched, till
the twilight hung over the earth so that
the shadows lengthened and the sun be¬
came red as a
glowing ember. At last
he beheld another inn, but to the land¬
ere

’04.

but his mind

of

“Tarry here

as

ever

TRAVELLER: A PARABLE.

“Is it in the wilderness

King that

don’t believe he

was

dan¬

that he shiv¬

and his knees knocked to¬

gether.

At last he fell down in the road
and called upon the name of God to
help him. Immediately the clouds rolled
and

back

the

moon

shone forth.

looked around him and
well

seeing all

He
was

and, forgetting even to thank
his benefactor, continued his journey.
Tn the early morn he came to the foot
arose

hill, but again he would not stop

“Lo, it is again daylight, surely I can
gain the summit before dark.”
So he wearily began the ascent of the
hill, but he had not gone far when he
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church and out of the church

came

to

there

ran a

about

a

to the

me

true love

here is

and

church;

devotion ?

happiness.”
repulsed the

was

and

Yet he said she might

on.

she demurred but
now

telling

near

walk with him if she wished.
that

Come,

woman,

her that his destination

push

cease

See how I offer

But he
he must

At first

finally consented,

so

he went not alone, but accom¬

Then he rode away,
and

summit.

bethought himself that the horse might
stray down the hill again and bring
others up. So he slew the horse and re¬
joiced over it.
He gazed on the v*iew before him and
was happy for he knew that all was his.
Yet

soon

olate
cast

When they had reached
they came upon
a horse, ready saddled and bridled, and
grazing peacefully. The owner of the
horse was a distance off picking flowers.
Then the traveler spoke thus:
is

a

fool;

I have

need of the horse than he;

more

surely it is

just that I take it.”

me

up

he noticed how barren and des¬

the

hilltop

was,

and, chancing to

his eyes up to the sky, spoke:
“I am at the summit of the hill,—with¬

out doubt

the air, too, is mine.”

So he went to

a

vast

overhanging

crag

and he hurled himself with violence into

the air
sun.

thinking that he would fly to the
But the air held him not and he

dashed upon the jagged stones be¬
low, where immediately he was killed.
was

When he had mounted upon
the woman said:

“Take

swiftly and easily,

came to the long sought
But when he dismounted he

presently

the middle of the hill,

man

that she fell, and was

sorely wounded, and sat grieving of her

panied by her.

“This

so

sorrow!

never-ending toil.

thee

arms

him, saying:

“Come with
this

who threw her

woman,

off from him

285

with

you

the horse

for I cannot

And he awoke not until he found him¬
self

in

hell.

run.”
But he cursed the

woman

and cast her

—Walter Reed

Benjamin, ’07.
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Twining Hadley of
University has advised the young
man to keep out of politics until he has
made money.
Is this wise counsel, we
wonder.
No doubt there is a glamor
about the political life that is hard to
resist.
It appeals to the hankering that
we all have for the limelight and what
-the vernacular of the day calls the glad
Yale

hand.

To the

college man in particular
alluring possibilities. He, with
his superior education, wide knowledge
and presumed wisdom, sees a chance for
a quick rise to fame over the heads of the
groundlings. If he be gifted with ora¬
torical talents he dreams of the day when
he will stump the State in a Pullman
with cheering crowds coming to the sta¬
If he is naturally a
tion to hear him.
leader of men, he longs to be among his
fellows, work his way to the top of
them, and there to direct the machinery
of politics.
Viewed from a distance a
seat in the House or a positon as “boss"
looks easy of attainment.
And what
especially appeals to the young man is
the idea that all this can be accomplished
without hard work, but simply by an ex¬
ercise of those gifts of magnetism and
virile speech with which he was bom
and which, no doubt, he possesses.
We hardly think it necessary to dwell
at any length on the darker side of poli¬
tics.
Everybody recognizes the difficul¬
ties and dangers besetting the path of
the man who is professedly a politician.
The average young man knows of them
himself, but deceives himself into be¬
lieving that he can overcome them more
easily than another. Nevertheless it is one
of the
hardest things in the world
to make a living out of politics and at
it presents

the

same

time to

dealings, is
mented upon

steer

clear of crooked

truth frequently com¬
and almost universally ac¬

a

cepted.
But while much

can

be said in favor

of President Hadley’s diction, history,
according to the Saturday Evening Post,
seems to be against him. What the Post
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is

so strong and direct that it is well
quoting:
“It has always been the men of inde¬
pendent means who have been the great
stumbling-blocks in the way of liberty
and progress—those who are either com¬
fortable and therefore willing to sacri¬
fice anything for the preservation of the
status quo, or those whose appetites have
been whetted by their possessions.
And
it has almost always been the men with¬
out independent means—not always, but
says

worth

almost always—who have made the clean,

strong, successful fights

for right and

justice.”
While all that may

be true, the fact
politics probably presents
more temptations to the poor man than
any other respectable calling, and the
college man who contemplates embark¬
ing on a political career will do well to
give much serious thought to the matter
before making his decision.
remains that
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college function.”
There it is in black and

white, no gen¬
gentleman escorts, ex¬
cluded until they have attained to the
age of reason from all the troublesome
attentions of gentlemen. No fussing for
the Freshwomen—how perfectly lovely.
tlemen callers, no

Our worst fears have vanished like the

breaking of the evanescent and proverbial
soap-bubble.
See the co-eds themselves guarding
against those perils with which the sys¬
tem is beset.
See them promulgating
laws that will forever prevent their col¬
lege life from degenerating into one
long, hilarious social function. See the
Freshies, the young, the vernal, the in¬
experienced Freshies, forbidden the de¬
grading company of gentlemen, and then
blind yourself if you can to the priceless
advantages of the system. See the Soph¬
omores,

in

the

the

Juniors, the Seniors purged

fires of bitter

system:
“At Cornell the co-eds of the upper

experience, tread¬
ing the classic walls with eye-glasses,
dignity and a far-away, unfathomable
expression, spurning the elastic neck and
the goo-goo ocellus,
disdaining with
haughty7 and ascetic indifference the bid
to the Alpha Beta Delta dance, and then
keep back if you can that burning tear,
O keep it back.
But still an insidious objection pre¬
sents itself to our anxious thought.
How
are the lady upperclassmen going to en¬
force their regulations for the benefit of
the lady Freshman ? Will they, in the case

classes have

of

*

*

*

*

The latest contribution

contempor¬

the burning question of
co-education, concerning which we spoke
our mind in our last issue, appears
in
that sterling weekly, the Dickinsonian.
Let the student of timely topics of the
day read the following and then see if
he can entertain a single treacherous
doubt as to the unmitigated and ever¬
lasting blessings of the co-educational

ary

literature

to

on

placed

very

close restric¬

tions upon the girls of the Freshman
class. According to the regulations that

they have adopted no Freshman girl is
permitted to recede gentlemen callers or
have a gentleman for an escort at any

a

violation of the rules, seize the of¬
souse her in the nearby7 creek?

fender and
Will

they force her to roll a peanut
the campus with her nose?
Will
they treat her to a tablespoonful of
fobasco sauce?
Will they call her out

across
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pit a member of their own class
against her who shall send her hair fly¬
ing to the four winds ? Or will they
take harsher measures?
Will they steal
her hairpins, slap her once on the eye¬
brow and twice on the wrist, say behind
her back that her rosy cheeks and her
pearly teeth are manufactured, cut off
her supply of Huylers and by main force
pull the chewing-gum from her tireless
jaws? Will they, or will they not, that
is the question.
Conflicting emotions
rend our breast, and with a palpitating
heart

we

await the latest

news

from the

front.
*

*

*

*

We desire to say a few words in reply
that have been made dur¬

tempting.

He has intended all along

to

compete at St. Louis provided he is

in

proper

condition.

He

back in time for the

Olympic

Duffey lacks devo¬
tion to Georgetown
calls to mind a
paragraph on athletics that appeared in
a periodical of last year.
The writer was
arguing that athletic competition was
ruinous to health, and in support of his
position he brought up the example of
Duffey, who, according to a daily paper
was at that time “in England in a state
of collapse.” “Young Duffey,” said the
writer, “ is serving the purpose of
a
splendid college advertisement. But
what of the

ing the past month or so on Arthur
Duffey. Dnffey seems to be paying the
penalty of fame. A report was started

health in the effort to

that lie had decided not to compete at
the St. Louis games this year for the

service of

that better

prizes were offered in
Europe. The report spread rapidly, and
everybody believed it and nobody thought
of questioning its source.
Everywhere
it went there

was a

lot of nasty comment.

Not

only did the sporting writers make
Duffey’s reported decision the subject of
their unfavorable remarks, but they also
took the opportunity to score the man
generally, accusing him among other
things of lacking true sportsmanship
and of lukewarmness in his fidelity to
Georgetown.
We

can

assert as an

absolute fact that

Duffey never said that he was going to
Europe instead of to St. Louis to run,
because the European prizes are more

games,

The statement that

to the attacks

reason

may go to

Europe, too; as to that he has made no
decision, but if he does go he will be

his

man

himself who has lost

alma mater?

that has

give

renown

Will the

to

university

drained his life blood in the

advertising pension him for
days after that was writ¬
ten reports of Duffey’s marvelous vic¬
tories abroad began to reach this coun¬
try.
Nevertheless the man who then
wrote that Duffey was killing himself
by too zealous devotion to alma mater,
was quite as accurate as those who say
life?”

now

A few

that he has

no

such devotion at all.

No

Georgetown man doubts Duffey’s
college spirit. He has shown it on many
occasions, and not alone on the field of
athletic contests.

His interest extends

all the various activities of

life, and it is interest of
and effective nature.

a

It is his

substantial

position as
sprinters that has provoked
attacks, for their foundation in fact

the fastest of
these

to

Georgetown

does not exist. *

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE

If

anybody should ask us what’s doing
days in college journalism, our
reply would be that the welcome of the
college man to the New Year has been
ably and variously penned, that G. Wash¬
ington has been duly lauded as the man
who licked J. Bull and as the original
enemy of race suicide, that the editors
are at present giving their valuable time
and attention to the Russo-Japanese war
and the advisability of abolishing ex¬
aminations, and that the spring fever has
been working faithfully at the same old
stand and will present a choice assort¬
these

ment

of

wares on or

about the fifteenth

of March, nineteen hundred and
All this is

four.

it should be.

Everything
has been done and is being done and
will continue to be done in a nice, regu¬
lar way, and nobody except Radicals and
Reformers has a right to kick. For our¬
selves

as

we are

satisfied.

Our

career

as

exchange editor has been a more or less
and now that we are laps¬
ing into the old age of our journalistic
endeavor, we are pleased to observe that
all is quiet along the Potomac tonight,
by which we mean to coiney that the
general state of peace in college journal¬
ism is more than agreeable to our present

an

streuiious one,

State of

mind.

We

are

strife.
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with

done

A little

broils

and

petty

dignified, friendly

con¬

troversy now and then we will not mind,
for we appreciate that it adds zest to
existence.

Therefore

it

is,

we

might

wish to take issue with certain esteemed

who desire their spring poetry
winter, and their Christmas stories in
summer, who like to read football stories
persons
in

in baseball

season

and baseball stories in

football season, who think that strawber¬
ries, oysters and cabbage are most sea¬
sonable out of season, and in general
who

constituted

by nature, we
it is no fault
of their own—that they want to be dif¬
ferent from everybody else and let every¬
body else know it. We are tempted to
exclaim in the expressive words of the
comedian:
“Now, ain't they the con¬
trary ones.”
But it is undignified and
might give offense.
So we shall en¬
deavor to quiet that throbbing wish-bone,
and go on to more weighty and interest¬
ing matters.
For instance, with regard to that old,
worn-out question of the
short story
against the essay7 in the college magazine
we have a more or less
pertinent observa¬
are

so

presume—for

tion to make.

we are sure

We have taken note dur¬

ing the past few months of

a

tendency
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on

the part

of

fiction

of the most representative
college magazines to print more pages
than

of

the

heavier

matter.

There may be some significance in this
fact and there may not.
Nevertheless,
it is undoubtedly a fact, and we give it
for what it is worth.
of

We

can

hear

some

friends who

delight in the solid
and the opaque saying: “So much the
worse for those magazines,” but
they do
not worry us in the least and we can but
our

advise them to draw their

sions.

own

conclu¬

We have drawn ours, and

we’re
going to keep them to ourselves.
There are a good many other things
in college journalism that the ex-man
observes and might dilate upon if he had

and the

enduring fame of this great and
glorious country of ours, that (71131 editor
should inform

us

of the undeniable ad¬

vantages of “mens sane in corpore sano."

However, we should much prefer that
somebody else apply himself to the dis¬
cussion of this burning question. We
are afraid of getting mixed up in a fight,
or being
told that we think we know it
all, or of having some heartless ex-man
suggest, as one has already suggested,
that we deem the magazine for which
we
write absolutely beyond reproach.
So we shall refrain, and pass gracefully
to

delectable considerations.

more

We wish to take the reader into
confidence

and tell him

a

the inclination, the time and the space.

story is too good to keep.

We have

it its

of

read.

already expressed our opinion
exchange columns in general and par¬
ticular.
The editorial column properly
treated would furnish, a fit subject for
some interesting and instructive remarks.
We can only say that we wish an ex¬
ilian
some

with influence would try to arouse
editors to a sense of their duty

and the eternal
are

fitness

free to confess that

absolute

necessity

month the

treated

same

for

of
we

things.

We

can't

the

treating

see

every

themes that have been

since the

inception of the
college magazine. We fail to compre¬
hend just exactly why it is incumbent on
any editor to inform the awe-stricken,
open-mouthed, wide-eyed readers of his
paper that a certain amount of exercise
ever

for every student, just as
in the words of David Harum, “a certain
amount of fleas is good for a dog,” nor
is

necessary

does it appeal to us as absolutely essen¬
tial to the welfare of the college man

story. The
It bears with

moral and he who

own

We

name

no

our

names,

runs

may

but tell

a

plain, unvarnished tale. A certain ex¬
man
with a genius for saying mean
things summed up his appreciation of a
contemporary with the statement that
in his judgment “the editors of the —
have set

a

snare

to

entrap some unwary

who may

inadvertently say a
word in praise of the November number
and then ridicule him for his gullibility."
It was a rather mean way of putting it,
you'll admit. The delicate sarcasm of
ex-man

the

remark, however, did not seem to
appeal to the offended exchange editor
of the abused magazine, and so he came
back

the

next

“As to the rash

month in this fashion:

judgment reached ‘upon

mature deliberation’ that ‘the editors of

the

have set

a

snare,

etc.,’

we

only say that any man who is dis¬
honest enough to accuse another of
wrong motives is himself dishonest at
can
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kart, and, as such we take your criti¬
cism.” Since reading that we have given
a

good deal of thought to the unfortun¬
condition of the

ate

of humor.

sense

man

devoid

Poor fellow,

we

of

*

*

are

a

very

Pierian

spring.” As it is we
much offended and don’t hesi¬

tate to sav so.
*

a

feel

for him.
*

“she is

*

An essay in the Harvard Monthly on
"Undergraduate Criticism and Literary
Slang” will make interesting reading
for those who have a liking for the lit¬
erary essay.
The propriety of using
such expressions as “sensuous couplets,”

291

*

*

*

with

A

man
eye-glasses and a deceiv¬
ing countenance dropped into the sanc¬
tum the other day and asked how the
Deadwood was getting along.
The ex¬
man eyed him uncomprehendingly for a

moment, and
dawned upon

then

as

the

sad

truth

"subtile” and the like is discussed with

him, smiled pityingly and
replied that the Redwood was as good
ever.
as
The man with
the
glasses
grinned diabolically, and, turning on his

much

heels left

and true Harvard

care

conserva¬

tism, and the conclusion is reached that
their

employment in moderation is very
nearly a necessity of the language. That

beloved

us

in the midst of

our

well-

exchanges.

The Redwood for

expressions of the kind in question, and

February pays trib¬
Washington in prose and verse.
There is an essay entitled “If Washing¬
ton had been King,” in which the writer
brings us to the rather astonishing con¬
clusion that our country would be better
off had Washington accepted a crown.
It may be so, but we can’t see it that
way, and it’s rather unpleasant to have
an American try
to prove it. The ques¬
tion is of no practical importance, how¬
ever, and we don’t supose that idle spec¬

to have

ulations

this is true

we

but

sorry

we are

trouble with
ates

don’t doubt in the least,

that it is true. The
good many undergradu¬

a

who do critical work is that their

of

“literary slang” is bounded only
by their knowledge of the same. In con¬
sequence the ex-man not rarely chances
upon essays, wherein the authors appear
use

have made

to

a

collection of all the nice

distributed them with reckless

indiscrimination throughout the four or
five pages of their alleged criticism. The
result is

something to make the unskil¬
wonder, though it cannot but make
the judicious grieve.
ful

*

*

*

*

Our fair

friend, the lady
the College Folio, says that
“oasis.”
for young
it not for
be

We don’t think it

ute

to

of this kind will do any very

The style of the essay is
good, albeit a little high-flown.
The
poem “Trenton” is bombastic, and un¬
natural in tone.
“The Strategy of the
great harm.

Countess”

contains the elements

of

a

fairly good plot, but owing to the want
ex-man

of

we are an
a

bit nice

ladies to call names, and were
our innate chivalry we would
tempted to retaliate by saying that

of proper development lacks interest.
The author needs to brush up on his use
of the

English idiom. He tells us almost
start that “everyone knew one
another,” he speaks of fear that was
“clutching at her heart,” he informs us

at

the
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dramatically that “she pulled herself into
repose.” Every time anything important
occurred somebody held his or her breath,
so that the story reads
in parts like a
treatise on physical culture.
The other story, “The Australian Han¬
dicap,” atones for its weakness of plot
by the way it is told. The description
of the race is in parts a very good piece
of writing. The Redwood’s departments
are all in capable hands, and the editor¬
ials in particular are models of clear
English and concise reasoning. It is,
in its entirety, a strong, well-balanced
magazine.
=k

*

❖

*

College Magazine pre¬
a great
deal of
matter, which, unfortunately, is not of
a very high order.
Articles on “The De¬
struction of Jerusalem by Titus” and
“Russia and Japan” are not calculated
to arouse a great deal of interest in the
average mind.
However well they may
be written they are in the nature of
things nothing more than a rehash of
other people’s ideas.
The story “The
Pathetique Sonata” is trite, very trite in
conception, and without any particular
its

readers with

merit in execution.

We wish that

gravely
day had

very
of the

that “the din and

roar

ceased to such

extent that the clank

an

of the young

friends’ footsteps on the
pavement resounded in the stillness.” In
all candor we ask, “Did you ever hear
a
footstep clank?” Of course we’ve
heard a horse’s footstep clank, but that,
like the flowers that bloom in the spring
tra-la, has nothing to do with the case.
Perhaps the two young men were wear¬
ing iron shoes or perhaps there was
something peculiar about the size of their
feet that caused the clank, in which case

beg to apologize on the score of
ignorance. But we still hold
and shall always hold that a footstep,
an
ordinary, every-day, go-as-you-please,
street-walking, human footstep can't
clank, and so long as human nature re¬
mains the same, never will clank.
Despite the clanking footstep, how¬
ever, the Davidson Magazine has good
editorials on well-selected subjects, and
an ex-man who performs his duty con¬
scientiously and well.
we

invincible

The Davidson

sents

priety to be informed

some

people drifting about in the world of
college journalism would relieve them¬
selves of the idea that when they are
writing stories they need not be sane so
long as they use plenty of words, and
that they may use these words in such
fashion as, in the language of the im¬
mortal John Henry, “to make the King’s
English scream for help.” For instance,
it is rather painful to our sense of pro¬

*

*

He

*

Among the better class of southern
magazines, “The Emory and Henry Era'
takes an especially high rank. The issue
before us is remarkable for a very large
number of contributors in

verse

of

more

than

ordinary quality. An attractive,
though none too well written article, is
the

one

entitled “The Habit of

reply to

Ponying,”

previous article attacking the
“habit.” The writer’s logic is sometimes
good, and sometimes unique, but always
interesting.
Though our opinion of the Era as a
a

a
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whole is rather

high,

don’t hesitate

we

regret that the meagre¬
vocabulary does not permit

to express our
ness
us

of

our

due tribute to the story “Fifi.”

to pay

That the author did not
does not excite
The

our

sign his

name

wonder in the least.

story is from the standpoint of mor¬

ality rotten to the core. We spoke last
month of the tendency of college writers
to stray from the straight and narrow
path, but we must confess that we had
not seen anything in that line quite to
equal “Fifi.” It is monumental and alone.
We will not offend the self respect of
our readers by detailing the
plot of this
story, but we ask the editor of the Era
to read it again and consider whether
or not this is a
perfectly just criticism.
*

♦

*

couple of first-class short stories, some
interesting comment on Columbia grad ¬
uates now prominent in the world of
letters, is well-illustrated, and is in gen¬
eral about as attractive a college publi¬
cation

lence.

We have been taken with the

ex¬

of its contents.
*

A

star in

new

*

*

*

I love

ingside have gone out of existence and
in their place we have the Columbia
Monthly, a magazine excellent in every
way, in its physical make-up, its literary
standard, and in the spirit of devotion
that it breathes to Alma Mater.

with

an

article

The

volume,
entitled?

‘Breadth,’ by Nicholas Murray Butler, con tains

an

rainbow’s end’s

much,

pot of gold;

a

days are long as years,
minutes—bright with joys
glad light—
While some are dark with sorrow’s gloom/
night,
And dreary with the drip of falling tears.
so

Some

short

Sometime

But,

the

fears,
like a
bright,

some

as

skies

are

rainbow,

The gleaming glory of

clouded

rich

your

o’er

with

smile

with

promise
appears.

Would I could reach that rainbow’s end, for
there

Lies

rich meed, the grail of Heart’s De¬
sire,
For Lucky Prinqe, who travels far to where
a

Your heart with all its wealth of love afire.

eyes.

—J.

rivals. The Columbia Lit. and the Morn-

off

con¬

come.

’Tis yours, if you to reach the end are bold.

college journalism has

number before us, the first of the

We wish the

saw.

in their venture and

The rainbow’s source, is waiting, a rich prize
For one who lights th>e love-gleam in your

arisen that bids fair to outshine all its

starts

ever

LOVE’S POT OF GOLD.
At every

Another creditable southern

cellence of its verse, and will endeavor in
our next issue to give a
fuller review

we

success

fidently predict that it will

*

exchange
is the Randolph-Macon Monthly, a mag¬
azine very attractive in appearance and
marked by unusual typographical excel¬

as

editors

abundance of readable verse, a

Miller Leake,
Monthly.

in

the

Randolph-Macon

NOVEMBER NIGHT IN THE CITY
A wind in the luminous

darkness,
through th(e elm,
murmur of millions,

A shudder and throb
A monotonous

Like the throb of the
A

sea

at

the helm.

sky, filmy, draped, in the midnight,
A moon dimmed by delicate cloud,
A world beneath sleeping in silence
With darkness its covering shroud.
Jessie Caroline Barclay, in Smith C0llegt
Monthly.
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Whin

TO A STATUE OF A SLAVE.
I

prince in the days gone by,
Oh, but my limbs are weary!
Purple of Tyra and gold wore I,
And it seemed that the eye of the gods
nigh,
was

was

Body and mind

are weary!
youth to fight the foe,
Oh, but my heart is weary!
To hear the clang of tha stinging blow,
And the clank of the shivered shield flung low,
Heart and soul are aweary!

I

dreamed in my

Curse

on

tha blessings that youth may pour!

Of this weary world I’m aweary!
Curse on the blood that streams full

sore

From my hand closet-chained to the galley oar;

Yea, of life I’m
I

Dinny Casey ain’t around,
dey makes me sick,
Dey act jist like dem Yankee kids
Wat Dinny’s gang kin lick:
(We licked ’em twice widin a mont’,
Once down be Porter school,
An’ once down in de salt-yard, whin
Dey chased ol’ Dugan’s mule.)
De gang

a

aweary

1

prince in the days gone by.
aweary!
Are there no gods I may curse and die!
—Candace Thurber in the Smith
College
Monthly.
was

a

Unto the daath I’m

*

DINNY

*

*

*

CASEY.

[The Idyll of a Tough Kid.]
Whin Dinny Casey ain’t around,
De gang ain’t got no nerve,
Dey dasn’t evin hop a car
Up by de Burnet curve,
Ner peg rocks at the Yankee church,
Ner pinch ol’ Dolan’s pears,
Ner skip from school, ner even swear
Like Dinny Casey swear*.

Whin

Dinny Casey ain’t around,

We has to snipe our smokes,

(Fer ev’ry feller hits de dope,
Ixceypt de little blokes.)
But Dinny’s fader keeps a store,
An, Dinny^-Hully Gee!
He always has de makins, an’
He treats de hull gang, see?
I wish I

On

was

de

toughist kid

Tipperary Hill,

an’ Dinny had a scrap,
reg’lar ten-round mill;
An’ all de gang was standin* ’round,
All in a great big ring,
An’ I licked Dinny in de tenth
Wid jist one right-hand swing.

An’

me

A

An’ den I wish
Dat I

dey’d all yell out

could lead de crowd,

An’ Dinny’d come an’ say so too,

Say, Gee!

But I’d be proud!
never happen, cause
He scraps to beat de band,
An’ whin we had a scrap one day
He knocked me out, one hand.
—Syracuse University Herald.
But dat won’t

—Hall Stoner Lusk.

’04.

Kings*
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The Three

Holy

drama founded

is

a

poetical

the Adoration of the

on

Magi and the happenings consequent on
it. It would probably be impossible to
act it and although it reads smoothly
and pleasantly, the hand of the translator
is apparent throughout.
In the original
German it is quite likely that it is very
pretty poetry, since the forcible trans¬
formation into English which it has un¬

dergone has not bv

any means

spoiled it.

Ernest Hello’s Studies in

Saintship**
interesting book. It contains

is

a very
the lives of sixteen saints told in

teresting

manner

choice assortment
of these

phal

none

of

little

seem more or

of them

in¬

and enlivened with

are

a

anecdotes,

pleasant, pathetic and edifying.
some

an

While

less apocry¬

absolutely improb¬

an

original work only in

re¬

gard to the compilation and presentation
of the matter
Summa

which is taken from the

Theologica and other works of

St. Thomas.
The Great Captain

is a historical novel
boys. It is as good for the boys as
the ordinary tale of romance and war in
past centuries is for their elders and al¬
though the plot and characters have been
used before the particular combination
for

is

and well handled.

new

Two Little Girls* at the best is pretty
at the worst is somewhat insipid.

and

However, whether children like this
of book

sort

it is of

exactly the sort
they are supposed to like and pre¬
sumably that is sufficient.
or

not

which

In the March

Jesus Christ, The Word Incarnate is

Dolphin the articles on
by Mr. Kirby, of the Catholic
University, are concluded.
This is a
most scholarly exposition of the conflict
between Socialism, and the Church and

minor

State

able except perhaps the tale of St. Joseph
of Cupertino and the breviary, and even
this is

a

that it is

only difficult for the incredulous.

theological work devoted to

con¬

siderations of the nature and life of Our
Lord.

In the

preface the author remarks

Socialism

as

M. D.’s Ideal Catholic

.

—Francis

P.

§ The Great Captain.
Bros. Price 45c.

Bensiger

thuen & Co., London,

price 90c.
{Jesus Christ, the Word Incarnate.
Freddi. S J.

is.

College is as carefully worked out as
Utopia, or the ideal city of Fenelon,
but

*The Three Holy Kings.
By Frederick Ebersweiler. B. Herder, St. Louis, Mo.
tStudies in Saintship. By Ernest Hello.
Me¬

it

Roger

*

Bros.

Two

Little

Price 45c.

Girls.

Sullivan, oLj..
By Katherine Harkson.
Lillian Mack.

Benziger
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LAW SCHOOL.
THIRD

YEAR

the class will

last

issue, lecture has fol¬
quiz succeeded quiz
with almost wearisome regularity, and
there is very little to report in class mat¬
ters of special interest. The Law School
members of the committee in charge of
the preparation of the 1904 Annual are
working away with a spirit that prom ¬
Since

lowed

our

lecture and

ises well for the

success

of their under¬

taking, and they would respectfully re¬
quest the men to lighten their labors a
little by passing in a slip to Mr. Cole,
containing their class history, to be
printed opposite their photograph. The
confusion that existed for
the

a

time about

pictures Mr. Bell is taking

being

used to make these half-tone cuts is
all cleared away.

surely want, and it can be
sum of $1.50.
Again the matter of a class emblem is
before 11s, and again a paper has gone
obtained for the small

CLASS.

now

While we are on the
picture subject, about fifty have already
obligated themselves to purchase one of
the class groups, and without giving free
advertising to the Photograph Commit¬
tee, we want on their behalf to suggest
that this is something every member of

around the class
el nested

on

which

we were re¬

to designate what was wanted

by each individual,

a ring, or a
having a pin
never seems to have been a very popular
one, and the decision varies from a ring
to a fob and back again. This time the
majority wanted fobs. Why don’t this
decide it, and why don’t wre get together
and give Mr. McManus’ committee some
definite instructions?
To quote from
the book, “your orator is informed and
believes, and so alleges” that this ought
to be attended to now.
Only about two
months remain in the school year, and it
is a fair presumption that time won’t
hang so heavy on our hands that some¬
body will be induced to take the whole
thing in charge just for a little diver¬

watch fob.

a

pin,

The idea of

sion.
Messrs. Julien and Parks are quite
busy canvassing the class to see how
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will promise truly to come to the
University Ball which is expected to be
given to raise the wherewith to send the
eight to Poughkeepsie. Their list shows
a good many say
“No,” some few “May¬
be,” and a very few “Yes.” However,
this is just before examination in two
very difficult subjects, and perhaps after
they are over the boys will be in better
many

humor for the ball.

If the

crew

is abso¬

lutely depending upon the ball, we sin¬
cerely hope so, for we have not forgotten
their good work of last year.
Our pleasure at the recovery from his
rather serious illness of Judge Shep¬
ard,

and his return to the school

was

expressed by presenting him with sev¬
eral large and very handsome bouquets
of roses, the joint gift of the second and
third year classes. Judge Claybaugh’s
indisposition has prevented him deliver¬
ing several of the last lectures of his
course, and Mr. Baker has very kindly
substituted for him.
DEBATING SOCIETY NOTES.
The attention of the

Debating Soci¬

ety of the Law School has been occu¬

pied by the preparations for the debate
with Boston University, which will be
held shortly.
Preparations for an in¬
ter-collegiate debate always bring out
all theft is in the society and the discus¬
sions have been both lively and inter¬
esting. The first and by far the most
interesting part of the programme was
the selection of the team

which

is

to

endeavor to

uphold the reputation of
Georgetown in the forum of debate. A
preliminary debate was held in the
main hall of the Law School

on

Sat¬

297

urday evening, February 27th. The
speeches of the eight candidates were
very well prepared and showed consid¬
erable study of the question which re¬
lates

the

to

Securities

Northern

Case.
The judges’ selections

Mer¬

ger

met

with

seem

to have

universal favor

among the
body, and all agree that it is
the strongest team that could have been
picked under the circumstances.
Mr.
P. A. Grau, ’03, formerly president of
tlie society, is known throughout the
university as the readiest debater in the
school.
He grasps his subject in a
highly intellectual manner, his logic is
excellent, and his delivery approaches
more
closely than any one else in the school
the cultured orator.
Mr. John F. Mur¬
phy, '04, another member of the team,
was a member of the Georgetown-Wisconsin debate tean. of last year, and the
writer knows personally his great abil¬
ity as a debater. Mr. Murphy’s speeches
are
classics pure and simple.
He is
very conservative and deals with his
subject in a clean and clear-cut manner.
student

I do not know of
whom

town’s

I

would

team.

a

man

rather
I

am

in the school

see

sure

on

that

George¬
he will

uphold the reputation of the university
the truth of my opinion when
I say that for argument few, if any, in
the school are his peers.
Mr. F. X.
Geoghan, ’06, the third member of the
team, sprang into prominence in debat¬
ing through the one speech delivered
in the preliminary contest. Anyone who

and prove

heard him and doubted the wisdom
the
ber

of

judges in selecting him as a mem¬
of the team will have ample oppor-
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tunity to change their opinion when
the debate comes off. Hi s speech s how ed
thorough preparation, and the society
deserves congratulation~ in having him
a freshman . This insures a n experienced debate r for three year s. From a
standpoint of delivery, his speech was
the best of the evening.
On the whole I believe that the team
selected is the strongest chosen by the
society in many days. Of cour se, the re
are exceptions of personal brilliance
standing out h ere and there, but fo r
team work I am s ure a mor e con genial
t eam could n ot have been selected. Con~niality is an element of n o mean
strength in the selection of a team. To
this fact th e writer can truly but sorrowfull y testify.
Too much credit ca1111ot be given to
the Commitee on Inte r colleg iate debates for the manner in which t h ey
have handled the prep a:-ations for both
the big debates of the year. The
whole committee-1\Ir. ~1c::VIanus, ::\Ir.
Bandell and Mr. Hillm~n-have worked hard and well and c!escrveclly merit
the appreciation of the school.
The Boston debate will probably be
held in Gaston Hall during the early
part of April.
The r egular term collegiate debate
will b e held in Gaston Hall Friday evening, March 18th. The subject i~, " Resolved, That an income tax is a ju st
and desirable part in the system of ta xation.'' The debaters ar~: Affirmative.
C harles H. E nglish. Pa.. '05, and o ur
old frie nd, "Pat" Dowling. a lso from
the "Coal ::\ line'" district of the Keyston e State. The n egati ve will b e upheld by Geo rge C alvert, Md., 'o6, and

_,

Jere A. Sullivan, R. I., '05. The personnel of this team bespeaks an eloquent and instructive debate.
In this connection I would just like
to add a word to the plea that has gone
out from the Public Debate Committee
and so forcibly and ably presented to
the society by Mr. Rorke. These debates should be attended. Men go to
the trouble to prepare speeches on timely subjects, the society issues invitations
and invites men distinguished in their
country's life to act as judges-and sc1enty - five people attend! Everyone
should come! Any friend of Georgetown is welcome. The im•itations are
really announcements and nothing
more. The debating society will be gla1:
to sec any of its friends from the alumni, the various <lepartn1~nts of the umversity or anyone interested at the next
debate.
Among the judges expected will ~
Hon. Chauncey M. Depew, U. S. Sen
ator from New York. And by the way
this will afford an excellent opportunih
to hear Senator Depew announce tit
decision in his own inimatable way. At·
tend atd you will be rewarded. Aw,ciated with Senator Depew on the boord
of judges will be United '.~tdks Sen.tors A. 0. Bacon and 'Xilli1,;1 P. 1)11
lingham. President F:if:'in \1'!11.pmi<!t
and J o,:cph I. Battle wil~ rendrr a ll~'J
solo .
The Committee on Public Debates 1·
composed of :M r. Frank Drill, Jlinn
'05. ch airman: Henry I. Quinn. D. C.
'04. and W. V. Donaldson, D. C.. '05.
.-\ n amendment has heen added to th
by-laws of the society which pro,irle·
for weekly debates and gi...es the powe·

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.
to

the Chair

to

select four

each

men

week from the

membershhip of the so¬
ciety. These four men meet and select
their own subject, and two weeks later
address the society. An interesting de¬
bate took place on Saturday, March 5th,
upon the subject of uniformity in the
divorce laws.

day during the early part of the month.
The doctor was applauded heartily both
before and after his lecture.
the class to write him

prescription for
patient who was suffering from the
effect of over-indulgence in alcoholic
stimulants.

during Lent.
MEDICAL SCHOOL.

always con¬
sidered the most quiet class of men in
the world, but Doctor Reisinger tells
are

that he finds the

us

not

members

first and second classes
monstrative set

a

of the

most

er,

by the

unde¬

have
demonstrated your part to Doctor
Reisinger yet?
During the early part of the month
the members of Doctor Motter’s physi¬
ology' class were afforded a rare treat
by the president of the Interstate Ex¬
amining Board Society, who address¬
ed them. The subject of his discussion
was “The advantages of mastering the
fundamental principles of anatomy and
physiology.”
The final examination in pathology
for the second year will happen some
—

way,

you

time in March.

It

was

visable to extend the
weeks in order that

considered ad¬

course

for several

the students

will

have

ample time in the laboratory.
They now report at one o’clock on
Wednesdays and Thursdays.
On account of

some

mistake, Doctor

Biscoe’s anatomy

quiz was not post¬
poned last Saturday.
The ever-popular Dr. Barton, School
Inspector for the District, professor in
materia medica,

etc.,

etc.,

lectured to

Dr. Magruder’s Therapeutics

class

one

He asked

a

a

We would advise that the

doctor insist that his

Medical students
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patients

swear

off

,

Dr. McGee’s minor surgery lecture
posted to begin at eleven o’clock at the
Georgetown Hospital never does begin
until at least fifteen minutes past, al¬
though the whole class is in attendance
at that hour.
The doctor was displeased
the other day because all the class was
not present at his lecture.
All the class
was present at eleven o’clock, but strange
to say they cannot afford to hang around
a hospital waiting for something to hap¬
pen.
They have other things to do.
We wonder if Mr. R. B. Regan and

Doctor Motter have

come

to

an

under¬

standing yet concerning “Weber’s

para¬

dox’’ !

Report has it that someone
with the Medical School was

connected
guilty of
rushing the season on the night of Feb¬
ruary 24th.
The man behind the mid¬
night lunch counter at Zieman’s de¬
scribed him as being short and fat, and
wearing a straw hat. Confess now, Mr.
Sweeny, was it you ?
On the evenings of February 25th,
26th and 27th Doctor Kinyam of New
York delivered an interesting series of
lectures upon “Immunity.” The lectures
were well attended
and much appreci¬
ated.
We

recognized a goodly number of
men participating in the big
on the 20th instant.
Every time a

the medical
meet
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medical

man

into prominence on

came

the field of action the rafters in old

con¬

vention hall re-echoed with the

George¬
sky-rocket yell—the yell which is
used only by the medicoes of the Uni¬
versity. It seemed as if the whole Med¬

town

ical

turned

School

brothers

out

cheer

to

their

Podge of 1904”
financial and

an

a success,

both from

a

artistic standpoint.

Notwithstanding Brother George AdeDooley Conrad Reid’g
dire prediction concerning the prob¬
ability of the Medical School’s being
furnished gratis with a fresh, unpickled
“subject,” we are happy to say that we
are still buzzing merrily
about the ears
of the “Sleeping Leviathan,” and that

Mother Goose-Mr.

we
nor

It

have neither been bitten
had

our

would

on

brains dashed out

the

arm

as

yet.

perusal of last
month’s second year Law School notes
that we are not the only unfortunate
whose

seem

upon

of

sense

ated his

sense

humor

devoted

to

has

obliter¬

of the fitness of

Brother Reid’s whole
be

an

column

things.

seems

second

DENTAL

DEPARTMENT.

Since the issue of the

February Jour¬
Chapter of the Psi
Omega Fraternity has been installed in
our
department.
The Psi Omega is
wholly a dental fraternity and has chap¬
ters in all the best dental colleges in the
nal

the Beta Theta

country.
It has been the desire of the students
for several years to
in a fraternity as it

obtain membership
tends to bring the
members of the profession closer to¬
gether in their college as well as their
after practice.
While no permanent
meeting place has yet been arranged, the
Georgetown chapter is under great obli¬
gation to the Columbian Dental Depart¬
ment Chapter, not
only for the use of
their

but also for their aid in

rooms

helping to make and install the chapter
at Georgetown.
*

*

*

*

to

explanation of' why

he does not chronicle the events of the
year class instead of editing a
supplement to the Journal under
a
false name.
We do not deny that
Brother Reid’s column is delightfully
amusing. It is “deuced clever” and we
enjoy reading it—except when his “fun¬
niness” is directed at us—but why not
give such good reading a more prom¬
inent place in the Journal? Why not

comic

it belongs
hiding such a light under a
bushel amid the university notes? Be¬
fore he knows it Brother Reid may find
himself behind the bars charged with
“False pretences.”
J. A. Gannon, ’06.
instead of

to

victory.
These are busy days for the photo¬
graphers about the Medical School. The
different classes are being photographed
and doing their best to make the “Hodge
on

put it among the fiction where

The dental
lished for

a

dispensary has been estab¬

month and the

which it has met

success

with

far has surpassed

so

the hopes that were, at first, entertained
for it.
Under Dr. Garobedian many an un¬
fortunate sufferer has been relieved and
the
to

people of the locality
respond very readily.
*

The Seniors

*

are

*

are

beginning

*

again attending the

GEOkGETOWN college journal.

Pathology lectures. There were hopes
that they would be exempt from the
Pathological laboratory, but no arrange¬
ments have been made that

could

excuse

them.
*

*

*

*

Many of the students accepted the in¬
vitation of Dr. Bowles to be present at
the clinics of the Southern Division of
the National Dental

Association, held at

the Columbian

University Dental Depart¬
on Feb. 22, 23, and 24,
and were very much interested, besides
getting a good many new ideas.
Foremost among the clinics was an
operation on the Antrum of Hvmore, by
building

ment

Dr. Brown, Dean of the Iowa

Dental

Dr. Brown’s lecture, as well
his skill was very interesting and in¬

College.
as

structive.
Bro. McConell acted

subject for
gold fillings and in
consequence walked off with a handsome
gold filling and now wears the “Smile
one

of the clinics

that won’t

come

as

a

on

off.”
jjc

of
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poetic turn, and therefore we have
impulse to do this. But the fact re¬
mains, spring is here and with it a be¬
ginning of outdoor sports. Baseball be¬
gan about the first of the month; the
details we leave to the Athletic Editor,
who is supposed to know more about
those things than one in our position;
and in baseball we have something that
will replace the monotony of the winter
months, during the rest of the school
year.
In a few weeks the Crew and
the Track Team will begin outdoor work,
a

no

and

then

will be

spring and

on

*

Before

summer

athletics

in earnest.
*

*

*

chronicle of
we wish to
tender our most humble apologies to Mr.
Charles Colden Miller, 1904, of the Dis¬
events

beginning

of

trict of

the

our

past month,

Columbia, for

last issue, which, in

tion, he has called to

an

error

in

our

righteous indigna¬

attention. The
February 7 was won by the
aforesaid Mr. Miller, instead of by Mr.
O’Brien, as we stated.
our

debate of

,

We
a

were

honored

on

February

24

by

visit from Dr. Belford and Dr. Lowe,

of the Columbian

University Dental De¬

THE

The outlook

PHILODEMIC.

in Philodemic circles at

present is more promising than at any
time

partment.
*

*

*

*

Dr. Kleberg,

’03, paid us a short visit
we enjoyed the few mo¬
pleasant company.
—L. Cassell, ’05.

last month and
ments of his

COLLEGE NOTES.

Perhaps if we were of a poetic turn,
first impulse would be to welcome
spring, which is now full upon us; but
perhaps it is our misfortune—we are not

our

IN

during the past two years. The
meeting of February 28 was given over
to a general discussion of the present
condition of the society; while it seemed
the general opinion that the present
members were doing their part to pro¬
mote the general well-being of the so¬
ciety, it was also the common opinion
that the future of the Philodemic would
be far from safe if there
.ease

in the

of 1905

was

not an in-

representation of the classes
and 1906 in the society ; the ma-
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jority of the present members
iors, and it

are

Sen¬

foreseen that unless the

was

membership from the under-classes was
increased the society of next year would
not be large enough to maintain the posi¬
tion of the Pkilodemic.

fore decided to make
increase

a

It

was

there¬

determined effort

the

roll, from among the
members of the Junior and Sophomore

to

classes.
The

resolution

“That ultimate

for

February

14 was

victory for Japan in her

conflict with Russia would be

more

ben¬

have been issued

by the Pkilodemic So¬
ciety. The debate, as has been already
announced, will take place in Gaston
Flail, on the evening of Wednesday,
March

16.

The debate
and

the

awarded to Mr. Miller,
favored the negative

was

decision

side.
At the

meeting of March 6 the ques¬
debate was, “Resolved, That
Japan was justified in her action in
commencing hostilities before a formal
tion

for

declaration

of

war.”

The

affirmative

speakers were Messrs. Grima, ’04, La.,
and Shepard, ’04, D. C.
The first nega¬
tive

was

absent

The

second

on

account

of

illness.

’05, Cal.

negative was Mr. Parrott.
Mr. Beary was critic. Mr.

Grima

voted the best individual de¬

bater;

was

the debate

was

awarded to the

Messrs.

are

Stephen W. H. Desmond, ’04, Mass.,
and Don Carlos Ellis, ’04, D. C., affirma¬
tive, and Messrs. J. Z. Miller, III, '04,
Tex., and Alfred Grima, ’04, La., nega¬
tive.
Mr. Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04, D. C,,
President of the Pkilodemic, will preside.
The judges for the debate have not been
announced at this writing.
*

eficial to the United States than ultimate

victory for Russia.” It was debated by
Messrs. Lusk, ’04, and Pendergast, ’05,
for the affirmative, and Messrs Fov, ’04,
and J. Z. Miller, ’04, for the negative.
Mr. Shepard, ’04, the critic, voiced the
opinion of the society when he said that
the debate was not as good as might rea¬
sonably be expected in the Pkilodemic.

The debaters

*

*

*

INTERCOLLEGIATE DEBATE.

The Pkilodemic

Society announces that
completed arrangements with the
Philolexian Society of Columbia Uni¬
versity, New York city, for a debate to
be held at Washington on the evening
of Friday, April 15. It is agreed that
the question shall be selected by George¬
town, and that Columbia shall have
choice of sides ; that the judges shall be
named by Georgetown, with the stipula¬
tion, however, that none of the judges
shall be in any way connected with either
university, and that they shall be ac¬
ceptable to both societies.

it has

In

accordance with this

agreement,

the Pkilodemic has submitted the follow¬

ing question to the Philolexian:
Resolved, That in the present war be¬
tween Japan and Russia, Japan is justi¬
fied in her
Further

aggression.
details will be

given in

our

next issue.

affirmative.

THE SODALITY.

In
MERRICK

Invitations to the

DEBATE.

twenty-ninth annual
Debating Medal

contest for the Merrick

our

last issue

wre

noted

at some

length that the Sodality of the Immacu¬
late Conception, of Georgetown College
is preparing to celebrate the fiftieth an-
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mversary of the declaration of the dogma
of the Immaculate Conception, on

pi;, by contribution to make this celebration
De-^fj worthy of the college and the occasion,

cember 8 next.

The

personnel of the *;
Arrangements for the cel- :
ebration, as announced by the Director
of the Sodality, Rev. Father Conway,
is as follows: Chairman, J. Z. Miller,
’04; Secretaries. Harry V. A. Carlin,
’04, and Francis M. Foy, ’04; Messrs.
John Parrot, ’05, and Robert J. Pendergast, ’05; James E. Morgan, ’06, and
Harlow Pease, ’06; and John McH.
Stuart. .’07, and Francis Kernan, ’07.
The following letter has been ad¬
dressed by the President of the Univers¬
ity to all former Prefects of the Sodality,
and one of like import will be addressed
Committee

to

on

all other former officers and members

:

Georgetown University,
March

1,

1904.

Georgetown College celebrates a dou¬
Jubilee this year, the hundredth an¬
niversary of the restoration of the So¬
ciety of Jesus, which began its new life
in Georgetown College in 1804, and the
golden jubilee of the Immaculate Con¬
ception of the Blessed Virgin Mary, pro¬
claimed on the 8th of December, 1854.
It was under this title that the Sodality
was founded here towards the beginning
of the last century.
It is only proper
that the oldest Sodality of Mary Immac¬
ble

ulate in the United States should take

a

foremost

place in the celebration of this
Jubilee, ordered by our Holy Father
Pius X. Therefore do we appeal to you,
as

one

of

our

honored Prefects

past, than which there is

in the

no more hon¬
students, that
you will aid us by every means in your
power, by advice, by encouragement and

orable office among our

It is our desire that all the expenses of
the great celebration on the 8th of December next should be borne by members
of the Sodality, past and present. Your
presence at the reunion of the Sodality,
in your place of honor in the sanctuary,
among the former Prefects, on the 8th
of December, will add much to the glory
of the jubilee celebration.
Eloping to
hear from you soon, I remain,
Yours

sincerely,

(Signed)

Jerome Daugherty, S. J.,
Georgetown University.
As far as could be learned by the com¬
mittee, there are but thirty-one of the
former prefects now living.
These, to¬
gether with the year in which they held
Pres.

office, are as follows: Richard H. Clarke,
N. Y., ’45, Chas. B. Kenny, Penna., ’56,
Tallmadge A. Lambert, Wis., ’61, Thom¬
as M.
Herran, U. S. of Colombia, ’62,
Robert M.

Douglas, Ill., ’65, Eugene D.
Brady, Del., ’69, Francis A. Cunning¬
ham, Penna., ’70, James F. Tracey, ’71,
John G. Agar, La., ’73, Thomas P. Ker¬
nan, N. Y., ’76, John N. Fleetwood, La.,
'77, Conde B.' Pollen, Md., ’79, Daniel
U. Fowler, Wis., ’80. William L. Mc¬
Laughlin, S. D., ’81, Francis A. Brogan,
Kan., ’82, John R. Slattery, Mass., ’84,
Alphonsus J. Donlon, N. Y., ’85, Thomas
V. Bolan, Penna., ’87, Jeremiah M.
Prendergast, Minn., ’88, William G. McKechine, Mass., ’89, Patrick H. O’Don¬
nell, Ind., ’91, Patrick J. Carlon, N. Y.,
’92, William A. O’Donnell, Penna., ’93,
Edward J. Tobin, Cal., ’94, Francis X.
Delaney, N. Y., ’96, William J. O’Leary,
N. Y., ’97, Harry R. Gower, D. C., ’97,
F.

James A. O’Shea, N. Y., ’98, John E.
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Laughlin, Penna., 99, Michael J. Walsh,
Penna., '00, Joseph T. Lynch, Mass., ’oi.
We are very gllad to note that the
Reverend Minister, Father Brownrigg,
the Reverend Treasurer, Father Becker,
and Rev. L. Eugene Ryan, all of whom

have been confined to the

able

to

be about

yet taken up
regular duties.

not

infirmary, are
again, though they have
the performance of their

—Francis M. Foy, ’04.

WITH THE OLD BOYS.
The tenth annual reunion of the Phil¬

adelphia Society of the Georgetown Uni¬
versity Alumni took place at the Uni¬
versity Club, 1510 Walnut street, Feb¬
ruary 29.
Prior to the dinner the busi¬
ness
meeting was held and the follow¬
ing officers elected for the ensuing year:
President, Anthony A. Hirst; vice-president, William V. McGrath, Jr.; secre¬
tary and treasurer, Francis A. Cunning¬
ham ; executive committee, John W. Hallahan, John I. Brady and James M. Willcox.

When this association

was

formed

Mr. Hirst and Mr. Mc¬
Grath were chosen as president and sec¬
retary and it was the unanimous wish
of the members that at the beginning of
the
second
decade
these
gentlemen
should again assume charge.
The retiring president, Dr. Ernest La¬

ten years ago,

place, presided at the banquet, and acted
as
toast-master.
On his right sat the
Reverend President of the University,
Fr. Jerome Daugherty, S. J., and on his
left Rev. James A. Doonan, S. J., former
Father

Daugherty responded to
“Georgetown University;”
Father Doonan. “The Old Boys,” and
Mr. Anthony A. Hirst, “Our Tenth Re¬

rector.

the

toast

union."

A number of other members

called upon
with the singing
were

of

and the reunion closed
of the inspiring “Sons

Georgetown.”
The Reverend Rector of the Univers¬

ity announced that December 8th next
would be fittingly observed at the col¬
lege. The Apostolic Delegate will pre¬
side over the exercises, and a most cor¬
dial
old

invitation

was

extended to all the

boys to be present. The day will be
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observed not

only as the fiftieth anni¬
versary of the promulgation of the dog¬
ma of the Immaculate Conception, but
also the hundredth anniversary of the
restoration of the Jesuit Order, an event
rendered more dear to Georgetown men
because it was Georgetown College that
was

the the

scene

of the restoration.

A

pleasant feature of the evening of
the reunion was the exchange of visits
between Georgetown and Bucknell alum¬
ni who were dining on the same floor.
Those present were: Rev. Jerome
Daugherty, S. J., Dr. Ernest I^aplace,
A. A. Hirst, LL.D., J. W.
Hallahan,
William J. Hirst, J. Ashton Devereux,
William McAleer, Jr., Thomas Bolan,
Dr, Joseph M. Spellissy, M. D., John H.
McAleer, Joseph L. McAleer, Dr. Her¬
bert Bolan, Dr. Thomas, D. J. Gallager,
William V. McGrath, Jr., Rev. Cornelius
Gillespie, S. J., Rev. James A. Doonan,
S. J., James M. Willcox.
Theodore Dissel, ’02, who is studying
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The

Journal for April will contain
the meeting of the New
York Society of Georgetown University
Alumni, held during the latter part of
the past month.
“Anthony A. Hirst, Esq., has been
account of

an

elected solicitor

for

the Beneficial Sav¬

ing Fund Society.”—Catholic Standard
and Times, Philadelphia.
serious

A
a

mistake which

confusion of

names

arose

from

found its way into

last issue of the

Journal, in the an¬
Eugene S.
Ives, of the class of ’78. We are happy
to state that the notice
was
entirely
wrong, save for the estimate of Mr. Ives’
abilities, of whose success and intellec¬
tual powers too much cannot be said.
Mr. Ives is at present living in Arizona,
being one of the most prominent men in
law
and politics,
and, according to

our

nouncement

of the death of

an

enthusiastic

one

of the

was

new

admirer,

he

will

be

Senators when Arizona

admitted into the Union.

We

can

of slight

naval architecture at the Massachusetts

only wish him in

Institute of

Technology, visited the col¬
lege during the past month.
W. H. Byrnes, Jr., ’03, who is at Tulane
Law School, is maintaining his reputation
as a
prize winner. In a recent competi¬

sation rtad multos annos.”

tion he

mainly to Mr. Andrew J. Shipman, ’78,
of New York, a classmate of Mr. Ives.’)

was

chosen from

a

number of

candidates to deliver the Founder’s

oration, which is

one

Day
of the highest scho¬

lastic honors at Tulane.

way

compen¬
The class of

’78, though getting pretty small does
down too fast, how¬
in the chronicle of events.
(We

not want to be cut
ever,
are

indebted

for

the

—M.

above

correction

J. Keleher, ’04.
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ATHLETICS.
The indoor

meet on

the twentieth of

heartbreaker for George¬
long-expected chance for the
relay team to show its tricks was given
and acepted handily but Dame Fortune
did not see fit to stay with us longer than
half the race, siding with the sons of
Eli when the time for victory came.
The Cornell-Columbia race had brought
the spectators from their seats, a couple

February

was a

The

town.

of

falls followed bv remarkable bursts

of

speed almost enabling the

men from
the distance lost, and
gave a chance to see how fickle are the
gods of sport. But the next race capped
the climax.
Sullivan and Long left the
mark together, circled the tract without
change, clipping, off the distance faster
than any of the foregoing pairs. With
a
grand effort the Yale man gave his
relief a short lead of two yards, taking

Ithaca

to make up

them

from

Sullivan

in

the last two

strides.

Captain Clapp shot away with
McCarthy fast after him and by the
end of the first lap the Georgetown run¬
ner was well abreast the Yale man. They
touched the third

runner

almost simul¬

taneously and Capt. Reilly was expected
to perform his usual feat of giving a
lead to his relief.
the half mile
'

Parsons had been in

shortly before but

ran

well

and at the turn of the second stretch the
runners were

shoulder

to

shoulder. The

the vantage point and in his
effort to reach the level track before his

corner

was

opponent Reilly stumbled and fell, slid-
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ing down the high corner and under the
ropes. The Yale man ran like a
and when poor old Joe regained his

de’er

feet
far down the
stretch. Game to the core, though, Reilly
went after him, and with his best could
give Mulligan no less than twenty yards
to make up. The Brown prep, boy went
around the track like old Captain Hol¬
land but Johnston had too much steam
Eli’s

representative

and start to let
than

was

our

man

recover

more

fraction of the distance lost.

a

We

The mile

run

was

a

307-

surprise.

Alex. Grant and Stewart

on

With

scratch the

expected to go to one of them.
Hopkins here took a hand and finished
one two.
Jones, of N. Y. A. C., over¬
stepped his field and the TTigh jump was
race was

his

with

The
events

of

ease.

thirteen

relay races and twelve
afiforded two hours and a quarter

good sport

all—even
teams.

as

will be attested

members

of the

class

>v

relay

The summary:

shall do better at

Philadelphia.
The relay, however, was not the last
of Yale’s honors.
This contingent of
five men seemed to have its winning
shoes on and began to take the prizes
with the first event.
Torrey went
through the handicap sprints in good
style and wound up the finals in first
place. Duffey was a bit disappointing
in this race. The handicaps given other
starters were liberal enough for the first
heat to be

Duffey

dead

a

one.

The finals found

in the ruck, completely out
of the running.
In the invitation fifty
though the champion showed the col¬
legians he is still in good shape and
handily took the event from Torrey,
Seitz and Sears in the record breaking
away

50 yards (novice)—Finals, E. J. Wade, G.
U., first; S. S. Hempstone, B. H. S., second;
A. Osgood, W. H. S., third.
Time, 0:054-5.
50 yards, open; handicap—First heat, J. F.
Sullivan, G. U., first; L. Robertson, Thir¬
teenth
Regiment, second.
Time, 0:054-5.
Second heat—D. Torrey, Yale, first; C. J.
Seitz, G. U. (7), second.
Time, 0:052-5.
Third heat—A. F. Duffy, G. U. (2 feet behind

line), and E. J. Wadie, G. U. (7), dead heat.
Time, 0:054-5. Fourth heat—C. L. Hershall,
M. A. C., first; J. H. Doyle, G. U. (7), sec¬
ond.
Time, 0:054-5.
Finals—D. Torrey.
Yale (1 foot), first; J. F. Sullivan, G. U.,
second; E. J. Wade, G. U. (7), third. Time,
o

:os 3-5.

approval. With Torrey second in
this, Clapp and Johnson finished one

yards ; scholastic—First heat, H. Fletch¬
W. H. S. (5), first. Time, 0:054-5. Sec¬
ond heat, S. F. Kent, C. H. S. (6), firs>\
Time, 0:054-5.
Third heat—R. C. Miller.
W. H. S. (6), first.
Time, 0:054-5. Fourth
heat—T. W. Newton, G. P. (1), first. Time,
0:054*5Finals— S. F. Kent, C. H. S. (6),
first; R. C. Miller, W. H. S. (6), second;
H. Fletcher, W. H. S(5), third.
Time,

two in the hurdles.

o

time of five and two-fifths seconds.

record

is

with

now

The

the A. A. U.

for

Georgetown varied things by taking
both novice races, Wade winning

the
fifty. McGettigan and George finishing
one

mile

two in the six hundred.

went

to

Parsons

The half

Lorando,

Georgetown coming second.

of

50

er,

:os 3-5.

600 yards (novice)—F. L. McGettigan, G.
U., first; I. George, N. Y. M. C. A., second;
T. H. Wiltshire, B. L. S., third.
Time,
1:ii

i-5-

Georgetown Preparatory Interclass Relay
Race—1905, H. Lux, E. Lawlor, F. J. Gately, and T. Newton, first; 1904, R. Kelly, Van
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Lindsley, L. Moran, and G. Mudd, second;
1906, third. Time, 1120 2-5.
Junior Relay Race—Boys’ Latin School,
first, I. M. C. A. “A,” second; Friends Select
School, third.
Time, 1:22 2-5.
Intercollegiate
Relay
Race—Georgetown
University Law School, first; Johns Hopkins,
second; Gallaudet, third.
Time, 3 -.42.
50 yards Invitation—Arthur
F.
Duffey,
Georgetown
University, first;
D. Torrey,
Yale, second; C. J. Seitz, G. U., third; Sears,
Cornell, fourth.
Time, 0:052-5.
880 yards run—C. B. Parsons, Yale, first;
S. J. Lorando, G. U., second; C. Vilsack,
Georgetown Preparatory School, third. Time,
2:15.

Hurdle Handicap—E. J. Clapp,
(scratch) first; W. Johnston, Yale (4),
second; J. E. Bayless, B. L. S. (9), third.
Time, 0:062-5.
440 yards Scholastic Handicap—M. C. McGuckin, Brown Preparatory School, first; T.
W. Perce, B. L. S. (9 yards), second; T. H.
Wiltshire, B. L. S., third.
Time, 0:56.
Junior Relay—Y. M. C. A. Central of Bal¬
timore,
first;
Franklin
School,
second;
third.
Time,
Georgetown
Prqparatorjy,
50

yards

Yale

1:22

Y.
more,

2:4 7 1-5.

Regimental Team Race—Thirteenth Regi¬
G., won by default from Com¬
pany B„ N. G. D. C.
440 yards run; open; handicap—Roy Quantrille. N. Y. M. C. A. (22 yards), first; F.
Yoder; G. U. (15 yards), second; G. B.
Gilbert, Johns Hopkins (20 yards), third.
Time, 0:57.
One-mile run; handicap—G. M. Griffith,
J. H. (45 yards), first; T. J. Campbell, J. H.
(60 yards), second; F. G. Porter, J. H. (70
yards), third. Time, 4:523-5.
Running High Jump; handicap—Sam Jones,
N. Y. A. C. (scratch), 6 feet 454 inches; Sematt, N. G. D. C. (7 inches), 5 feet 754
inches; W. G. Bettinger, St. Leo’s Gym¬
nasium (5 inches), 5 feet 5^ inches.
ment, N. Y. N.

C. A. Relay—West Branch, Balti¬
first; Washington Y. M. C. A., second

Time, 2:47.
Boat Club Relay—Potomac Boat Club, of
Washington, first; Arundel Boat Club of Bal¬
timore, second.
Time, 2:51.
Scholastic Relay—Baltimore City College,
Penn Charter, second; Georgetown
first;
Time, 2:47.
Prep., third.
Scholastic Relay—Jacob
Tome Institute,
first;
Brown Preparatory School, second
Time, 2:443-5.
16-pound shot-put; handicap—H. B. Stone,
J. H. (scratch) 37 feet 2 inches; Herman
Cramer, G. U. (2 feet), 34 feet 2^4 inches.
Scholastic Relay—Boys’ Latin School, first;
Western High School, second; High School
of Commerce,
New York, third. Time,
2:45 3-5-

Intercollegiate Relay—Columbia, first (run¬
Taylor, Adams, Kohler, Earle); Cor
nell, second (runners, Halleck, Sears, Over¬
man, Vannegut.)
Time 2:40.
Intercollegiate Relay—Yale, first (runners.
Long, Clapp, Parsons, Johnston); George¬
town, second (runners,
Sullivan, McCarthy.
Mulligan, Reilley.) Time, 2:351-5.
ners,

4-5.

Georgetown University Interclass Relay—
1905, first; 1906, second; 1907, third.
Time,

M.

The

Field

Track

and

management

takes this

opportunity to thank the mem¬
bers of the student body who so gener¬
ously gave their services during the
prepartion and actual running of the
games.

Much of the meet’s
the

success

is due to

personal sacrifices of the officials,

Entry, Reception, and Floor Commit¬
tees and to them

all interested

are

much

indebted.
*

*

^

*

Captain Morgan and Coach Moran
called their baseball men to the South
Field Wednesday, the second. The
weather has been too unfavorable to get
a

good line

The

on

the individual candidates.
result

abundance of catchers may

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE
in

good hitting outfield, as all surplus
good ones will be tried out there. With
Titus, Seitz and Drill, of last year’s
pitching staff, and half a dozen men to
pick from, this department will no doubt
be much stronger than last season.
Mo¬
ran remembers the work of Bach, White,
Kenna and Blewitt—old stars George¬
town used to rely upon with well-placed,
a

confidence—and if he
cloaks

over

men we

can

throw

the shoulders of this

shall have

a

their

year’s

most successful sea¬

son.

,The selection of Chas. V. Moran as
especially significant. The grad¬
uate coach system
is slowly gaining
coach is

ground and with the football season for
a sample, we can say that college sport
becomes better sport and approaches
its end when the services of pro¬
fessionals no matter in what connection
nearer

give

way to those of
who teach college men

real college men
college methods—
where sport should be sport and victory,
of course an end, but incidentally.
The baseball management

announces

that the Dartmouth and Brown games
have been cancelled owing to actions of
the institutions’ faculties.

jfc

The ice gorge in the Potomac is being
dislodged and by the fifteenth the 4-mile
course should be clear.
Coach Dempsey
has his shells ready for the water and
men will report at the
boat house as
soon

as

work

up

on

expects first-class Varsity and
Influence is now being

crews.

brought to bear upon the powers that
be to send the Juniors to Ithaca in May.
By all means urge the going.
—J. Z. M., III.
KNOCKS.

Foy—Francis Martin Foy (class kid.)
Mamma’s Boy, Papa’s Joy, George¬
town’s Toy, the Bureau of Information;
keeps Carroll Hall and the world sup¬
plied with the. news through the medium
of the famous
Pitchbarrel
Screamer;
young and verdant, but will grow up
some day and be a
help to his mother;
an authority on
parliamentary law, cur¬
rent

events

and coal.

the machines is

dis¬

Thirty-five men now make
the squad, and frcm them Captain

Member of the

Union.
*

Carlin
erie ;

*

*

*

(Shorty)—The

the biggest little

merry menag¬

in George¬
Walking delegate for the Union.
Unacquainted with the joys of insomnia.
Apt at repartee. Makes him sick to ride
on the street cars.
Has a pull and knows
man

town.

how to work it.
*

The Carlisle

Indian game also is off and our chance
to even the football defeat is gone.

continued.

Bremon
Junior
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The short of it.
*

*

*

Connolly, J. W. (Stunsy)—An adept
four-flushing. A philos¬
opher whose strong point is begging the
question. Author of “Pursued by Sav¬
ages.” The coming man of Massachu¬
setts, but he has a mighty long way to
in the art of

come.
*

*

*

*

O’Brien—An unrivalled generator
caloriferous

ozone.

of

