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Hmmaculate Conception
“Quare . . , auctoritate Domini Nostri

Jesu Christi, beatorum Apostolorum Petri
et Pauli, ac nostra, declaramus, pronuntia-
mus et definimus: Doctrinam quae tenet
beatissimam Virginem Mariam in prime
instanti suae conceptionis fuisse, singulari
omnipotentis Dei gratia et privilegio, intui¬
tu meritorum Christi Jesu, Salvatoris hu-
rnani generis, ab omni originalis culpae
labe praeservatim immunem, esse a

Deo revelatam atque idcirco ab omnibus
fidelibus firmiter constanterque creden-
dam. ”—Ex Bulla Dogmatica Pii Papae IX.

“Wherefore ... by the authority
of our Lord Jesus Christ, of the blessed
Apostles Peter and Paul, and our own, we

declare, pronounce, and define that the doc¬
trine, to the effect that the Blessed Virgin

Mary by a singular favor and privilege
from Almighty God, in virtue of the mer¬

its of Jesus Christ, the Saviour of man¬

kind, was, in the first instant of her con¬

ception, preserved exempt from all stain
of original sin, has been revealed by God
and must therefore be firmly and constant¬

ly believed by all the faithful.”—From the
Dogmatic Definition of Pope Pius IX.
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THE DEFINITION AND THE DOGMA.

On the eighth day of December, eight¬
een hundred and fifty-four, Pope Pius IX
defined the dogma of the Immaculate Con¬
ception of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Moth¬
er of God. To-day the entire Catholic
Church throughout the world is celebrat¬
ing the jubilee of that event. The defini¬
tion was not the addition of a new doc¬
trine to Christian truth, nor did it denote a
new revelation made to man. It was the
authoritative declaration to the Christian
world that this truth was revealed to the

Apostles in Christ and contained in the
body of truth preached by them for our
belief. The Catholic position on the rule
of faith is briefly this: All Christians are
bound to believe with divine faith all and

only those truths which were revealed in
Christ to the Apostles and contained in the
body of truth by them preached for the be¬
lief of mankind. The proximate norm of
what has been revealed to them is both
the inspired written word of God and the
authenticated tradition—down the line of

teaching pastors and believing faithful of
the Church—of the body of truth preached
by the Apostles as revealed. The remote
norm, the canon of authenticity of the
tradition, as well as of the meaning of
their respective statements, is the living
authority of the Church, Christ’s social
organization for the guidance and govern¬
ment of its citizens unto faith and salvation.
This authority, given and secured from
error by Christ, reposes in the body of the
Bishops of the Church under their head,

e Sovereign Pontiff, in such wise that its
. se requires the confirmation of the
Pontiff, who for his part is also of him¬

self competent to make the determination
of the authenticity and meaning of Chris¬
tian revelation. In the exercise of this
function Pope Pius IX rendered an au¬
thoritative decision for the Church, that the
Immaculate Conception of the Blessed Vir¬
gin was a doctrine revealed in Christ to the
Apostles contained in the body of truth
preached by them, and handed down to us
implicitly in the Scripture and explicitly in
tradition. That decision is binding upon all
Catholic believers.

In that decision the Pontiff likewise de¬
clared the doctrine to mean that “the
Blessed Virgin Mary, by a singular favor
and privilege from Almighty God, in vir¬
tue of the merits of Jesus Christ, the Sa¬
viour of mankind, was in the first instant
of her conception preserved exempt from
all stain of original sin.” For a further
understanding of the meaning of this, we
must recall that God’s decree of attainder

passed upon our First Parent in Eden for
his disobedience worked “corruption of
blood” to the last generation of the chil¬
dren of Adam, so that they were each and
all to be born with the stain of original
sin. The moral condition in which Adam
found himself after his sin and as a conse¬

quence thereof was the condition in which
all his descendants should be born—-nay,
should begin their existence after concep¬
tion, after the union of soul and body in
the mother’s womb. The nature which he
transmitted was thus defiled; this is the
law of descent of original sin.

This act of attainder, however, con
tained one exception, foreseen and rore-
made by the Maker of the decree. That
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was the Blessed Virgin Mary, Mother of
our Lord Jesus Christ. This was a privi¬
lege, for she was exempted from the opera¬
tion of the law. This was a favor, because
it was an especial free grant of God. This
was a singular favor and privilege, because
it was unqiue, she was the only one of those
who descended from the seed of man thus
favored and exempt. She alone from the
moment of union of her body and soul,
from the instant her nature began its ex¬
istence in the womb of her mother, was
stainless, free of the taint of original sin.

Now in the economy of redemption
there is none saved but by the blood of
Christ, none recovered from sin but
through the merits of Jesus. He is the
Saviour of all mankind, of the whole hu¬
man race. Mary His Mother is saved by
Him, even as Abraham and the Patriarchs
before her. Her immunity, therefore, from
original sin is the fruit of His blood, the re¬
ward of His merits. As, through the re¬
demption of us all by Christ, the just who
died before the birth of our Redeemer had
been cleansed of their sins, original and
actual, by the merits of Jesus, not yet

achieved, but by anticipation allowed, so
too, the freedom of His Blessed Mother
from original sin was conceded, as it had
been decreed, because of the merits of her
Redeeming Son, thus by anticipation realiz¬
ing part of their award. Mary, then, was
preserved immaculate by the blood of
Jesus, yet to be shed for her as for all
mankind, though in her case it worked a
unique effect in the application of its mer¬
its. The one exception in the decree of at¬
tainder passed upon the race of Adam was
merited by the crucifixion of our Redeemer,
which was yet to be.

This, then, is the meaning of the doctrine
defined by Pope Pius IX to have been re¬
vealed in Christ to His Apostles, contained
in Ihe body of truth preached by them, and
preserved unto our time in Scripture and
tradition, to wit: “That the Blessed Virgin
Mary, by a singular favor and privilege
from Almighty God, in virtue of the merits
of Jesus Christ, the Saviour of mankind,
was, in the first instant of her conception,
preserved exempt from all stain of origi¬
nal sin.” C. M., S. J.

B ipva^et*.
Not for contentment or for ease of soul.

Not even for love, I pray:
Not that my eyes may see the goal

That lies in my destined way.

Grant me, O God, a soul of fire;
Give me a heart to bear

The ache and pain of vain desire;
To struggle and not despair.

Martin F. Douglass.
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MARIA IMMACULATA.

I.

How may 1 sing, unworthy I,
Our Lady’s glorious sanctity?
She whose celestial shoon
Rest on the horned moon

In Heaven’s highest galaxy;
She whom the poet sang of old
In that rare vision told
In soft Tuscan speech of gold,
The spotless sppuse and mother-maid.
The goodliest sapphire in Heaven’s floor

inlaid,
Around whom wheels the circling flame
Of the rapt seraph breathing Mary’s name,
While choir to choir replies
In growing harmonies
Through all the glowing spheres of Para¬

dise,
Till universal Heaven’s glad estate
Rings jubilation to their queen immaculate.

II.

Ah me! Unworthy I to sing
The stainless mother of my King,
My King and Lord,
The Incarnate Word.
Heaven itself comprest
Within her virgin breast!
How may my faltering rhyme
Sing of Eternity in time,
Omnipotence in human frailty exprest,
Our earthly garden fragrant with celestial

thyme.
What Muse, though great Urania guide her

flight,
May dare the sacroscant and awful height
Of that mysterious sublime
Within the secret counsels of the Infinite!

Omniscience there supreme and sole
Clasps the beginning and the whole
Of love beyond created sight,
Uncreate and quintessential light!
Before the splendor of that ray
Cherub and seraph fall away
Dazzled and broken by excess
Of overpowering blessedness,
Yet panting for the fullness of the bliss
That breathes consuming fire from love’s

unkenned abyss.
Not through that fiery sphere my way,
But here where shines the veiled day,
The flames of mystery insteeped
In this our mortal clay;
Tor in her maiden breast asleep
Lies all the love of Heaven’s deep,
The holy circle of her zone
Incarnate love’s terrestrial throne.

III.

The great archangel veils his face
Before her: “Hail, full of grace!”
And Heaven is clasped of earth;
While all the circling spheres with all their

choirs
Around her wheel seraphic fires.
Eden rises to its second birth;
Again the prime estate
Of man is renovate,
And all the elder worth renewed in her

immaculate;
Virgin and spouse of Him
Who breathes the virtue of the Seraphim,
Virgin and mother of the Eternal Son,
Daughter, Virgin, Spouse in one!
The spotless mate of spotless dove,
The one great miracle of God’s Love,
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From all eternity the chosen bride,
Where Holiness untainted might abide;
Save only her none, none
Exempt from sin’s dominion;
Save only her of Adam’s race
Or heavenly line, none full of grace;
On her alone, on her alone
The torrent of His love poured down
The deep abundance of its flood
Into the pure channels of her maidenhood,
The fleckless mirror of her grace
Reflecting back the beauty of His Face.

IV.

She looks with human eyes
Into the eyes of Paradise;
Upon her virgin breast the Babe Divine
Gazes again into her eyne;
0 vanity of words to tell
The wonder of that spell,
The ravishment of bliss

Upwelling from the deep abyss
Of Love incarnate gazing in the eyes
Of His terrestrial paradise!
See Heaven within her arms,
Gathered against all harms,
Innocence by innocence addrest,
Virgin love by virgin love carest,
The sinless mother and the sinless Son.
For Heaven and earth to gaze upon!
Her living image on her knee,
0 the depths of her maternity!
Her God, her Infant at her breast,
0 Love beyond all utterance exprest,
The Eternal Word in virgin flesh made

manifest!

V.

Ye sons of Adam rejoice
With exultant voice!
Shake off your chains! Arise!
The ancient dragon has no power

O’er Jesse’s virgin flower,
And stricken ’neath a maiden’s sandal lies.
Nor may his venomed breath so much
As her garment’s outer margin touch;
And sin’s torrential flood,
That whelmed all Adam’s flesh and blood,
Its loathsome stream turns back
Before her footsteps’ radiant track.

VI.

Rejoice, children of men!
Behold again
Your flesh rejuvenate
In her immaculate!

Rejoice with exceeding joy,
For in her free from sin’s alloy
Your renovated race

In plenitude of grace
Dare look again unshamed upon its Mak¬

er’s Face!
Chosen to bear the Eternal Word,
In her your more than dignity restored;
In her the more than golden worth
Of Eden’s prime when Heaven was linked

with earth;
Unstained by Adam’s guilty forfeiture,
In her your long corrupted flesh made

pure;
For of her flesh of flesh and bone of bone,
Eternal Love builds up His stainless throne!

VII.

Rejoice and be glad this day!
In jubilation lay
Your tribute at her feet,
Spotless and most meet,
The mystic rose of Jesse’s root,
To bear the heavenly fruit;
Wisdom’s seat and Heaven’s gate,
Our surest advocate,
Mother of God immaculate!
Be glad, O Adam’s clay,
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Be glad this happy day.
And with accordant voice acclaim
Our spotless Lady’s stainless fame;
Be ye exceeding glad and sing
The mother of our King.
And though unworthy be my strain,
She is too tender not to deign
To lend a gracious ear
To this her children’s humble prayer:

Mother of Mercy, hear!
Mother whose face is likest His,
Who our Redeemer is,
Grant us one day to share
Thy happiness in gazing on His Face,
Who found thee without spot and full of

grace!

CONDE B, PALLEN.

THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION IN ENGLISH VERSE.

Literature is borne along irresistibly on
the wings of poetic genius toward beauty
and truth. They are the loadstar, attract¬
ing to themselves the homage of man’s
highest mode of expression. The poet’s
mind is like a mirror or crystal lake, reflect¬
ing back the images cast upon it. If he sees
beauty in a theme, if its perfection and
truth appeal to his intellect, his song re¬
echoes them all. His heart burns with
noble and exalted sentiments, his spirit is
enkindled with enthusiastic zeal for all that
is lovely and fair, his whole being is in
search of truth, even though his will refuses
to follow the way that he himself illum¬
ines, even though corruption and moral
decay surround the bright flames burning
in his h£art. It is not surprising, then, to
find that the poets of every clime and every
age since the establishment of Christianity,
have celebrated the virtues of the Blessed

Virgin Mary, the fairest of the fair, the
most beautiful of all creatures. As art
would be impoverished without its Ma¬
donna, and music without the “Ave
Maria ” deprived of a treasured charm, so

literature, without Mary, would lose some
of the choicest gems of poetic inspiration.
Scarcely is there a great poet who
has not eulogized her. Dante has
given her the homage of fair Italy,
Schiller the praise of the Germans, and
many other beacon lights of literature have
laid their laurels at her feet. Nor has our

own tongue failed to do her its share of
honor. Our verse abounds in praises of
Our Lady. Poets great and small have
written of her glories. Chaucer, Dryden,
Tennyson, Longfellow, Poe, Coleridge, and
a host of others have extolled her sweet¬
ness, and in that aspect in which she is
loveliest their praises have been most high.

With such a vast field around us, we
shall confine ourselves to a consideration
of those works which, united with true
poetic achievement, have Mary, seen in her
purest robes, as their principal theme; that
is, those in which can be seen the declaration
that she was conceived without the taint of

original sin.
The Blessed Virgin is beautiful in her

maidenhood, she is fair and true in her urp
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tainted motherhood, but in her Immaculate
Conception she is beauty and truth itself.
Under every other aspect there is the pos¬
sibility, however remote, of stain, but, in
her chaste conception, every virtue becomes
identified with herself and, losing its indi¬
viduality, becomes personified,
“For she herself is honour,”
says Chaucer, in the prologue of the “Prior¬
ess’ Tale.” It is in Chaucer that we find,
for the first time in English verse, a poem
to Mary, mentioning her as being con¬
ceived immaculate. The period was early
and the doctrine, though thoroughly im¬
bedded in the hearts of the faithful, had not
as yet come into prominence. Hence the
thought, as expressed by Chaucer, seems, at
first, obscure, but by comparing passage
with passage we cannot fail to see the
purity of Mary’s first beginning shining
through the veil. After calling her the per¬
sonification of honor, a title which could
not be given if Mary had ever been dis¬
honored by the thraldom of Satan, he says:

“0 Mooder mayde! O Mayde mooder
free!

“0, bush unbrent, brenning in Moyses
syght.”

and then in his “A B C: or Priere de Notre
Dame,” explains his own figure of the
burning bush, thus:
“Moises that saugh the bush with flaumes

rede
Brenning. of which ther never a stikke

brende,
Was signe of thyn unwemmed maidenhede.
Thou art the bush on which ther gan de-

scende
The Holv Gost, the which that Moises

wende
Had ben a fyr, and this was in figure,”

Mary is here pictured as a stainless maiden
mother, whose unspotted maidenhood is
typified by the Bush of Moses, burning,

* yet unharmed by the flames. W. J. Blew
renders this last line:

“Burning, not burnt, pure figure of the
pure.”

It is evident that the bush unburnt repre¬
sents Mary’s soul untouched by sin. This
thought is still further intensified in the
first line of the next stanza, which reads:
“Noble princess that never hadest pere!”

St. John the Baptist being sanctified in
his mother’s womb, as Holy Scripture tells
us, was born without sin on his.soul, and
if, despite this great purity, Mary “never
hadest pere,” we are forced to go one step
beyond an immaculate birth and recognize
in the song of this, the father of our Eng¬
lish poetry, an eloquent tribute to the Im
maculate Conception of the
“Glorious Virgyne, of all floures flour.”

Passing over many other English bards
who sung of the Blessed Virgin, without
referring to her conception, we are
brought to the close of the fifteenth century
and find in a ballad of the early Scottish
poet, William Dunbar, this clear and mag¬
nificent tribute, which I quote, as modern¬
ized:

“O Empress high, Celestial Queen most
pure,

Eternal Princess, Flower immaculate,
Our sovereign help when we to thee repair,
Hail, Rose intact; hail, Maid inviolate,
That, with the Father, was predestinate
The Bairn and Maker of us all to bear,
Untouched with slightest soil of sinful state,
But, Virgin pure, more clear than crystal

fair.”

“O Blessed Rose; O Gem of Chastity,
O Well of beauty, of all goodness Store,
O Way of bliss, Flower of virginity,
O Fount of truth, O Star, ne’er darkened

o’er.”
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What could be more explicit! Here, for
the first time we see the Virgin’s sinless
conception, standing out in bold relief,
plain and unmistakable.

The viperous roots of the Protestant
Reformation had scarcely begun to spread
themselves when, as a spray of that im¬
mense wave of eloquent denial sweeping
over Christendom in defense of the sublime
doctrines of Catholicity and midst the
poetic galaxy of the Elizabethan age, came
a number of poems from the pens of Rob¬
ert Southwell, S. J., and Henry Constable,
championing the challenged loveliness of
our Queen. The Society of Jesus, ever
loyal to Mary, has, in the seven lyrics on
her life, by Robert Southwell, one of their
early representatives, a most fitting token
of their devotion. Among these the poem
on “Her Conception,” is of profound theo¬
logical value, yet crystallike in its trans¬
parency, reflecting from its brilliant depths
a thousand rays of purest light:

, “Our second Eve puts On her mortal
shroud,

Earth breeds a Heaven for God’s new

dwelling place;
Now riseth up Elias’ little cloud,
That growing shall distill the shower of

grace;
Her being now begins, who, ere she end.
Shall bring the good that shall our evil

mend.

)
“Both grace and nature did their force unite.
To make this Babe the sum of all their

best;
Our most, her least; our million but her

* mite— ■

She was at easiest rate worth all the rest.
What grace to men, or angels, God did

part,
Was all united in this Infant’s heart.

“Four only wights bred without fault are
named,

And all the rest conceived were in sin;
Without both man and wife was Adam

framed;
Of man, but not of wife, did Eve begin;
Wife without touch of man Christ’s

Mother was;
Of man and wife this Babe was bred in

grace.”
The wide comprehension in so small a

compass, combined with exquisite art,
makes the poem one of the choicest which
is dedicated to Mary Immaculate.

Henry Constable composed a series of
sonnets to Our Lady, the first of which
contains verses on our chosen theme, that
merits quoting:
“In that, O Queen of queens, thy birth was

free
From guilt, which others do of grace be¬

reave,
When in their mother’s womb, they life

receive,
God, as his sole-borne Daughter, loved

thee:
To match thee like thy birth’s nobility
He thee his Spirit for thy Spouse did leave.
Of whom thou didst his only Son conceive;
And so was linked to all the Trinity.”

It is strange that the Immaculate Con¬
ception does not occupy a more prominent
place in this golden period of literary
achievement. It was not a religious age,
however, and the bitter shafts pitted against
the Son seem to have held the Mother’s

praises in abeyance until a more welcom¬
ing time.

From the Elizabethan age we advance
into the period between 1613 and 1650,
when Richard Crashaw lived and wrote. In
his poem on “The Glorious Assumption,”
from his “Steps to the Temple,” the fol-
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lowing lines, though less adequately de¬
fined than some others we have considered,
nevertheless, in their personifications of
Our Lady’s heavenly whiteness, in their
intense superlatives, and in the unique and
lofty positions accorded her, bespeak far
more than a creature that ever suffered the

slightest taint:
“Hark! she is called, the parting hour is

come.

Take thy farewell, poor world, Heaven
must go home,

A piece of heavenly earth; purer and
brighter

Than the chaste stars, whose choice lamps
come to light her,

Whilst through the crystal orbs clearer
than they,

She climbs; and makes a far more milky
way.

She’s called. Hark, how the dear immor¬
tal Dove

Sighs to his silver Mate, ‘Rise up, my Love;
Rise up, my Fair, my Spotless One.”

Hi sf: >1* $ sjs

“Live our chaste Love, the holy Mirth
Of Heaven, the humble Pride of earth,
Live Crown of women, Queen of men;
Live Mistress of our song.”

She is indeed the Mistress of our Song.
No other woman has ever been lauded so

high, no other creature has ever received
such intense and universal praise in any
tongue, as she. And in nothing has she
received loftier honor, in nothing could she
be more exalted, than in the bright sun¬
shine of her stainless conception.

. Up to the eighteenth century, though
innumerable poets have mentioned Mary in
their works on other topics, comparatively
few have made the Immaculate Concep¬
tion the leading idea. From the middle
of the eighteenth century, however, and
the dawn of the resplendent nineteenth, the

opposite difficulty is presented of culling
the choicest flowers from the profuse
abundance that have blown. The time was

almost at hand when the doctrine which
had been cherished in the bosom of the
Church since its foundation was to be pro¬
claimed a dogma, and its advent was her¬
alded far and wide by the silver trumpets
of the poets for nearly a century in advance.
This sudden outburst of poetic devotion
to the Immaculate Conception has its cause
in the ripeness of the age. It was but the
bursting of the tree into blossom, but the
seed had been sown even before the birth
of Christ.

The first prominent representative of this
new era is probably Robert Southey, who
in Canto II, stanza 50, of his “Yeruti and
Monna,” writes:

“They served a Maid more beautiful than
tongue

Could tell, or heart conceive. Of human
race,

All heavenly as that Virgin was, she sprung;
But for her beauty and celestial grace,
Being one in whose pure element no trace
Had e’er inhered of sin or mortal stain.
The highest heaven was now her dwelling

place.”
Though the Immaculate Conception is

not the leading thought in this poem, she
occupies so prominent a place in it and its
excellence is so marked that a departure
from the bounds I have set for myself is
here justified.

In the same half century Mary Lamb
gives us these verses on a picture by Leon¬
ardo Da Vinci, called “The Virgin of the
Rocks,” simple, yet ending their sweet
brevity by an error which ignorance alone
may excuse:

“Maternal Lady with the virgin grace,
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Heaven-born thy Jesus seemeth sure,
And thou a Virgin pure.
Lady most perfect, when thy sinless face
Men look upon, they wish to be
Catholic, Madonna fair, to worship thee.”

Poor, perverted lady, though she recog¬
nizes in the “Heaven-born” Virgin a stain¬
less virginity and perfect sinlessness, must
cap this lovely thought with a sneer.
Would that, instead of misconstruing our
devotion as worship, she had opened her
mind to the light of truth.

Contemporaneous with these latter
twain, were two other non-Catholic au¬

thors, Percy Bysshe Shelley and William
Wordsworth, who, as they failed to pay
our Blessed Lady the reverence of their
souls, must, in their innate loftiness of
thought, at least accord her the homage of
th#k genius. Probably no other poem to
the Blessed Virgin in our language is so
widely and justly renowned as William
Wordsworth’s “Sonnet to the Virgin.”
Who has not admired those beautiful
words:

“Mother, whose virgin bosom was uncrost
With the least shade of thought to sin

allied;
Woman above all women glorified,
Our tainted nature’s solitary boast;
Purer than foam on central ocean tost
Brighter than eastern skies at daybreak

strewn
With fancied roses, than the unblemished

moon

Before -her wane begins on heaven’s blue
coast;

Thy image falls to earth.
Yet some I ween,

Not unforgiven a suppliant knee might
bend,

As to a visible power, in which did blend
All that was mixed and reconciled in thee
Of mother’s love with maiden purity,
Of high with low, celestial with terrene,”

Hardly an article is written on the Im¬
maculate Conception, hardly a eulogy is
pronounced upon her, which does not quote
that exquisite fifth verse, and the entire
sonnet is full of devout and deepest
thought.

In Shelley, on the contrary, intense and
vivid imagination is supreme and intellect
subservient. The image of Mary’s glory,
as expressed in the poet’s petition for his
song, from “Epispsychidion,” stands un¬
surpassed. Its magnificence and the grand¬
eur of its scope are awe inspiring. The. poet
of melancholy, ever in search of his ideal,
seems to realize it in the

“Seraph of Heaven, too gentle to be hu¬
man,

Veiling beneath that radiant form of
woman

All that is insupportable in thee
Of light and love and immortality:
Sweet Benediction in the eternal curse;
Veiled glory of this lampless universe;
Thou Moon beyond the clouds; thou liv¬

ing Form
Among the dead; thou Star above the

storm;
Thou Wonder and thou Beauty and thou

Terror;
Thou Harmony of nature’s art; thou

Mirror
In whom, as in the splendour of the sun,
All shapes look glorious which thou gazest

on.”

What could be more sublime! The
sweetness of our Lady is lost sight of in
her majesty, though how better could the
loveliness of her Immaculate Conception be
portrayed, than as the
“Sweet Benediction in the eternal curse.”

These lines can be read and reread and
the last reading will call forth more heart-
thrilling devotion and admiration than
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when their beauty first breaks forth. Meta¬
phor follows metaphor until the resulting
picture is dazzling.

Leaving England and Scotland for a
brief moment, let us extend our view to
Ireland where, in the “Irish Monthly,” of
Dublin, we come across “The Nightingale,”
by Gerald Griffin, prior to 1840, in which
he refers to Mary as

“Virgin, ever pure and ever blest,”
as she would be, only if never allied to sin,
even in her conception. So he addresses
her, in the same strain, “O sinless advo¬
cate”

A people’s literature is the expression of
its life. Its beliefs and traditions, its sen¬
timents and customs, every heartthrob is
transmitted to future generations by the
rhymes of its bards. So, in refutation of
those benighted individuals who claim that
the Church of Rome has added a new doc¬
trine to her creed, we have traced the course
of the Immaculate Conception through the
hearts of the Anglo-Saxon race, from the
time of Chaucer to the enunciation of the

dogma, five centuries later.
We stand at the eve of the glorious dog¬

ma’s promulgation. The air is now filled
with song. A hundred minor voices give
volume to the music of a score of more

prominent ones, declaring, not in hidden
metaphors, but in plain, bold truth, “Mary
was conceived immaculate.” To attempt
a contemplation of all of these would be,
here, beyond us, and we can but glance at
the few most prominent figures of the age,
who, though more mystical and therefore
less literal than the rest, as they are more
artistic, have the advantage of additional
charm as well as fame. Of these the

American poet, John Boyle O’Reilly, is,
perhaps, the most popular. He re-echoes
the strains of Wordsworth, when he says:

“Dear, honored name, beloved for human
ties,

But loved and honored first that one was

given
In living proof, to erring mortal eyes,
That our poor flesh is near akin to heaven
And again:
“Greater than angel, though of human

birth.”

The least of the angels in heaven could
not be less than a sin-marked soul.

Murillo’s picture, “The Immaculate Con¬
ception,” a copy of which graces our first
page, is beautifully described by our great
Irish-Catholic poet, Aubrey De Vere. How
near to God does Mary seem, how her
sanctity and peculiar sinlessness shines
forth in the last stanza!

“Child of Heaven.
The First-born, save thy Son, in those de¬

crees,
The Elect, the Immaculate, the Full of

Grace,
Which, for that Son’s sake, fenced thee

from his foe;
Foam-born from the seas of sanctity alone;
Tested in all the sanctities of God,
And borne—that six days’ work as yet un¬

wrought—
Above the heaving crests of things to be,
A Gift predestined, but a Gift reserved,
Say, must that foot which treads yon wan¬

ing orb,
Descend one day earth? It will not catch
Her taint; but, where it treads, those other

feet
Will leave ensanguined prints, the feet of

God.”

The idea of the Immaculate Conception
is especially well conveyed in the fourth
,and fifth lines, and the entire is replete with
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mild and soft, yet sublime, imagery.
The novel and appropriate figure of re¬

garding the Immaculate Conception as the
stainless rising of the Morning Star is in¬
troduced by James A. Stothert:
“Thy stainless rising all creation hails.”

We may well endeavor to imbibe the
spirit of this our final quotation from a
delicate poem by Coventry Patmore. The
poem, which is “The Child’s Purchase,”
opens thus:
“As a young child, whose mother, for a

jest,
To his own use a golden coin flings down,
Devises blythe how he may spend it best,
Or on a horse, a bride-cake, or a crown,
Till wearied with his quest,
Nor liking altogether that, nor this,
He gives it 'back for nothing but a kiss,
Endowed so 1
With golden speech, my choice of toys to

"buy,
And scanning power and pleasure and re¬

nown,

Till each in turn, with looking at, looks
vain,

For her mouth’s bliss,
To her who gave it, give it I again.”

Then he describes the giver of his golden
speech, as follows:
“Sweet girlhood without guile,
The extreme of God’s creative energy;
Sunshine’s Peak of human personality,
The world’s sad aspirations’ one Success;
Bright Blush, that saw’st our shame from

shamelessness.”

These bright jewels of many lines have
been gathered from every country where
the English tongue abides, and the writer
inspired with that golden speech—for any
speech, however poor, can be naught than
golden when uttered on such a theme as
his—has lent his humble endeavors to¬
ward weaving a fitting chaplet about them
and with it to crown our I.ady in her Glo¬
rious Immaculate Conception, the Queen
of English Verse.

D. C. ELLIS, ’07 (Law).

H (Sluestfon.
Mother, I wonder if a poem-prayer

Reaches your ready* ear more potently,
If stanzas laden with endearments rare

Are ever more acceptable to thee?

Or if the humble homage paid in prose
From those untutored in poetic love

Wins all as much thy pity for our woes;
Or does the subtle songster move you more ?

I know the answer ere the question’s asked,
Glad dost thou listen to the prayers of men,

And heed not first the praise in rhythm masked,
And so—t’were best to pray without the pen.

Gerald Egan.
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THE DAY IN ROME—1854.

All was now ready and the great day
approached, a day forever memorable in
the Church’s annals; the day in which the
greatest prerogative of holiness ever con¬
ferred on creation—exemption from the
stain of original sin—was to be dogmati¬
cally declared, as it had been firmly be¬
lieved, to belong to the purest of beings,
after Him who chose and fitted her to be
His mother.

You will, of course, understand, dearly
beloved in Christ, that the Church pretends
to no new revelations; but claims the un¬

failing assistance of the Holy Spirit to guide
her into all truth and the teaching in her of
her Divine founder, to the consummation
of the world; and therefore the perfect as¬
surance that whatever she is found to be
at any time universally teaching, and what
the Vicar of Christ pronounced to be her
doctrine, has been that of the Catholic
Church from the beginning, and conse¬
quently a portion of that deposit of faith,
and a part of that revealed truth, which
was entrusted to her by the Author and
Finisher of her faith. It was not, there¬
fore, to announce to the world any new
discovery, nor to demonstrate by argu¬
ments a particular theory, that this vener¬
able assembly was convened in the mag¬
nificent basilica of St. Peter on the memo¬

rable 8th of December, just elapsed. It
was, as successor to him over whose ashes,
and under the shadow of whose chair, he
stands, to pronounce a decree of unfailing-
certainty, that the immunity of the ever

blessed Virgin, Mother of God, the eternal
Word Incarnate, and the Spotless Lamb,
had been a doctrine revealed from the be¬

ginning, and if hitherto only received in
implicit faith, henceforth, by virtue of his
decree, to be believed by all with explicit
faith—that is, as a distinct and separate
dogma, no longer involved in the general
belief of what the Church teaches.

The early hour of eight in the morning
was appointed for the commencement of
the function; but even before this we had
the consolation of securing to our own
country a future blessing connected with
the memory of this glorious day, by con¬
ferring all the orders to future missionaries,
including four priests, in the chapel of the
English College, so dear to our affections.

It was scarcely fully day when the un¬
exampled assembly of prelates about lo
take part in the solemnities of the day met
in the Chapel of the Vatican Palace, known
as the Sistine Chapel, and it was soon
crowned by the arrival of the Sovereign
Pontiff, surrounded by his court. The Lit¬
any of the Saints having been intoned as
on penitential occasions, the procession set
forth, and presented one of the noblest
ecclesiastical spectacles ever witnessed even
in St. Peter’s. One hundred and fifty-two
Bishops, in silves copes and white miters,
and fifty-one mitered Cardinals, in the em¬
broidered vestments of their respective
orders, as Bishops, Priests, and Deacons,
immediately preceded the Holy Father;
and their number was increased to the de-
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light of all when later in the function
two most venerable members of the Sacred

College, whom age and infirmity had long
kept from attending at public ceremonies,
took their places; and the learned Bishop
Bouvier was carried into the ranks of his

brethren, suffering from a serious illness
which had attacked him on his journey.

We will not attempt to describe the mag¬
nificent celebration of the Holy Sacrifice
which followed. All the special grandeur
which accompanied it, when offered up by
the Sovereign Pontiff in the greatest of
churches, was this year immensely en¬
hanced by the additional attendance of so
many illustrious prelates. No regal or im¬
perial ceremony could be more august
than the procession of these two hundred
prelates, as each, singly, approached to do
homage to the head of the Church, before
the mass commenced. The office of Tierce
was first chanted; the Epistle and Gospel
were, according to custom, sung in Greek
as well as in Latin, and it was quarter past
eleven when the last note of the Evangelist
sounded over the shrine of St. Peter’s, and
a silence took place, such as is difficult to
imagine in a crowd of thirty or forty thou¬
sand persons, who filled the church. Every
breafh was held, every nerve was strained,
and attention of eye and ear was keenly
directed toward the Pontifical throne. The
venerable Dean of the Sacred College,
Cardinal Macchi, in his eighty-sixth year,
but still in enjoyment of full mental vigor,
approached its steps accompanied by a
Greek and an Armenian Bishop, as sup¬
porters and witnesses of his petition, to¬
gether with twelve Senior Archbishops of
the Western Church, who were assistants
at the throne, and the officers of the house¬
hold, who are official witnesses of such

important transactions. Kneeling there the
eminent postulant, in the name of his breth¬
ren and the whole Catholic Episcopate, sup¬
plicated the Holy Father to pronounce his
dogmatical definition of the Immaculate
Conception of the ever glorious Virgin
Mary.

The Pontiff assented; but called on all
to join him in invoking the light and
grace of the Holy Spirit at such a solemn
moment. He knelt, and in his clear, sono¬
rous, and most musical voice, entoned the
hymn, “Veni, Creator Spiritus.” The choir
sang the verse, and, according to practice,
was going to continue, when the entire
congregation, not only of assembled Bish¬
ops and clergy, but of crowded people,
spontaneously and simultaneously, and
with admirable harmony, took up the song,
and with a voice loud as the sound of

many waters, but one as the expression of
a single heart, filled the whole basilica
with such a strain as perhaps never before
struck against its golden vaults. It was
grand beyond conception; it was sublime;
and came nearer the realization of what
St. John heard of heavenly music, whose
armies sing with one accord, than anything
which we or others ever before listened to;
and it was repeated at each alternate verse
with as perfect regularity as if the whole
multitude had been trained to answer the
choir.

But still more sublime than this glo¬
rious strain was the silence that ensued.

Standing on his throne the Holy Father
commenced reading the solemn decree by
which, as superior pastor and visible head
of the universal Church, as successor of
the Apostles, SS. Peter and Paul, and as
the Vicar of Jesus Christ on earth, he au¬

thoritatively and dogmatically pronounced
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that the immunity from original sin, or in
other words, the Immaculate Conception
of the ever blessed Virgin Mary, the Moth¬
er of God, is a revealed doctrine of the
Catholic Church.

He had not, however, proceeded far
before his tears and sobs interrupted his
speech; and it was only by an effort, which
evidently cost him great exertion, that he
could make his words struggle through the
tide of his emotion, and rise audible above
the flood of his overpowering feelings. He
succeeded, indeed, so that we had the hap¬
piness of hearing every word and syllable
of his most memorable decree; but that
flood of tender devotion drew after itself

corresponding sentiments from the souls
of others, so that scarcely a dry eye was
to be seen among those who witnessed this
touching scene. The cannon’s voice gave
the signal of the happy accomplishment of
so many fervent desires to the whole city;
and the prolonged peals of gladness from
the olden towers of basilicas and the bel¬
fries of modern churches represented the
acclaim of earlier and later periods of un¬
changeable Catholicity.

The Cardinal Dean returned before the
throne to return thanks, and, accompanied
by the proper official personages, to request
that the official deed should be drawn up
of the proceeding and the Bull issued, con¬
taining the decree just pronounced. The
mass then continued; and at the “Te Deum”
which closed it the people joined in, with
the same overwhelming melody as they

9?

had introduced into the invocation of the

Holy Ghost.
It is not necessary that we should enter

into the details concerning the less religious
celebration of the day; suffice it to say, that
every mark of sincere joy was exhibited by
the devout Roman people, that the even¬
ing was enlivened by the general illumina¬
tion of the city, particularly of the Vatican
and the Capitol—the two great centers of
sacred and classical Rome. But one fea¬
ture of this glorious day could not fail to
strike the minds of all who enjoyed it. For
several days previously and down to the
very evening before, a gloomy atmosphere,
and on the virgil itself torrents of rain, such
as are rare even in Italy, poured down un¬
ceasingly; and the day following the func¬
tion the same unfavorable weather re¬

turned—only during the day itself the sky
was serene and beautiful, the sun shone
forth in splendor, the crowds of citizens
and strangers could move cheerfully
through the streets to the Vatican basilica
in the morning, and again in the evening
to fill its interior and assist at the sublime
office and function there performed, and
in the evening to crowd round its exterior
and gaze with admiration at the huge
structure traced in lines of light against the
deep azure sky, and then breaking into a
mass of fire, as though a new and brilliant
constellation had sprung from earth to
heaven.—From the Pastoral Letter of Car¬
dinal Wiseman* from Rome, December 14,
1854.
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APPARITION AT LOURDES.

“Une voix solennelle a retenti dans Rome:
Marie Immaculee! A ce cri glorieux
L’Univers catholique avec amour te

nomme

Et contemple ravi ton front victorieux.”

year 1844, of pious peasant parents, but on
account of the ill health of her mother after
her birth she was cared for and brought
up by some friends. At the age of ten she
returned to her home. Nothing is known
of her except that she was very simple,
matter-of-fact, and far less accomplished
than the average child. She was in very
poor health, being often troubled with asth¬
ma. Outside of these facts, very little is
known of her early life.

It was the 11th of February, 1858, when
Bernadette, who was now fourteen, set out
with her sister Marie and another compan¬
ion to gather firewood, which might by
chance drift ashore at the Grotto. The
Grotto was not far away from her home,
and it was not long after they set out till
they came in sight of it. Her sister Marie
and her friend were far in the lead, sing¬
ing merrily as they ran hither and thither
picking up scraps of wood. A wilder or
more deserted looking place would be hard
to find. The ground near the stream was
swampy, but further back it was hard and
rough. There were all kinds of wild bushes
and small trees scattered about, in an equal¬
ly wild disorder.

At the base of a peak of stupendous
height there were three caves, one large one
and two smaller ones At about ten feet
inside the larger one all three came togeth¬
er, the smaller ones in a position to admit
light. There was also a large wild rose¬
bush in the center. To reach this spot they
had to cross the bed of a mill-stream, which
happened at the time to be almost dry.

St. Paul tells us: “The weak things of
the world hath God chosen, that he may
confound the strong.” So it was that our
Blessed Mother imparted to a simple girl
the revelation that has meant so much to
the Christian world, and in so secluded a

spot as could not easily be found elsewhere.
The girl was Bernadette Soubirous; the
place Lourdes. That you may better under¬
stand the circumstances, 1 will ask you to
come back with me to the days of 1858.

In the south of France, in the midst of
the Pyrenees Mountains, at the embouch¬
ure of the seven valleys of the Lavedan,
is situated the town of Lourdes. It was

not the town that one would see today: no
railway came within miles of it. It was
shut in from the rest of the world by the
tall peaks, the summits of which so many
men have tried to reach and failed. At the
base of one of these enormous peaks flows
the little river Gave, groping its way
through the rough country, now dodging
hills, now washing by wall of solid rock.
Off the right bank, the town, a collection
of houses, was laid out. The surrounding
country was wild and uncultivated: dense
forests, lofty rocks and mountains were the
only things to be seen. The few people
that inhabited this country were fairly well
educated, it seems, but led simple lives.

Bernadette Soubirous was born in the
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Her companions, who were stronger than
she, crossed it with little trouble.
But when Bernadette approached and saw
the wet condition of the earth, she began
removing her shoes and stockings. When
she had no more than sat down she heard a

loud whistling of the wind behind her.
She turned, but to her surprise saw that

the leaves of the trees did not even stir.

Thinking it was her imagination she faced
about, but only to hear the peculiar blast
again. Again she looked at the motionless
trees and bushes and across at the Grotto—
the massive wall of rock, cracked and
crumbling where it was exposed, covered
in places with green mossy patches, the
wild bushes and briars, thickening as they
neared the dense forest to the right, the
sturdy oaks that crowned the rugged hills
to the left, marking out a black line against
the gray heavens—all tended to give a
gloomy aspect to the place. In the midst
of all this, far in the recesses of the cave,
she beheld a beautiful lady, enshrouded in
a light only rivaled by herself, and which
her very presence seemed to demand. She
'was poised lightly on the wild rosebush,
and stood in all her majesty calmly gazing
at Bernadette, who, dazzled by the beauty
of the woman before her, was bowed to the
ground, clutching her rosary. The vision
was a little below the average height and
her beauty was truly superhuman. A milk-
white robe of unknown texture, was loose¬
ly wrapped about her, clearly showing the
lines of her exquisite figure. Two tiny-
white feet were exposed from under the
folds of her robe; on each, in its virgin
nudity, rested a large red rose. Over her
arm a rosary with a golden cross was sus¬
pended, with which she blessed Bernadette

and then passed the beads through her fin¬
gers. A white veil covered hei^shapely head
and shoulders, from under which the long
folds of golden hair could be seen. From
under well-arched eyebrows and long lashes
two soft brown eyes gazed lovingly. Both
wisdom and piety were stamped in the oval
chin, high forehead and expressive mouth.
In that divine countenance the beauty and
charm of maidenhood and maternal love
were alike expressed. With the majesty of
a queen, writh a beauty all angelic, with
the love of a fond mother, with the piety
of a saint, she stood out among her rude
surroundings as a star, “when only one is
shining in the sky.”

Of a sudden she faded into nothingness;
and when Bernadette finished her rosary
she looked up, and realizing that this beau¬
tiful vision, in reality a woman of flesh
and blood, had left her, the rocks and trees
in the vicinity looked cold and uninviting.
She ran after her companions and told them
of the Lady who appeared to her, stand¬
ing on a wild rosebush in the Grotto; she
told her parents and strangers, but they all
thought alike, agreeing that the child’s
imagination was deceiving her; although
all were struck with the sincerity, candor,
and simplicity with which she told the
story. Her mother forbade her to go near
the Grotto thereafter. But when the neigh¬
bors, who were interested in the child’s
story, implored her, she agreed to let Ber¬
nadette go.

So it was that on the following Saturday,
in the presence of a number of people, Ber¬
nadette, who was saying her rosary at the
Grotto, cried out, “There she is,” and,
sprinkling holy water, said, “If you come
from God, come nearer.” The Lady ad-
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vanced, and, as Bernadette resumed her
beads, disappeared. She continued her vis¬
its daily, unmolested. At an apparition on
the 18th of February, the Lady asked
Bernadette to come to the Grotto every day
for a fortnight: She readily agreed to this
and came every day, each time saying her
rosary as before, and each time the Lady
appeared. The crowds increased daily. On
Tuesday, the 23d, the Lady gave her two
messages, one to herself, which she was
never to reveal, the other to the priests,
telling them to erect a chapel there, in her
name, and to come there in procession.
On the 25th of February the Lady told
Bernadette to drink of the water in the

spring beside her. There was no spring
to be seen anywhere. Bernadette, in her
bewilderment put her hand on the ground
where the Lady pointed, and dug up the
sand. Immediately a spring began to flow
there and she obeyed the Lady’s com¬
mands. The last of the fourteen appari¬
tions fell on the 4th of March. On the

following days Bernadette went to the
Grotto, but no Lady appeared.

But on the 25th, the feast of the Annun¬
ciation, she felt an uncontrollable desire to
go. Her presentiment did not deceive her,
for she had not been there long, and had
just started saying her rosary, when the
Lady appeared to her. She seemed more
beautiful and radiant than ever. Berna¬
dette was told by the priest to ask the
Lady her name the next time she saw her.
It was a fortnight since the last apparition,
and Bernadette, fearing that she would not
see her again, begged the Lady to tell her
name; whereupon the Lady with out¬
stretched arms looked down at Bernadette
and then clasping her hands and raising

them to Heaven, answered, “Je suis l’lm-
maculee Conception,” and then she disap¬
peared.

It was the first time the words fell from
our Blessed Mother’s own lips, and, more¬
over, it was the first apparition of the
Blessed Virgin after the Papal definition of
the dogma of the Immaculate Conception.
Bernadette ran back to the priest with the
news, and soon it was known that the Lady
at the Grotto was none other than the Holy
Mother of God. She had declared herself
the Mother of God and proved it by the
wonderful miracles that she had wrought.
In the words of Henri Lasserre, “The Moth¬
er of our Lord Jesus Christ had not said,
T am Mary the Immaculate,’ she had said,
T am the Immaculate Conception,’ as if
to mark the absolute and, as it were, sub¬
stantial character of the divine privilege
granted to her alone since Adam and Eve
were created by God. It is as if she had
said, not, T am pure,’ but ‘1 am Purity it¬
self,’ not T am a virgin,’ but ‘I am the in¬
carnate and living Virginity,’ not ‘1 am
white,’ but ‘ I am Whiteness.’”

Eleven years later saw the chapel, which
Our Blessed Mother ordered to be erected
at the Grotto, almost finished. The
sacred rocks, where Our Blessed Mother
chose to expose herself to the gaze of
Bernadette, were inclosed by a railing; and
a gold sanctuary lamp has burned there
from that time even to this day. A beauti¬
ful statue of “Our Lady of Lourdes,” a
title given to the Shrine by the peasants, was
erected on the rocks where Our Lady’s
sacred feet stood. Outside of the railing
the spring fed four large bronze basins,
where invalids bathed and were cured as

fast as they came. The chapel stood on
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the summit of the rocks overlooking the
Shrine. Many things were changed now.
The course of the River Gave was turned
off in another direction and the rough
country where a few years before the most
skilled mountaineers climbed with difficul¬

ty was now leveled off, and roads led up
to the Shrine from all directions. A rail¬
road from Pau had a station at Lourdes,
and arrived daily with people coming from
all over the continent, to pay homage to
the Blessed Virgin. Pilgrimages from
all parts of Europe came regularly, and
those who were not able to come had some

of the sacred water of the Shrine sent to
them.

The first pilgrimage of American Catho¬
lics to the Shrine of Our Lady of Lourdes
was proposed in April, 1874. The George¬
town collegians could not by any consid¬
erable delegation take an actual part in the
pilgrimage, but the occasion was not over¬
looked. A mass meeting of the students
was held on the 26th of April—John G.
Agar, chairman, and J. Percy Keating,
secretary. It was decided and:

“Resolved, That a flag bearing some ap¬
propriate inscription, be intrusted to the
care of one or more of the pilgrims, and
be presented to the Holy Father for his
blessing, previous to its being deposited in
the Chapel at Lourdes.”

Means were soon provided and an ele¬
gant American flag, eight feet long by five
feet wide, was obtained, made of the best
quality of silk, trimmed with bullion fringe,
and ornamented with gold tassels. It had
a double field of blue. On one side it bore
the following inscription: A. N. D. de
Lourdes; Les Eleves du College de George¬
town aux Etats Unis d’Amerique, 1874—

“Beati qui assistunt coram te omni tem¬
pore.” Par. II. On the reverse was the
following inscription in English: “To Our
Lady of Lourdes—The Students of George¬
town College, United States of America,
June 1874—“Filii tui de longe venerunt,
O Immaculata.”

Thus the students of Georgetown were

represented at the first American pilgrimage
to the Shrine of Our Lady of Lourdes. The
banner was intrusted to Frank Ives, who
first set it in the sanctuary of the Shrine,
then withdrew it and bringing it to Rome
had it blessed by Pope Pius IX, and then
had it returned to the Shrine where it stands

to. this day in the sanctuary very near to
the altar on the gospel side.

The pilgrimages have continued and
grown more numerous till this day, and
will continue so in the future. The faith¬
ful from all parts of the world travel days
and weeks to reach a little cave, hiding, as
it were, down in the Grotto of the rocks
of Massabielle, under the lofty peaks of the
Pyrenees in the southern part of France,
where the Blessed Virgin Mary condescend¬
ed to touch the wild rocks with her sacred

feet; where she subjected herself to the
gaze of a simple country child; where she
created a spring that is running to this day,
and has to this day wrought wonderful
miracles by those same running waters;
where she declared her sacred self to the
world by the name with which we celebrate
her feast and jubilee on the 8th of Decem¬
ber, when in answer to Bernadette Soubi-
rous’ query as to her identity she raised her
eyes to Heaven and repeated those famous
words:

“Je suis flmmaculee Conception.”
DENIS P. DOWD, JR., ’08.
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(Solben Jubilee IJcar.
Time, that by motion-marking things is made,
Hath this for boast—its passing years to see

Not wholly die, but roll in memory,
Recurrent with old thoughts—as falls the shade
In that same place upon the dial, laid
By every noon. And men, with fancy free,
Cycle the years for golden jubilee,
To stay with praise some time that else might fade.

Now falls upon our dial hearts of love
A golden time—sweet shade of that fair year

When dogma trumpets rang “Immaculate.”
Ancient we hold the word; since from Above
Came Gabriel, and in a Virgin’s ear

Sang rapturous praise that hailed her graceful state.

Michael Earls, ’97, S. J.

HISTORY OF THE SODALITY.

It is well known that as soon as the great
fundamental dogmas of the Faith had been
finally declared, and all the great heresies
which arose against them had been dealt
their deathblows by the zeal of the early
champions of sound doctrine, the peculiarly
exalted position of Mary at once forced it¬
self upon the notice of the Fathers, and
from then onward occupied a station of
prime importance in theological discussion.
Following the general rule throughout the

history of the Church, simultaneously with
the rise of argument on a question of so
vital importance, the attention of the laity
was also drawn to this great participant in
our redemption, and here we find the begin¬
ning of all dogmatic devotion to Our Bless¬
ed Lady down to the present time.

In the year 1563 came the first body cor¬
porate organized to foster this special de¬
votion. Very simple and unpretentious it
was at the beginning, nothing more than
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the informal meeting of a certain scholas¬
tic of the College of Rome with some of
his pupils, to pay honor in an especial man¬
ner to the Mother of God. To this man,
John Leon of Liege, is generally conceded
the distinction of having inaugurated this
pious practice. Claims are made in favor
of the prior establishment of a similar or¬
ganization by a Sicilian Father, Sebastian
Cabarrasi. But the devotions of Leon and
his pupils were the first of the kind at
Rome, and finally proved the nucleus of
all those Sodalities which soon arose and
have continued to the present day.

The limited compass of the present
sketch prohibits our going into further de¬
tail on the origin and spread of all Sodali¬
ties, and we proceed accordingly to the
founding of that one which has been a part
of our college from its infancy.

By the authority of the college archives
it is well established that the Sodality was

fully organized in the year 1810, when the
Rev. Francis Neale was rector of the col¬

lege. That the Sodality existed in the col¬
lege prior to this time may be regarded as
fairly certain, from the evidence afforded
by the diary of one Brother Moberly, who
was in residence here in the early years of
the last* century. He records in 1802 )the
fact of having been received into the Sodal¬
ity by Bishop Dubourg, an earlier rector.
Bishop Dubourg, however, withdrew from
the college in 1799; hence young Moberly
must have been received prior to that. So
we may regard the Sodality as a part of our
college from those early years. It was
formally established and received its testi¬
monial of affiliation with the Roman Sodal¬

ity, which bears date of 1838, prior to any
similar body in the United States. And in
connection with the present occasion it is of

the greatest interest to note that it was de¬
voted explicitly to Mary Immaculate, dedi¬
cating itself to its holy patroness under this
title in preference to any other.

In addition to being the first Sodality in¬
stituted in the United States, it enjoys the
distincton of having held the first May de¬
votions ever celebrated in this country.
This was in 1830, when evening services
were held during the entire month of May.
Father Fenwick, then in charge of the So¬
dality, having learned during his stay in
Rome of this beautiful devotion, first prac¬
ticed there by Father Labonira in the Rom¬
an College, introduced it into the George¬
town Sodality. It was thence taken up in
churches and convents outside the convent,
and thence passed into general use among
Catholics of the United States. To-day
it is practically universal.

The records kept of the Sodality from
1810 down to the present day are not com¬

plete, since there are considerable intervals
of which we have no account. But it is
not to be doubted that its existence has been
continuous and active. Its exercises have
not at all times been uniform. At one

period there was an annual celebration which
in some way has been abandoned. On the
8th of December it was customary for old
members to renew their act of consecration

immediately before the ceremony of re¬
ceiving postulants. Then after the service
there was a collation of a very elaborate
nature. It was not unusual for poems in
honor of the Blessed Virgin to be read on
these occasions, and also addresses deliv¬
ered on the same subject. Some of these
poems and addresses are still preserved.
These two customs marked the principal
celebration of the year.

Among the names of the ex-prefects of

1



104 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

our Sodality we find many which have
since become of note.

The oldest living ex-prefect is Richard H.
Clarke. He was prefect in 1845.

Following him was Bernard A. Caulfield,
afterward member of Congress from Illi¬
nois.

Othr prominent ex-prefects are: Charles
V. Kenny, well known in the city of Pitts¬
burg; Tallmage A. Lambert, a prominent
member of the bar in the District; Thomas
M. Herran, famous for the Hay-Herran
treaty with Colombia; Conde B. Pallen,
whose name has won its place in literary
criticism; Daniel W. Lawler, who has been
prominent for some years in Minnesota poli¬
tics.

Among the other members we find such
names as: The Hon. Edward Kavanagh,
Governor of Maine in 1843-1844, one
of the earliest; William F. Clarke, a broth¬
er of R. H. Clarke, distinguished in the
Society of Jesus; Dr. Ryder, S. J., well
known as an orator throughout the coun¬

try; Father Doonan, S. J., afterward Presi¬

dent of Georgetown University; Father
Francis Barnum, S. J., the Alaskan mis¬
sionary, who recently figures in one of the
most popular of all novels, “The Magnetic
North.”

We may close our historical jottings with
an incident of 1846 narrated by John Gil*
mary Shea in the history of the college:
“In November the ancient Sodality of the
Blessed Virgin received tidings of an early
collegian, which came in a most gratifying
form from Dr. Madigan, of Maine. In
some hour of pressing spiritual or temporal
distress this pious gentleman made a vow
to Our Lady, and to fulfill it sent a dona¬
tion to purchase six candlesticks for the
Sodality altar.” Of Dr. Madigan, who was
in his lifetime prominent in public affairs
in the State of Maine, and at the time of his
death, as Bishop Healy said, the foremost
Catholic in the State, the historian testifies
that “he acquired in the Sodality the solid
piety he retained through life.”

H. F. PEASE, ’06.

X’lEnvof.

Lady, whose pure soul is white fire glowing,
To whom these treasures of one golden day

We bring, thinking that, haply, by their bestowing
Tribute not all unworthy, we shall pay.

Our poet’s rhymes, the soul’s melodious singing,
Portraits and prose, we hope, sweet Maid, shall be,

By grace of thee, like flames of fire upwinging
From hearts in maiden whiteness like to thee.

The Editor.
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Uidil of the Immaculate Conception.
A sword of silver cuts the fields asunder—

A silver sword to-night, a lake in June,
And plains of snow reflect the maples under

The silver arrows of a wintry moon.

The trees are white with moonlight and with ice-pearls;
The trees are white like ghosts we see in dreams;

The air is still; there are no moaning wind-whirls,
And one sees silence in the quivering beams.

December night, December night, how warming
Is all thy coolness to the Christian soul:

Thy very peace at each true heart is storming
In potent waves of love that surging roll.

December night, December night, how glowing
Thy frozen rains upon our warm hearts lie;
Our God upon this vigil is bestowing
A thousand graces from the silver sky.

O moon, O symbol of Our Lady’s whiteness;
O snow, O symbol of Our Lady’s heart;

O night, chaste night, bejeweled with argent brightness,
How sweet, how bright, how loving, kind thou art.

O miracle! To-morrow and to-morrow,

In tender reverence shall no praise abate;
For from all seasons shall we new jewels borrow

To deck the Mother born Immaculate.

Maurice Francis Egan, LL. D., ’89.
Reprinted by permission of the author.
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THE MIRACULOUS MEDAL.

The Sodality of Mary Immaculate at
Georgetown, during the past year, as a spe¬
cial mark of respect and devotion during
her jubilee, has worn a small medal
stamped with her image and known to
Catholics everywhere as “The Miraculous
Medal.” This medal has been given to the
world by the Blessed Mother of God in a
manner no less remarkable than are the
countless miracles wrought through its in¬
strumentality.

On the 2d of May, 1806, there was born
in the little mountain village of Fain les
Montiers, in the south of France, a child
destined to be the recipient of signal favors
from the Mother of God, and the instru¬
ment by which our ever-thoughtful Mother
would bestow still another of her endless
benefits upon her children.

The parents of Catherine Laboure—for
such was the child’s name—were poor peas¬
ants who by hard labor were just able to
obtain sufficient for their needs from their
small farm. But though poor in this world’s
goods they were rich in the love of God.
Left motherless at a tender age, Catherine
took upon her slender shoulders the direc¬
tion of her father’s household and the care

of her young brothers and sisters. From
the time of her first communion, which she
made when she was twelve years old, she
resolved to dedicate herself to the service of
God. She persevered in her good purpose,
overcoming the obstacles raised by her lack
of education and the objections of her
father, who refused to give his consent.

Finally she entered the novitiate of the
Daughters of Charity, an organization
founded by St. Vincent de Paul to help the
poor and nurse the sick.

While yet a novice the heart of St. Vin¬
cent de Paul appeared to her three times
in succession and a voice whispered to her
that the heart of the saint was oppressed
with grief at the thought of the calamities
that would soon come upon France. This
was only one of the many wonderful favors
she received. The veil under which the
Creator of heaven and earth hides Himself
in the sacrament of His love was drawn
aside in her behalf. His Blessed Mother

appeared to her several times and finally
intrusted to her the publication of one of
her loving projects for our good.

The following is an account of this ap¬
parition, in the sister’s own words:

“On the 27th of November, 1830, which
was Saturday and the eve of the first Sun¬
day in Advent, while I was making my
meditation in profound silence, at half-past
five in the evening, 1 seemed to hear on the
right hand side of the sanctuary something
like the rustling of a silk dress, and glanc¬
ing in that direction I perceived the Blessed
Virgin standing near St. Joseph’s picture;
her height was medium and her counte¬
nance so beautiful that it would be impos¬
sible for me to describe it. She was clothed
in a robe of auroral light, with high neck
and plain sleeves. Her head was covered
with a white veil, which descended on each
side to her feet. Her hair was smooth op
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the forehead, and above was a coif orna¬
mented with a little lace and fitting close
to the head. Her face was only partially
covered and her feet rested upon a globe.
Her hands were raised about as high as
her waist and she held in a graceful attitude
another globe. Her eyes were lifted up to
heaven and her countenance was radiant as

she offered the globe to our Lord.
Suddenly, her fingers were filled with

rings and most beautiful precious stones;
the rays gleaming forth and reflected on
all sides, enveloped her in such dazzling
light that 1 could see neither her feet nor
her robe. The stones were of different
sizes and the rays emanating from them
were more or less brilliant in proportion to
the size. There now formed about the
Blessed Vision a frame slightly oval, upon
which appeared in golden letters, these
words: ‘O Mary! conceived without sin,
pray for us who have recourse to thee!’

“Then I heard a voice which said: ‘Have
a medal struck upon this model; persons
who wear it indulgenced will receive great
graces, especially if they wear it around
the neck; graces will be abundantly be¬
stowed upon those who have confidence.’

“Then suddenly the picture seemed to
turn, and I saw the reverse. On it were

two hearts and above them the capital letter
‘M’ surmounted by a cross and these were
surrounded by twelve stars.”

Being directed by the same holy voice,
she revealed the whole matter to her con¬

fessor, Father Aladel, a very discreet and

holy man, who was also a member of St.
Vincent de Paul’s spiritual family. He con¬
sulted the Archbishop of Paris about it,
who replied that, seeing nothing in it con¬
trary to faith he had no objection to the
medal being struck at once and asked Fath¬
er Aladel to send him one of the first. The
medals were distributed among the sisters
stationed at the different hospitals and its
effects were soon manifest.

The annals of the Daughters of Charity,
or, as they are known in this country, Sis¬
ters of Charity, are filled with instances of
most marvelous conversions to God upon
the battlefield and in the hospitals, of sud¬
den cures, of unexpected protection in peril¬
ous hazards, and of favors spiritual and
temporal, granted by God through the in¬
tercession of His Blessed Mother on the

wearing of this medal. Its potency has been
proven by the faith of devout Catholics the
world over, and it has more than won for
itself the name of the Miraculous Medal.
What makes it of peculiar interest to us at
this moment is the fact that the legend en¬
circling the obverse side of the medal, set
there at the bidding of Our Lady herself,
seventy-four years ago, is that so familiar to
us all from childhood, “O Mary, conceived
without sin, pray for us who have recourse
to thee.” To Catherine of Fain les Mon¬
tiers as to Bernadette of Massabielle did
our Blessed Lady herself announce her title
to be “The Immaculate Conception.”
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DOM GASQUET—A SKETCH.

During the month of October, Washing¬
ton was honored by the visit of the cele¬
brated English historian and Abbot-Presi¬
dent, Dom Francis Aidan Gasquet.

Coming to America, as he says, with the
idea of studying our institutions, both pub¬
lic and private, which are devoted to edu¬
cation, it is only natural that we should
like to know something of his own life.

As his name suggests he is from
an old French family long' resi¬
dent at Toulon. His grandfather came to
London as an emigre, where, in 1811, his
son Raymond qualified for the medical
profession, and afterwards married an Eng¬
lish lady. The Abbot was the third son of
this union.

During the fifties Mr. Gasquet removed
to Bayswater, where the Oblates of St.
Charles had been founded by Dr. Manning.
Whilst here his son served the mass of the
Father Superior, and began a friendship
which lasted until the Cardinal’s death.

In January, 1865, Francis Aidan found
his vocation as a monk. He then entered
the Benedictine Novitiate at Belmont, hav¬
ing previously attended Downside College,
and in 1870 returned to St. Gregory’s
Monastery, where four years later he took
his solemn vows, and was ordained a priest.

At Downside Dom Gasquet began his
priestly work. In 1878 he was elected prior
of that community. The eight years
during which he held this important posi¬
tion, he identified himself with the place,
not only by the intellectual life which it

was but natural he should infuse into the

community, but also by the material addi¬
tion to the college which will ever remain
as evidence of his administration.

Leaving Downside he came to London
in 1885 where he devoted himself to his¬
torical research. It was here that he began
that close friendship with Mr. Edmund
Bishop, one of the most learned men of
Europe. Pope Leo XIII hearing of his
great promise, told Dom Gasquet to work
at history, so the British Museum and [he
Record Office were soon acquainted with
the Benedictine. He became noted as a

most assiduous and careful student. After¬

wards, when he revived the title of Abbot
of Reading, Henry VIII having martyred
the hist one, many people who knew of his
habits in the reading room of the British
Museum smiled at the title, as being pecu¬
liarly appropriate as far as the spelling of
the word went.

In 1888 appeared the first volume of an
epoch-making work, “Henry VIII and the
English Monasteries.” He attacks and
proves the fallacy of Protestant tradition
which has been woven around the English
monasteries. For the first time the good
name of the monks of old England and the
true course followed by the Tudor tyrant
were placed in a proper historical light.
Dom Gasquet has given us in this valuable
book a-n account, which he gathered from
an exhaustive and careful study of contem¬
porary records and authorities, of the sup¬
pression of the English monasteries. But
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it is especially valuable because of the
calm, historical style in which it is written.
Dom Gasquet must agree with Ruskin,
who said that an adjective was bad English.
One would never suppose that he was a
monk describing the persecutions of his
own brethren. His book leaves nothing-
concealed, it records everything absolutely
necessary, and allows no chance for anyone
to find a charge against the author. The
keynote to his style can be found in this
book, when he says, “My belief is,” allud¬
ing to the change of the national religion
and the dissolution of the monasteries, by
Henry VIII, “that the facts speak strongly
enough for themselves, and I have endeav¬
ored to add as little as possible of my own
to the story they tell.” “Henry VIII and
the English Monasteries” was hailed by all
competent critics as a most serious and im¬
portant contribution to scientific history.
At the instance of Cardinal Manning Pope
Leo XIII conferred upon him the Roman
doctorate.

In 1890 Dom Gasquet published in col¬
laboration with Mr. Edmund Bishop, “Ed¬
ward VI and the Book of Common Pray¬
er.” In this new volume we are given
in that clear style, without any touches of
imagination or rhetorical exaggeration, the
true history of the humiliating spectacle of
the convocation of Edward’s reign. This
volume has been used in Anglican theologi¬
cal colleges as a text-book.

Other books have followed these, each
one written in the same calm, critical style.
Every volume shows that he allows noth¬
ing to go to press except what has been
well weighed and seriously balanced.
Thoroughness is stamped on all of them,
and not one has been hurried. Among

some of his better known works are “The
Great Pestilence of 1348-9” (1894), “The
Old English Bible and Other Essays”
(1897), “The Eve of the Reformation”
(1900), and “A Short History of the Cath¬
olic Church in England” (1903). “Eng¬
lish Monastic Life” is a new volume which
has just come out this year and fully rises
to the high standard of his former works.

Dom Gasquet was closely connected
with the question of Anglican Orders, and
was summoned to Rome three times by
Pope Leo XIII for consultation. Having-
been made a member of one of the Roman

congregations in order that he might obtain
a position “in Curia,” he was appointed a'
member of the Commission on Anglican
Orders in 1896. How he was both able to
serve the Holy See at a critical moment
and how some of his discoveries practically
settled the question, are well known facts.
Dom Gasquet has been occupied for some
years in reorganizing the English Benedic¬
tine Congregations. This order of monks
can trace an unbroken succession from the
time when in 597 the Faith of Christ and
the Rule of Benedict were brought to the
English shores by St. Augustine. At the
completion of the work of recasting the
constitutions, which had begun in the
seventeenth century, Dom Gasquet became,
by the election of his brethren, the Abbot-
President of the whole congregation, and
revived, as I said, the ancient title of Abbot
of Reading.

During the recent visit of Dom Gasquet
to the Catholic University here at Washing¬
ton, he gave two public lectures, one on
“Wolsey and the Divorce of Henry VIII,”
and another on the “Wyclif Bible.” The
lecture on the Wyclif Bible was especially
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interesting because of the radical departure
Dom Gasquet makes from the conclusion
held in common by most prior historians.
He asserted that Wyclif was not the trans¬
lator of the Bible ascribed to him. He ar¬

gues that Wyclif, being neither of a pains¬
taking nor studious character, was for this
reason most unlikely to have been a trans¬
lator. He develops this argument from
Wyclif’s character to complete conviction.

He then goes on to show that Purvey
could not have been the translator. To

prove this he went to Dublin to see the
Bible supposed to have the bona fide au¬
tograph of Purvey. After a close and
minute inspection of it he concluded that
it was merely the capital “P” with dawdling
characters following and having no resemb¬
lance to the small letters of Purvey’s name.
Dom Gasquet photographed the entire
page, returned with it to London and
showed the page to many scholars, who in
turn coincided with his views, one of whom
was the Regius Professor of History at
Oxford.

In fact it is only in recent times that
much ado has been made about Wyclif,
and this only because the teachers of Eng¬
lish literature made bold to call him the
father of English prose, and this merely
on his supposititious translation of the
Bible. Parker’s collection of the works of
the reformers devoted, but little space to
Wyclif as a reformer, two or three pages
at the most. However, this collection of
reformers’ work is deemed almost of no

value even by Protestants, nowadays.
George Macaulay Trevelyan, nephew of

Lord Macaulay, who quotes from John
Fox, author of “Fox’s Martyrs,” asserts
boldly on this authority that Catholics were

punished for having, or reading, the Bible.
Henry Morley—mirabile dictu—asserts the
same thing in his “English Literature.”
Dom Gasquet thought that if there had
been legislation against Bible reading, etc.,
such acts of legislature ought to be
found in state documents and on the rolls.

However, he searched for these documents
in vain. Nevertheless, he at length discov¬
ered, quite by accident, the source from
which Fox had quoted. He also discovered
that Fox had only partially quoted and that
the register from which he had taken his
garbled extracts had been taken from Lon¬
don to Doway and from the latter place
back to London.

The statement that Wyclif was the trans¬
lator of the Bible has been too easily taken
for granted both by Catholics and Protes¬
tants.

Dom Gasquet also in this lecture takes
to task W. S Lilly, who asserted gratuitous¬
ly that Catholics in those days were just
able to say their “Paters” and “Aves.” He
refutes this in his work, “Religious Institu¬
tions in the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Cen¬
turies.”

He says that Gairdner, the historian and
the librarian of the British Museum,
together with the Regius Professor of His¬
tory at Oxford and Kenyon, the well-
known writer on this literature, coincides
with him that Wyclif did not translate the
Bible, which is commonly ascribed to his
authorship.

He finished his lecture by remarking that
he has a theory as to the translator of this
supposed Wyclif Bible, which he will pub¬
lish at some future day.

It is needless to say that such a theory
will be received with the greatest pleasure
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by all students of that historical period.
A final word as to why Dom Gasquet

is called one of the most reliable histo¬
rians of English history. A few pages of
any of his works will disclose the reason.
He is a true example of an historian of the
documentary school. This is a period when
an historian is needed who possesses not
only a ready pen but a clear mind and a
calm temper; an historian at once truthful
and learned, who writes his books in the

unprejudiced, painstaking manner that
leaves no room for faultfinding, but gives
forth the truth, without comment, for all
men to read, and with the aid of their com¬
mon sense to draw therefrom their own

conclusions. Such an historian is Dom

Gasquet. And it is for this reason that all
critics hail his works as a most serious, and
important contribution to scientific history.

ALBERT B. RIDGWAY, ’07.

^December.

True men desire the coming of the King,
Whose presence will the whole land touch with fire,

And yet He is a tender, tiny King,
And at the breath of death He shall expire.

Three far-off kings their strong-limbed steeds attire,
And star-lit start them on their westward journeying;

Hill-shepherds see the night-sky lighting higher;
True men desire the coming of the King.

. High up in Heaven I hear faint voices sing—
The voices of a gleaming angel choir,

On earth a coming Monarch welcoming,
Whose presence will the whole land touch with fire.

A Shepherd comes who will not.work for hire,
A teacher who shall make the*wide world ring

•With new-born truth and hopes of high desire—
And yet He is a tender, tiny thing.

A babe, whose hands in helpless trusting cling,
And still the strength of mother’s love require;

He shall be prey to bitter suffering,
And at the breath of death He shall expire.

And still all Heaven's courtiers hail Him “Sire.”
His voice through all the far spheres echoing

Brought light from darkness; now to us drawn nigher,
The coming of this lowly, mighty King—

True heart’s desire.
C. M. S. J.
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WHEN THE LIGHT CAME.

David Wolf looked from the window of
his dingy shop on the bustling crowd of
Christmas folk who, unconscious of the
pitying, amused scrutiny, with eager eyes
and cheeks reddened by the winter wind,
skurried happily up the street and down the
street, light-hearted, laughing, grateful vo
be in the open air. Sometimes a flurry of
snow obscured the moving figures, but their
words and the cheer of their laughter came
constantly to David Wolf, and his brief
view of the many faces showed him uni¬
versal gayety, never-ending laughter. Many
a Christmas-tide had come and gone since
David Wolf first sat in his window corner

and wondered at the conduct of the crowds;
they seemed mad with happiness, and that
happiness he looked on with a feeling of
envy, a misapprehension, a knowledge that
he was gloomy even though the Christmas
put money in his pockets. Often he won¬
dered what there was in it all to make
hearts beat gladder and eyes beam more
brightly and the world, or most of the
world, seem happier and fresher and
younger.

The spirits of David Wolf were never
altered by the recurrence of the day; per¬
haps he looked forward to the season with
a certain amount of pleasure since he loved,
with all the ardor of his race, to hear the
jingle in the till; but aside from this mer¬

cenary anticipation he passed Christmas just
as he spent Easter day, smoking, sitting in
his window chair, planning, figuring, unin¬
terested. To him there was no appeal from
the sacred traditions of the feast; he could

not think with gratitude of its meaning; to
him there was no manger, no kings, no
Holy Mother; to him there was no Saviour,
no need of thanksgiving; David Wolf was
a Jew. So on this Christmas Eve when
cheerfulness overcame all sorrow, when
mistletoe and holly formed a background
for every smiling face, when all seemed to
have drunk deeply of the punch bowl of
merriment, when snowflakes drifted here
and there, unheeded, save when a ring¬
ing laugh announced them, David * Wolf
sat wondering and sad; wondering if there
might not be something in it all, wonder¬
ing if all the goodness and happiness and
charity of a Christmas time came from a
superstition; sad because his shop was closed
and unadorned and his heart was cold and
comfortless even though his till was filled;
wondering why the butcher across the way
(Mulvaney was the butcher’s name) should
shut up his shop a whole afternoon and
night to hang wreaths in his windows, to
make a box for a pine tree, and to burden
it with candy canes and tinseled angels.

As Wolf pondered, the twilight darkened
into night, sleighbells and voices joined
in merry medley, snowflakes fell softly
against the window, then, as if one glance
into the room impelled them, vanished; the
moon came up and cast its brightness on
the streets, on the faces, but David Wolf
pulled down his shade, sighing, lighted his
lamps and waited in the hope of a cus¬
tomer.

s§c 4c 4c 4: 4c sje

Poverty sat heavy on one house that
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Christmas Eve. The sufferers were a

man, a woman, and a child. The man lay
sick, the woman wept, and the child was
asleep. In a corner near the cold hearth
hung an empty, much-darned stocking, its
carefully opened end telling of the expect¬
ancy and—as surely—of the disappoint¬
ment of its owner. There was a smile on

the face of the child as he slept, his lips
half parted and his golden hair tousled and
spread in carelessness that seemed almost
studied across his pillow; the woman
glanced at the sleeping figure, at the stock¬
ing, then her bosom heaved and she strug¬
gled lest her weeping should awaken the
boy or disturb the man. The husband
turned slowly on his bed and faced the
woman. “Wife,” he murmured, “it’s hard,
hunger is hard, cold is hard, sickness is
hard; but gladly, cheerfully, would I suf¬
fer these could I but fill, with tawdriest
of gifts and cheapest of sweets, that stock¬
ing. See, he has gone to bed with in¬
nocent joy of heart and childish faith in
Santa Claus; tomorrow he will wake and
find ” a sob burst from the woman,
a heartfelt, hopeless sob; an expression
of great pity came over the other’s face;
he tried to rise and comfort her, but
failed and fell back exhausted. Then for
a moment the room was silent save for the
calm breathing of the boy and the labored
gasps of the man. At last the woman rose
with a start, a smothered sentence on her
lips; she looked anxiously at her husband;
he was sleeping, tired by his efforts. With
faltering step she walked to a closet and
brought out a medial; then looking on it
with tear-dimmed eyes she kissed it mur¬
muring “Mother.” One look at the man,
another at the stocking, an adjustment of

the bedclothing over the child, and quickly
she went out into the street.

s': ;!< sjs sf:

It was near to Christmas morning, the
clock in David Wolf’s shop had long since
struck eleven, the streets, which an hour
before had been crowded with hurrying
men and women now were deserted, ex¬
cept that now and again a bundle-laden
fellow skurried homeward or a half-
drunken roysterer glided on singing his
approval of the day and of everything.

The Jew sat behind his counter smoking
and deep in thought; a book lay open on
his knees, but his eyes were fixed on the
burning embers of his coal-stove. For a
moment he sat thus vacantly staring and
again his eyes sought the book and again,
after a brief scrutiny of a sentence, he
looked into the tire and his lips framed the
words, “Peace on earth to men of good
will,” and shaking his head he said aloud:
“I wonder, I wonder!” The opening of the
shop door disturbed his revery; the bell in
the back room tingled and a woman en¬
tered. For a moment she stood abashed
and it was only at Wolf’s inquiry,
“Well?” that the flush left her cheeks and

gaining possession of her voice she said:
“I want to—to sell this.” In her out¬
stretched hand she held the golden medal
of Our Blessed Lady. She was deathly
pale, and Wolf, as he looked searchingly
into her face, saw that in her heart there
raged so fierce, so desperate a struggle that
she was near to fainting. He reached out
his hand to take the medal from her, but
her fingers clutched it, and with a cry,
“I can’t,” she sank motionless to the floor.

Now the struggle changed from her heart
to his. David Wolf’s face as he bent over
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the fallen woman became as radiant as

any that had passed before him on that
Christmas Eve; a light came into his eyes,
and in a voice glad, yet trembling with
emotion, he murmured: “There is, there
must be a Saviour! And a mother.” With
tenderness he raised the woman to her feet
and gave her water and taking the medal
from her he kissed it and placed it again in

her hand. Then with light step and face of
happiness he went to the till and coming
again to the woman he bade her lead him
to her home.

The light had come; it shone through
David Wolfs bounty on the man, woman,
and child—the light of the Trinity of Beth¬
lehem—and it was reflected on him forever!

GERALD EGAN, ’06.

CHRISTMAS ON THE PLANTATION.

Dey’s a mighty stir a goin’ th’oo de ole plantation home,
En To’ dey’s done de winders all ’ll shine wif suds and foam;
’Case little Marse is cornin’ home f’om school for Chrismus

week,
En de dances and de shuffiins gwine to make de ole flo’s creak.

Fo’ he’s a mighty fav’rite tho’out all de nayberhood,
En de way dese people treat ’im jes’ ’ud make ’yo heart feel

good.
Dey’s turkey-hen fo’ dinner, en wil’ duck fo’ supper, too,
I sho’ would like to be dar, en I guess de same’s wif you.

De snow’s a heapin’ on de groun’, de hosses all is fine ;
De houn’s a pullin’ at de leash, de guns is all ashine;
Dey’s foxes roun’ in plenty, suh, en you jes’ heah me tell,
Young Marse sho’ boun’ to ketch one—ef he don’ hang roun’

Miss Belle.

Dey sho’ is sot on one an’ur; dey’s co’tin fas’ en strong,
En jes' atween dis coon en you, he ain’t so mighty wrong.
Why shucks, you think dat dese is times, dat we’s jes’ raisin’

san’ ?
But ef dem two git’s married—well, you aint seen nothin’ man!

Robert H. Keeeey, *08.
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CLANCY'S LOSS.

Pat Clancy walked home from work and
his heart was heavy within him. For days
trouble had been brewing within the big,
busy structure. Spurred on by the union,
the men decided to ask for a shorter work¬

ing day, receiving the same wages which
they now had. The petition had been
politely received and considered by the
firm, and after such consideration had been
refused. Distrust seized the men. They
grew restless, awaiting the orders of the
union; became bold in the consciousness or
their strength. From this tiny spark, the
apathy toward the bosses grew until it
rolled itself into an enveloping flame, seiz¬
ing even the most conservative of the men;
spurring the thoughtless and impulsive to
utterance of rabid ultimatums and protes¬
tations of devotion to their union. To-day
the climax came. A committee representa¬
tive of Lodge No. 61, of the Brotherhood
of Machinists, had again met the firm in an
attempt at conciliation. The grievances
of the men were again thrashed over, but
the meeting was fruitless of good. The
company refused the demands; the union
insisted on their rights, and so both sides,
breathing defiance at one another, declared
war and prepared for a testing of their
strength.

On this day in question, Pat, slowly
shambled home and in mind was going over
the day’s events. He was a type of the
true Celt, with a big, honest face and a
heart that sturdily and nobly beat within
a massive frame. From boyhood till the

present time he had worked over yonder
in Jackson & Co.’s, and thanked God
every day of his life that he was able to
work. As greenhorn, he had been taken in
by one of the Jacksons when their estab¬
lishment comprised but a mere shed on the
corner of Beacon and Broad Streets. And
the firm grew and Pat grew with it, until
finally they began to look upon him as a
fixture of the shop; a man whom they
loved because of his devotion to their in¬

terests. He was considered as one of the

firm, and when promotions were in order
he scorned them all, for he had always been
noted for his tirades against those who do
nothing but loll in big easy chairs, puff a

cigar, and look out of the window. For his
part, he wanted to be in the shop. He
loved it, knew every crook and cranny in
it, and he swelled with pride and happiness,
in the realization that as long as that big,
grim-looking factory stood there, quivering
and vibrating with the raucous cough of
the monstrous machines, resounding with
the clanging roar of metals, and glowing
with the big, hungry furnaces, there would
he be, God willing, every'morning of his
life.

To-day the men struck and he was sum¬
moned to go with the rest, being threat¬
ened with all sorts of fearful consequences
if he refused. The clay pipe in his mouth
fairly showered sparks, and Pat’s eye took
more of a determined squint as he turned
into Flower Street, where his home was.
He had bought the evening paper. The
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glaring headlines informed the people
that all the metal workers in the city had
struck in sympathy. Things looked gloomy
for many a good soul in that street, but
with a forced light-heartedness Pat pushed
away the cloud and, as he climbed the three
flights of narrow, twisting stairs ’ leading
to his little tenement, the sun of peace and
security crept into his heart, making him
the happiest of men.

Mary, his wife, was superintending opera¬
tions on the stove ana turned to greet her
consort.

“Hello,” she said, “did you meet Jimmie
on the way?”

“No; ain’t he home from school yet?
Drat the little devil; he is always late.”

“O, I suppose he is playing ball. He is
second base on the Young Invincibles and
they were to play the Lewis Streets to-day.
He’ll be home soon and twitching around
until he gets something to eat.”

The last remark had been addressed to
the wall, for with the coalhod in hand, Pat
started for the cellar. The bluntness of
Patrick upon this occasion made Mary won¬
der and, in all wisdom, she decided to say
as little as possible.

The cellar resounded with the whack of
the ax, telling that Pat was chopping wood,
and then a rattle denoted the filling of the
hod. With a bound, leap, and a jump,
intermingled with Indian whoops of joy,
Jimmie, a precocious lad of ten summers
and the only heir of the Clancy homestead,
skipped into the room. In his hand he
recklessly brandished a baseball bat, by
means of which he started in to explain to
his mother how the Invincibles had man¬

aged to win out in the ninth inning with
two out. In his earnestness he almost tipped
over the teapot and then hopped to a cor¬

ner, dodging a well-directed blow from his
mother. Then he became quiet, and after
washing the front of his face awaited his
father with a countenance glowing with
health, soap, and happiness.

Up the stairs blowing, wheezing, and
hurling anathemas at a fly which persist¬
ently sought his nose, came paterfamilias,
with a load of wood in one arm and the
coal hod in the other. And Patrick forgot
the troublesome fly and all his troubles, for
he saw Jimmie waiting for him.

“Hello, lad; who won the game?” he
said.

All the pent-up enthusiasm surging in
Jimmy’s breast simply exploded.

“Ah, we did,” he cried; “six to five in
a corking game. You see it was this
way ” As his eloquence threatened to
carry everything before it, including the
lamp, his father judiciously put a stop to
his baseball effusions.

“Sure, as long as you won, you’re all
right,” praised Pat.

“Jimmie,” said his mamma, who had no

sympathy with baseball and who was
always in mortal terror of broken legs and
blackened eyes, “run over to Smith’s and
get a loaf of bread. Hurry, for your father
is waiting.”

“Yes, and when you’re on the way, step
into Jake’s and get me a package of cut
plug,” enjoined his father.

With great alacrity Jimmie went on his
errand. Pat proceeded to his toilet, which
he performed, blowing like a porpoise and
wallowing in great mountains of soap suds.
Jimmie soon returned and the family sat
down to supper. The shop again came to
Pat’s mind and he became painfully silent.

The supper passed off in a strained way,
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despite Jimmie’s garrulousness on the sub¬
ject of baseball and how that day Stuby
Jones got punished by the sister for in¬
serting a pin in Fatty Cohen. The even¬
ing meal over and dishes cleared away, Pat
took to the big rocking chair for a further
perusal of the evening paper. His dutiful
son pulled off his shoes and filled his pipe,
and after such kind ministrations betook
himself to conning his books, where, in a

mumbling monotone and with much pain¬
ful and earnest tracing with the forefinger,
he learned his lessons for the ensuing day.
The greasy old clock ticked away, and Jim¬
mie nodded* Finally he closed his books
and, with a good-night kiss, delivered with
a somewhat sleepy gusto, he went to bed.
His mamma saw him tucked away in the
land of nod and then went to her knitting.
The silence was only broken by the rustling
of Pat’s paper and the high, undulating sob
of a baby, which now rose in a thin, quav¬
ering moan, lulled into low, rest-
tive sleep-sighings by the hushing croon
and soft, resting and melodious cradle
ditty of its weary and loving mother. Mrs.
Clancy looked shyly at her husband and
engaged him in conversation.

“Jimmie seems to be good at his books,”
she remarked. “He knows them, too, for
the other day he went all through the cate¬
chism.”

“Oh, the boy is smart,” said Pat with
infinite good nature. “Sure, some day I
think he’ll be chairman of the National
Democratic Committee, with head office in
New York and side offices all over the coun¬

try. 1 scorn the Presidency.”
“When he gets his schoolin’ ” continued

Mrs. Clancy, “it would be—a—it would be
wise to send him to college. But that is
nonsense,” she hastened to remark, for such

a look as comes into a tried charger when
he smells the smoke of battle came into
Pat’s honest, blue eyes.

“He’ll get his schoolin’,” he said; “but
he won’t go to any of them colleges. Don’t
1 see them fancy ducks—college students,
is it ? Sure, they look more like an ad for
a fire sale of clothing, with their balloon
pants and big shovel of a necktie, like the
headlight on an engine. And the way they
drink! I’ve seen them and I must say it’s
awful. One lad steps up to a bar and sez:
‘If yez please, I’ll have a Martin’s cocktail,’
and. another darling will have Scotch high¬
ball. Sure, I was nearer to Scotland than
any of them buckoos and never heard a
word of their highballs.”

“Oh, well, Pat,” she remonstrated, “they
are the rich ones.”

“Don’t you belave it,” thundered Patrick.
“They are all the same in this respect and
if they ain’t they try to be. College? No,
sir; Jimmie will get his schoolin’ and then
come down to the shop, where Mr. Jackson
is going to put him in the office, and if he
is a good boy, he’ll succeed.”

Mrs. Clancy took another tack.
“I see where the men in the shops are

going out,” she questioned.
“Yes, they have gone out and there is

sure to be trouble. I don’t know what to
do. It’s a strong union and if you go
against it they will make it hard for you.”

“Shame on you,” fared his better half.
“Would you leave Mr. Jackson, after being
there for years? Did you hear what Farther
Carey said last Sunday?

“No,” winced Pat.
“Well, he said that if the union man

would think for himself,-instead of leaving
a walking delegate do it for him, and if the
firms would do away with the idea that
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their men are always trying to do them,
then there wouldn’t be any trouble.” Hav¬
ing delivered herself of this oration she
calmly resumed her work.

“Well, I suppose, that’s so, if the Father
said it. I knew Father Carey since he
was a wisp of a lad and a better boy never
walked. His father near burst with pride
and the whole street was agog when Billy
Carey went off to college. Up to him we
would go, with all our arguments, when he
got back on his vacations, and, sure, whether
he knew the thing or not, he always gave
us a satisfying answer. And now look at
him! Father Billy, as 1 always call him,
has a wise head, and if the men paid more
attention to some of his sayings, there
wouldn’t be any strikes.”

Pat pondered late into the night. To
leave the shop where he had been going
for years! To desert the Jacksons when
they loved, trusted, and relied on him! And
why? Because a few men wanted a shorter
working day and succeeded in persuading
the rest to that effect. Yet there was the
union and its interests and devotion to the

^interests and rights of the men. And what
was expected of him as a law-abiding mem¬
ber of that union? At last he gave it up
in desperation. “Brotherly love and fra¬
ternity,” he laconically remarked, “won’t
give the Clancys bread. It won’t satisfy
a man’s conscience for doing wrongly, so
I’ll just step around tomorrow and report
for work.” Then he went to bed.

* * * * ❖

Weeks passed. Pat had reported for
work, but nothing was found for him to do,
since the Jacksons had decided to suspend
work until the trouble was over. Both

sides were still holding out, but the men

were growing angry and restless. For
days they had been wandering aimlessly
through the streets, expecting a surrender
from the bosses and following every de¬
velopment and new phase of the situation.
No wages coming in, the stock in the cup¬
board fell. The fund of the unions to sup¬
ply the men in such a contingency proved
to be surprisingly small and was soon eaten
up. The grocers and butchers grew bel¬
ligerent and refused to trust the strikers.
The men grew angrier every hour, and the
police force of the city had been increased,
with orders to diligently guard the manu¬
facturing district. Things went along in
this way and then Jimmie, the apple of
his papa’s eye, took sick. Thinking it
nothing the mother had relied upon her
own remedies, used on such occasions, but
Jimmie did not improve and at last the
parents became highly worried.

One morning when the boy was worse
than usual, Pat received a summons to call
at Mr. Jackson's home and, pursuant to it,
he went.

“Patrick,” said Mr. Jackson, when he
had graciously stowed him away in a big
chair, “I want to have you do something
for me.”

“You can rely on me, sir,” Pat re¬
sponded.

“1 know that I can; that is why I asked
you to come here. I want to have you go
down to the shop and stay there. This
trouble is bound to come to a crisis and I
am afraid that something will happen.
Peterson, the watchman, has been inveigled
over to the strikers, and we must have a
man to stay around the shop and guard the
place.”

Pat swallowed the lump in his throat,
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His Jimmie sick at home and he not able
to care for him!

“Yes, sir,” he said. ‘Til go right down
to the factory and stay there, Jimmie is
sick, but ”

“What! Our Jimmie sick? What is the
matter?”

“1 don’t know, sir. He seems to care
for nothing. I am fearfully worried about
it,” grievously remarked Pat.

“Well, I’ll send Dr. White down there.
He is a good man and will have the boy
skipping around in a day.”

“All right, sir; thanks to you. You can
send the doctor, although I never did think
much of them new fellows, with their ever¬

lasting cries of microbe bugs and sanitary
methods. Faith,” he said, rising to go, “the
undertakers are the only ones who can keep
pace with them.”

“Well,” laughed Mr. Jackson, “you won’t
find Dr. White that sort of a man.”

“Well, now I’ll go down to the shop and
if you have any orders, send them down.’”

Pat made his way to the factory and
started in for a seige of diligent watching.
Nothing happened during the day and he
thought that he would soon be relieved
from duty. About 11 o’clock in the night
he was quietly seated after one of his
rounds, when the distant sound of many
voices reached his ears. They came nearer
and nearer, until at last a body of men stag¬
gered up the street. It was a number of the
strikers, returning from a carousal in the
city after abending one of their big mass
meetings. The leaders were in the number
and all were' drunk. At that moment, and
before the crowd had yet reached the build¬
ing, little Willie Flaherty, a playmate of
Jimmie, came running to the door. With

breathless eagerness he summoned Pat
home, for Jimmie was dying with diph¬
theria, which had manifested itself during
the day in a malignant form. The mes¬
senger was gone and Pat was alone save
for the crowd in front of the building. To
him the world seemed a poor place to live
in. It gradually lost its brightness and good
cheer in heartrending pain and dampening
despair. Oh, if he only could get to that
boy!

The crowd out in the street mocked him.
Riot and lawlessness spread out their tal¬
ons, clasping everyone in its embrace, until
the mob greatly increased was infected
with a rebellious spirit. They laughed at
the few police stationed there. Arousing
himself from his trance, Pat sprang to the
’phone and implored more help from head¬
quarters. Riot stalked unblushingly in the
street. The huge electric lights, around
which countless bugs were flitting in a
droning way, threw a ghostly light on the
scene. A scene which made the modest,
unassuming stars hide their faces as if in
fear. The colossal structure of the Jack-
sons stood in the background; its black
windows glinting in the light and reflecting
the motley assemblage. The curses, yells,
and blasphemy rolled away in a mighty
volume and then came back in weakened

echoes, which in turn were swallowed up in
the jubilant rejoicing of the roystering
throng. They pushed and crushed. They
made for the factory. They swayed to and
fro like a restless billow. They again
rushed toward the building; they bolted
backwards. The bully, the coward, the
thoughtless, the insolent, the drunk¬
ard was there and gloried in his revel.
The honest man, the sober man, the hard
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and conscientious worker was there and
was ashamed to withdraw from the revel.
Faces livid with passion, insane with the
taste of mob rule, were thrown into sight
by the lighting of countless matches. It
was hell. The crushing, demoniac horde
gloried in their brawl. They hooted at or¬
der and the law. Crazy with the sense
of their might; crazy with drink, and the
yells, scoffing, profaneness at last rent the
peaceful heavens in one mighty maudlin
voice of “Scab! Scab.” Then came a sickly
sight. The blue-coated police descended on
the mob. They beat their way forward,
while the crowd, hesitating for a moment,
broke ranks and fled in fearful haste.

Quiet and order were restored and soon

nothing betokened the riot save for stray
pieces of clothing, scattered here and there,
and the vigilant guard of the police sur¬
rounding the factory of Jackson & Co.

Pat made his way home. Flower Street,
where he lived, was deserted save for a

carriage that stood outside his home. He
quickened his pace and, in utter despair,
went into the house. He took a quick
glance; great loneliness encompassed him.
He did not hear the low, moaning wail of
the mother. He did not hear the sympathe¬
tic voice of the doctor. He knew nothing,

cared for nothing, except for a little figure
on the snow-white bed. A look of happi¬
ness lingered on the little face, where the
sweat of fever yet glistened beneath the
matted and tousled head. He bent down
and kissed his own Jimmie. Then he drew
his wife gently out of the room.

ij! S-S s{c

The neighbors are talking yet about Jim¬
mie Clancy’s funeral. Nothing was ever
seen there like the flowers; the little white
casket, with its silver handles, and the beau¬
tiful shining hearse that took him away;
the music up in the church; and, then, the
beautiful Jackson ladies were there, too.
The street was agog with it. All the little
folks want to die now and the grown peo¬
ple, especially the women, are hastening on
their condolence calls. Many a dreary night
passes in the Clancy home. Pat still sits in
the big armchair. No one takes his shoes
off or fills his pipe. His gaze is far away
and then irresistibly alights on a crazy little
hat, perched on a peg in the corner. A base¬
ball bat and. a fishing line lay side by side
in the little back room. A scalding tear
comes coursing down his rugged, careworn
cheek. After rapping his pipe on the chair,
he arises and goes to bed.

J. H. LAWYER, ’06.
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THE DAY AT GEORGETOWN—1904.

For one whole day the college and its
surroundings were under the sway of the
Senior Sodality. On December 8 the
Sodality, with all the pomp and splendor
befitting the oldest Sodality in this country,
celebrated the fiftieth anniversary of the
promulgation of the doctrine of the Im¬
maculate Conception. All the exercises of
the feast were elaborately planned, and it
was a day to be set down in the history of
the college as one of the great days in its
organization.

That the different points of the celebra¬
tion might be carried out with greater
facility the reception of postulants, which
usually is held on the 8th of December,
took place on the evening of the 7th. Full
dignity thus was had by the new members
on the feast day.

The list of candidates- is as follows:
For Affiliation—Joseph Cuenco, Santa

Clara; Dennis Dowd, Holy Cross College;
Charles V. Mullen, Sacred Heart, Denver,
John A. Richmond, Saint Xavier, Cincin¬
nati;‘James J. Brennan, Boston College;
Leo Hicks, Santa Clara; Eugene Ouimet,
Saint Mary’s, Montreal.

For Admission—Lawrence V. Canario,
’05; Charles C. .McCarthy, ’05; J. Frank
Hayes, ’(56; Joseph H. Lawler, ’06; Henry
T. Vlymen, ’06; William J. Vlymen, ’06;
Edward Gannon, ’07; John Corcoran, ’08;
Martin F. Douglas, ’08; John W. Ecken-
rode, ’08; Leo F. Fitzpatrick, ’08; Robert H.
Kelley, ’08; Addison K. Lusk, ’08; Joseph
L. McLaughlin, ’08; Howard C. MacDonald,

’08; Joseph E. Parrott, ’08; Ellsworth
Reilly, ’08; Howard Smith, ’08; Hughes
Spalding, ’08; Charles Ward, ’08; Clifton
Woods, ’08.

Many of the former prefects were on
hand for the day—some of whom, no
doubt, had not yisited Georgetown since the
time of their graduation. It was the desire
of the Sodality to reach all its old prefects
with invitations—nor was it through inten¬
tional oversight or neglect if any failed to
receive them, but because of the incomplete¬
ness of the Sodality records.

The invitation, finely engraven, read as
follows:
The President of Georgetown College and

the Oldest Sodality in the United States
cordially invite you to be present at the
celebration of the Golden Jubilee of the
Proclamation of the Dogma of the Im¬
maculate Conception of the Mother ot
God on Thursday, the eighth of Decem¬
ber, nineteen hundred and four. George¬
town University, Washington, D. C.
The recitation of the Office of the Blessed

Virgin by the members and guests of the
Sodality opened the exercises of the day.
New office books were provided for that
occasion. Bound very beautifully in white
satin with gilt lettering they were to be used
but once, and retained by the individual
members as mementos of the celebration.

At 10 A. M. in Dalhgren Chapel Rev.
Father Daugherty, S. J., rector, celebrated
solemn high mass. Archbishop Diomede
Falconio, apostolic delegate, presided in full
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pontifical robes. The varsity choir, under
the direction of Mr. Gaynor, S. J., rendered
the following musical program:

“Proper,” of mass, including “Credo”
and “Gloria,” Gregorian Chant.

“Kyrie,” “Sanctus,” and “Agnus Dei,”
from Gounod's “Messe des Orpheonistis.”

“Benedictus,” from Gounod’s Mass of
St.'Cecilia.

Immediately after the mass Father Aloy-
sius Brosnan, S. J., of St. Joseph’s College,
Philadelphia, delivered the sermon of the
day.

The dedication of the new south building
by the apostolic delegate concluded the cere¬
monies of the morning.

At 1 P. M., there was spread in the new
refectory a collation for the Sodality’s
guests. This luncheon marked the open¬
ing of the new dining hall.

In the vestibule of Dahlgren Chapel, at
five o’clock in the afternoon, a white mar¬
ble tablet, presented as a memorial by the
class of 1904, was unveiled.

The presentation speech on this occasion
was made by the president of the class,
Joseph Zachary Miller, III, and Father
Daugherty, S. J., replied in the name of
the University.

The inscription on the Memorial Tablet
of the Class of 1904 is as follows:

MARIAE IMMACULATAE,
IN FAUSTISSIMAM IUBILAEI MEMORIAM

QUO TEMPORE COMMEMORATUR
PONTIFICIUM ORIGINIS

INLIBATAE PRAECONIUM
VI ID DEC AN M CM IIII

ALUMNI XXX GEORGIOPOLITANI
BACCALAUREATUM MOX ADEPTI

INSTANTE EORUM MODERATORE
HANC TABULAM SUA IMPENSA STATUTAM

DEDICAVERUNT

PROGNATIS QUI TE
GRADIENTES MATER HONESTANT

AUSPICE TE FIAT SOSPES ADUSQUE VIA.

The following is the translation:
To Mary Immaculate,

In Happy Memory of the Jubilee
Of the Papal Definition

Of Her Immaculate Conception,
This Tablet by Their Bounty Here Placed,

At the Suggestion of Their Professor,
The Class of 1904 of Georgetown College,

Dedicated
On the Eighth Day of December

In the Year 1904.

With the Academy held in Gaston Hall
at 8 P. M., the celebration was brought to
a close. Cardinal Gibbons presided and
both Archbishop Falconio and Monsignor
Aggius, newly-appointed delegate to the
Philippines, were present.

The oldest living prefect, Charles D.
Kenny, of Pittsburg, made an address as
did Eugene D. F. Brady, of Washington;
John G. Agar, of New York; James F.
Tracy, of Albany; Dr. Conde B. Pallen,
of New Rochelle, and Hon. Daniel H. Law¬
ler, of St. Paul, Minn. The program was
as follows:

SYMPOSIUM OF PREFECTS.
Grand March, “Tannhauser” Wagner
Overture, “Meditation” Bach

A VOICE FROM 1854 Mr. Charles B. Kenny
AFTER THE WAR..Mr. Eugene D. F. Brady, 1869

Idyl, “Hearts and Flowers” Tobani
A GENERATION AGO..Mr. James F. Tracey,1871

Cornet Solo, “Inflammatus” ..Rossini
Walter F. Smith, 2d Leader of Marine Band

NEARER OUR OWN TIME...John G. Agar, 1873
Ein Albumblatt Wagner

JUBILEE POEM Conde B. Pallen, 1879
Ave Maria” Gounod

Solo by Mr. Joseph L. Battle,
With Orchestra Accompaniment.

FROM THE GREAT WEST,
•Daniel W. Lawler, 1880

Song, “For All Eternity” Mascheroni
IN THE PRESENT Wm. H. Graham, 1904

Chorus, “Te Deum” German air

In the evening with fifteen hundred elec¬
tric bulbs hung in streamers from the tower
the whole front of the college building was
illuminated. Above the middle porch in
large letters of lights were the words “Mary
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Immaculate”—a public confession of the
dignity of the Mother of God.

The present officers of the Sodality are as
follows:

William H. Graham, ’05, prefect.
Robert J. Pendergast, ’05, first assistant.
James P. Burns, ’05, second assistant.
Harlow F. Pease, ’06, secretary and

treasurer.
Consultors.—Edward Monohan, ’05;

Francis E. Keenan, ’07; George Cogan, ’08.
Sacristans—Thomas A. McCann, ’07;

Edward Crummey, ’08.
The following were present as guests of

the Sodality for the day:
Of the old prefects—Charles D. Kenny,

’58; Eugene D. F. Brady, ’70; James F.
Tracey, ’76; John G. Agar, ’76; Conde B.
Pallen, ’80; Daniel W. Lawler, ’81.

Of the alumni—Rev. Patrick Healy, S.
J.; rector from ’73-’82; Rev. James FI.
Doonan, S. J., rector from ’82-’8%; Rev.
J. Havens Richards, S. J., rector from
’88-’98; Rev. John D. Whitney, S. J., rec¬
tor from ’98-’01; Rev. Clement S. Lancas¬
ter, S. J., ’59; William A. Quicksall, ’61;
Charles S. Abell, ’68; Anthony A. Hirsh,

71; Charles N. Harris, 71; Thomas Mack-
in, 71; Charles H. Miller, 72; Alexander
P. Morse, 72; Charles C. Lancaster, 74;
J. Percy Keating, 75; Charles O’Donovan,
78; James Morris, ’82; James M. Willcox,
’81; Harry Carver, ’00; Hugh Fegan, ’01;
Edward J. Fegan, ’02; John W. Fairfax,
’04; Edward J. Connolly, ’04; Rev. Edward
Zuckey, Rev. W. S. Caughey, Rev. George
Doughterty, of the Catholic University;
Rev. W. H. Ketcham, Rev. James F. Mack-
in, Rev. J. I. Maguire, Rev. Joseph C. Mal-
lon, Rev. John A. Morgan, S. J.; Rev. A.
Elder Read Mullon, S. J.; Rev. Dr. Thomas
J. Shahan, professor at the Catholic Uni¬
versity; Rev. Edward Southgate, Rev.
James Smyth, Rev. Thomas Smith; Ad¬
miral Sands, Admiral Ramsay, Postmaster
General Wynne, Maurice O’Connell, solici¬
tor of the Treasury; Professor Nerinck, of
the Belgian legation; Martin I. Griffin, Ed¬
ward Byrne, James A. Clarke, Vincent
Coughlan, Dr. Edward L. Greene, of the
Smithonion Institution; Harry A. Hegarty,
Carroll Rosin, F. W. Sands, Richard Wat¬
kins.

FRANCIS E. KEENAN, ’07.

THE SERMON OF THE DAY.

“Behold from henceforth all generations
shall call me blessed; for He that is mighty
hath wrought great things unto me, and
holy in His name.”

We are keeping to-day as you know, my
dear friends, the beautiful feast of the Im¬
maculate Conception, and keeping, too, the
Golden Jubilee—the fiftieth anniversary,
not of the feast, but of the promulgation of

the Immaculate Conception as a dogma of
our faith. On the 8t’h day of December,
1854, that venerable Pontiff Pius IX glad¬
dened the heart of the Christian world by
proclaiming this sacred truth as revealed
of G6d; and to-day his successor, Pius X,
animated by the same tender devotion, calls
upon the children of the Church to renew
the memory of that sweet Evangel, and to
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rekindle their spirit of love and loyalty to
the Immaculate Mother of our Redeemer.

It is but right, surely, that the members
of our Lady’s Sodalities should keep this
day in especial honor; it is most fitting that
you, the members of the oldest Sodality in
our land, should honor it with especial pomp
and ceremony. Over a hundred years in
continued existence, with recorded minutes
that date from the beginning of the last
century, with a roster of names that are
honorable upon the annals of this vener¬
able seat of learning, the Sodality of
Georgetown University does well to keep
this jubilee sacredly; does well to summon
hither the highest Church dignitaries of the
land and in their presence with hymn and
canticle, with pomp of ceremony, with all
that art and nature can bring, speak her
praises, swell with filial love the song of all
generations that by her prophecy “Shall
call her blessed.” I know that in the name

of all, I may congratulate the oldest Sodali¬
ty in the United States.

Devotion to the Immaculate Conception
is not by any means a new devotion in the
Catholic Church; we can trace it back to
the seventh or even the fifth century. But
it did receive new sanction and new splen¬
dor in the promulgation of this truth as a
dogma of faith, as a truth revealed of God.
Now it is almost a principle *in Catholic
thought—that in the development of doc¬
trine, the Church, guided by the Spirit of
God, promulgates her dogmas at times
most opportune; that in each truth not new¬
ly revealed (for there is no new revela¬
tion within the Church), but newly defined
as belonging to Catholic belief, there is
some peculiar fitness for the needs of the
time, some peculiar force and power to
meet prevailing errors in faith or morals.
Can we find that peculiar force here? Is

there a new power that makes for good¬
ness and uprightness in this new dogma
of the Immaculate Conception? I believe
there is; I believe in looking back upon the
religion and morality of the last fifty years,
looking out upon the faith and unfaith of
our own day, we shall find it most oppor¬
tune, most fitting, that the Catholic Church
should once more express her fullhearted
love and devotion to God’s Holy Mother;
should once again awaken in her children
the spirit of that devotion; should lift up
in human life, and set before the minds
of all, the peerless ideal of utter sinless¬
ness—the Immaculate Mother of the Incar¬
nate Word.

I am not going to ask you to take a
gloomy view of the times we live in—to me
they are full of hope; if the age has its
peculiar evils, so shall it have adequate
strength to overcome them; but, my
friends, it does not need a prophet’s vision
nor a sage’s thought to detect that outside
the Catholic Church there is a quivering
and creaking and sundering of ancient
creeds, and that the moral atmosphere of
this closing century is not altogether whole¬
some. Such fundamental truths as the

Divinity of Jesus Christ—the inspiration of
sacred Scriptures—if not openly denied are
defended but faintheartedly, and with large
concessions to infidelity. The morality of
home life, the morality of literature, yes,
the morality of public life, at least in prac¬
tice. is not the morality of the Gospel—-not
the morality of Catholic teaching.

Why, look at our divorce mills, and they
are as busy otherwhere wrecking fast and
furiously the very foundations of the so¬
cial structure; note but the general tone
of much that passes for modern literature—
it is tainted to the core; mark but some
of the many problems of justice and fair-*
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dealing that are still clamoring for solu¬
tion; we can hush them by force, but we
have not solved them. And these, my
friends, are only the outward features of
evil—the twitchings of pain jn the body
public; but back of it all is the cancer; back
of it all is a moral condition from which
decent thought recoils; back of it all are
forces, dark forces for evil, that might well
give pause to much of our boasting of en- ■

lightenment or betterment in social status.
Now, my dear friends, it is just in this

very life, surrounded by these very condi¬
tions, face to face with these strong forces
of evil, that we are going to spend our
days, going to enact our little part in the
drama of human life; before we can speak
our “Vos Plaudite;” before the curtain is
rung down. Let me ask you were it not
well for a man—for you and for me—to
take along with us every safeguard and pro¬
tection that we can for our soul’s true in¬

terests; to make use of every good help
God has given us; were it not well to keep
before our minds, and set deep in our
hearts’ affections, the most perfect ideals
of holiness, the loftiest revealings of all
virtue, so to quicken our endeavors, so to
kindle the noblest aspirations of our hearts,
so to know and feel that wondrous power
of God that is working through human life
chastening and sanctifying souls that are
willing to be sanctified! Well, that, my
friends, is the spirit and purpose of the
Catholic faith in her devotion to the Bless¬
ed Virgin; that is the great practical good
coming to us with this dogma of her
Immaculate Conception, to makke us feel
in larger measure the strength and helpful¬
ness of her maternal love, to help us learn
from her the beauty the divinity of holi¬
ness, to make us feel the sweet and holy
influence of a spotless soul till it shine like

the light of God’s benediction upon the
pathways of our lives.

Let me then in keeping with this feast
recall to your minds the meaning of this
great truth—and the reasons for our faith
in it. Immaculate Conception must not be
confounded, as it often has been, with our
Blessed Lady’s perpetual virginity; it must
not be mistaken for her miraculous of the
Word made flesh; neither does it mean that
other prerogative of hers, her utter freedom
from all personal sin, even the slightest
venial fault. Immaculate Conception has
reference to original sin only, and means by
a singular privilege of God’s giving she was
from the first moment of her existence

exempted from that sin; that, therefore,
her soul at the very instant of its creation;
at the very instant that it was linked to the
human body, was privileged not to feel the
touch of that common sin; that it was at
the moment of its creation created beauti¬
ful and bright, full of all grace and divine
gifts; fair and holy and pure in the sight
of an all holy God; that it was not for an in¬
stant stained with that original sin in which
all else of human kind are, not only born,
but even conceived.

Here, my dear friends, we can under¬
stand how this was a glorious privilege for
the Mother of God. Catholic faith teaches
us on the word and authority of God him¬
self, that we are a fallen race; and that
is an all-essential truth; that we are a fallen
race; that we come into life under the ban
of sin; that at the very instant when our
souls are created they are tainted with sin,
not with the sin we commit, but with the
sin we contract; not with personal sin
wrought by free act of our wills, but with
the sin that clings to our nature, the sin
wrought by him who was our physical and
moral head, by him the first man whose
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will and choice stood to God as the will and
choice of the whole race of man. That, I
say, is an essential truth; that we are con¬
ceived in sin; that our souls, at the moment
Almighty God created them, are estranged
from His love, are defiled in His holy sight,
and do so remain until they are cleansed
in the saving waters of baptism. Hear
how clearly the great Apostle proclaims this
truth; and how like a knell it sounds when
intoned with its dark sequence: “For by
one man’s sin death entered into the world,
and so unto all men death has come because
in him all have sinned.” Hear that! In
him all have sinned, and so unto all has
come the bitter wage of sin, for “the wages
of sin is death.” And so, my friends, the
new born babe that opens its eyes to the
light but once, and then feels the fangs of
death in its little body, is paying in death
the penalty of a sin that is in its soul. The
babe unborn that beats out its blind life
before its birth, pays in that death the
penalty of a sin that is on its soul—a sin
that came the moment that soul left the
hands of its Creator-God.

What a wonderful moment is that in
which God creates a human soul! He had
chosen it as the moment of His highest
achievement the crowning work of His
visible creation, for he had chosen not mere¬

ly to call that soul out of nothingness, but
to dower it with heaven’s best gifts; to
make it the object of His especial love—
little less than the very angels of Heaven—
the child of His adoption. It is a moment
far greater than that when God spoke and
glorious light flashed into being, and shot
its rays through primordial darkness; it is
a moment greater than that when God took
slime of the earth and fashioned a body
for man, and breathed into it the spirit of

life, the breath of His own divine lips, and
made manlike unto Himself His child in¬
deed.

“Let us make man after our own image
and likeness,” a man like unto God, not in
mere dull entity or being, but the living,
breathing image of God, with intellect to
know even as God knows; with will and
liberty to choose and reject even as God
can choose and reject; with heart to love,
when he loves his best, even as God him¬
self loves! Man like unto God, because
the child of His Father God! Man like
unto God as sharing in the nature of God,
as heir to His kingdom, with right and title
to His Father’s throne.

Oh, my friends, God has planned that
moment of the soul’s creation as the su¬

preme moment of His love for man, a
moment holy and dear to the heart of God.
There was nothing could mar that great
plan but sin, and by sin it was marred.
For by one man’s sin death entered into
the world, and all have sinned in him. If
that were the great, sad thought of a poet,
it would thrill the world to the very heart;
but as an awful reality we fear it, we
shrink from it, and no wonder; it needed
the word of God to make it credible, that
the moment fixed in God’s purpose to be
that of highest blessing should become the
moment of God’s curse; that the moment
of the highest exercise of omnipotence
should be the moment of His defeat; that
the child of His love should come into
life estranged from Him, and friend to the
powers of hell; that by a single act of a
man’s free will should be wrought the
wreck and ruin of God’s creation, the over¬
throw of Heaven’s plan. It needed the
wonderful argument of the Apostle: “By
one man’s sin came death, and unto all, be-
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cause in him all had sinned, all had sinned.”
Oh no; not all! God’s plans are never

wholy defeated. He must assert His omnipo¬
tence above created power. The same
divine voice that proclaims this universal
ruin, has told us with equal certainty that
there was one to be excepted; that the vic¬
tory of evil should not be complete; that
there was to be one in whom God’s work,
should not be marred, one upon whose soul
at the instant of its creation all of Heaven’s
best gifts should rest, and that one the Im¬
maculate Mother of the Immaculate Lamb
of God.

This, my friends, is the dogma of the Im¬
maculate Conception and this is why we call
it her special privilege. Now for many
centuries men of gifted intellect, saints of
God, even, paused and hesitated in the
presence of this sublime truth and scarcely
dared affirm it. Others built great argu¬
ments against it; and the fool laughed at
it. Reason faltered for a spell, but only
for a spell. She saw the light and began
to reach up to the truth. God could save
the Mother of His Divine Son from the stain
of that primal sin; could create her soul
immaculate. He had so created His count¬
less hosts of angels; He had so created the
first man and woman, in perfect spiritual
beauty and adorned with gifts far beyond
the reach, or the needs of man’s physical
nature, why could He not so create her who
was to be Queen of men and of angels, the
Mother of Christ to come. Yea, reason saw
and showed the fitness of her Immaculate

Conception, and sought only to know
God’s will. What had He chosen to do?

Wjjo shall be witness of His divine choos¬
ing?

My dear friends, God Himself stands as
witness of this truth. At the very time
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when the heart of God wept over the first
dark sin that sullied human nature; at the
very time when infinite mercy prevailed
over justice and God was promising the
Redeemer to repair that sin, He made this
truth of the Immaculate Conception part
aiid portion of that sublime promise. Side
by side with the Redeemer to come He
places the woman; over against the guilty
pair that had broken His law, had stained
their souls with sin and sworn fealty to
the powers of darkness, God raises up the
beautiful vision of the Christ to come and
His Immaculate Mother. The woman and
her seed forever at enmity with one and the
same enmity against the powers of evil!
“I will place enmity between thee and the
woman; thy seed and her seed, and she
shall crush thy head.”

Enmity from the very beginning with the
powers of evil; it must mean freedom from
every touch of sin, for the soul that has
once contracted sin is in that sin a friend,
an ally, of hell. God cannot fail of His
promise. He would have been false to it;
He would not have set enmity between the
serpent and the Mother of His Son (more
than saints have had) if she had been con¬
ceived in sin; if her soul from the moment
of its creation were not pure and sinless—
Immaculate.

Yes, my friends; God Himself bears tes¬
timony to this truth, and our second wit¬
ness shall be one of the brightest of His
angel courtiers. When the fullness of time
was come God sent His bright messenger
to a little home in Nazareth where dwelt
the lily maid of Israel; she that was
chosen of the daughters of Judea to be the
Mother of the Messiah. It was the most
momentous message that ever angel of
Heaven brought to earth, for it made the
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whole plan of man’s redemption hang upon
the will, the choice, of one little maiden!
Oh, my friends, God’s angels love Him
dearly; they want to see His will fulfilled
in all things; they want to see sin banished
from our lives, and they ring their paeons
of joy through high Heaven when a soul
repentant turns back to God. How this
bright Spirit flashed from Heaven with his
wondrous message of Redemption! How
he would have pleaded our cause if need
were! With what sublime language he un¬
folds the message he brings: “Hail, full of
grace, the Lord is with thee!”

You know that prayer, my friends; it is
dear to the Catholic faith; we learned it in
the holy time of childhood. It is a prayer that
has strengthened many a soul in sorrow or
against sin; a prayer that has trembled
from dying lips but an instant before death
—the great, strong hope and comfort of
great strong Catholic faith! What a magic
there is in it, and what a world, what a

heaven, of meaning! Mark this feature:
Her name is uttered by the angel’s lips;
he learned it at the great white throne of
God. It is a name that none other of the
children of men can wear; it is a name that
must mark her distinct from the holiest
saint that ever lived; it is the name God
gave her in Heaven, “Full of Grace.” Now,
grace, my friends, is the very opposite, the
very antithesis, of mortal sin. Many saints
have gone through life without ever losing
the grace they received in baptism, but they
could not wear this title; they were not full
of grace. That was the name of one
who had more grace than highest saint or
purest seraph; the name of one whose
soul held all of grace that God could show¬
er upon it; of one whose soul never knew
the absence of grace; whose soul was im¬
maculate from the moment of its creation,

and that is the Immaculate Conception.
You see, then, my friends, that this

sublime truth is not a pious fiction; not at
all an idle fancy. Long years, long centu¬
ries, of thought and searching and arguing
had led up to it. But the light of God’s
revelation was forever growing around
about it, bringing it out more clearly year
by year, until to-day we hold it as a sacred,
as a holy, truth. It was contained in God’s
revealed word; we needed but the voice of
God upon earth the living voice of His in¬
fallible Church, to hush every doubt and
give us divine assurance. Here is the third
witness of this sublime dogma—the Holy
Catholic Church! True to her mission to
teach all nations whatsoever God had re¬

vealed, vested with that power without
which revelation is a mere byword and a
snare, the power to interpret unerringly the
Word of God, she proclaims this truth
divine, and relying on this threefold testi¬
mony we take this truth and hold it with
divine certainty; we thank God for all the
beauty and sweetness of it; and we bring
her today the homage of our heart’s devo¬
tion; her the Spotless One; her the Im¬
maculate Conception!

My dear friends, there was a time when
devotion to the Blessed Mother of God
was peculiar to the Catholic Church alone.
That time has passed; to-day men of other
creeds, and of no fixed creed at all, have
come to realize not only the fitness of this
devotion; that it is absolutely necessary for
any man that recognizes the divinity of
Christ Jesus, not only its grandeur and its
sweetness; but also and above all the great
moral power for good that lies in this devo¬
tion. There never was a time when Catho¬
lic faith did not realize that power; there
never was a day when Catholic devotion
faltered in honoring her, and shame upon
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our Catholic manhood if we fail in it now.

1 have tried to show you that we need
this devotion to God’s Blessed Mother;
need its ennobling, purifying influence upon
our lives. I wish we might take that truth
with us, on this her beautiful feast day,
the Jubilee of her Immaculate Conception.
It is hard for us in the days of our strength,
of our manhood, to realize that we need
any help other than our own great selves;
but we do need it; we need all of Heaven’s
help that our souls can lay hold on. Oh,
it is sad almost unto tears for a man of

any experience even in our colleges to look
back over his brief experience and see not
a few fair young lives full of high
hope and brave promise fallen by the way¬

side! Fallen? Yes, broken, shattered, blast¬
ed in the very first conflict with the forces
of evil! Lives, mind you, that held the
potency of sainthood, fallen to the dust;
lives that were rich in God’s best gifts, now
lost to all noble ambition; lost to all sense
of decency, and, far as human feeling can
go, lost to God Himself. Shall we fare
better than they? Yes; on God’s word, if
we are true to this devotion. It needs but
a very little effort on our part, a very sweet
and a manly effort, and for that we shall
feel the great strong love of that Mother’s
heart enfolded about our lives, uplifting and
sustaining and protecting our souls—the
great strong love of the Immaculate Mother
of God.

ADDRESS OF THE PREFECT OF 1856.

Friends and Fellow Sodalists: That I
am deeply impressed with the honor you
offer me, to add my voice to the ceremonies
of this most interesting occasion, hardly
needs to be expressed. It seems bordering
on the preposterous that a laic should in¬
dulge in anything like homiletics in a home
of the Jesuit Fathers; but I take it we meet
on this semi-centennial anniversary, not as
theologians to discuss the doctrine of the
Immaculate Conception—that is res adjudi-
cata—but as Sodalists to renew and declare
our love and devotion to the Mother of
God. We are all aware that it is no new

doctrine we are welcoming to our belief.
The faith for which the first martyr suf¬
fered death from the violence of a mob is
the same to-day, and as salutary, as in the
first age of the church; but religion comes
to our aid, and our Holy Mother Church—
the infallible Ecclesia Docens—has institut¬
ed ways and means to vivify, illustrate,
promote and strengthen that faith—the

sacraments, the commandments of the
Church, indulgences, and among others the
dogma in whose memory and honor this
fiftieth anniversary of its definition is sol¬
emnized. No jubilee could elicit more cor¬
dial sympathy. Our love and devotion to
our Holy Mother is so natural, so sponta¬
neous in every Catholic heart, it was never
thought necessary to incorporate its belief
into the body of our explicit faith until
made so by the cold and carping criticisms
of some professing Christians whose icy
hearts are stranger to our dearest affection
and veneration for the Mother of our Di¬
vine Redeemer. It might be expected that
such professing Christians would stigma¬
tize our devotion as Mariolatry who with¬
hold the simple attribute of saint or holy
from the Apostles themselves, and refer to
John or Matthew or Paul as they would to
Jones or Thompson or Smith and seem in¬
capable of comprehending the love of the
Divine Son for His Blessed Mother. It is
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true that during His public ministry, in ful¬
fillment of the prophecy and the promise
that the seed of the woman shall crush the

serpent’s head, He always referred to His
Mother as “woman” in order to give dis¬
tinctness and emphasis to His mission, but
it is abhorrent to all sense of human char¬

ity and affection to suppose that in the in¬
timacy of His home, in the simplicity of
His obedient childhood, in the relation of
Mother and Son, He would address her by
any less endearing, less exalted, name than
that of Mother. It seems almost like blas¬

phemy to say that our Divine Redeemer
did not love His Mother. Can it be sup¬
posed for a moment that a heart so filled
with pity and love for a fallen race could
be indifferent to a virgin Mother predes¬
tined from the Beginning to be the Source
of His human life, to minister to His in¬
fancy, to sympathize in His labors, and to
weep over His mangled inanimate body?
In the name of sane humanity the thought
is intolerable.

So it follows that in our devotion and
love we are following in His very footsteps.
When our hearts are filled with that love
and devotion we are, with Him, children of
Mary in a self-same filial sentiment.

In the Holy Sacrament of the Eucharist
He is our Lord and our God; in the same
love for the same Mother He is our Brother.
In all the helps to a better life instituted
and taught by Holy Mother Church, that
belief, it would seem to me, should be held
by every Sodalist among the most inspirit¬
ing and consolatory. What then is the con¬
clusion? What should be the reflex effect
of this belief upon all our lives? Surely
it should be the promotion of good citizen¬
ship, higher and purer ideals in our social
and business relations, and, above all, a

greater zeal in the service and worship of
the Almighty God, which after all is the

end and purpose of our existence—Ad Ma-
jorem Dei Gloriam.

It is more than fifty years since I was
admitted to our Sodality here; or, to be
more exact, I was admitted in February,
1854, the same year in which the event we
commemorate today took place nine
months later; Father Ardia, director;
Charles P. Bahan, prefect, known in his
school days as “Crab,” afterwards a Jesuit
Father, and Eugene Longuemare, of St.
Louis, secretary. In that long retrospect
there is no period on which my mind dwells
with more genuine satisfaction, there is no
greener spot in my memory, than the recol¬
lection of those days, the Sunday morn¬
ings we met in the chapel to recite her holy
office; and I believe that every one of us
took a sincere pleasure in the service. What
blessings and special favors, known and un¬
known, may have come to me in conse¬
quence, who can tell? Certainly we have
daily occasion for reverent thanks, but who
can tell what dangers have been averted,
what perils avoided that we never dreamed
of and will never know, at least in this life.

To illustrate, I will mention an incident;
similar ones may have occurred many times
to all of us: Some years ago I was com¬
ing up the Mississippi River on a steamer
that had landed at the wharf at Memphis.
A freight train passing between the river
and the front street was derailed only a few

■feet distant and some of the cars damaged.
That was not a very unusual circumstance
and not much notice of it was taken at the

time, but when some days afterwards we
learned that some of these cars were freight¬
ed with dynamite it gave a very different
phase to the occurrence. I mention it to
show how often we may be in danger un¬
consciously; and whilst rendering grateful
thanks for favors received we should in¬
clude those wn only to the Omniscient.
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We' may not know whence special favors,
spiritual or corporal, come to us, but we
do know the meaning of mother love, and
we know it is not exclusively exercised
toward the most dutiful children. All who
claim the holy relationship of mother are
her children and as children are objects of
her maternal care.

1 am glad to be again with our old

DEVOTION TO THE

Devotion to the Mother of God has ever

been a distinguishing mark of Catholic
Christianity. It was to Mary that the early
martyrs looked for comfort and encourage¬
ment in their'crucial hour; it was to’ Mary
that the saints had recourse for strength in
the life struggle with passion; it was to
Mary that the sinner fled, as to a refuge, in
the hour of repentance; and it is to her
that devout Catholics for nigh nineteen
centuries have turneed for help in all times
of trial and trouble. In the early ages of
the Christian era, her precise position in
Catholic dogma was not so explicitly de¬
fined as at present. In those days the very
fundamental doctrines concerning Christ
himself were from time to time called in

question, and needed all the attention of
the great minds in theology to develop
their strong defense. Nestorius attacked
the unity of person in Christ, and a gen¬
eral council was called to crush his heresy.
Eutyches confounded the two natures in
Christ, and again the Church was called
upon to rise and efface the fatal error. And
yet at no time in the Church’s history has
Mary received greater veneration than that
given her by the early faithful of the
Church. A short passage from the great
St. Basil will show the spirit of his time

Sodality. It brings me back to my youth
and the days of my most pleasant remem¬
brance and cordial friendships; and if 1
might offer a sentiment in conclusion, I
would say: The love of Mary Immaculate,
may it flourish in all our hearts as in the
Heart of her Divine Son.

CHARLES B. KENNY, ’58.

BLESSED VIRGIN.

‘‘What tongue is sufficient,” he wrote, “to
celebrate the praises of Mary worthily? For
through her we have become partakers of
great benefits. With what flowers of lan¬
guage shall we weave a crown worthy of
her? What offering can we make worthy
of one to whom all earthly things are un¬
worthy? For, if Paul said of the other
saints, ‘of whom the world was not worthy,’
what shall we say of the Mother of God,
who surpasses all the martyrs in glory
as the sun outshines all other stars? Who,
then, will not admire the greater power of
the Mother of God, and her pre-eminence
over all the saints whom we venerate? O
most holy Virgin! whosoever shall say all
manner of great and glorious things con¬
cerning thee, will not stray from the truth,
but will fall far short of the truth.”

Why do we Catholics pay homage to
the Blessed Virgin? What is our motive
for giving so great honor to her? These
are questions often asked by the strangers
at our gates, whose superficial acquaint¬
ance with our thoughts and practices lead
them to find in our devotions a rendering
of divine honor to the saints of God. They
are scandalized at seeing Catholics kneel
before an image of the Blessed Virgin;
they even call us idolators, as if to say that
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the intercession of one whom most he
loves. He loved His Mother as no son

loved mother before, or ever shall. We
know full well that this love of Jesus is so

intense and tender that we cannot conceive
his refusing a request duly made by His
Mother, Mary. He himself designated her
we reject the true God and in His stead
worship gods of our own making. No
fair-minded man, who clearly understands
the true significance of a Catholic’s devout
prayer at the foot of an altar erected in
honor of the Blessed Virgin, can continue
to scoff. A man who will study the history
of Christianity and wishes to be in earnest
about his profession of the Christian faith
as it has been from the beginning, can
escape accepting devotion to the Blessed
Virgin Mary.

Whom Jesus loved we well may love;
whom the King delighted to honor, we sure¬
ly, too, shall honor. Now Jesus loved and
honored Marv, or, His Mother, as truly, ac¬

cording to the feast, she was. Where is
there the sane man who will denounce the
love and devotion which a good mother
receives from her children? The child at
first in its earliest years, from nature’s im¬
pulse, turns with affection to its mother.
Later, when the child begins to think and
reason, is not this love strengthened by the
knowledge of the attributes of goodness,
tenderness, watchfulness, identified with
a mother’s nature ? How wonderfully
strengthened is this love and devotion to
one’s own mother when her trials, when
her anxieties and sufferings in our behalf,
are better understood.

We perceive in our every-day experience
the good and self-sacrificing traits of char¬
acter that God has given to the mother of
ordinary men, and what strong ties of affec¬
tion rise in consequence; but how vastly
superior are the virtues which God has

given to the Mother of His own Divine Son!
She was conceived free from the primal
stain of Adam, pure and sanctified in the
sight of the Almighty, as Wordsworth says:

“Our tainted nature’s solitary boast.”
What mother’s love was greater than the

Maid-Mother’s love of Jesus? How fer¬

vent, then, the love of Jesus in return? i
surely cannot better bestow my affection
than where my Saviour lavished His.

Furthermore, if we won.d ask anything
of the Son of God, through whom could
we better make our petition than through
His mother? If for nothing more than
this the dictates of common prudence would
urge us to strive for the friendship and help
of one who is already secure and so inti¬
mate in His favor. True, we have Jesus to
pray to, who is the one Mediator be¬
tween God and man, the only one who in
offering could efface our sin; but we are not
barred from bringing with us to His feet
as our intercessor when on the cross He
made us the children of her adoption, and
gave a new ground for our affection; when
he declared her to be our mother. In the

Scriptures we have read—and the words
linger in our memory—how Jesus, in his
agony, addressed His loving mother,
“Woman, behold thy son;” and to St.
John, he added the complimentary pre¬
cept, “Son, behold thy mother.”

Now, the tradition of the Church has
found the symbol of us all in St. John, here
made the child of Mary; and hence we teach
our hearts to rise in love, in honor, and
petition to her who, while Mother of Jesus,
is likewise mother of us all.

With all the love, respect, and devotion
that we give to Mary, the Mother of God,
any Catholic who understands the true
teachings of his Church never once gives to
her that adoration which belongs to Al¬
mighty God. Mary, although so immacib
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late and good, is as nothing when compared
with the infinite grandeur of God himself.
She can intercede for us, but beyond that
she has no power and is a mere created
being, depending for her very existence on
the power, goodness, and wisdom of her
Maker.

Those not of our faith are oftentimes
confused by the use of certain words in our
prayers to the Blessed Virgin. They seem
to forget that the English language is a
living tongue, and hence the meanings as¬
signed to different words are continually
undergoing modification, as, for instance,
the significance attached to the word wor¬

ship. The real old English meaning of this
word is peculiar and signifies no more than
honor or respect. In this sense a magistrate
is called “worshipful,” nor do we mean to
imply that he is on a level with the Al¬
mighty. In like manner, when, in the mar¬
riage service, the words, “With my body I
thee worship,” are used, no one believes
that the person so addressed is treated as
a divinity.

Any penny catechism of a Catholic child
states plainly that to give to any creature
the adoration due to God alone is idolatry.
The one who slanders the faith of Catho¬
lics by asserting that they make an idol of
Mary, the Mother of God, is well answered
in these lines of Cardinal Newman: “He
who charges us with making Mary a divini¬
ty is thereby denying the divinity of Jesus.
Such a man does not know what divinity
is. Our Lord cannot pray for us as a crea¬
ture, as Mary prays; He cannot inspire
those feelings which a creature inspires. To
her belongs, as a creature, a natural claim
on our sympathy and familiarity, in that
she is nothing else than our fellow; she is

our pride; so weak, yet so strong; so deli¬
cate, yet so glory laden; so modest, yet so
mighty. She has sketched for us her own
portrait in the ‘Magnificat.’ ” And, again,
the Cardinal says “that the glories of Mary
are for the sake of Jesus; and that we

praise and bless her as the first of creatures;
that we may duly confess Him as our sole
Creator.”

Yet again; and the force and diction of
the illustrious Cardinal must be our apology
for repeated quotation: “When once we
have mastered the idea that Mary bore,
suckled, and handled the Eternal in the
form of a child, what limit is conceivable
to the rush and flood of thought which such
a doctrine involves? What awe and sur¬

prise must attend upon the knowledge that
a creature has been brought so close to the
Divine Essence?”

The following beautiful verses of a
Catholic poet express in some measure,
though indeed very inadequatelyy, the mo¬
tives which underlie a Catholic devotion to

Mary Immaculate:
But scornful men have coldly said,

Thy love was leading me from God;
And yet in this I did but tread

The very path my Saviour trod.

They know but little of thy worth,
Who speak these heartless words to

me;
For what did Jesus love on earth

One-half as tenderly as thee?

Jesus, when His three hours were run,
Bequeathed thee from the cross to me;

And oh! how can I love thy Son,
Sweet Mother, if I love not thee?
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What a glorious thing it is to see so
many old boys back at Georgetown with
the same zealous interest in her success

that they showed in days when they were
students. How they remember the old
class-mates and the old teachers, the old
songs and the old traditions. How they
repeat again and again the old stories,
that seem better at each repetition and
laugh as heartily as of yore at the old
jokes. With what seriousness they try
to convince us that we are living in
luxurious ease and that they, when they
were here, lived the lives of stoics. And
we in years to come will follow in their
footsteps. It seems a failing of old boys

to praise most elaborately all the changes
that come about in the evolution of a

college, to concur most heartily in the
opinion that it has become a fine place
and yet—there is always an “and yet”—in
their time they were just as well satisfied,
in fact they liked the things that were
better than the things that are. Old
boys, as well as everybody else, have
their idiocyncrasies, but they are lovable
idiocyncrasies and healthy. But with
one voice, old boys and new, friend and
stranger, must join in congratulation of
the sodality. It stands and has stood
for years and years as the noblest insti¬
tution of our college, it makes men, it
makes love for college, it preserves and
strengthens love of God. The Journal
wishes to congratulate the Sodality.

Christmas time! There’s something
cheering in the word itself. The most
humorous passage in our favorite authors
fails at times to bring a smile to our lips,
the wittiest words of our friends are

sometimes lost on us, but where is the
gloom so deep, the heart so sorrowful
that the thought of Christmas will not
cause a lightening. Maybe the coming
Christmas will not hold joy for all, per¬

haps an empty chair at the family board
may cause pangs, of regret, but the
memory of past Christmases when that
chair, too, held a smiling face will be a
sweet memory, although a sad one. It is
a man’s duty to be merry at Christmas
time—we bid you all to have a Merry
Christmas.

Georgetown and its friends were
amazed at the action of Lehigh in can¬

celling our Thanksgiving Day game. It
was a most unreasonable, a most unprec¬
edented occurrence and one that has
&
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caused us many, many regrets! We have
looked on Lehigh, heretofore, as one of
our staunchest friends in the athletic

world, and in our intercourse with them
we have ever shown that friendship.
Until recently our relations have been
exceptionally pleasant, an agreement
signed meant a game, no matter what
influences combined against it; no mat¬
ter how burdensome or inconvenient it
was; we had absolute faith in Lehigh,
a faith coming from years of experience
in their business methods and in their

business honor. That that implicit con¬

fidence in them was misplaced we do not
hesitate to say; that we heartily regret the
incident and the effect it will have in our

future dealings with Lehigh we ac¬
knowledge with all candor; that we con¬
demn their action as unfair and dis¬
honorable will surprise no one. For the
facts of the case we refer those who are

interested to the Athletic Notes at the
end of the issue. From these facts one

may draw one’s own conclusion. We
can hardly imagine Lehigh’s ethical
standing being improved by their action.

The Amherst Literary Monthly for
November contains two short stories of

exceptional merit, one “The Rout of Mrs.
Biddle” and the other “The Turning.”
There is a niceness about these two stories
which one seldom finds in college papers.
Indeed, we wonder if the present era will
not see the decadence of the short story
in college magazines and elsewhere. .But
to return to the Amherst Lit., we do not
find much merit in its verse. The open¬
ing poem on “Mountains” is heavy and
strained, though certainly its author
seems to have the instinct. The “Song”

is identical with ten other poems that
have come to us in the exchanges, senti¬
mental with a sickly, bilious sort of senti¬
ment, and not redeemed by novelty.
That sort of poem would be more ap¬

preciated enclosed in a letter and dedi¬
cated to her. The Editorial and Book
Review departments are admirably
handled.

“William Morris, Artist and Re¬
former,” in the November number of
the Mount Holyoke, is an essay which
we consider among the best of the year.
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Its author takes a sane view of William
Morris and evidently knows him and his
works thoroughly. We are inclined to
differ from the author on one point only,
we don’t believe that Morris was the
slave of Rosetti, even practically. We
admit that the pre-Raphselite movement
included the author of the “Defense of

Guenevere,” but that he was in any way
subservient to Rosetti seems hardly pos¬
sible. The individualism of Morris is
too marked, too palpable, to be in any

way confounded with Rosetti; that he
bears the impress of the pre-Raphaelites
there can be no doubt. What poet is there
who is not associated with one school or

another? But that William Morris is
dominated by the influence of one master
we don’t believe. “The Land of Ab¬
surdities,” in the same issue, is a genu¬

inely humorous bit of verse. It main¬
tains a high standard throughout the
whole of the poem and seems to flow on

quite easily. The Mount Holyoke is a
very good publication and we look for¬
ward to it with pleasure.

The outside appearance of the Bowdoin
Quill makes one determined to enjoy its
contents. It is undoubtedly the most
attractive of our exchanges. Its contents
for November quite live up to the ex¬
pectations aroused by its cover. There
are three good stories, a poem or two of
exceptional merit, and its departments
are in thoroughly capable hands. “A
Pipe in the River” is interesting, well
written and just long enough; the plot
isn’t new, but where can a new plot be
found? The characters are carefully
drawn and accurate, and it isn’t too senti¬
mental to be enjoyed. There-seems to
be a natural tendency in our college
writers of short stories to weaken at the

end, a weakening which is noticeable of
the opening story in the Quill, “The
Thoughtful Murderer,” but despite this
defect the story is good and aids in main¬
taining for the Quill a high standard in
college literature.

The Smith College Monthly offers its
usual quota of good verse. As a matter
of fact every poem in it is worthy of con¬
sideration. “The Mantle of Elijah” is
a fine thing. It has swing and music to
it. The thought is well conceived and
the point well delivered.

The toast “To Chloris,” in the Wil¬
liam and Mary Literary Magazine, is
inane; it would be in a more con¬

gruous position were it placed on
the back of a valentine and sur¬

rounded by painted cupids and bleed¬
ing hearts. Its author is “Fidele,” which
means, we think, something about faith¬
fulness, and we implore this swain to
make his protestations in the conserva¬

tory or on the hall stairs rather than on
the front page of his college paper. The
story about a crushed flower is Ouida-
esque; no, Ouida has written one or two
good things, sensational though they be.
This story carries us back to the Duchess
and the novel of our travels on the rail¬
road cars. It has a lady villianess; it
has a tender, unfledged heroine; a
matinee-idol hero, and the usual proper¬
ties that serve to stage our melodramas.
One sentence toward the end of the

story struck us as a powerful snatch
of vituperation. The haughty Clara
alrnost dies with mortification when one

Mrs. Roller says: “You were very

chummy at school, and, besides, she is
much more of a perfect lady than many
in your boasted set.” “Thoughts Afar,”
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another ode to* some dulcina, is not so

bad as “To Chloris,” but it is mushy
and what good points can over¬
balance that failing. “The Little Sir
Galahad” is a very pretty story, and its
freedom from the romantic makes it

doubly pleasing to us. The editorial de¬
partment strikes us as being an excellent
one and we wonder that the maudlin
sentiment of the three first efforts es¬

caped the editor’s attention.

There’s a whole lot of good stuff in the
Holy Cross Purple for November. “Tn
the Long Years” promises to be a good

story when it is completed, the author
seems to have caught the trick of serial
writing; he leaves us interested. The
songs, “Spring- and Autumn,” are above
the average of those effusions yearly
dedicated to the seasons; in fact, we

don’t hesitate to say that “Autumn” is
truly poetry. The essay on “Character”
shows study and earnestness and some

good points are brought out, but it is
sophomoric and labored, and lacks that
delicacy of touch which makes valuable
essays fascinating.

Gerald Egan, ’05

Katherine E. Conway’s latest book,
“The Christian Gentlewoman and the
Social Apostolate,” is an unpretentious
volume filled with good, wholesome ad¬
vice and honest facts. The opening
essay from which the book draws its title
is one of the very best things Miss Con¬
way has done. It has a distinctly deli¬
cate diction, a nice literary sense and,
best of all, it tells you things. Miss
Conway’s essay on “The Novel Habit”
did not appeal to us so strongly, it seemed
a trifle hurried and certainly it lacks
much of the force of the other. Catholic
literature is bettered b\r this latest addi¬

tion of Miss Conway’s and the lasting

betterment of Catholic literature is a con¬

summation devoutly to be wished. We
have a wealth of excellent religious
books, books on dogma and prayer and
faith and morals, but if perchance one
should tire of purely pious works whither
has one to turn for truly first-class read¬
ing? When one has read “Dion and the
Sibylls” and “Fabiola” and a novel or
two written by a half dozen of our
modern Catholic writers one must of

necessity turn to an anthology other than
a Catholic one for true literature and
true art. To such writers as Miss Con¬

way no end of praises should be sung;
at the loss of much money and some fame
she has been loyal to Catholic literature
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enough and martyr enough to have book
after book brought out by Catholic pub¬
lishers and by this means has lost any
amount of advertising and book reviews.
Her novels have been poorly bound,
poorly printed, poorly handled, all be¬
cause she has been content to suffer
these things while she has preserved a
Catholic tone throughout her work.

“Perfect Contrition,” a booklet by Rev.
J. Van Den Driesch, translated by A.
Lehmkuhe, S. J., is a valuable bit of ex¬

planation of perfect contrition and its
necessity. It is somewhat like our “Lit¬
tle Catechism” in form and is lucid and
brief and well written.

“The Ruler of the Kingdom,” a volume
of short stories by Grace Keon, whom we
are told is a young woman just out of
her teens, is a most promising book. In
the first place Miss Keon understands
how to write a short story, her charac¬
ters live, she knows her atmosphere, she
controls the denoument. In parts Miss
Keon allows herself to approach the level
of mediocrity, especially is this noticeable
as one nears the end of the book, and,
again, some of the descriptions are some¬
what too difuse and labored. One of the

prettiest stories is the “Distance Be¬
tween ;” it fulfills to the utmost our

criticism of the author's ability and
stamps her as one of our most promising
Catholic writers.

We call the attention of our readers to

“Progress in Prayer,” by R. P. Caussade,
S. J., translated by L. V. Sheehan. It
is philosophical in parts and in other
parts it is interesting to the general
reader. There are any number of books
similar to this one published yearly.
“Progress in Prayer,” however, will ap¬

peal strongly to those who would learn
the history of prayer and a number of
interesting facts in connection with it.

Editor.

“The Christian Gentlewoman and the
Social Apostolate,” by Katherine E. Con¬
way. Thomas Flynn & Co., Boston.
Price $1.00.

“Perfect Contrition,” by B. Herder.
Price 5 cents.

“The Ruler of the Kingdom,” by Grace
Keon. Benziger Bros. Price $1.25.

“Progress in Prayer,” by L. V. Shee¬
han. B. Herder, Publisher. Price $1.00.

TO MY MANUSCRIPT.

“Dixit que mihi mea pagina, fur es.”
With toil I filled the silent hours

And wrote and wrote thro’ all the night;
At each new thought my eye glowed bright,

’Till soon I marvelled at my powers.

Ambition-spurred, I toiled away,
Still dreaming of a deathless name,
And laurel wreaths, and glad acclaim:

Then woke the dull, prosaic day.

My task is done—ah! me, the grief,
When worn with steady work I hear
The pages whisper in mine ear,

“You are a thief, you are a thief!”
I. Herbert Doyle, 1907.
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LAW SCHOOL.

DEBATING SOCIETY.

On November 26th the Debating
Society was highly honored by the ad¬
dresses of President Jerome Daugherty,
S. J., and the Dean of the Law School,
Chief Justice Clabaugh, who, together
with Rev. Father Holaind, S. J., of the
Law School Faculty, attended our meet¬
ing on that evening. After assuming
the gavel tendered him by the Chairman
of the Society, Father Daugherty spoke
with great earnestness on the duties of
law students to the Society, and dwelt
at length not only on the importance
of careful preparation for the weekly
debates, but insisted most strongly on

prompt and regular attendance and
united effort, severely scoring those who
drop in only on rare occasions and mani¬
fest no true interest in the Society’s wel¬
fare. Not even did “the hot house poli¬
tics,” as he fittingly expressed certain
tendencies towards clannish disunion

among us, escape his attention. The
President urged the necessity of perfect

co-operation as well as individual effort
and, both as regards this point and
several others, seemed to be as well
acquainted with the Society, with its
strength and with its weaknesses, as
though he were one of its number.

Chief Justice Clabaugh assured the
Society of the active interest the Faculty
took in our welfare, and, speaking in
their behalf, said that every one of its
members felt our defeat of last year as
keenly as did we. He expressed his con¬
fidence in our ability to win back the
laurels, which were temporarily loaned,
and declared that it must be done. He
further mentioned that he considered
no part of the course at the school of as
much importance as the Debating So¬
ciety, and that in his own experience, he
owed more to its influence on his after
success than to any other single factor.

The remarks of both speakers were

enthusiastically received, and the hearty
applause seemed indicative of a thorough
appreciation of the valuable advice so
generously afforded. It now remains
for the Society, and every member in it,
to take a strenuous initiative and allow
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not one achievement which the Faculty
may expect from us to be unfulfilled. It
ought to be realized that a zealous, ener¬

getic participation in the Society’s affairs
is not, untoward boldness, and that
loyalty is not manifested by inactive
false modesty.

The first public debate of the Law
School is to be held at Gaston Hall on

Thursday evening, January 5th, 1905,
and every effort is being made, both bv
the debators and by the committee in
charge of arrangements, to make the
affair a grand success.

The question chosen is: “Resolved,
That the cause of Japan, in her present
war with Russia, is just.” Messrs.
Thomas Jones, ’05, and Michael J.
Leahy, ’06, will uphold the claims of
Japan, while Messrs. John B. Fay and
and Don Carlos Ellis, both of first year

class, will defend the position of Russia.
Here again the support of the entire So¬
ciety is requested. If its members and
their friends ought not attend, if the
institution under whose auspices the de¬
bate is held fails to send a goodly rep¬
resentation, who else should?

The second regular debate of the term
was held on November 5th. The ques¬
tion for discussion was: “Resolved,
That in consideration of the causes which
led up to the present conflict between
Russia and Japan, and of their previous
relations with this country, the United
States should sympathize with Japan.”
Affirmative, Messrs. Mattingly and
Crawford. Negative, Mr. Finch.

On November 12th, the question;
"Resolved. That the time has now ar¬

rived when the policy of protection
should be abandoned by the United
States,” was defended by Messrs. Turner
and Cleary and opposed by Messrs. Ellis
and Leahy,

The next debate, held on December 3d,
was on the following question: "Re¬
solved, That Art. XIV, Sec. 2, of the
Constitution should be enforced in those
States in which the right to vote has
been denied for any reason other than
the reasons therein assigned.” Affirma¬
tive, Messrs. Taggart and Slattery.
Negative, Messrs. Fay and Miller.

We are rapidly approaching the end
of a very successful term, an adminis¬
tration marked for energy and fair deal¬
ings. The great encouragement given
to first-year men is particularly notice¬
able, though it is to be regretted that
more have not responded to the welcome.
The Journal takes great pleasure in
congratulating the present officers, and
especially President English, for the
faithful and prudent manner in which
they have discharged the duties entrusted
to them, and sincerely hopes for the con¬
tinuation of the good work in the suc¬

ceeding terms. It seems as though a
new era were taking root in the Debating
Society this year. The petty squabbles
of the past have practically disappeared,
in their place the weekly debate has
sprung into prominence, always followed
by an exciting and intelligent floor dis¬
cussion. Committees appear more act¬
ive. the attendance is gaining ground
and old members of two and three years

standing marvel at the metamorphosis.
Whether this is due to the ability of our
executive, to a reaction against former
shortcomings, to the infusion of fresh
blood, to the determination consequent
upon our defeat of last year, or to all
combined, we would not venture to say,
but certainly it promises great things for
the future, both in the individual ad¬
vancement of every member and in
the prowess of Georgetown.

D, C, Eeeis, ’07 (Law),
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MEDICAL NOTES.

There must be a Quiz on band for the
men of the second and first years in the
near future, because we have it upon re¬
liable authority that on the twenty-fourth
day of November they considered, digest¬
ed, absorbed and assimilated all the
muscles, paying particular attention to
the fectoralis majer and its relations—of
the subject before them it may be well to
state that the subject was stuffed and was
served with cranberry sauce.

A good many of the men went home
to vote just before election time and
everyone seems pleased with the outcome
of the elections. Doctor Nunez, of the
fourth year class, reports that the Re¬
publicans carried everything in Peru.

Mr. Verbryke, of the Third Year Class
Pure Food Commission, and incidentally
our war correspondent, advises us that
the Japs have taken Peruna and that
they are holding it down.

An amusing incident happened at one
of the hospitals the other day which is
worth recording if it will bring a smile
to our tired reader’s face. ' Our face

slipped when we heard it so we will take
a chance and endeavor to amuse you by
repeating the story. Dr. Hayden, of the
fourth year, was endeavoring to obtain
a history from a patient whose malady
the doctor was to diagnose. Among
other things the patient was suffering
from lalophobia (which means, dear
reader, that the patient stuttered). The
doctor noticed this and in order to ascer¬

tain whether or not the affection had any

bearing on the case he asked the patient

if he always stuttered like that. ,“N-N-
No!” said the patient, “O-O-Only when
i talk r

Dr. Romaine and Dr. Vincent will
hold their usual clinic at Providence on

Thursday morning of each week in fu¬
ture.

Doctor Magruder's original way of
imparting to his students a lasting,
thorough knowledge of therapeutics is
enjoyed and appreciated by the said stu¬
dents who are making the most of the
course. The doctor practically holds a
clinic in the lecture room—a patientless
clinic. A given case is described and
the men are asked to prescribe for it.

Any of our readers will confer a favor
upon us if he will send to our sanctum a

copy of “Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fel¬
low.” We have tried to purchase one,
but have been unable to do so—it’s too

near the end of the month. But stay!
never mind, dear reader, we will read the
Law School Notes for this month in¬
stead.

Be it understood, O, ye third year men
that the first two rows of seats at the
clinics held at the different hospitals are
reserved for the gentlemen of the fourth
year. We understand that by mistake
one or more of the third year men have
wandered from the fold and have en¬

croached upon the domains of the fourth
year, much to the displeasure of some of
these gentlemen who want the third year
men to realize that gap which marks the
Seniors from the common herd. It
would be well to have these gentlemen
understand though that the first year has
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as much right to attend clinics and de¬
rive benefit therefrom as the fourth class.
Nota bena, please, when specimens are

being passed about the room.

The Mid-term Exams are not far away
now and we wish our readers no better
luck than to have Santa Claus deposit in
their stockings on Christmas Eve a re¬
port stating that everything has been
passed satisfactorily at the Medical
School.

J. A. Gannon, ’06

COLLEGE NOTES.

Two weeks more and vacation’s silence
will again have fallen on the college halls
and quadrangle. The fellows here for
the first year, getting down their dusty
grips, are scrupulously putting away
their imagined needs for Christmas week.
The tried collegian, however, nonchantly
surveying all this hurry and hustle,
calmly bides his time—he’s been there
before and knows.

LECTURES.

Twice during November Mr. Sidney
Woollett, of New York, recited in Gaston
Hall. On the first occasion Mr. Wool¬
lett spoke the whole of Longfellow’s
“Hiawatha” before the. student body.
The recital was not only a clever in¬
tellectual feat, but was also, with gesture
and interpretation, very finely rendered.
On November 22d, Mr. Woollett again
appeared. This time he recited most of
Shakspeare’s “Merchant of Venice.”
Without scenery and costume it is likely
to be difficult for the average audience
to quickly grasp the gist of a scene, but
Mr. Woollett, by describing the sur¬

roundings and circumstances of each
scene, greatly overcame this drawback.

There are to be other recitals and lec¬
tures under the auspices of the Philo-
demic Debating Society. Mr. Woollett
will appear again some time in Lent, and,
at a date not yet fully determined, Gen.
Adolphus W. Greeley will lecture on
“Alaska,” wdiile on March 7th, Mr.
Charles Jerome Bonaparte will give us
a lecture.

DEBATING SOCIETIES.

In the Philodemic the following de¬
bates were held:

On November 6: “Resolved, That
England’s National prestige was safe¬
guarded in her acceptance of Russia’s
proposal to submit the Baltic Fleet affair
to The Hague Tribunal.”

The speakers on the affirmative were
Mr. Lawler and Mr. Coppinger, and on
the negative, Mr. Canario and Mr.
Oblingee. The vote of the Society was
given to the affirmative.

On November 13: “Resolved, That
athletics are carried to excess in Ameri¬
can colleges.”

Messrs. Hicks and Frye defended the
affirmative, while Messrs. J. Brennan
and Pease spoke for the negative. The
debate was won by the negative.

On November 28: “Resolved, That
the Southern States should be allowed
to restrict negro suffrage within their
respective territories.”

On the affirmative were Messrs. Par¬
rott and Hicks and on the negative,
Messrs. Graham and Frye.

The question and speakers for the
Merrick debate have already been chosen.
Mr. Lawler and Mr. J. Brennan will be
on the affirmative and Mr. Pendergast
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and Mr. Parrott on the. negative. The
debate will be held sometime in March
and the question is: “Resolved, That
State Boards of Arbitration, with com¬

pulsory powers, should be formed.”
Debate held November io: “Re¬

solved, That free trade would be more
beneficial to the United States than a

high tariff.”
First affirmative, Mr. McDonald;

First negative, Mr. Laing. Second
affirmative, Mr. Smith; second negative,
Mr. Boyle.

In this debate the affirmative received
the decision.

On November 17 the question was:
“Resolved, That college athletics, as car¬
ried on at the present day, are not benefi¬
cial to the student.” First affirmative,
Mr. Parrott; first negative, Mr. Gaffney.
Second affirmative, Mr. Spaulding; sec¬
ond negative, Mr. E. Reilly.

The affirmative side won.

On November 25: “Resolved, That
the negro should be disfranchised.”
First affirmative, Mr. Woods; first nega¬
tive, Mr. Dowd. Second affirmative,
Mr. Ward; second negative, Mr. Kelley.

The vote of the Society was given to
the negative.

The Annual Retreat took place on the
Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday pre¬

ceding December 8th.
The Faculty and officers of Georgetown

University for 1904-1905, in the Graduate
School, are as follows:
Rev. Jerome Daugherty, S. J., President.
Rev. W. G. Read Mullan, S. J., Vice

President, Secretary of the Faculty
and Prefect of Studies.

Rev. Henry J. Shandelle, S. J., Dean,
Rhetoric, Philology, Early English
Eiterature.

Rev. Edward I. Devitt, S. J., Meta¬
physics, History of Philosophy.

Rev. Rene I. Holajnd, S. J., Sociology
and Economics.

Rev. Edward FI. Welch, S. J., History,
United States Constitution.

Rev. Patrick Quill, S. J., Post Eliza¬
bethan Literature.

Rev. John G. Hagen, S. J., Mathematics.
Rev. Francis D. Tondorf, S. J., Physics.
Mr. Michael J. Tully, S. J., Chemistry.

In the Undergraduate School the
Faculty is as follows:
Rev. Jerome Daugherty, S. J., President.
Rev. W. G. Read Mullan, S. J., Vice

President, Secretary of the Faculty,
Prefect of Studies.

Rev. David H. Buel, S. J., Minister and
Prefect of Health.

Rev. James B. Becker, S. J., Treasurer.
Rev. John A. Comody, S. J., Professor

of Ethics.
Rev. Henry A. Shandelle, S. J., Libra¬

rian of Riggs Library.
Rev. John G. Hagen, S. J., Professor of

Astronomy and Director of the Ob¬
servatory.

Rev. John H. Mulligan, S. J., Prefect of.
Discipline.

Rev. Francis A. Tondorf, S. J., Pro¬
fessor of Physics and Mechanics.

Mr. Michael J. Tully, S. J., Professor of
Chemistry and Mathematics.

Rev. Henry A. Judge, S. J., Professor of
History and History of Philosophy.

Rev. Benedict Guldner, S. J., Professor
of Metaphysics and Latin.

Rev. Edward F. Roche, S. J., Professor
of History.

Rev. Charles B. Macksey, S. J., Professor
of Classics and Philosophy, Junior
Class; Lecturer on Evidences of Re¬
ligion.
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Rev. James V. Kelly, S. J., Professor of
Classics and English, Sophomore
Class; Lecturer on Evidences of Re¬
ligion.

Rev. William Cunningham, S. J., Pro¬
fessor Classics, English and History,
Freshman Class.

Mr. John J. Daley, S. J., Professor of
French and Elocution.

Mr. Hugh A. Gaynor, S. J., Librarian
of Hirst Library, Director of Music.

Georgetown University Preparatory
School Faculty is as follows :
Rev. Jerome Daugherty, S. J., Rector.
Rev. W. G. Read Mullan, S. J., Prefect

of Studies.
Rev. Edward J. Welch, S. J., Chaplain.
Mr. Thomas A. Emmett, S. J., Prefect

of Discipline.
Mr. John J. Cassidy, S. J., Mr. Francis

X. Anglim, S. J., Mr. Richard A.
O’Brien, S. J., Assistants to Prefect
of Discipline.

Mr. Hugh A. Gaynor, S. J., First Pre¬
paratory Latin, Greek and English.

Mr. Francis X. Anglim, S. J., Second
Preparatory Latin, Greek and English.

Mr. John J. Cassidy, S. J., Third Pre¬
paratory Latin, Greek. English and
3d French.

Mr. Richard A. O’Brien, S. J., Fourth
Preparatory Latin, Greek, English and
2d French.

Mr. Peter A. Oates, S. J., Special Class-
ics^ Third Preparatory Spanish.

Mr. Mark J. Smith, S. J., Fourth Pre¬
paratory Algebra.

Mr. Charles Fenwick, S. J., Special
Greek, First Preparatory Mathematics.

Rev. Benedict Guldner, S. J., First Pre¬
paratory German.

Mr. Albert O’Neil, ’04, Third Prepara¬
tory German.

Rev. Henry A. Judge, S. J., First Pre¬
paratory French.

Mr. John J. Daley, S. J., Second Pre¬
paratory Mathematics (A).

Mr. Edward J. Moran, S. J., Second Pre¬
paratory Mathematics (B).

Mr. Don Carlos Ellis, ’04, Special Mathe¬
matics.

Mr. Ignacio de Ycaza, Spanish.
Mr. Terrence Boyle, S. J., Botany and

Zoology.
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For a team to have its goal line crossed
by only one out of all its opponents is not
a bad showing at all, and this is exactly
what we have done this year. One hun¬
dred and ninety-six points in our favor
to fourteen against us, ten of which were
scored by last year's Champions; this is
a summary of our football work. Of all
the victories which we won, the last was

by great odds the most decisive, as is
shown in the following account;

November 19.—G. U., 62; G. W. U., o.

Great were the boasts of George Wash¬
ington and mighty in proportion was the
fall thereof. If we be not so very much
mistaken, this score is the largest on
record in the East this year. Of course
there may have been some small game
with a score twice as great, but it must

be borne in mind that this was a game
between teams representing two univer¬
sities and not between a university and
a high school.

At a quarter after three Captain Ma¬
honey booted the ball to George Wash¬
ington's 5-yard line on the first kick off.
F. West ran the ball back 15 yards, but
when the signal was given to run a trick
play there was a miserable fumble which
Martell took advantage of by taking the
ball on the bound and chased across

George Washington’s line for the first
touchdown, and this within twenty-two
seconds of play. Mahoney easily kicked
the goal.

On the next trick at the wheel Carroll
ran the oval back for fifteen yards. Now
we got our offensive machine in working
order and with persistent line bucking
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and a few end runs arrived at the 30-.
yard line of our desperate opponents
where, as fate decreed, a fumble occurred
and the Buff and Blue were given a try
at offeflse. Their first attempt netted a
neat three yards but after that there was
no gaining by the erstwhile Columbians.
After a twenty-five-yard punt the Blue
and Gray went down the field on short
but sure gains until after twelve minutes
of hard play Carroll was pulled over for
a second touchdown and Mahoney suc¬
ceeded in scoring the additional point.

The next score was a bit easier, for
McGettigan ran the kick-off back twenty
yards, Hart added 15 around right end,
and Martell went through the line for 10.
Straight football brought the ball to with¬
in a foot of the line when Martell went

across for number three and Mahoney
kicked the goal.

The fourth touchdown had nothing
remarkable in it except a forty-yard run
by Larkin. Hart made the score and
once more Mahoney kicked the goal. On
the next try by the Washingtonians West
got three yards through the line and
Georgetown was penalized for offside
play, but as the five yards were not forth¬
coming Winston punted. Again we
neared the mark and Mahoney made all
six points.

Score the sixth was not very hard to
make, as Hub Hart sprinted for 85 yards
and a touchdown after Mahoney had
brought the ball back T2 on the kick-off.
Even now Mahoney did not. miss goal
and as time was called shortly after this
score the elevens stood ; Georgetown,
36; George Washington, o.

Soon after the teams came back on

the campus McCarthy went flying down
the field for 60 yards, but as one of the
officials saw some tripping being done

the ball was brought back about half
way. After a few gains by plain old-
fashioned “feetballe,” to the bewilder¬
ment of the Buff and Blue, Givens was

called back and went over the line for
still one more touchdown. Captain Ma¬
honey made his seventh goal.

After the kick-off Mahoney got twelve
and Lux twenty yards. Hart and Car-
roll went through the line for seven first
downs and Orrne made the eight touch¬
down.

During the next hand the loyal fol¬
lowers of the Blue and Gray got a wee
bit excited and in consequence were
penalized a total of 30 yards, but not¬
withstanding this, when McGettigan
gave us 30 yards all in one piece we made
up the deficit and Carroll went over the
line with Mahoney close behind in his
anxiety to kick goal, which he did.

By this time there were only a few of
our regular men on the team and these,
for variety sake, had changed around
and so mingled with the scrubs that they
were hard to find. At last, with only
twenty-six minutes to play, Richmond
skirted right end for a sixty-yard run
with a touchdown attached. This time

McGettigan kicked the goal and time
went out like the light of Moses, with
the score resting, Georgetown, 62 (for
we forgot to mention that a touchback
had been made during the second half),
and George Washington, o. The line-up:
Georgetown. Positions. Geo. Washington.
Fitzpatrick ... t , .... ,

Lux, Ik,cock.. [ ...Left End... J ‘r)*ton-
J. Monahan...] ' Smi%
Carroll Left Tackle....Law, Fields.

oSienrl Left Guard,
Sit'z i Centre w°ods-
ifeill, Kelly Right Guard....Perry, Stanley.
Mahoney < T,. , ™ , , j Morris.
E. Monahan.. ) ^1^ lt^ack e ] Ricketts.
McCarthy Right End W. West.
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Bocock^an"' | Quartcr Back...Steenerson.
Larkin j T n., Ranlr (Bielasld,
Bichraond j L’ Half Back \Sutton.
Hart, Lux R.Half Back....Taylor, Kirkman
Martell ) r p wp«t
McGettigan... - ..Full Back.. < irielcls '
Bocock ) L ’

Referee—Gass, Lehigh. Umpire—Kelley,
Harvard. Head Linesman—Wefers, George¬
town. Assistant Linesmen—Tasker, G. W. U.,
andCogan, G. U. Timers—J. H Doyle, P. B. C.,
and Albert, G. W. U. Time of Halves—25 and
20 minutes. Touchdowns—Martel!, 2; Carroll,
2; Hart, 2; Mahoney, Givens, Orme and Rich¬
mond. Goals—Mahoney, 9, and McGettigan.

NOTES.

To those of our patrons who were

wondering why we played no game
Thanksgiving Day after we had so faith¬
fully promised them that we would, we
owe some explanation for our conduct.
In order that they may judge for them¬
selves we append all the correspondence
which passed between Georgetown and
Lehigh. And we may say further, that
after the Lehigh game had been defin¬
itely cancelled, our management did not
discontinue their efforts to provide a

game for the amusement of the lovers of
the sport in and about Washington, until
the very night before the 24th. The
documents which we are to publish are
as follows:

First, the contract drawn up by the
managers of the respective teams; and
then the telegrams immediately preced¬
ing and following the cancellation of the
game. The contract:

THIS AGREEMENT, made and con¬
cluded this day of May, A. D., 1904,
between the Georgetown University
Football Association, Party of the First
Part, by F. T. Carlin, Manager, and the
Lehigh University Football Association,
Party of the Second Part, by Ray P.
Saffold, Manager.

WITNESSETH: First. That the

Party of the First Part and the Party of
the Second Part mutually agree to pro¬
vide teams representing their respective
Universities, and to play a football game
at Washington, in the District of Colum¬
bia, on November 24th (Thanksgiving
Day), 1904.

Second. That the Party of the First
Part agrees to furnish for the game at
Washington the grounds and necessary
stands; to have the grounds and stands
in the best possible condition; to sell and
collect tickets; to supply ticket takers,
ticket sellers, police, advertising and
badges.

Third. That the Referee and Umpire
for said game are to be chosen and
mutually agreed upon by the parties
herein mentioned, at least one week be¬
fore the date of said game, each party
choosing one official and each party pay¬

ing the fee of the official chosen by it.
Fourth. That the Party of the First

Part hereby agrees to pay to the said
Party of the Second Part the guarantee
of four hundred and fifty ($450.00) dol¬
lars, or to give them, at their option,
50 per cent of the net gate receipts ac¬

cruing from playing said game.
Fifth. That this agreement shall be

binding upon the respective parties, their
successors and assigns.

IN WITNESS WHEREOF, the par¬
ties hereto have hereunto set their hands
and seals the day and year first above
written.

Signed:
F. T. Carlin [seal],

Manager of the Georgetown Uni¬
versity Football Association.

Ray P. Saeeold [seal],
Manager of the Lehigh Univer¬

sity Football Association.



148 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

l

On November 17th, the following tele¬
gram was received by Mr. Carlin from
the present Manager of Lehigh’s eleven,
Mr. C. L. Thornburg:

Mr. F. T. Carlin, Mgr.. G. U. F. B. T.:
Drown died yesterday; we must cancel

football game. New York University
may take our place.

C. L. Thornburg.

To this Mr. Thornburg said:

Mr. F. T. Carlin, Mgr. G. U. F. B. T.:
Cancellation final. Sorry. Trust you

get game I suggested.
C. L. Thornburg.

The last of the correspondence which
passed between the two managements,
so far as we can learn, is this wire sent
to Mr. Thornburg by Mr. Carlin:

In reply to this Mr. Carlin sent the
following telegram:

Mr. C. L. 'Thornburg, Lehigh Univ.:
Condolence. Wish present arrange¬

ment to stand, thinking you may see your
way. Will wire by Thanksgiving.

F. T. Carlin.

Mr. C. L. Thornburg, Lehigh Univ.:
I f you play Thanksgiving we insist on

your playing us by contract.
F. T. Carlin.

From all this we leave it to the readers
of the Journal to judge who was in the
right and who in the wrong.

R. H. Kelley, ’08.


