
RliV. BENEDICT SESTINI, S. J.
G- T- C. 1849-186,9.



Georgetown Col lego Journal
Vol. XXXI11. Washington. D. C., February, 190$. No.

Zo a IRose.
A VALENTINE.

Ir\ a vale WitO rnyriad flowers bright,
BeneatF a lofty rnountain,

TFere blossoir\s a rose in beauty digFL
Beside a crystal fountain.—

A joy to all is tl)is rose so fair,
As it blooins in tOe Warrq sunligFF

Hnd I, as I chanced to linger tFere,
Was cFarrqed by tF® lovely sigFt.

No flower is tt^is,
But a Winsorne Miss,

Bright, bUxorn and debonair.
O -Would I rnigLt be
A wild zephyr free

To play with tjer ricF brown Fair I
And 0 tFat I were
TFe girdle tFat Fer

DotF clasp round tFe litFesoine Waist,
Or a cup's burnisFed tip
TFat I of Fer lip

TFe Foney-deW fragrance rgigFt taste I

Now Faste, little song, to tFe ever-green vale,
Seek; tFou iny beautiful Rose,

And tell Fer in fortunate Four tFy tale,
TFe love tFat tFy sendei kno^s.

J, B. F., Law, ’07.
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A VIGNETTE FROM THE PAST.

Thanks to the courtesy of the editor
of the Messenger of the Sacred Heart,
we are enabled to present our readers
with a picture of a venerable Georgetown
worthy, Father Benedict Sestini, S. J.,
astronomer and mathematician at George¬
town College from 1849 to 1869, with
the exception of six years, spent respec¬
tively, one at Frederick, Md., three at
Boston College, Mass., and one at Gon-
zaga College, Washington, D. C. Of me¬
dium stature, clad in worn and antique¬
ly fashioned raiment, carrying an ancient
faded umbrella, the simplicity of his mien
was suggestive of the charming cur^
outlined by Austin Dobson:

“Monsieur the Cure down the street
Comes with his kind old face,

With his coat worn bare, and his straggling
hair,

And his green umbrella-case.”

Yet withal Father Sestini in his prime
had a distinguished face, which combined
with quiet dignity the depth of a pro¬
found scholar, the sweetness of an amia¬
ble man of God and the simplicity that
goes with both. Brumidi, the artist of
the rotunda in the Capitol at Washing¬
ton, worked good Father Sestini into
the altar-piece “The First Communion
of St. Aloysius,” which he painted for
St. Aloysius Church in Washington—a
most appropriate commemoration, for it
was on plans drawn up by the venerable
Father that the said church was con¬

structed,

Father Sestini was a Florentine, born
on March 20, 1816. He early manifested
an extraordinary talent for mathematics
and astronomy, and special aptitude for
draughtsmanship. Before he was twenty
years of age he was active assistant to
Father Inghirami, astronomer in charge
of the great observatory founded by Car¬
dinal Ximenes at Florence. After his
entrance into the Society of Jesus he
studied under Father Andrea Caraffa,
the famous professor of higher mathe¬
matics and astronomy at the Roman Col¬
lege in the late forties. After the com¬
pletion of his mathematical course he was

appointed assistant director of the Ob¬
servatory of the Roman College under
the well-known Father De Vico. Here
he had for fellow-assistant Father Angelo
Secchi, who, when he died, was one of
the most famous astronomers of the

world, the foremost authority on the
Physics of the Sun. During this period
Father Sestini published his first contri¬
bution to science, a monograph on the
color of the stars. In 1848 the Italian
revolution broke out and drove Fathers
Secchi and Sestini to the land of refuge
and to Georgetown. We cannot refrain
from quoting a little side-light on this
event from the Messenger of the Sacred
Heart of March, 1890. “The fiat of the
revolution had gone forth. The Jesuits
must quit Rome. Then began a scene
of hurry and bustling activity, the like
of which the quiet cloisters of the Roman
College had never before witnessed,
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Men who had worn the religious habit
for a lifetime were striving in frantic
haste to deck themselves out in various
forms of disguise. And in their midst
was Father Sestini, nimble of body and
quick of movement, filled with dread, as

they all were, at the sound of the fierce
yells which rang through the streets,
but suffering more, perhaps, from un¬
controllable outbursts of unreasonable

laughter. His sense of humor seized on
the ludricious aspect of the scene, and do
what he would, he could not check it.
To see such men stalking about in such
unwonted shapes! There were Perrone,
De Vico and Secchi; Pecci (brother of
Leo XIII), Patrizi, Pianciani, Ballerini,
Passaglia, Tarquini, Tongiorgi, all men
of world-wide repute. Scarcely one of
them had Father Sestini ever before seen

disguised as a layman, and no wonder
the novel view aroused his mirth. “But
I tell you,” said he, long years afterward
when alluding to it, “there was little
room for joking, those rascals would
have killed every one of us if they had
caught us.”

Several of these fugitive Jesuits came
to Georgetown and were lodged in the
dormitory familiar to later generations
under the sobriquet of Mount Rascal.
Among them were Fathers Sestini and
Secchi, the latter of whom after a year’s
work under Father Curley in the George¬
town Observatory returned to Rome and
after some time took charge of the Ob¬
servatory of the Roman College, where
he laid deep and firm the foundations of
his fame as an astronomer. Father
Sestini remained at Georgetown, where
he taught mathematics and the natural

sciences and followed his favorite work
in the Observatory. In 1853 the United
States Government published, as an ap¬
pendix to the observations of the U. S.
Naval Observatory, Father Sestini’s
study of the sun’s surface made from
September 20 to November 6, 1850, with
engraved plates made from drawings
made by the Father. In those days prior
to photographic work in astronomy, this
brochure was the best study of the
changes in the sun’s spots possessed by
the scientific world. On July 29, 1878,
he was in charge of the party of Jesuit
scientists who at Denver, Colorado, ob¬
served the total eclipse of the sun: he
made a sketch drawing of the sun’s
corona during the period of totality,
which was published in the Catholic
Quarterly and rated by no less an au¬

thority than Professor Henry Draper as
an invaluable addition to the photographs
of the same phenomenon, which had
been taken under his direction. In the
same year he published a work of Des¬
criptive Astronomy entitled “Principles
of Cosmography,” in the introduction to
which, with characteristic faith and piety,
he expressed the hope that his imperfect
sketch might draw the student’s atten¬
tion to that magnificent and beautiful
original, which “cannot fail to excite
feelings of admiration, love and grati¬
tude towards its Author and the desire
of one day seeing Him face to face.”

During his almost twenty years of pro¬

fessorship at Georgetown he published
successively a series of mathematical
text-books, to wit: “Analytic Geome¬
try,” in 1852; “Elementary Algebra,”
in 1854; ‘‘A Treatise on Algebra,” in
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1857; “Elements of Geometry and Trigo¬
nometry,” in i860, and “Geometrical and
Infinitesimal Analysis,” in 1871. For
clearness and depth of mathematical
reasoning these books have rarely been
equalled and in those days, before the
flood of booksellers’ text-books, were

held in high favor; some of them were
adopted in many colleges and academies,
among others at the United States Mili¬
tary Academy at West Point and Yale
University; they have long since been
displaced by simpler manuals. In addi¬
tion to these he published in 1873 a text¬
book of “Theoretical Mechanics” and in

1874 one of “Animal Physics,” while he
had lithographed for the use of his pupils
several smaller treatises on mechanics,
astronomy and natural history.

He drew up the plans for the George¬
town Observatory; Holy Trinity Church,
Georgetown; St.Aloysius Church,Wash¬
ington, D. C., and Woodstock College,
Woodstock, Maryland. At the latter
place he designed, and with the help of
Brother Mason, painted on the ceiling of
the library the entire solar system on a
gigantic scale in a space seventy by forty
feet. The scheme of this fresco includes
round the central point of the sun, the
orbits of Mercury, Venus, the Earth and
Mars, the region of the Asteroids, the
orbits of Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus and
Neptune. Inside of Saturn’s orbit are

portrayed the planets themselves on a
scale of magnitude proportional to that
of the sun, whose disk is represented by
the orbit of Saturn. The planets are

represented with their respective satel¬
lites. In addition are represented
Encke’s Comet, iBiela’s, Faye’s, Halley’s
and Donati’s of 1858; also the comet of

1853, 1843, 1744. Then there is a gen¬
eral celestial map, representing the Milky
Way and all the stars visible to the
naked eye. Elsewhere you have repre¬
sented Orion’s Nebula, Herschel’s Clus¬
ter in our solar system and some others
of Ilerschel’s observation, as well as

some observed by the Earl of Ross.
Finally there are representations of the
Signs of the Zodiac, hemispheres of the
terrestrial globe, magnified sun-spots and
the solar sphere under eclipse.

But not all the good Father’s interests
were scientific. Tenderly devoted to the
Sacred Heart of Jesus and zealous to
spread the work of the Apostleship of
Prayer, lie founded at Georgetown in
April, 1866, 7'he Messenger of the Sacred
Heart, a monthly publication of devotion
dedicated to the above purposes, which
still lives to increase the piety of its faith¬
ful readers. The difficulties of this little

enterprise, financial, literary, mechanical
and otherwise, cannot readily be imagined
in these days of facile publication. Father
Sestini was editor at once and business

manager, contributor, correspondent,
proof-reader and mailing clerk. His
funds were always low, but his hopes
were high; his contributors were not
numerous, but their work of serious
worth; his subscribers at the start were

few, but his zeal reached out to many.
For well nigh twenty years he sustained
this little publication by patient and un¬
disheartened efforts, until the year 1885,
when he relinquished its care into other
hands. In 1876 he made a visit to Rome
and kneeling at the feet of Pius IX pre¬
sented him with the first ten bound
volumes of The Messenger as an earnest
of his devotion to the interests of Him,
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whose vicar he recognized in the Sov¬
ereign Pontiff.

After turning over The Messenger to
his successor in the editorial chair, he
retired to the quiet of the Novitiate at
Frederick, Md., to spend his declining
years in prayer and quiet; and there,
after a severe stroke of paralysis, he
died piously in the Lord on January' 17,

1890. A scientific scholar and author
of note, a professor of eminent exper¬
ience, a friend of sweetest sympathy and
a gentle follower of the Master in the
path of peace and zeal, Georgetown is
proud to have welcomed this exile of
Florence and to have enjoyed for so

many years the benefits of his learned
presence within her gates.

“Dttas IbtnnuleoA

Horace, I, 23.

Why shun me, Chloe, as a fawn
That seeks o’er pathless hills

Her timid dam, and at the gust
Of wood-wind fearsome thrills ?

At every rustle of the leaves,
When breathing spring awakes,

Or as green lizards stir the brush,
Her limbs, her young heart quakes.

No lion 1, nor tigress fell,
To hunt thee down with hate:

’Tis time to leave thy mothers’ side
At last, and seek a mate.

D. C. Ellis, ’04.
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SIR WILLIAM GILBERT.

Although the modern interest in elec¬
trical science is chiefly drawn to the ex¬
tension and development of its practical
utility, a spirit of curiosity, if not of
gratitude, would induce us to acquaint
ourselves with the circumstances and

agents of its origin. It is surprising to
note how the elementary facts of a science
now counted superior in dignity and im¬
portance to all others lay for two
thousand years under the scrutiny of the
keenest eyes of all that period without a
dream or suspicion of their real signifi¬
cance. From Thales of Miletus to Gil¬
bert of Colchester is a far cry, but none
in all this interval were able to make so

much as a plausible conjecture of their
nature. Superstition and philosophy
alike stood in awe of the mysterious
stone.

“ Quem magneta vocant patrio de nomine
Grai

Magnetum quia fit patriis in montibus
ortup.”

Thales was the first to record the

peculiar properties of amber and load¬
stone ; Gilbert the first to inter¬
pret them. Of those others who had
occasion to deal with the magnet in their
writings the most illustrious are Theo¬
phrastus, of Lesbos, Aristotle, Lucretius,
Pliny, Galen and St. Thomas Aquinas.
The practical use to which the magnet
might be put in the mariner’s compass
was discovered early; Sebastian Cabot
was the first to observe its variations.

This, with the addition of a host of fan¬
tastic theories of the magnet’s nature,

was the sum of knowledge on the sub¬
ject as Gilbert found it.

Before speaking of Gilbert’s work a
brief account of his life will not be out

of place. It extended between the years

1540 and 1603, almost commensurate
with that of his sovereign. His parents
belonged to the old English gentry that
have given so many great names to the
history of the land. The course of his
early life was uneventful enough, if we

may judge from all account we have of
it. He appears to have been a steady
worker at his books, never pausing in his
lifelong accumulation of knowledge—
and all that was attainable he attained—
even in the Elizabethan age. Leaving
the grammar school of Suffolk, he en¬
tered St. John’s College, Cambridge, at
the age of eighteen. Here his studies
were continuous till the year 1569, when
to his degrees of Bachelor and Master of
Arts he added a Doctorate of Medicine.
After four years of travel on the conti¬
nent he returned to London and began
the practice of his profession. He rose

swiftly in the estimation of his profes¬
sional associates and was honored with
the highest offices in the College of Physi¬
cians. He obtained still higher recogni¬
tion of his ability in the appointment of
physician to the Queen herself. During
all his years of study his pursuit of medi¬
cine was no more diligent than that of
chemistry and physics. It would seem
that all the time which was not devoted
to his practice he spent in elaborate in-
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Vestigations in the latter field of science.
Not till the year 1600 did the results of
his labors come to light. This was the
famous treatise “De Magnete,” published
at London in the year above named.

To eyes familiar with the pages of
modern scientific works, the appearance
of this old volume is quaint in the ex¬
treme. It is written in Latin, according
to the usage followed by Lord Bacon
and others, who considered the then
English language an unfit vehicle for the
transmission of scientific truth. It hap¬
pens in consequence that with an uncon¬
cerned dignity that at times verges on
the grotesque, he quotes Lucretius or
Pliny, following, a line or two below,
with some mediaeval barbarism or alto¬

gether original coinage for his immediate
purpose. It must not be supposed, how¬
ever, that our estimate of his learning
must suffer thereby. Throughout the
work he gives evidences of an erudition
so vast that we realize the more the de¬
votion he must have had to science in
order so to disregard the dictates of
classic taste, with which he must have
been familiar. Nothing in prose or
poetry of either classic tongue seems to
have escaped his tireless scholarship.
His grasp of the world’s literature, con¬
nected or unconnected with his chosen

subject, was complete.
Before further consideration of the

matter of the book, the make-up and ap¬

pearance of the first edition are worthy
of a moment’s notice. It is a narrow,

rather thin volume, bound in the tough
white vellum of the early days of book¬
binding. The edges of the leaves are
red, the title, “Gilbert De Magnete,”
printed in gilt letters on its back. The

i9ji

same is elaborated with sixteenth-century
pomposity so as to fill the entire first
page. The type is large and, for the
period, very clear. The wood cuts illus¬
trating his experiments are well made,
and fill a large portion of' the book.
Several are large diagrams or charts,
e. g., of the variations of the compass.

Altogether, considering its age, it is a
very fine piece of work.

Gilbert begins his treatise with an
enumeration of the various speculations
put forth by other philosophers prior to
his time. He recounts the different ex¬

planations for the needle’s action; and
very curious some of them are: Plato,
attributing to it a divine spirit; Frasca-
torius, with his Hyperborean mountains
of attraction; the polar star theory, and
many others are all mentioned in his
first chapter. There is one curious pas¬

sage, not very clear, where he appears,
for once, to be in the wrong. He seems
to slight the conjecture of one old phil¬
osopher who saw the similarity between
certain electric phenomena and the action
of the torpedo. He refers the paralyzing
effect of the latter to poison, but what
kind, or how administered, he does not
take it upon himself to explain. We
may excuse this error more readily, per¬

haps, because we have no reason to be¬
lieve that he ever studied zoology.
He mentions, with commendation, St.
Thomas’ investigation of the subject, re¬
marking that if the latter had had the
benefit of extended experiment he would
no doubt have arrived at the true solu¬
tion of the question. This is one of
many places where he emphasizes the
value of repeated careful experiment, as
a basis of scientific reasoning. It is
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significant of the logical character of the
English race that its first two great
scientists, as well as those following,
were equally impressed with the neces¬
sity of firmly establishing the preliminary
facts.

To set forth in detail the process by
which he concluded that the earth is a

magnet is not our purpose here. Merely
to indicate the evidences that guided him,
and the method he adopted, will be suf¬
ficient.

In all his experiments he had been
especially impressed with the law of
magnetic attraction and repulsion. He
had also observed—a fact unmentioned
before his time—that when a magnet is
cut or broken each part becomes a sep¬
arate magnet, and that opposite poles
occur on either side of the point of
breakage. It would seem that he had
some notion, not far amiss, of a uniform
governing power, such as that which we
call the magnetic lines of force. That
he was ignorant of their relation to the
electric current is, of course, necessary,
in the general ignorance of that subject.
But the wide range of cases covered by
this law of attraction and repulsion, and
the absence of any other power influenc¬
ing the needle, held for him a certain
significance. He suspected that the
earth's influence was no other than a

further illustration of the same law, i. e.,
that the entire mass of the earth consti¬
tuted a magnet. On this hypothesis he
constructed a magnet of spherical shape,
i. e., approximately the shape of the
earth. This he named the “terella.”
Its magnetic power was sufficient to
govern the actions of the needle, when
the latter was placed at different points

near its surface. Then by an elaborate
series of experiments with the terella he
explained the causes of variation and
declination, and satisfied himself that his
hypothesis was true.

It should be noticed in passing that
Gilbert owed the success of his calcula¬
tions largely to his sound deductions.
According to the scholastic philosophy,
he distinguished between the material
and formal cause, and so avoided an

error that has embarassed many who
have made pretensions to eminence in
natural science. His correctness is largely
due to the perception which saw in elec¬
trical movement the material cause; in
magnetism the formal.

It was while he was defining these
two that he made the great discovery
that awakened interest in static elec¬

tricity, and took that science out of the
hands of jugglers and magicians. The
ancients knew only of the attractive
power of amber. Gilbert experimented
on various substances and discovered a

large number of other substances that
are electrified by friction. He had made
it clear that electrical attraction did not

depend on the nature of amber for its
existence. He went on to conjecture
the essence of this attractive power. His
idea of it is curiously similar to concep¬
tion of the ether. “A thin vapor, rarer
than air.” He conceives it to permeate
all bodies and to be affected by friction.
The process of exhalation and diffusion
which he describes is not over clear, but
it is a remarkable advance upon what
would naturally be expected from the
limited facts to which he had access.

He survived the publication of this
book only three years. It is believed
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that he was preparing a supplementary
volume at the time of hi« death, but
beyond fragmentary papers nothing was
found. A pension to support him in his
investigations was bestowed by the
Queen, but it came too late to be instru¬
mental in his great discoveries. On the
death of Elizabeth her successor con¬

tinued him in his office, but a few months
saw it vacated by his death. His last
relics, his library and instruments,
perished in the great fire.

He was purely a scientist, great in the

qualities that made Bacon great, and pos¬
sessing them in a degree that made him
quite as successful, if not so illustrious.
And it is by no means improbable that
if the name of Veralam were not illumi¬
nated by the part it played in the politi¬
cal history of his time, the name of the
author of “Novum Organum” would
rank no higher in the domain of scientific
thought than that of Gilbert, the ex¬

ponent of the magnet.

H. T. Pease, ’06.

Zo a Sunbeam.
O Sunbeam, angel from a world of love,

Who givest this dark its light and life,
Dost ever sigh for those bright realms above,

And weary of thy exile in this land of strife ?

1 feel that sometimes in the evening’s glow,
When all thy splendor’s sinking into night,

Thy eyes are dim with tears of bitter flow,
Eyes cheering earth, while thy soul suffereth blight.

Weep not that death and sin and pride deface
What soon again the Maker will remould.

Weep not as though alone of desolation’s place
Thy grief were mourning o’er an earth so cold.

My spirit, too, is sad, without a trace
Of that pure light which lightens all thy face.

Martin Douglas, ’08.
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SOME OLD LETTERS.

In the course of the obituary notice of
Father Welch, S. J., printed in the
January issue of the Journal, it was
noted that Father Welch in his younger

days was on intimate terms with Father
Frederick William Faber. It has- so

happened that though Father Welch
destroyed practically all of the records
of his correspondence, he for one reason
or another preserved five letters of Father
Faber. The Journal having come into
possession of them, and thinking that
Father Welch had preserved them that
his own friends and the friends of
Father Faber might enjoy the charm of
their style and the insight they give into
Father Faber’s frank, generous and
delicately human character, has here
published them. Of these letters the
first four were written between 1841 and
1844, while Father Welch was still
studying in Germany. In July, 1844, it
would seem that Father Welch visited
Father Faber at Elton Rectory, Stilton,
in Huntingdonshire, while on his way
back from Germany to the United States.
Immediately upon his return Father
Welch entered the Catholic Church and
at once notified Father Faber of the fact.
This notification called forth a reply
which clearly indicates how very far on
his way to Rome Father Faber himself
was at that time. He was received into
the Catholic Church on the evening of
November 17, in the same year 1845.
The subjoined letters will readily explain
themselves.

Ambleside, Rendal, Westmoreland.
Tuesday, November 16, 1841.

My Dear Welch :

You are a sad, faithless boy, and have
made my heart ache somewhat. You
promised to write to me when we parted
at the railway station, and renewed that
promise twice through Mr. Asher, and
yet have not kept it. Did I not tell you
at Berlin that breaking faith in little en¬

gagements always leads to breaking
faith in great ones. You should not
have done so, for I love you very much
and have looked with anxious pleasure
for a letter from you. I am so busy just
now that I scarcely write a line to any of
my friends in England; but to show you
I have no false pride, and like you too
much, my dear boy, to take offence, I
put away my manuscript this morning
and devote it to you. In all the noise
and hurry of congratulations and wel¬
comes I assure you, my dear Welch, I
have thought often and affectionately of
you; and, if I am at bottom a little hurt
at your silence, I should not be so were
I indifferent to you. I wish I was at
Berlin to give you a good licking; that
would set you all right. However,
write me a long letter and I will forgive
you, and put your conduct down' to a
lover’s epistolary occupations elsewhere.

How are you getting on with German
and lectures and Berlin and solitude and
stoves and Von Muller? The explica¬
tion of that question will form a good
long letter. Also have you read any of
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the theological books I recommended
you to read, and, if you have, what do
you think of them, and how do you like
my tracts? Pray write me a long gos¬
siping answer to all these questions.

I find on my return that my poems
have prospered greatly, and the echo of
them is beginning to come from the
obscure people beyond the Atlantic. I
have received a very delightful letter
from Mrs. Sigourney, of Connecticut; a
little over-complimentary, a good fault
in an author's eyes, especially a poet’s,
for we poets methinks are the most
egregious peacocks that ever strutted.
Will you tell Mr. Asher that I have not
yet received my books, but that I have
heard of them from Hull? Also ask
him what has become of all the Berlin
wool I left with him. I wish to hear of
this soon.

I have been interrupted and so must
conclude. God bless you, my dear fel¬
low. * * * Remember me very heartily
to Mr. Fay and Mr. Asher and Mrs.
Asher; and believe me, my dear Welch,

Yours with much affection,
Fred. W. Faber.

Do write soon.

Ambleside, Westmoreland,
March 4, 1842.

My Dear Welch:
Your letter arrived this morning and

I assure you, my dear friend, it was
most welcome. I have only one thing
to quarrel with—“my dear Mr. Faber:”
Oh Welch, Welch—are those echoes of
old Berlin days? No— No— that must
not be. You knew me at Berlin as a

boyish, flighty, crack-brained young

19?

poet, and very fond of you, too, and I do
not see what right you have to force upon
me age, solemnity and distance, three
things which I have dedicated my exis¬
tence to annihilate. Let us have no more

mistering, you glorious Atlanticker!
Well! and so you have left Berlin. It
was a foolish thing to do, if your object
was to learn German, for they speak
semi-Wendish in the wondrous enchanted

land of Styria. Yet I believe I should
have done the same thing, for Berlin is
a nauseous place. Almost all that is
pleasant about it to me in retrospect is
connected with you, and the crisp falling
of the chestnut leaves when autumn first

began to write russet wrinkles upon the
Unter den Linden. And the land you
have gone to is a wondrous enchanted
land. I have donq nothing but rave
about it ever since I came home. I have
had a good deal of illness from excess
of work, and I dwelt in languid days
and wakeful nights upon the sights and
sounds of Styria and Carinthia. Be¬
sides, how much pleasanter to live be¬
neath the umbrageous shadow of the
dear good Kaiser than to be deafened
with the drums of that king-colonel at
Potsdam. I think I see myself at this
moment in a clean little room at the
Wild Man at Gratz, looking out upon
the garten in the glacis, with the civilest
of landlords. Now let me recommend
a tour to you when buds and leaves come
out. It may be made in a little carriage
or on foot. From Gratz to Marburg,
Volkermarht, Villach, Spital, Gmund,
cross the Radstadter Tauen, Werfen,
the pass of Lueg, Salzburg, Traunsee,
Ischyl, Aussee, cross the hills toEisenerz,
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* Mariazell, Bruck, Gratz. Take that tour

and you will thank me your life long.
It will bring you into contact with the
noblest river and hill scenery possible,
all falling below the sublime, yet perhaps
fastening more on the affections for that
reason.

I have been very busy since I came
home preparing a sort of romantico-theo-
logical book of travels, entitled Sights
and Thoughts on Foreign Churches and
among Foreign Peoples; it will be out
in about three weeks; and I would send
it you, but the carriage would cost more
than the book, and you can more easily
get it by order from a foreign bookseller.
The volume is octavo and contains six
hundred and fifty pages, in three books,
Paris and Avignon, Cisalpine Gaul, The
Adriatic and Aegean. I have the ma¬
terials for another volume, in three more

books, The Desecrated City (Constanti¬
nople), The Kaiser’s Lands, and Protes-
tantdom. But I do not think I shall ever

prepare the second volume for publica¬
tion. My thoughts are beginning to
turn themselves towards poetry once
more, which I believe is the right sphere
for me, though I must not merge the
priest in the poet, a temptation not un¬

likely to assail one. My last volume
occupied four years in writing, and with
my numerous avocations I do not think
less will do for another, as I cannot com¬

pose while I am traveling.
March 13. Since writing the above I

have been so busy writing poetry for
several hours a day that I have had no
time or heart for letters. Indeed I have
written nearly a hundred pages, I should
think. It always comes in fits in this
way, for about a fortnight, when my

stomach becomes disordered and puts ari
undignified termination to the afflatus.
It is beginning to ooze out now. I have
written some pretty things, but none I
think equal in lyrical pathos to your

lyrical friend, the Lake Party. I am now

expecting by every mail my octavo
volume of six hundred and fifty pages,
and I suppose the excitement of its ar¬
rival will quench poetry for awhile; for I
intend to read my own book and see what
there is in it with most grave glee. For
I assure you it is quite possible to be in¬
structed by oneself. But a truce to self
and literary matter; for I have kept this
letter such a while that you will begin to
think that I am never going to write to
you. When do you think of coming to
England? You must recollect that we
are to meet then at any rate. Meanwhile
write soon, and as often as you can, and
believe me, my dear Welch,

Very affectionately yours,
Fred. Wm. Faber.

Ambleside, Westmoreland,
Friday, May 6, 1842.

My Dear Welch :

The last seven or eight weeks have
been one constant outpouring of poetry,
and now that exhaustion has come I
recline with joy on affectionate thoughts
of those I love, among whom I number
you most sincerely. I have often thought
of you in my dear Styria, especially while
I was composing a ballad on the Heiress
of Gosting Castle, and a long one, 1,226
lines long, on an exquisite sequestered
See near Mariazell, that schonste zier of
Steyermark. You, like all Americans,
have such immense mobility that I hardly
think you still in Styria, and am longing
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anxiously for a letter to certify me of
your whereabout. I have been thinking
a very great deal of America lately—of
course when one talks of America one

means the United States—and have writ¬
ten somewhat of her grand ecclesiastical
destinies in my Sights and Thoughts on

Foreign Churches, and I am smitten with
a dreamy desire of going over there,
which I would fain hope may some day
be realized. As I shall be free from all

engagement at the end of 1843 I should
like to know when you think of recross¬

ing the Atlantic, I should like also to
hear from you whether the general style
of traveling in the U. S. is expensive,
also the fares of the English packets.
If I could amass the money it would be
a huge delight to me to cross the Atlantic
with you, and harum-scarumize a bit
about the land, and come back again.
You see I am a wild fellow; but I want
to know something of America, however
little, and as I say in my book it is only
known to us now through “the vulgar
flippancy of needy book-making,” allud¬
ing specially to the epicene. Trollope.
But alas! I only fret myself by dreaming
this way, and feed my locomotive pro¬

pensity already too large for quiet con¬
tentment. I would give a good deal for
a few hours of Berlinlike gossip with
you about my book, and also to show
you some of my new poems which are I
think a great advance upon the old
volume. A sunlight is thrown even
over the sandy Thiergarten by the re¬
membrance of our numerous gossips
there. I wish heartily you had stayed
at Berlin; communication would then
have been so easy with you. I suppose

by this time you have become ganz
Deutch; and pray does the course of
true love give Shakespeare the lie, and
run smooth with you?

Sept. 20. My dear Welch, you will
see by the date of the above scrawl that
you have been present to my affections,
notwithstanding my lazy silence. Also
it is a pleasing coincidence that your last
kind letter, not the one received this day,
was dated May 6th, the very day affec¬
tionate thoughts of you prompted me to
write the above lines. Indeed, my dear
boy, I need your forgiveness for my long
silence, it is all the poetry—a second
volume entitled The Styrian Lake and
Other Poems is just gone to press and
will be published in December; so you
may get it at Munich. Also I have be¬
gun a theological poem in six books
entitled Sir Lancelot, of which I have
done 2,542 lines, and this with accuracy
too. But I have a hundred times pur¬

posed to give up an afternoon to writing
to you, but the composition of the morn¬

ing drained my energies, and about sun¬
set the afflatus returned and I could not

forego it. Mr. Fay sent a young Ameri¬
can to me some days ago, yclept Pren¬
tiss, a very clever fellow he seemed and
highly likeable, but I confess his chief
interest in my eyes was that he was a
fellow-countryman of yours. We sym¬

pathized on most points, except that I
think he far over-estimated the mind,
both theological and poetical of Ger¬
many; an idolatry above all other idola¬
tries likely to disturb a man’s simplicity
of character. I do not think the German
mind equal to the English mind, because
it wants reality, and rests content with
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artistic execution. Most Americans
think (and we too much deserve it) that
the English are wholly engrossed with
money and politics; but Mr. Prentiss said
his year in England had made him regret
part of his time in Germany and that he
now saw there was much more to be
learned in England than he had ever
supposed. I do not think Germany will
do your intellect much harm, for it is too
elastic; * * * And even as to intellec¬
tual culture I should like to hear you
were bound for Italy or the Holy Land,
where the gorgeous past might throw its
solemn subduing shadow over a child of
the far wild West which lies in the

naughtiness of perpetual sunshine, be¬
cause it has no past and the European
shadows fall short of the Atlantic
breadth.

In January we set off for Spain, but
only to see the south, after which, Deo
volente, we shall go to Malta and make
the tour of Sicily, then Naples, Rome,
Florence, Switzerland, home. I wish,
my dear Welch, it were possible for us
to meet somewhere; however I shall have
time to hear from you before then. To¬
day (Sept. 21, St. Matthew’s Day) I
have been writing theological poetry for
so many hours that my intellect is quite
exhausted, and I have hardly energy

enough for egotistical gossip. Poets are
bad correspondents; however I am deter¬
mined my letter shall go to-morrow. I
shall be most anxious to hear how you
like The Styrian Lake, when it is pub¬
lished; ambitious Englishmen naturally
look much to that expanse of spoken
English beyond the sea, so I shall take
your criticism as a type. It is an odd
poem, but I think—of course one must

think well of one’s own things, and may

say so to friends—it is full of plaintive
beauty and, considering the extreme dif¬
ficulty of the metre for a poem of any
length, that the melody is highly wrought
and well sustained. As to the prose
book I do not so much care, nobody will
agree with it, but it makes people think,
which is all I wanted. Scarcely a
month passes without the feeble tooth of
a magazine being freed upon me. Al¬
most all abuse the matter; all, I have seen

no exception, willingly or unwillingly,
praise the literary execution. What
could I wish for more ? Oh, what a bore
letter-writing is! I must give over now.
What would I not give for an hour's
chat with you; for I assure you I often
think of you, for you twined yourself
round my affections, and I hope we may
meet again to mature our friendship.
Meanwhile God bless you and keep you
a good Catholic and make you a blessing
to America; and believe me,

My dear Welch,
Your very affectionate friend,

Fred. Faber.

Ambi.Estde, November 12, 1842.
My Dear Welch :

I have very joyous news to tell you;
I have at length completed a theological
poem in blank verse, of 7,20G lines and
in nine books. Is not this an undertak¬

ing for a youth of twenty-eight? I really
feel more grateful than I can say for the
unintermitted health, spirits and ability
to conduct so vast a conception to its
end. May it subserve the cause of the
Catholic Church ever so little, and help
to win pardon for my sins! Ah, my
dear friend, there is a desolate blank feel-
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ing in the mind after dismissing so pro¬

longed a labor, which interlaces joy with
a sort of sadness. But enough, I will
not plague you with gloomy reflections.
Your letter was most grateful to me, for
little as we know of each other I seem to

be more affectionately intimate with you
than almost any one else. “The Styrian
Lake” is not yet published, and will not
be for three weeks to come, so I fear if
your Munich bookseller orders Faber’s
Poems you will get a duplicate of the
first volume. “The Styrian Lake” is
the title of the new volume, which I am

sure you will like, for.its own sake as
well as mine. Sir Lancelot (my theo¬
logical poem) I shall keep till my return
from abroad, if I do return safe and
sound, and then touch it up for publica¬
tion in the spring of 1844.

Of all the Roman Catholic doctors of
Munich I recommend Mohler, read both
his Symbolic (a superb book) and his
Athanasius; the other favorite of mine
is the Church historian, Dollinger. You
talk of Mr. Prentiss’ spoken English, I
do not know what to say to your written
English, e. g., you crossed the sea at
Ischyl in the inland heart of Europe, you
were thinking of See, which is lake, not
meer; again you write It’s, now the
English .contraction for it is (and that
only allowable in poetry) is ’tis, but you
were thinking of ist’s; you see what Ger¬
man is doing for your beautiful mother
or grandmother tongue! My American
journey was merely the dream of a far
projecting imagination, but I hope it
may come true some time. By the way
I hope you have sent for my Sights and
Thoughts in Foreign Churches, as well

the poems; I am so anxious to know

what you think of it. I would send you one
if the carriage of a single book were not
so enormous. My companion abroad will
be my pupil, whom I had with me last
time; and we set off forLisbon in January
in order to have cool weather for Spain
and Sicily. Would it be impossible, my
dear Welch, for us to meet in Switzer¬
land in May or June for a bit of a tour;
it is no distance from Munich to Basle;
think of it. But I expect to hear from
you again before I leave England. I am
a good deal battered this year, having in
fourteen months written a prose volume
of 640 pages, a volume of poems of 370,
a single poem of 380, about 100 pages of
poems in my desk unpublished, 32 ser¬
mons and published three of them. Yet
on the whole my health has been wonder¬
ful ; yet a trip abroad will resuscitate me
much. I hope you enjoy Ranke’s Popes.
It is the very best history which the
XIXth century has yet seen, me judice.
And so you have made no tour to my
dear Maziarell, that mountain paradise?
I am sorry for it; oh, you would have
loved my Styrian Lake if you had done
so. Never mind, you must love it for
all that.

Up to page 352 has just come to be
corrected for the press, so I must bid
you a hasty adieu. Did you ever see

Gosting Castle, on the Mar, hard by
Gratz? God bless you, my dear Welch.

Ever yours affectionately,
Fred. Faber.

Scribble me a few lines zd'/urra.

AmblESIde, December 30, 1842.
My Dear Welch :

I am very sorry indeed to hear of your

plaguy illness, especially as I was once
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stewed in a German stove at Mannheim
while laboring under the influenza in the
winter of 1836-37. I do not think much
relaxation and debility ensuing should
render you too sensitive to the Tyrolese
east wind sweeping over that cheerless
plain of the Iser. All my plans and pros¬
pects are upset from a very unforeseen
circumstance. Though I am but twenty-
eight years old, a college rectory has
fallen to my lot, which I think I have
made up my mind to accept. It is in-
jucundly situated among the fens of
Huntingdonshire; the value* is rather
over £500 per annum, the population 780
agriculturists; it has one agreeable pe¬

culiarity ; it has no tithes and therefore
no heart-burnings, but instead of tithes
a landed estate which is the rector’s own

demesne, managed by two wealthy and
substantial tenants. I fear the church is
in great disrepair, and the rectory is al¬
most a ruin, so I have that to build. The
executors of the late non-resident rector

contribute £800 to help towards it; but
I shall still have great expenses. I ex¬

pect to get through the various legal,
collegiate and episcopal stages of the
business so as to induct myself on April
2. Then while the house is building, I
shall go abroad for six months, merely
to the Pyrenees, Italy and Switzerland.
So after next autumn I shall be ready,
my dear boy! to have you for a guest in
my own rectory whenever you come to
England. I shall have a very troubled
three months of business, and have al¬
ready been so harassed that I have well-
nigh forgotten the Styrian Lake, and
have never written to London to inquire
how it is getting on. I have not even
seen Elton (my living) yet; bqt I go to

inspect on January 10-15, thus taking
the fens at their ugliest season, so as to
harden my heart. It will be a sad change
for me from this exquisite mountain
land to the stagnant Holland of Hunting¬
donshire. But of course I ought to be
thankful to get such a piece of prefer¬
ment so early in life, and be taken out of
the snare of literary ambition to do God’s
work for His Church and His poor, in
that obscurity which is safest for so im¬
perfect a Christian as I am.

Sir Lancelot is in Miltonic blank verse.

Lo! a description of a Mass sung in a
Lancashire abbey in the Xlllth century:

Peal the loud organs, roll the living psalm
In jubilant thunders o’er the prostrate

crowd;
Once more—a loftier strain—swell, swell

the hymns,
Ye choirs, let loose the burning bolts of

song,

See how they flash and lighten from the

roof;
Hark! how divinely doth the storm of sound
Gather in folded harmonies, far off
And. near,—till the loud anthems higher still,
Fill the deep womb of music to the brim,
Until the soul of every kneeler there,

Won from the body, mount upon the stream,
The cloudy stream of music, and ascend
Far above air and earth, within the sight
And audience of seraphic liturgies.

Down, like descending angels, see the
clouds

Of music, how they fold their quivering

wings
Above the Altar, mute and self-absorbed!
Silence! the potent ritual hath begun, etc.

There that is enough for you to catch



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

the peculiar cadence of the metre, which
is, I think, melodious. To conclude with
a specimen from Carl Ritter, Canto I.
Leipsic from the plain.

X.

The sun is up; the larks are in full choir;
How perfectly they sing—how perfectly!

And o’er the champaign many a hazy spire
Shoots up from out the undulating sea

Of the green corn; and wavering, like a fire,
Far off there is a single chestnut tree;

There will I tell what I of Carl have heard

In triple falls of rhyme and simple word.

XI.

And in the pauses of the song we may

Be soothed to meditation by the bees,

While the blue sky between the leaves doth

play,
Parted and closed at will by the soft

breeze;
And Leipsic with red roofs and turrets gay,

Blended with churches, ramparted with

trees,

May seem a show more touching and more

fair

Because that stricken heart is drooping
there.

Write soon. Direct; Stockton-on-
Tees, England. I am there till April i.

Believe me, dear Welch,
Most lovingly yours,

Fred. W. Faber.

Eeton Rectory,
Stilton, Huntingdonshire,

July 3, 1844.
My Dear Welch :

Your letter came to hand this morn-
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ing; put yourself into the Louth mail at
8.00 P. M. to Stilton, which you will
reach at 4.00 A. M.; get a gig there, and
you will be at my house at half after five,
where I shall be delighted to see you.
From my village is a coach to the Liver¬
pool railway, so you can go away by it.
jfc

Elton Rectory, Stilton, Hunts,
The Second Monday in Lent, 1845.

My Dear Welch :

I bless God that you have at length
found harbour in the ancient faith, and
however sadly you may now feel about
my ecclesiastical position, as alas! not in
the obedience of Rome. My own con¬
science finds cause for nothing but joy
in the remembrance that I have been in
some measure the means of putting you
where you are. How far the step was
taken under impulse, without sufficient
knowledge of what your own Church
had to say for herself, without sufficient
reverent weighing of the fact that God’s
Providence had placed you where you
were, and that you cannot be so certain
that it is His vocation which has placed
you where you are—it is not for me to
inquire now, nor for you either, further
than as piously seeking for grounds to
humble yourself. You are now in safety,
and I trust in peace; two things you still
want, and both are to be found where
you are—growth in grace and persever-
ence in grace. I assure you, my dear
Welch, you have been in my prayers ever
since we parted at Berlin, and it is far
too great a joy to me to hear of a step
which implies a serious confronting of
religion in your own mind at all to admit



204 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

of my canvassirig with any ill-natured
suspicion the conscientiousness of your

step itself. If, as you say, the opinions
■ you imbibed from me did of themselves

pass you on to Rome, I do not see any¬
thing to make me uneasy, so long as I
am not aware that I said anything strong
through mere affectation of singularity,
or to make an intellectual impression.
I am not conscious to myself of this sin,
though I am a very likely person to have
fallen into it. It is curious, as it seems

still more to connect us, that I should
have met your friend Mr. Shaw on a
steamer between Naples and Civita Vec-
chia; he was then an infidel, and after
much conversation I earnestly requested
him to allow me to write in his memoran¬

dum book the address of a pious priest
at Rome; he acquiesced, with very scorn¬
ful language about the priests and the
holy Catholic faith; at Genoa I received
an affectionate and grateful letter from
him, announcing his conversion, and that
he had been baptized and confirmed in
the Holy Roman Church. What you

say of his great self-denial and relin¬
quishing of* fortune is cheering news. It
may naturally come to you to think that
there is something very bad about me,
in that while I am permitted to show
others the way to Rome I do not get
there myself; and indeed it is a thought
that not unfrequently crosses my own
mind. A certain amount of earnestness

in religion may be overruled to do God’s
work in the sanctification of others, while
there is not honesty of purpose enough,
or enough holy severity towards self, to
take up the yoke of penance with a whole
heart, and so be sanctified oneself. The
use which God has made of me towards

others for some years, together with the
humbling knowledge of my own invet¬
erate effeminacy of life, often combine,
I fear, rather to deject than to humble
me. I can only trust that God will let me
know His Blessed Will about myself,
and give me a masculine purpose to fol¬
low it; and that if I am out of the true
Church, the Blessed Spirit who informs
her with light and heat may be pleased
to put forth His sweet attractions to win
me into her fold. At present I cannot
see my way, not so much to your Church
as from my own; and I am deeply con¬
vinced that every step towards a change
of religion should be thoroughly and ac¬

curately weighed in the balances of con¬
science. I cannot think that God will
leave me to perish, when He has
graciously enabled me to love the service
of His Son above all which this world
has to offer. At the same time I have
no right to suppose myself good enough
to be above low and sordid grounds for
remaining where I am, as I should ex¬

change a position of comfort and respect
for simple beggary and an inability to
discharge just debts. I pray God this
may not weigh with me, but I am bad
enough for anything bad to weigh with
me; so I may well ask your prayers in
this matter.

But enough of myself; now for a little
about yourself. I suppose you will be
rather amused at the presumption of a
poor schismatic venturing to advise a
Roman Catholic; so you must suppose
that my office of preacher has given me
such a rooted habit of prosing that it
has become irresistible with me. Be¬
sides I cannot quite forget how I used
to sermonize you at Berlin when you
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were as wild a piece of Protestantism as
either the Commonwealth of Massachu¬
setts or the University of Heidelberg
could well manufacture. Well, since
you have chosen to turn Roman Catholic,
and are pleased to lay your conversion
at my door, I trust you will use to the
full all the wonderful means of grace
which your Church affords. One of the
divinest marks of the Holy Roman
Church is her power of manufacturing
Saints. For example, I hope you will
not confess less frequently than once in
eight days, and receive the Lord’s Body
as often if your confessor thinks so fre¬
quent Communion advisable; examina¬
tion of conscience, general and particu¬
lar, ought not to be grudged a quarter
of an hour a day, and mental prayer in
the morning for as long a time as God
Himself may lead you to. But above
all consider the Blessed Sacrament of
Penance as your sheet-anchor. These
things we can practice in our poor
measure in the English Communion,
but they are far more systematized in
yours. If then I have been the means
of driving you out of the American Eng¬
lish Church, I shall feel the more satis¬

fied in my own conscience if I know that
you have mended your practice as well
as bettered your creed. You Americans
are very badly off for Saints; I do not
know of any except St. Rose, of Lima,
and I should be glad to hear that a cer¬
tain wild and not over-pious American
whom I took a great affection to in Ger¬
many was bidding fair to be St. Edward,
of Boston. May God Almighty bless
you, my dear friend, and, if you will, I
shall take it kindly of you in that far off
country to remember me in your prayers
as the very vilest of all the sinners on
the earth, and specially commend me to
the patronage of the sweet and blessed
Mother of God.

Most affectionately yours,
F. W. Faber.

P. S.—I forgot to answer one of your

questions about my books. Since the
Styrian Lake, Sir Lancelot has been pub¬
lished and a little volume called The

Rosary will be out in a day or two; also
two volumes of Prose have appeared,
namely, vols. VI and VIII of the Lives
of the English Saints, published by Mc-
Toovey, of London.



206 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

fragment.
And what is left of all ?—why these :
The magic of old memories,
To muse on mornings of the May,
To catch the fragrance of a day,
That dawned and faded, redolent
Of ev’ry rose-bloom’s sweetest scent;
To hear by night the echoings
Of laughter, borne on Fancy’s wings;
To watch the star we loved the best

Still shining in the golden west,
Still clear and splendid, still supreme,
The crowning glory of a dream;
To live in echoes of the past,
And living, love, while dreams shall last.

Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04.

THE OLD SOUTH BUILDING—A LETTER.

To the Editors of the Georgetown Jour¬
nal.

My Dear Boys: (I was going to say
“Sirs,” but that is too formal for
friends.)

I received and read with pleasure the
superb Immaculate Conception number
of the Journal. It was a fitting tribute
to Our Lady from the oldest Collegiate
Sodality in the United States. It will be
a lasting proof of loyalty and deep Catho¬
lic chivalry to the Queen of Heaven from
her Georgetown sons. Frederick Ozanam
was asked to show works as an argument
in favor of the vitality and practical
power of the Church. This number and
Georgetown’s own children will be the
best answer from an inquiring world.

The dedication of the new building

must have been an imposing ceremony,
surrounded with all the pomp of ec¬
clesiastical liturgy in presence of the
Papal Delegate and the Cardinal of Bal¬
timore. Whilst reading the account
there was a feeling of saclness. I saw
the new building heralded with delight,
but the old one lay in ruins unwept, un¬
honored and unsung. The new rose like
a tomb on the old. A new order thrust
older memories aside. I shall be con¬

demned as a sentimentalist, but true
sentiment is the golden fire in the hearth¬
stone of the heart which makes the in¬
tellect fervid and the will active in love.
But I must not become a special pleader.

I wish that the Alumni Association
had rescued the old building from utter
destruction. There are so many who
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will feel sad that it was not preserved.
Sentiment, may be, is golden, but must
ever yield to the golden dollar—or the
lack of it. Sentiment is not good building
material. I wonder if Father Daugherty
recalls a meeting in the Riggs House at
which he was present last year. He was
the invited guest of a chapter of the D. A.
R. He spoke impressively of Washing¬
ton’s—the General’s or the city’s—debt
to Georgetown. He must have a stout
heart if he dare appear before that same

gathering and tell them that the Carroll
Building is no more. That a Colonial
relic was knocked over into a gully, and
he stood by unmoved. I am afraid he
would receive such an ex-communication
that even the High and Mighty Lady
Shogun could not lift it; or his ashes
might be scattered over the tide, not of
that river with crystalline waters, but
the one whose waters are muddy and
unsightly. I speak to the initiated—and
he is one.

Now, don’t think me a pessimist. I
shall stand before th? new building and
be encouraged, for it symbolizes pro¬

gress. And we must be up and doing.
I shall not forget—for who could—the
generous giver of this gift. But I shall
miss the strange pleasures and thoughts
that ever came at the sight of this Carroll
Building. It was an epitome of the early
struggles of missionary and professor.
Its agedness in the midst of a newer
and active life united the old and new in

harmony. The link is broken, a stronger
one has taken its place. To the old,
violets; to the new, roses, blushing with
hope! *

The new' building destroys that beau¬
tiful garden which was south of the old

building. I had ever looked upon that
garden with the greatest affection, for
against the bank, covered with peri¬
winkle, was a shrine of Our Lady, built
by my Junior Sodality in 1888. There
were many factors in putting up that
shrine. The site was selected by Father
Doonan, the Rector, of fond and happy
memory. Though the mist is coming
over his eyes I am sure he can see that
garden where he culled a fresh rose each
morning for the statue on his office desk.
Generous hearted and enthusiastic,
Father Cornelius Gillespie was the minis¬
ter. He promised to set two workmen
on the job if the small boys—they are
called Juniors now—contributed the
necessary amount for the statue. The
sum was collected and he kept his
promise. Father Frisbie, then Professor
of Physics, was commissioned to pur¬
chase the statue on one of his spiritual
excursions to New York. The Junior,
or Small Boys’ Sodality, collected the
money, and the writer gave his moral
support. Needless to say, there were as

many suggestions offered as though a
house were building, but we eliminated
tho'se factors and the result was better.
The shrine was finished and the statue

put in place, after it had been blessed,
amidst the twinkling of many candles
and the singing of hymns.

The garden itself recalls Father Cur¬
ley. But he surrendered it, in my time,
to Father Massi, the mechanical inven¬
tor and specialist on roses, now of St.
John’s College, Fordham. Father Massi
is a Roman. Romanticism is one of his

chief endowments. So he always claimed
that there were two hundred and seventy
different species of roses. I could count
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never more than fifteen. But I was

scorned as a floral Philistine. That poor

rosary was seldom weeded and thus the
bushes were choked. I took pity on the
roses once and weeded half the garden.
The cleared spot looked like a bald head
—that I remember, and I fancied Father
Massi would be shamed into weeding the
rest. Not he, but for my labor I was
thanked, with the remark that I had torn
up some priceless plants. Father Massi
needed a hose for the garden. He im¬
portuned a friend to send it. A box
came. He wondered at its small size.
On the box was “summer hose.” “Ah,
yes,” he said, “summer hose for a sum¬
mer garden.” He opened the box and'
there were half a dozen pairs of lisle
thread gentlemen’s summer hose. And
the roses withered.

It was only till a few years ago that
this garden was one of the most exclu¬
sive spots around the college. The privi¬
lege of entering the garden was for the
philosophers only—Seniors they are
called to-day. If a small boy knocked a
ball into the garden he asked permission
to get the ball, or, as it usually happened,
waited till the Prefect was engaged by
some little conspirator, then a stealthy
run in and out with the ball followed.

In the middle of this garden was a
statue of St. Joseph, hence the name, St.
Joseph’s garden. St. Joseph was patron
of the infirmary and protector of health.
He owes this appointment to the piety of
Brother Dick, now with God, of untiring
step and willing heart. A lantern always
burned day and night before this statue.
The light was a symbol of Brother Dick’s
faith and also an ex voto offering to his
devoted Saint for protecting community

of teachers and students, of whom he
was infirmarian, from an epidemic of
some disease raging at one time up to
college gates. Brother Dick told me
that he promised a perpetual light to his
patron if he warded off the threatening
disease. There existed once a St.

Joseph’s Lamp Society in whose charge
was the care and lighting of this lantern.
The framed list of members hangs in
the drug room of the infirmary as a
memorial of their loyalty. Brother
Dick had many stories about that lamp.
Two boys came to the infirmary one

evening complaining of sore throats.
Brother Dick pronounced it diphtheria.
The doctor was summoned. Then came

a third, afterwards a fourth boy. “I
went out in the garden,” said Brother
Dick, “and the lamp was out, I lighted
it, went in to meet the doctor, carried
out his orders, ran out to the statue with
its lantern and the light again was out.
Don’t desert me St. Joseph! I examined
the lantern. The wick was long enough
and in good condition and there was oil
enough. I re-lighted it. One of the
boys was growing worse. At midnight
the doctor told me to have his parents
notified. I went to Father Rector’s

room, then out in the garden; again the
light was out. I became disheartened.
I lighted it and then said a prayer to St.
Joseph to take care of those boys. Re¬
turning to my patients I found the
sickest in the same state, the others fairly
well. Every now and then I would run
to the window to see if St. Joseph was

lighted—for the face of the lantern look¬
ed into St. Joseph’s. The lamp was

burning and I was sure St. Joseph
wouldn’t forget me. About three in the
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morning the worst case had yielded to
the treatment, and all danger had passed.
The lamp was burning brightly. Now,
said Brother Dick to me, who blew out
that light?” I suggested that probably
there, was some water on the wick.
“Nonsense,” said he, “it was Old Nick
himself, but St. Joseph got ahead of

him.” May good Brother Dick be near

St. Joseph now and beg him to protect
old Georgetown and Georgetownians
even unto the end.

Yours ever cordially,
Wm, J. Ennis, S. J.

• s

Boston, Jan. 15, 1905.

flbavtial’s poetical Bote.
Would you, Ligurius, know the reason why,
Where’er you go, away the people fly ;

The reason why they leave you all alone
And bosom-friends of old now thee disown ?

Your latest verse too oft you quote, my dear,
A failing this quite dangerous 'tis clear.
The tigress fierce bereft of little one,

The Afric reptile scorched by noon-day sun,

The scorpion venomous with fatal sting
Cause us less fear than thou thyself dost bring.
For who, 1 ask, could bear such torture dire ?
1 stand or sit, my mind your readings tire.
The baths in haste I seek : my ear you pray.

And if 1 swimming go, my arms you stay.
To lunch 1 speed, my luckless steps you hound:
When dinner comes, my chair is vacant found.
Fatigued 1 lay me down to sleep: in vain !
For you compel me to arise again.
Would you then know the harm you do, my friend ?
A harmless, upright man you still offend.

C. J. H., S. J.
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REV. EDWARD FRANCIS ROCHE. S. J.

R. I. P.

A martyr to duty, faithful, “even unto
death” Rev. Edward F. Roche, S. J.,
at the age of forty-two years, and after
an illness of less than two weeks, passed
away at the Georgetown University Hos¬
pital on Friday evening, January 13.
His life was one of supreme self-sacri¬
fice, his death a climax of patience and
resignation. He had lived for others,
forgetful of his own comfort in his solici¬
tude for those under his care; he died
as he had lived, concealing his own bitter
sufferings, in tranquil submission to the
will of his God. Though in poor health
from his first years of teaching, his
jovial good nature, his solicitude for his
charges and a marvelous pertinacity at
his post of duty had ever served to hide
the pain that he endured; so to the end,
he persisted in administering to the needs
of others when he himself could scafcelv

keep up, and his death, though too sacred
to recite in detail, was a glorious con¬
summation of untiring zeal and bound¬
less charity.

Father Roche was born in the parish
of St. Mary’s Church, New York City,
on the 31st of March, 1862. He was
educated at the parochial school of the
Immaculate Conception and at the Col¬
lege of St. Francis Xavier, whence he
entered the Jesuit Novitiate at Manresa
on the Hudson. He completed his
studies at Frederick and Woodstock, Md.

The great work of his life was accom¬

plished as a teacher an/1 probably the
young men who studied under his direc¬
tion, knew him better than did any other
person with whom he came in contact.
His was that true nobility which loves to
hide itself in humble silence and was

seen in its manifestations by those only
who through constant association were
enabled to observe him most dosely.
With his superiors and companions, as
such, he was reserved and would some¬
times spend an hour in their company
with but an occasional remark. As an

instructor, however, all this was changed.
His silent demeanor became a fountain
of varied information, his enthusiasm
waxed as great as his knowledge was
broad and he demonstrated in every way
the intense personal interest he took in
his class. A strong bond of sympathy
existed between master and pupil and
every effort was lent toward the student’s
advancement. Father Roche had spent
more than fourteen years as a professor
in the various departments of the Col¬
leges and Preparatory Schools of the
Society of Jesus. His work in this line
was begun at the scene of its completion,
at Georgetown, where his first four years
of teaching were spent. Leaving George¬
town, he taught for one year at Loyola
College, Baltimore, and for one year at
his Alma Mater, St. Francis Xavier’s
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New York. He then went to Wood-
stock to complete his studies in theology
and in 1903 was ordained a priest. Re¬
suming his favorite work and always
taking an active interest in the literary
life of the scenes of his professorships,
he spent a year teaching at Holy Cross,
Worcester, Mass., and three at St.
Peter’s College, Jersey City. He re¬
turned in 1899 to the College of St.
Francis Xavier. Here, besides his posi¬
tion as professor of the class of 1904, he
had charge of the League of the Sacred
Heart and of the Junior Debating So¬
ciety, which, under the stimulus of his
potent exertions, attained to an unusually
high standard of excellence. While in
New York he was chaplain of the Con¬
vent of the Sacred Heart. Pie acted in
a similar capacity two years later at the
convent of the same name in Boston.

In 1901 Father Roche again taught in
Baltimore and the year following at Bos¬
ton College. His health completely fail¬
ing him there, he was sent back to
Georgetown and relieved of teaching
until in the September of 1903 he re¬
ceived the chair of Medieval History at
this university. For a year prior to this,
however, he was curate at Trinity Church
and endeared himself to the parish by
his kindness and wonted zeal. The work

assigned him, that of taking the census
of the parish, afforded the people of
Georgetown an opportunity of recogniz¬
ing his goodness, and many who met
him in this way brought their troubles
to him later and were comforted, for a

tender heart was another predominant
trait in his personality. While at Trinity
Father Roche was given charge of the

children, whose hearts he soon had won.
The little negro children were his, special
care, for he felt that they, if any, were
most apt to be neglected. The instinct
of gratitude is strong in the childish
heart, and when the remains of this,
their devoted friend, were lying in one
of the parlors of the college, these little
ones, black and white, in the majority of
over a thousand people who visited the
body, came in throngs throughout the
day to pay the tribute of their simple
appreciation. So interested had he been
in these children that he desired to con¬

tinue his work with the colored Sunday
school, even after assuming his profes¬
sorship at the University and it was only
after being convinced that his strength
was not equal to the double task that he
was dissuaded therefrom. Besides his
duties at the college he was chaplain at
the Georgetown University Hospital and
of the Catholic soldiers stationed at Ft.

Meyer. It was in this latter connection
that his constancy and unselfish sacrifice
in the performance of his duty to those
under his guidance were manifested al¬
most at the portals of the grave. He
was to visit the fort on New Year's Day,
but as his illness, which later proved
fatal, came upon him on the day pre¬
vious, another was sought to take his
place. When no priest could be found,
who was at liberty to go at the time,
Father Roche, with his death sickness
upon him, and in spite of all protesta¬
tions, took the journey himself, though
it must have caused him the most intense

agony. From that day he steadily grew
worse, and at about seven o’clock on the
evening of the thirteenth, died one qf
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the most pious deaths ever witnessed at
the hospital.

The spirit in which he died, as well as
the whole tenor of his life, is well ex¬

emplified by a poem from his own pen,
published in the Xavier.

“Rabboni dear for Thee I sigh,
’Mid gloom that wanes not with the day,

Though keen my pain, yet still I pray,

To live for Thee, for Thee to die.”

This is one of his many compositions
of worth, which have appeared at dif¬
ferent times in the Holy Cross Purple,
the Boston Stylus, the Xavier and the
Georgetown College Journal. His
literary tastes were high, his talents in
this and other lines extremely wide, and
withal his cheerful manner and far-reach¬

ing sympathy won him many friends,
who found in his company a source of
pleasure and profit.

Rev. Father Daugherty, S. J., Presi¬
dent of the University, sung Requiem
Mass over the remains of the deceased
at nine o’clock Monday morning, Jan.
16. The services were held in Dahlgren
Chapel, which was filled to the limit of
its capacity. Among those present were

the faculty and student body of the Col¬
lege, the boys and teachers of Trinity
Parochial School, Mr. Edmund Roche,
the father of the deceased, and Mr. Wil¬
liam Roche, his brother; Father O’Hara
from Woodstock, Father Finegan from
Loyola College, Father Fleming, rep¬
resenting Gonzaga College; Fathers Cop-
pens and Cahill, of Trinity Church, and
a detachment of cavalry and artillery
from Ft. Meyer. These latter acted as
a guard of honor to the remains.

We have lost, in Father Roche, a char¬
acter, delicate in its culture, and of
supreme unselfishness, fortitude and
patience, a man, the keynote of whose
personality was that acme of excellence,
which while spending its energies in
sacrifice for the cause of humanity and
Christ, yet loses sight of its own suffer¬
ings and endeavors in a spirit of pro¬
found humility to hide them, so as better
to accomplish its noble purpose. We
grieve for our friend, our companion,
our guide and beg God to grant him a
hundred fold that peace and happiness
which on earth he strove so heroically
to obtain for his fellow-men.

D. C. Ellis, ’04.
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Wanted.—A storyteller! Not a dilut¬
ed son of Ananias, nor yet a Baron
Munchausen, but a fellow who will spin
a yarn to fill the demands of our juvenile
friends for a short story. Our readers
will notice that this issue of the Journal,
lacks its customary bit of fiction. Haply
the semi-annual cram for the exams

banished the dream-weaver from the cor¬

ridor, but now we would have him back.
It is true we gave but a cold reception to
some of his progeny during the past
term, but it was for love of his good

name that we were censorious; they were
not quite worthy. of him. A football
story, whose sum and substance is the
description of an imaginary football
game, while our athletic column bristles
with accounts of the real article, does not
appeal to the editorial heart. Nay, even a
love story, though the theme be one that is
old and ever new, doesn’t stir our editorial
imagination, if it merely displays again
the fact that Simon loveth Ann. We
are after a story with a point; not neces¬

sary a moral, mind you, but a point. A
good short story has a touch of life; it
portrays the truth and beauty of human
character; it develops the portrayal from
an incident or situation; it creates the
situation. Now, we have no fault to find
with either diction or style of our story
contributors of late, but among the re¬
jected addresses there was a woeful lack
of human point, of manhood, woman¬
hood, boyhood, girlhood brought out,
while incidents, however well intended,
never seemed to lead anywhither in par¬
ticular, and situations developed nothing.
That is severe, but considering the fine
short stories the Journal has printed in
the past, we surely ought to live up to a

high standard. We hope none the less
not to discourage contributors of fiction,
for our embryo master of the short story
will remember what Barrie sets down in
“When a Man’s Single” as the type of
one who is coming in literature, the man
namely, who on receipt of his twenty-
first story, courteously declined as un¬
available, sits him down at once to begin
the twenty-second. Bethink you! Robert
Louis Stevenson began his story-writing
in a college journal.



1

Our exchanges have been good to us,

generously complimenting the beauty of
our December issue. Among others our
neighbors from Virginia and North
Carolina, the Hampden-Sydney Maga¬
zine and the Red and White are particu¬
larly gracious, but the little devil of mis¬
chief is at work within us, and fellow
knaves of the quill, forgive us if we quiz.
H.-S. writes of us: “The strongly writ¬
ten stories, entitled ‘When the Light
Came,’ and ‘Clancy’s Loss’ are among
the few student productions which do
not weaken at the endwhile R. and W.

says: “The two pieces of fiction are,
however, rather poor.” We have tried
to reconcile these two criticisms by in¬
verting their order and making it out
that our modest stories were strongly
poor and kept up poor strongly to the
end, but alas, we are so far from modest
that we like those stories ourselves, chil¬
dren of our own fancy as they are, and
we shall not think poorly of them for all
their strength,

We glanced through the Smith College•
Monthly, in and out among the stories
and poems, and some of the stories have
point and go to them, while the verses
run well, as witness a stanza from Miss
Maxcy’s:

THE RIDE.

Oh its past the orchard and up the lane,
Across the meadow and back again;
A turn in the saddle to wave good-bye,
And we’re off—the dog and the mare and I.

We looked long for a serious word
from the girls and wTe found it. There
is a long account of the Smith College
Missionary Society, zealous and frankly
denominational. We had heard of some

girls entering Smith under the appre¬
hension that it was not denominational.
We are mistaken; we are glad of it, and
we applaud zeal and frankness wherever
we find it. In the course of the account

there is high praise given to Bishop
Hare, of South Dakota, who is at present
somewhat in the public eye here at
Washington. “His study of the field,”
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says the writer, “had convinced him that
the boarding school must be one of the
most prominent features of the mis¬
sionary work.” We agree with Bishop
Hare thus far.

The January number of the Boston
College Stylus is the best we have seen
from the Stylus sanctum for years; it
has come to do and overdo the best things
of its past. The verse is classic in form,
true in melody and uplifted in thought,
the stories are interesting, the literary
studies have promise. Push your literary
criticism, e. c., it was of old a glory of
the Stylus.

The Amherst Literary Monthly in an
article on College Athletics consoles itself
for the enormous amount of money ex¬

pended by the reflection that athletic vic¬
tories signify superior training and skill
in the solving of the problems of play;
develops capability—through necessity—
of accomplishing in one hour’s study
what the ordinary hard student accom¬

plishes in three; secures a healthy brain
and a sound body that defies disease, con¬
stitutes the best advertisement a college
could have, in that the ahletic “star”
stands for Alma Mater’s idea and ideals.

Well, well, well; we like sport ourselves,
but we had never dreamed that we on

the side lines missed so much of Univer¬

sity development when we were refused
admission to the squad in training.

The William and Mary Literary Maga¬
zine has a short article comparing Sydney
Lanier and William Hayne with Long¬
fellow and Bryant, respectively. We
must demur to the canon, that for excel¬
lence the American singer must be
measured by the New England standard.

Banish the thought! It is banal and
untrue. Much as we love Longfellow
and esteem Bryant, each had a range
that was limited and God’s singers shall
each, in its own note, hymn His glories.
There were brave men before Aga¬
memnon and there are great poets since
literary New England died. Write us a
sympathetic criticism of the poems of
Lanier and Hayne and then your reader
will pause to praise.

From the Redzvood, one of the hand¬
somest college journals that comes to our
sanctum, we learn that one of the under¬
graduates wrote and staged a play for
the students this winter, which the Cali¬
fornia papers do not spare to praise.
Congratulations to our Pacific sister col¬
lege and her worthy son over “The Light
Eternal.”

Men and Women is not a college pub¬
lication, but it comes to our sanctum as

an exchange, its editors and manager are
all college men, nay, we have heard it
whispered that they are all Jesuit College
men, so here’s for a word of praise. It
is assuredly the best all-round monthly
print that appeals to Catholic readers.
It is alive, its topics are of ripe, fresh in¬
terest, it secures the best authorities on

individual subjects to write them up, it
has attracted the most promising of
young Catholic writers, and it does its
monthly work thoroughly. It is sug¬
gestive of the good points in the Satur¬
day Evening Post and the Ladies' Home
Journal, its illustrations are well done,
even its advertising is of the highest
class. We do not quite like the type in
which it is set up, there’s something hard
on the eyes about the column, but this
is the only censure we have. Prosit.
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LAW SCHOOL NOTES—3D YEAR.

After two months of masterly inactive
and heroic silence during which we

thought to sink unwept and unsung be¬
neath the turgid waters of oblivion, we
are constrained to once more assume our

rusted stylus and indite a few more tin-
tinabulating notes. Among the reasons
that combined to move us to thus again
(after the manner of a cinder) gbt into
the public eye and forsake the secluded
orifice into which we had crawled, is the
fact that the bona fide circulation of the

Journal has fallen off some 13,000
copies, and subscribers all over the world
are blending their voices in one gigantic
wail (not the one that swallowed Jonah)
of grief since we suspended operations.
Another reason is that Undertaker’s As¬

sistant, James Gannon, has again been
disporting himself at our expense in
these pages. And so, gentle reader,
hence these tears.

During our period of quietude many
things have come to pass. Examina¬

tions have come to pass. Large, healthy,
robust, open-faced ones, with rows of
shiny tusks. “Constitutional Law, or
the Trust-Buster’s Manual,” and “Plead¬
ing, or Absque Hoes I Have Met,” are
both under the sod. So too are “Com¬
mon Law Practice, or Don’t Feed or

Annoy the Court,” and “Wills, or How
to Disconnect Orphans From Their
Wads.” These have we met and van¬

quished ( ?) in fair fight, and only about
17 more subjects remain before the cov¬
eted banjo-heads are framed and hung in
the parlor just under the hungry-looking
pastel of Aunt Maria, taken at the den¬
tist’s. Half of our last year is consumed
and in a few months we will enter upon
the long road that leads to the Supreme
Bench, or the penitentiary (which is a
distinction without a difference some

say). We cannot, in all truthfulness,
say that our grief at leaving our beloved
legal Alma Tomater will be wholly un-
tinchured with a mild form of joy.

As we just said a minute ago, in re¬

sponse to an urgent appeal from our
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chief, we once more assume our tren¬
chant quill to record class catastrophies.
It appears that this vehicle of public
opinion is to explode on time this month.
Looking back through the dim vista of
the dead years along the hill path to
glory that we have clomb, that path
thro’ the woodland sometimes called
Forest Avenue, where sunlight and
shadow mingle in lace-like tracery upon
the leafy carpet of dead yesterdays, we
well remember when we too swore upon
our knightly honor to have the Journal
out on time, and then just didn’t.

But that was long ago, when we were
a chest-some undergrad and the world
was at our feet and we were getting
ready to kick it. This is here and now,
and our kick was blocked.

What was not strictly a class event,
and yet partook of the nature of one,
occurred on Pennsylvania Avenoo N. W.
on last election night. The full details
of this affair are not forthcoming, but it
seems that on the night in question a war
party from our village journeyed 3 days
marches and 4 parachutes into the land
of the Dacotahs searching for scalps. It
also seems that at the same hour a

war party of the Bearers-of-the-Little-
Hatchet smote the pike in the direction
of our wigwams. It further transpired
that these war parties met, or rather col¬
lided, in a large clearing in front of the
tepee of the Washington Post, and
straightway there was much hurly-burly
and somewhat of higgledy-piggledy, and
the air was rent and torn by war cry and
death screech, and many a painted brave
gnawed the asphalt, and man)* a new
Fall derby became a thing of shreds and
patches. And the old men stood around

in bunches and shook their heads. And
the heavy-armed men who dwelt along
the banks of Rock Creek moved forward
in solid phalanx chanting their paean and
the hoplites of the enemy abode not, but
climbed up the front of the New Willard
Hotel, even unto the eighth and tenth
stories. And while the battle still raged
came a pale-face fly cop and ran amuck
in the throng and strove to stay the strife
saying, “Gwan.” And of a sudden he
was deposited gently in a horse trough
and had to swim ashore. And he did.
And that’s what comes from butting in.
Anyway they do say that the banner of
Georgetown waved triumphant ere dawn
streaked the east, and the cohorts of
the barbarians retired on the lope. And
there was much wailing and lamentation
in the lodges of the Dacotahs. And the
next day the “Times” threw a spasm.
Of course we deeply regret this abhor¬
rent occurrence, especially the untimely
bath of the sleuthhound, and we beg to
join our humble twitter to the condemn¬
ing voice of the faculty, and we sincerely
hope that next time somebody will be
good enough to let us know about it in
time to participate.

President Stallings, of our class, called
a meeting some days before the George-
town-G.W. Massacre to urge some action
in regard to the musical expression of
college spirit at that game. The minutes
of the meeting would read something like
this:

Mr. Stallings—“Gentlemen —” Ran-
cous voice—“Your a story-teller.” Cries
of “Herousmit him!” Four cuspidors
cleave the air, order being restored when
8 small undersized and innocent members
have been expelled. The chair proceeds:
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“We called this meeting to buy a band.”
Mr. Batty—“A hat-band?” (thrown
out.) (Voice—“How about the Boston
Symphony?” Other voice—“Ain’t they
cheaper if you buy ’em wholesale.”)
Chair—“A motion to adjourn is now in
order.” (Some one makes the motion
and is then removed unconscious and

bleeding at the nose.) Mr. English—
“We will now sing “God Save the
Queen.” (Cries of “Kill the A. P. A.”)
Chair—“Do we want a brass band, a

string band or a rubber band and what
day of the week begins with Q?” (A
motion is made to appoint 14 committees
to find out how much it would cost per

capita to rent a jews-harp.) (Free fight
in the last row and Mr. McNamara
climbs up on the chandelier.) Mr. Kirby
—“I represent the Press.” (Voice—
“Ah!”) (Mr. Kitch sings a duet and
is expelled.) Chair—“Order! order!”
Mr* Ham rises ’mid cheers and talks to

himself for 8 minutes. Mr. Price snores

vociferously. The chair escapes via the
fire-escape. Lights out and watches
stolen. Meeting adjourned.

Be it known to the world at large that
we have in our midst a Champeen Splin¬
ter, holding all records from one to ten
yards, inclusive. We refer to Mr. Charles
Seitz, whose noble nether limbs toted
him to victory in New York some time
since. In all seriousness we extend to

the gentleman our heartiest congratula¬
tions upon a performance which reflected
great credit not only upon himself and
his classmates, but also upon the insti¬
tution he so ably represented, and also
upon his legs.

One of those famous class-meetings

was held in November and in the course

of the hurly-burly Mr. Kirby introduced
the following resolution: “No student
shall be admitted to the Georgetown-
George Washington game unless accom¬

panied by a full-grown brass band.” The
motion was unanimously rejected, as
some students did not have any brass
bands. At another class-collision of re¬

cent date a class emblem was to be dis¬

cussed. A fob was suggested and re¬

jected because all the members of our
class did not have watches or had put
the same away somewhere and lost the
ticket. A motion to purchase alarm-
clocks for the class was lost. Mr. Ab-
battichio proposed a class hat-pin, as it
was thought each member of the class
had a hat. This motion was lost be¬
cause the bald-headed members were op¬

posed to it. A class picture was like¬
wise a bone of contention. Each member
was to be asked to have his picture taken
and put in a book. Mr. Seitz said he
had no picture of himself but wanted to
know if his sister’s picture would suffice.
He was expelled by the Sergeant-at-Arms
and went home weeping violently. Mr.
Reid was also expelled for throwing a
piano at the chairman. The meeting
adjourned sine die (Lord knows when)
without any serious casualty. A third
class-conglomeration was held in place
of Mr. Wilson’s quiz on Feb. 6. Mr.
Price suggested that one of our resident
members be made a sort of mutual in¬

telligence bureau. Each member of the
class being supposed to write to him
each year and enclose a small fee to cover
expenses. The bureau is supposed to
send valentines to each of the members
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and to attend their funerals. The word
“fee” in the resolution excited the mem¬

bers so that out of 163 men present 162
applied for the job. We didn't. The
idea is a good one and Mr. Price deserves
much credit for thinking it up all by
himself.

We wish to remind those gentlemen
who persist in raising Gehenna in the rear
of the room during quizzes that Mr. Wil¬
son’s patience has a limit. They should
remember that a peaceful and benign
exterior oft’ conceals a fierce and martial

soul, and that “it’s a long worm that has
no turning.” One should attend quiz
with eyes demurely cast down and feet
folded upon the chair in front. One
may also, under the rules, puff upon an

unlighted cheroot. Since the new smoke
law went into effect retailers of “Piper
Heidsic” and “Old Honesty” have driven
a thriving business, and those who came
to smoke remained to chew.

|! IT!
While we were in our comatose state

Inspector of Plumbing Gannon was a

busy little cup of tea, and that droll
column of his was full to repletion with
those mirth-provoking whimsicalities and
those laughably comical witticisms and
comically laughable criticisms that have
established his reputation as the humor-
ousest little cuss unhung. Ah, noble
Gannon! could we but aspire to thy
gently-chiding satire, to thy sublimely-
suggestive sarcasm, to thy heavenly
irony and to the merry quips and jests
that dot the landscape of thy notes!

We chanced, while looking over some

proof at our old friend’s, the printer’s,
to see some of Chirurgeon Gannon’s
note* for this month. After struggling

awhile with them we discerned some

few clever drolleries directed at us. You
will see them gentle reader. We pass
by all of his playful side wipes (so like
the kittenish gambols of a steam roller),
except wherein he refers to the paucity
of our hirsute adornment. Yes, Brother
Gannon, we are getting summat bald,
but as an old Professor of ours (God rest
his soul), used to say, “It’s better to be
bald on the outside than on the inside of

one’s head.” Nothing personal intended
as far as concerns Brother Gannon or

anyone else whose head has no inside.
While we are on the subject of Bill Nye
Gannon’s side-splitting frivols, we re¬

luctantly admit meeting him on one of
our rare excursions into the giddy whirl,
but as we were not forewarned we cannot

be blamed. Jeems’ unfortunate class¬
mates must, no doubt, be much edified
at his autobiography as set forth in his
Medical School Notes. The only thing
pertaining to medicine discernible about
them is the distant perfume of CS2
which they exhale.

We are grieved to record the dissolu¬
tion of that noble organization, the Office
Boys’ Union, that once numbered among
its members some of the most luminous
of our rising young planets. Upon our
resignation from the presidency of the
Union it gradually declined into innoc¬
uous desuetude and liver trouble.

The Debating Society, that ponderous
and puissant concatenation of mighty
links (a few of them missing)., an7
nounces as the subject of its next shut-
zenfest the question, “Resolved, That be¬
cause a professor is married and afraid
to go home he is not justified in detain¬
ing his class until the hour when ghosts
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do squeak and gibber and graves give
up their dead.” A purely hypothetical
case we are lead to believe.

The third year class is at present
wrestling with plain-boiled Equity and
Equity Pleading and Practice. For the
benefit of students we append the follow¬
ing definition: “Equity is that portion
of remedial justice which is regulated by
the size of the Chancellor’s feet.” Encyc.
of P. C. and Pr., p. 5522-3. The main
difference between Common Law and

Equity lies in that in law the party who
cites the most decisions wins the suit,
while in Equity it is the one who files the
longest and most tautological bill. An¬
other peculiarity of Equity is the India-
rubber maxims which are susceptible of
being trained to mean anything you wish
and to let right off your hand.

The Moot Court is in full swing and
twice weekly the clerk’s stentorian tones
cause the windows to rattle for blocks
around as he sweetly warbles “Oyez!
Oyez! Oyez!” and then speaks his little
piece like the finished elocutionist he is.
Mr. Tyler has been coaching him privily.
Well, the only things we can excogitate
from the place where we last saw our
brain are really quite sensible and might
be of some service to some one, so it is
high time that we, for the present, with
a conclusion to the country and a veri¬
fication’ absque hoc that these are real
law notes, ceased our drooling and
breathed a sigh of relief in which the
public will join. Ere we go, however,
just a word. We heard that there is a
chance for a young medico out at the
zoo in tile bird-house, where there is an

epidetpic of slow pip. Jeems G. might

apply for the job, as none of the valua¬
ble birds are sick and nothing he could
devise could hurt the ostrich. We sug¬
gest this out of the kindness of our
hearts. As the poet saith “To forgive
is human; to forget, divine, but two for
five—ah!” And here we rest our case.

G. C. R., ’05.

Georgetown University,
Law Department,

December 4, 1904.
Whereas, It has pleased Almighty

God, in His Supreme Justice, to sum¬
mon the father of our respected class¬
mate, and

WhEREas, We sympathize with the
grief stricken family in their hour of
bereavement, Therefore, be it

Resolved, That we, the Class of 1907,
Georgetown University, Law Depart¬
ment, do hereby extend to Mr. John P.
Downey and the members of his family,
our sincere sympathy, and be it further

Resolved, That a copy of this Reso¬
lution be forwarded to the afflicted family
and a copy inscribed in the College
Journal.

Jos. A. Lennon,
Charles C. Dunn,
Samuel B. Stern,

Committee.

DEBATING SOCIETY.

The Public Debate of the first term

was held on Jan. 5, 1905, at Gaston
Hall. The attendance was large and the
Law School well represented. The
judges for the evening were:

Idon. Daniel Thew Wright, Associate
Justice of the Supreme Court, D. C.;
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Hon. John W. Yerkes, U. S. Commis¬
sioner of Internal Revenue, and Hon.
John A. Sullivan, Representative from
Massachusetts.

The question, “Resolved, That the
cause of Japan, in her present war with
Russia, is just,” was upheld by Messrs.
Michael J. Leahy, ’06, D. C., and Thomas
Jones, ’05, Tex., and opposed by Messrs.
John B. Fay, Jr., ’07, D. C., and Don
Carlos Ellis, ’07, N. Y., and while the
decision was given to the negative, great
praise is due the affirmative for their
work. A pleasing musical program was
furnished by the orchestra of the College
and while the Board of Judges was
reaching its decision, Mr. Eugene
Ouimet, ’05, sang a baritone solo in
French and received repeated encores.
The Debating Society takes this occasion
to thank Mr. Ouimet and the College
Orchestra.

The debaters for the next Public De¬

bate, to be held some time in February
or March, were elected on Saturday,
January 21. They will be Mr. Jas. T.
Cleary, ’05; Mr. W. Thos. Doar, ’06;
Mr. Francis M. Tracy, ’07, and Mr.
Jeremiah E. Connolly, ’07.

The weekly debate for Jan. 21 was,
“Resolved, That the street car lines of
the District of Columbia should be
owned and controlled by the District
Government.”

Affirmative—Mr. Benjamin F. Heron,
’07, and Mr. Wm. J. Scholz, ’06. Nega¬
tive—Mr. David C. Fitterer, *07, and
Mr. Jas. F. Morton, ’07.

The question discussed on the 28th
was, “Resolved, That the Philippine

Islands offer a good opportunity to the
young American.”

Affirmative—Mr. Daniel J. Lucy, ’oy,
and Mr. Wm. F. Columbus, '07. Nega-
tive—Mr. Otis B. Kent, ’07, and Mf.
Albert Max Hofmann, ’07.

The staff of officers elected for the
second term, as announced in our last
issue, is a worthy one. The President,
Mr. Leahy, has shown himself a capable
debater; he is possessed of a command¬
ing personality, so essential to a success¬
ful executive ; he has already demonstrat¬
ed his justice and prudence in conducting
the affairs of the society and is thorough¬
ly in accord with every measure which
tends to its well being, and needs but
the earnest co-operation of its members
to make his administration a great suc¬
cess.

We have neglected to say that Mr.
Werner Gibson was unanimously elected
to the position of Sergeant-at-Arms.
This position is of more importance in
the Society than is generally recognized,
and there is every reason to hope, judg¬
ing from the liberal* spirit in which he
accepted the office, and even from his
administration, thus far, that Mr. Gibson
will do honor to the trust.

G. u. vs. G. w. u.

We have been following with con¬
siderable interest, not to say amusement,
the Debating Notes in the University
Hatchet, the worthy weekly of George
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Washington University. Their enthusi¬
asm and exuberance of University spirit
are certainly to be admired, but past
events seem scarcely to justify their un¬
bounded optimism. We have in mind
particularly their reference to the coming
debate with Georgetown. After six de¬
cisive defeats at the hands of our debat¬

ing teams, a single victory in the seventh
contest so elates them that, as the fabled
frog, which desired to grow as large as
the ox, they are in imminent danger of
inflating themselves beyond the capabili¬
ties of their own elasticity. The pre¬
liminary debate for the selection of de¬
baters to represent Georgetown in the
last of the Georgetown-George Washing¬
ton series took place on the evening of
Feb. 4, and if the general excellence of
the speech portends anything, the main
fight will be quite interesting to our ad¬
versaries to say the least.

The contestants were, Messrs. Daniel
J. Lucy, Chas. H. English, Samuel B.
Stern, Wm. F. X. Geoghan, Werner
Gibson, Henry I. Quinn, Edward T.
Quigley and A. Leonard Eriksson. The
judges of the preliminaries were Judges
Wright and Gould and Mr. Baker, and
the following gentlemen were selected:
Mr;. Chas. H. English, ’05, Pa.; Mr.
Henry I. Quinn, ’04, D. C.; Mr. A.
Leonard Ericksson, ’04, Minn. Altern¬
ate, Mr. Wm. F. X. Geoghan, ’06, Pa.
Congratulations, and God speed you.
The honor and glory of GEORGE¬
TOWN rests in your hands. Acquit
yourselves as worthy sons and return us
the palm of victory.

D. C. Ellis, ’07.

MEDICAL NOTES.

We had the pleasure and the honor to
meet Judge Reid at the Dumbarton Club
the other night dancing lightly and gaily
through a cotillion, delighting the hearts
of all the dear girls there by favoring
each impartially. Judge Reid, you will
remember, is the funny man who used
to write the jokes for the Law Depart¬
ment in the Journal. He says that he
was threatened with arrest for perpetrat¬
ing his funny thoughts, but that he has
a good story, savoring of wit, and he will
risk the displeasure of the law guardians
by telling it in the next issue of the
Journal. The Judge looks about the
same—a little more bald than he used to

be, but generally well preserved.

When Doctor Magruder asks concern¬
ing the percentage of tannic acid, it
would be well for you second-year men
to remember that he doesn’t care how
much is in the fishes—he is speaking of
human beings.

Doctor Jones, of the fourth-year class,
was married during the Christmas holi¬
days, and we take this opportunity of
extending to him our hearty congratula¬
tions.

We wonder if Mr. Light, of the third-
year class, mentioned “karyobeinesis” in
his pathology examination.

There are two members already iub-
scribed to the Gannon-Craig Quiz class—
Gannon and Craig.

\
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Mr. Kelleher and Mr. Foote will meet

Thursday to decide upon the etiology of
baldness—four ounce gloves will be used.

The men of the fourth-year class want
to say through the columns of the Jour¬
nal that they appreciate deeply Dr.
Vaughn’s evident interest in them. The
Doctor has inaugurated a series of
quizzes at his home and has invited the
men of the fourth-year class to attend
and go over with him a number of cases
whose record he holds. The benefit de¬
rived from these quizzes is invaluable
and the men certainly appreciate Doctor
Vaughn’s kindness.

Doctor Taber Johnson held his ex¬
amination in Gynecology on the 30th of
January. His course was thoroughly
enjoyable, and the men will miss his
genial, interesting lectures.

Doctor Hickling has begun his inter¬
esting course in electro-therapeutics and
he will hold his weekly clinics for the
present at Providence Hospital. The
clinics will be held at the Casualty Hos¬
pital after March 1st, when it will be set¬
tled in its new quarters on Massachusetts
Avenue N. E.

Doctor Kober’s course in Hygiene has
begun and is well attended by his inter¬
ested classes.

Doctor Jarboe, of the fourth-year
class, tells the girls that he is going to
make a specialty of heart disease and
optics. He got a letter^the other day
from a grateful (?) patient which read
as follows:

“Before I wore the glasses you pre¬
scribed for me I could hardly see. Now
I can see my finish.

Yours, truly,
Constance.”

We do not think that was funny—
neither does Dr. Jarboe.

J. A. Gannon, Med. ’06.

COLLEGE NOTES.

Well, at last the most joyless month in
the whole year’s calendar has gone by.
It was a terrible season while it lasted
and many an unprepared one went down
in its flood of examinations. The cas¬

ualty list will be published later on, when
the mid-term marks are read. Talk
about cramming! For thirty days there
wras nothing but grind, everybody work¬
ing under forced draft. Six and seven
hours study were nothing to some of
those high-pressure fiends who, during
the rest of the year, are content to drift
along in easy don’t-care fashion. There
were all-dav sessions, and all-night ones,

too, when the philosophy exam, began to
get uncomfortably close. But now all
that is past. For a time we will have
time to breathe. Alas, some of us will
do nothing but take breaths from now
till May, for we have put so much con¬
centrated knowledge in our craniums in
the last month that it will be quite a spell
before we recover from the unwonted
state. True, there were lots of things on
hand during January, but not of the kind
we love to linger and muse over.

General Adolphus Greeley, with his
lecture on Alaska, very kindly helped us
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to forget for a time our difficulties.
While it was more of an account of Gen¬
eral Greeley’s stay in the far North, there
was much said about the conditions of

things in that part of the country. This,
the third of the lectures, under the aus¬

pices of the Philodemic Debating Society,
was given in Gaston Hall, on Tuesday
evening, January 17.

SOCIETIES.

The Debating Societies, owing to the
excess of other work, held no meetings
during examination time. However, the
Philodemic has decided on the evening of
Washington’s birthday, February 226,
for its annual public debate. Although
this date is somewhat earlier than usual,
the debaters have had over two months
to prepare their matter, and a successful
debate is promised.

The members of the Philonomosian

Debating Society have extended their
field. Not satisfied with merely striving
among themselves, they have taken to
team debating. Western High School,
of this city, has challenged them and the
date has been set as Friday, February
24. The junior members; that is, those
who belong to the Preparatory Depart¬

ment, are alone eligible for the team.
The question, of which the Philono¬
mosian has the negative, is as follows:
“Resolved, That party allegiance is
preferable to independent action in poli¬
tics.” As part of the arrangements a
return debate will be held in Gaston Hall
at some future date.

It would hardly be just to let the year
go by without some mention of the St.
Vincent de Paul Conference, since one of
the most successful half-years of its his¬
tory has just been completed. The mem¬

bership is larger at present than in most
of its previous years, and much good has
been accomplished. The officers of the
year are as follows: President, Rev.
Father Rector; Vice-President, Mr. Rob¬
ert Pendergast, ’05; Secretary and
Treasurer, Mr. Leslie Brennan, ’06.

On the evening of Friday, January
13th, Rev. Father Roche, Professor of
History, Sophomore year, died at the
Georgetown University Hospital. His
funeral took place on Monday, the 16th,
from the Dahlgren Chapel. An account
of Father Roche—his life and work—
will be found in another part of the
JOURNAE.

Frank Keenan, ’07.
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WITH THE OLD BOYS.
The Journal extends hearty congratu¬

lations to Hon. James A. Gray, ’88, of
Little Rock, Ark., on his election to the
Senate of his State, and on his appoint¬
ment to the chair of the Judiciary Com¬
mittee of that body. It is with much
pride that we see his name added to that
list of Georgetown’s sons who have at¬
tained high honors in the government of
our country, and we wish him greater
success as the reward for his efforts in

this new office.
The firm of Gray & Gracie, attorneys-

at-law, though perhaps one of the
youngest in the city of Little Rock, Ark.,
is, without doubt, one of the most pro¬

gressive. The senior member is the
Honorable Senator, mentioned above, the
junior member is none other than Asa
Creed Gracie, ’04 Law, or “Grac,” as the
old boys remember him, when his college
days found him a member of the college
crew. The Journal wishes him great
success in his chosen profession.

Philip H. Grau, ’03 Law, one of our

foremost debaters while in the Law
School, is practicing in this city, with his
office in the Century Building.

Clay F. Lynch, ’02, now superinten¬
dent of the mines at Calumet, Pa., spent
a day with us recently, as he was on his
way to New York. These columns, in a

previous issue, told of his misfortune in
having his hand mangled by machinery
with which he was working. He has,
however, recovered from its effects. He
was a member of the relay team 1901-

1902.

Rev. Thos. Sherman, S. J., 74, son of
the honored General Sherman, gave a
notable lecture in Philadelphia during
the past month, in which he showed
clearly his reasons for being a CathO’
lie, and why non-Catholics must turn
eventually to the Catholic faith in their
search for truth. His audience was

made up mostly of non-Catholics, upoi>T
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many of whom the effect of his persua¬
sive words has already shown itself.

Dr. James Dudley Morgan, ’81, of
Washington, D. C., and George Don-
worth, ’81, of Machias, Me., spent a few
hours at the College last week in visiting
the scenes of their college days and going
over old times with their old professor
of Senior, Rev. Father Guldner, S. J.
Dr. Morgan is one of the most success¬
ful practicing physicians in the city. He
is at present the leading spirit in the
movement to erect a statue in Lafayette
Square to the memory of Charles Pierre
L’Enfant, the brilliant Frenchman who
joined with the American Colonies at a
time when the tide of their hopes was at
its lowest ebb.

Mr. Donworth was on his way to
Seattle, Wash., where he is corporation
counsel for the Electric Traction System
of that city. He is also one of the six
laymen named by the Bishop to take
charge of the erection of a new cathedral
there. Among their classmates we find
the name of Wilton Lackaye-, now one of
the rising stars of the theatrical world.

Joseph J. O’Neil (“Tip”) of Water-
bury, Conn., visited his old professor,
Rev. Father Quill, S. J., on his way to
Georgia, where he intends training a
pack of hounds for future use. While
in college he was editor of the Journal,
as well as centre rush on the football
team.

Judge Henry S. Foote, a student in
the fifties, visited the College while in the
city recently. He was obliged to with¬

draw from college before his graduation
at the outbreak of the war. He was ap¬
pointed to superintend assessments and
adjust claims in regard to lands bought
from the Chickasaw Indians. He re¬

turned to Washington to wind up the
payment of ten million dollars to the
Indians as their share of the proceeds.

In our last issue we noted the appoint¬
ment of Prof. Charles F. Neill, ’91, to
succeed Carroll D. Wright as Commis¬
sioner of Labor. The position was

wholly unsought for by him, which fact
shows strongly the high regard in which
he is held by the President. His sterling
worth was shown while acting as Secre¬
tary of the Coal Strike Commission, of
whom Judge Gray said that his knowl¬
edge and advice was invaluable to that
Commission. In referring to his having
appointed him the President said that he
was glad to find such a man and to ap¬
point him to office, because there were so
few men in whom he found such a scien¬
tific knowledge of economics combined
with a practical familiarity of the ways
of men, as shown by this man.

Jozach Miller III, ’04, one of the most
popular men in the College throughout
his course, called on his old professors
and friends during his stay in the city
for the holidays.

Dr. William J. Holland, ’03, Medical,
just plain “Billy” when with us, has been
appointed general atheletic instructor at
the English High, Boston Latin, and
Mechanic Arts High Schools, of Boston.
While here “Billy” vied with the“champ”
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in bringing track honors to Georgetown
by his consistent running at the Inter¬
collegiate track meets, where he won the
quarter mile two years, besides his many
victories at all the important meets dur¬
ing those years. The Journal extends
best wishes to you, Doctor William, in
your new undertaking.

“Larry” Weems, Ex ’oi-’o4, renewed
old acquaintances here the past week,
stopping off on his way back to the Uni¬
versity of Virginia, where he and his
brothers are now attending.

The many friends of John E. Dorman,
’04, Dental, of Fayette, Iowa, will be
pleased to hear of his having passed the
State Board examinations and that he is

already enjoying a lucrative practice in
his home city. He will be remembered
by all the old boys as the consistent, ever
reliable man of the baseball team during
the three years he was a member of it.
The Journal wishes him success, greater
even than that which was always his
while at Georgetown.

Chas. V. Moran, ’02, who, in his col¬
lege days, was by far the best all-round
ball player in the whole college world, is
now under the doctor's care in the Chest¬
nut Hill Hospital, Philadelphia, hoping
to benefit an injured knee which has
troubled him since he was a member of
the Washington Club.

J. E. M., ’06.

P. S—We are beholden to the Holy
Cross Purple of January for the good
news that Thomas F. Welch, M. D.,
Georgetown Med., ’04, is at present fill¬

ing the position of house physician at the
Carney Hospital in Boston, won in a
competitive examination. Congratula¬
tions, Doctor! We hope you will be the
beginning of a series of Georgetown
boys ministering at the Carney.

From the far West Indies comes a

word from our genial First Prefect of
last year, Father Raley, S. J. Life in
Jamaica is agreeing with him and he.
takes to the arduous duties of a remote

and scattered mission with the same en¬

thusiasm which he threw into the yard
interests of the College last year. Father
Raley was recently thrown from his
horse one stormy night on a muddy
mountain road and had a narrow escape
from serious injury. Fortunately the
only thing broken were the nerves of the
horse and Father Raley’s glasses. We
congratulate Father R. on his rare good
fortune.

In his weekly letter in the Catholic
Columbian for January the. 14th, James
R. Randall, the well beloved “Maryland,
my Maryland”-er of the fifties at George¬
town, reflects upon a recent visit to the
College in a plaintive, minor key. Let
the Journal assure Mr. Randall that
Georgetown loves Mr. Randall and all
her old boys for what they were and
what they are and finds in their returning
presence at the College a stimulus for the
younger generation. The sadness of
halls deserted by the great ones of old,
called to their blessed reward, she trusts
to cheer by the bright hope she has in

'those who in God’s Providence have come

and will come to take their room, even

though they may not fill it; and if ever
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a lack of reverent warmth shall make her
sons returning in their old age to her
hearth a cause of pain, she will be the
first to lament it and assure them that
she is unconscious of it, and desirous of
giving them the heartiest welcome, the
highest reverence and the most affec¬
tionate attention at her command.

The Georgetown Alumni Society of
Philadelphia held a meeting and banquet
at the University Club, of Philadelphia,
Monday, January 30, and had as guests
Rev. James A. Doonan, S. J.; Rev. W.
G. R. Mullan, S. J. Those present were:
A. A. Hirst, president; Francis A. Cun¬
ningham, secretary; William V. Mc¬
Grath, Dr. Ernest Laplace, Francis X.
Ward, Dr. L. SpellPssy, Dr. Thomas D.
J. Gallagher, Jno. W. Hallahan, Jas. A.
Dahan, Jos. L. McAleer, William Mc-
Aleer, J. A. McAleer, W. L. Hirst.

Father Mullan spoke of Georgetown
—her work—conservative spirit—her de¬
termination to withstand modern innova¬

tions, yet striving to meet modern con¬
ditions.

Dr. Laplace and Dr. Spellissy spoke
on the same subject—a commendation of
Georgetown's attitude.

Father Doonan spoke of early days at
Georgetown and told stories about Fran¬
cis X. Ward.

Francis X. Ward spoke feelingly of
the old days at Georgetown—of the old
professors, students and buildings.

John W. Hallahan spoke, praising the
aim and state of education.

There was great good feeling and fel¬
lowship and a most enjoyable evening.

NORTHEASTERN PENNSYL¬
VANIA ALUMNI.

The Georgetown Society of North¬
eastern Pennsylvania held its second an¬
nual meeting and dinner at the West¬
moreland Club, Wilkes-Barre, Pa., on

Wednesday evening, December 29, 1904.
The guests of the Society were the

Rev. Jerome Daugherty, S. J., President
of Georgetown University, and Hon.
Frank W. Wheaton, Associate Law
Judge of Luzerne County, Pa. Rt. Rev.
M. J. Hoban, Bishop of Scranton, was
unable to be present on account of illness.

Father Daugherty responded to the
toast, “The University,” and Judge
Wheaton to that of “Sister Colleges.”
James F. Bell, ’99, responded to the toast,
“Our Association.” John Murphy, ’95,
Law, who was to have responded to “The
Bar,” was unavoidably absent from the
dinner.

At the business meeting John P.
Manley, of Dunmore, was elected Presi¬
dent of the Association to succeed James
L. Morris, ’82, who held the office last
year, and under whose direction arrange¬
ments for this year’s dinner were per¬
fected. James F. Bell, ’99, of Scranton,
was elected Secretary. It was the sense
of the meeting that strong efforts should
be made to increase the roll of the So¬
ciety, which was somewhat larger this
year than last year, and to help this work
along, it was decided to create a new
office, that of University Correspondent,
to be held by a resident member of the
Society. Francis M. Foy, ’04, was elected
to this office. It was decided to hold the
next meeting in Scranton during Christ-
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mas week of 1905, in accordance with the
plan to meet alternately in Scranton and
Wilkes-Barre.

The members of the Society present at
the meeting were: James L. Morris,
President; James F. Bell, Rev. P. J. Cal-
ligan, William J. Fitzgerald, Joseph P.

Fitzpatrick, John A. Foote, Francis M.
Foy, Rev. J. V. Hussie, William D. Len-
ahan, John O’D. Mangan, John P. Man-
ley, James F. Murrin, James F. O’Hara,
Charles A. Shea.

F. M. F., ’04.

ATHLETICS.
It has been some good while since we

have had as good a baseball schedule as
we have this year. There are thirty-two
games on the board up to date and, as
usual, we are to expect the customary
anti-season games with the Washingtons.
April is to be an exceptionally hard
month, as the games are to come on the
average of every other day. The follow¬
ing is the schedule:

March-

25—Maryland Agricultural College at
Georgetown.

April—
1—Villanova at Georgetown.
3—La.fayette at Georgetown.
5—Penn. State at Georgetown.
8—Pennsylvania at Georgetown.
10-—Pennsylvania at Georgetown.
12—Commissioners at Georgetown.14—North ,Carolina at Georgetown.15—Syracuse at Georgetown.19—Williams at Georgetown.20—Yale at Georgetown.
22—Princeton at Georgetown.24—Princeton at Georgetown.25—Yale at Georgetown.
29—George Washington at George¬

town.

May—
3—Dumbarton Club at Georgetown.
6—North Carolina at Richmond.
10—Gallaudet at Georgetown.
13—Navy at Annapolis.
17—Fordham at Georgetown.
20—Wilmi: glon at Wilmington.
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24—Dickinson at Georgetown.
27—Yale at New Haven.29—Fordham at New York.30—Fordham at New York.31—Holy Cross at Worcester.

June—1—Dartmouth at Hanover.2—Andover at Andover.3—Brown at Providence.5—Pennsylvania at Philadelphia.6—Villanova at Villanova.

7—Lafayette at Easton.
All the boys have very sanguine hopes

for a fast team this year. Heretofore
nearly all the positions have been
“cinched” by veterans of the year before
and new men were almost afraid to come

out against them. The consequence of this
was that there was but very few candi¬
dates, and when good subs were wanted
they were not forthcoming. Now with
this change there certainly ought to be
more candidates out. So far as we can

see only two men of last year’s team are
in any degree certain of holding down
their old positions. These are Captain
Morgan at third and Hart behind the bat.
Hanretty, McGettigan, Curry and Flem¬
ing are all coming out for either short or
second, and a gay time of it will the Hon-
orable coach, Mr. Apperious, have when
he picks two from thisquarfette. We have
heard that Larkin is a better first-base¬
man than he is a half-back, if so,

“Bunny” is the right man in the right
place. We have no idea of who will be
in the field, with the possible exception of
Burns, who played right last year. They
do say there are nine good men coming
put, all trying to be the best to toe the
pitcher’s plate. If all these rumors are
true, for such in reality the most of them
are, we shall have a team fast enough for
anything in the country.

TRACK.

In track team circles, as well as in
baseball, tilings are brightening up con¬
siderably. For the relay team there are

Captain McCarthy, Mulligan, Sullivan,
Watson, Yoder and Staples. Of course
there are a great many men who are only
“fair,” and who will make Varsity ma¬
terial in the future, but as yet they are
not quite fast enough.

The great center of interest just now
ought to be the great INDOOR MEET,
which will come off on the 25th. In the
dashes we will be represented chiefly by
Seitz, who, just at present,isa joint holder
of the WORLD’S RECORD for the
sixty-yard dash. Hahn, of Michigan, and
Torrv, of Yale, are expected, and if
they and our friend “Charlie” get to¬
gether there ought to be something doing
in the way of record breaking. At the
High School Meet held here on the 28th
of January, he ran an exhibition fifty in
which all the timers say that he broke the
world’s record of 5 2-5 seconds and made
a new record of 5 1-5. We are fairly
sure that this will not be allowed by the
A. A. U. as a record, as it was not made
in competition, and, moreover, the meet
was not authorized by the A. A. U.

We shall have no dearth of relays, as
our Varsity is to run Yale, Columbia is
to run Cornell, and there are to be the
usual races between the boat clubs of this
and other cities. In fact the program
will be nearly the same as it was last
year, the only difference being that it will
have more interesting features. It should
be a great Meet and the students owe
their patronage at least to the Athletic
Association. A special and heretofore
unprecedented feature of the Meet will
be the relay race between the Freshman
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teams of Georgetown and George Wash¬
ington.

CREW.

According to Mr. Dempsey, he has
the best material to work on that he has
had since he has been coaching the
Georgetown crews. Four of last year’s
eight are on the machines, Captain Gra¬
ham, Canario, Hayden and Shanley.
Mudd, it seems, intends to try for the
baseball team and will not row this year.
It was rumored once that Curran would

report for duty, but we hardly think he
will. There are quite a number of prom¬

ising new men, among whom are Tom
Neill, of football days; Barber, a man
from the Potomacs; L. Brennan Backus,
and several others. Things will be pretty
lively as soon as we can get on the river.
We owe a big debt of gratitude to the
Potomac Boat Club, for it is through
their courtesy that wre will be able to get
there at all. Therefore it is to Mr. J. H.
Doyle, and to the other members of the
Club, that the Journal, in behalf of the
whole student body of Georgetown, ten¬
ders their heartiest thanks and their best
wishes for a good Potomac crew.

NOTES.

At a meeting of last year’s, or more
properly this year’s football team, Mc-
Gettigan was elected Captain for 1905.
We were certainly glad to see Mac get
it, as up to this time we have not seen the
quarterback who put more fire into his

team than this same McGettigan; and, at
the same time, he is a hard player and
will no doubt furnish good example to
his men in the way of training. Con¬
gratulations old man from the bottom of
the Journal’s old paper heart.

At a Meet in Philadelphia, held on the
28th of February last, the Law School
Team showed that they had a couple of
good runners on it. Watson especially
showed up to the best advantage by cut¬
ting down a thirty or forty yard lead, and
then, with five teams running, Yoder
came in with second or third place.

We have seen several postals from Ar¬
thur Duffy, who just at present is run¬

ning against the champions of Australia.
Duffy seems to be having a good time
and at the same time, from all accounts,
he is running well.

For some time past Dr. Harry White,
erstwhile star pitcher for Georgetown,
and now the same thing on the Chicago
Americans, has been trying to get into
condition for the baseball season by trot¬
ting around the indoor track.

We had a visit the other day from Mr.
Lynch, formerly of the relay team, and,
of course, as a “G” man he was accorded
the usual “Hoya.”

Look out for the Minor College relays
at the Indoor Meet, they are going to be
good fun. ' --

R. H. Kelley, ’08.
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