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tlbe lpn3e of Chance.
I found a feather fallen from Love’s wing,
And thought to set it where the world might see,
That all might look on it and envy me,
Blest with the guerdon that the bounteous King
Grants to the few that form his following,
Crown of the heart’s desire, the subtle key
To that enchanted treasure house where he

Garners the golden glamour of the Spring.

Ah, foolish boastfulness and vaunting pride,
Seeking to find what others sought in vain,
And wisting not we ever are denied
To taste of joy without the lees of pain,
To instant grasp the prize of longing years,
And know Love’s laughter, knowing not his tears.

1904.
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SOCIALISM.

It is to the discontent fostered by
pauperism which is as old as the world
itself, that the theory of Socialism owes
its existence. The masses have been

clamoring for wealth and for luxury
since the beginning, and we find them
to-day, in this age of increased com¬
mercialism and of speech-making
aroused anew and demanding a redress,
to which end is prescribed the supposed
remedy called Socialism.

Socialism has assumed many forms.
But the theory which we shall combat
is not that which is identified with Com¬
munism and with Anarchy. We shall
speak only of that form of Socialism
which is now popularly called Collec¬
tivism; the system,such as was advo¬
cated by Karl Marx and his followers;
the system which is based on the funda¬
mental principle of the abolition of pri¬
vate capital,—not idle capital but active
capital, capital that is applied to the pro¬
duction of wealth.

Competition, say the Socialists, is the
root of all the obstacles with which la¬

bor must contend; therefore let us abol¬
ish competition. Let us establish in¬
stead a collective ownership of all the
means and instruments of production;
let us put them under official control,
make them common property, and the
labor question is', solved. Thus there
shall be no competition, for there shall
be no individual producer; there shall

be no individual producer, for all the
means of production shall belong to the
State and private production for profit
or sale shall be illicit. In this common¬

wealth each individual shall be remun¬

erated by the State according to the la¬
bor which he has contributed towards
the common welfare. Whatever may
be the details for putting into execution
this vast project, these points at least
are clear, and whatever difference of
opinion we find among the Socialists
themselves, the tenets just enumerated
all concede, viz.: that there shall be no

private capital applied to the production
of wealth and that the State shall be the

only producer; so that the individual
shall receive his share of the common

stock according to the labor which he
has contributed to the welfare of the

community.
This system we claim is not only im¬

practical economically, i. e., considering
the welfare of the citizen, but it is also
false in principle.

What then are the requisites that shall
make a civil community conducive to
the welfare and contentment of the citi¬
zens? We may enumerate three condi¬
tions, viz.: that there shall be freedom
of individual demand; a more or less
determinate unit measure of value for

exchange; a freedom of the individual
to select an occupation and to qualify
for it. We cannot expect the citizen
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to assent to a new condition of affairs
unless he is assured that he will have in
the new regime the same facility as he
has now for satisfying his wants, no
matter how absurd they may appear to
others. Nor can we expect him to em¬
brace this new scheme unless we can

show him that then as now, lie shall have
at least as convenient a means of ex¬

change as that wh|ich we now call
money; and furthermore, that then as

now, he shall have equal liberty in em¬

bracing the occupation which he desires
to follow. Those conditions the citizen
will not find in the Socialistic State.

Let us take, first of all, the question
of freedom of individual demand.’ The
Collective State in its capacity of sole
producer, shall have to regulate supply
according to demand. But how shall
this be done? Necessarily by means
of bureaus and committees. And what
shall these bureaus have to supply?
Why everything; from airships to roll¬
ing pins, from boxing-gloves to type¬
writers, from steam engines to neck¬
ties—these and every other commodity
and every other conceivable article that
a person may need or thinks he needs,
shall have to be provided for by the
boards, and in such a way, that the de¬
sires of the citizen shall be as easy of
attainment as they are now. Try to
imagine if you can the successful man¬

agement of these bureaus, committees,
and sub-committees. Try to conceive,
if you can, the successful working of
this gigantic government machinery as
something feasible. In our present con¬

dition, I am never at a loss for a man to
carry out my idea, or my invention, no

matter how absurd it is in itself. But
what difficulties should I have to under¬

go in the Socialistic State, in order to
obtain my desire ; what innumerable ob¬
stacles and delays should I encounter in
breaking up the routine of the commit¬
tees and sub-committees; what would be
the outcome of the bureaus and commit¬
tees. Thus we should find ourselves

in a state where the spirit of invention
and the development of individuality
and progress could never flourish; in a
state where we should be promised free¬
dom and be given slavery. But let us

pass now to the second requisite of the
good economic state which is lacking in
Collectivism, viz.: the determinate meas¬
ure of value for exchange.

In this Collective State there should

be no money. That is to say, there
should be no thing which would serve
as with us, for the double purpose of
measure of value and medium of ex¬

change. It is true that for each hour
of labor performed, the workman should
receive an equivalent labor certificate
which would be the means of procuring
whatever he desired. Thus in the labor
certificate we should have a medium of

exchange, but this certificate cannot be
said also to be a measure of value. For
it is obvious that one may do more
in one hour than another may do in two
or three hours ; that a man may do more
in one hour than he himself can do in
one hour at some other time. So that
in the state where everyone was sup¬

posed to get a remuneration represent¬
ing the full value of his labor, we should
find at the outset one man profiting by
the labor of another, thus again dealing
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a deathblow to industry and progress,
for as is evident, every man would do
the least possible work to obtain his cer¬
tificate. But, objects the Socialist, that
certificate shall be given according to
the value of the thing produced. Yes,
in other words, in a community of, say

twenty million people, doing twenty mil¬
lion different things, there shall be es¬
tablished the value of every single one
of the twenty million articles in exact
proportion to every single one of the
other articles. We may leave the ob¬
jector to establish the ratios while we
endeavor to establish the fact that the

Socialistic State affords no freedom to

the individual in the selection of an oc¬

cupation.
In the Collective State the commit¬

tee—for the committee affords the only
means of performing such a duty—shall
be compelled to procure the men for the
public service and to determine the qual¬
ifications of each applicant for the vari¬
ous branches in which each deems him¬
self capable of affording public service.
This can be done in three ways only: by
a selection at random which would be
the height of injustice to the communi¬
ty ; bv the appointment of favorites or
friends, which would be singularly op¬

posed to the much-vaunted justice of
the Collective State; or lastly, by exam¬
inations. But the unavoidable results

of such examinations, even granting that
they are at all possible, is that there
shall be a minimum percentage to be at¬
tained in order to become a public ser¬
vant. So that in the professions, for
instance, of Law, Dentistry or Medicine,

if I may borrow an example, since there
is to be no extra remuneration for su¬

perior excellence, we should find the
community at the mercy of a number of
quacks who had squeezed into the pub¬
lic service by the least proficiency al¬
lowed according to the standard estab¬
lished by the State. Nine-tenths of
those who under the competitive system
would have labored for the maximum of

proficiency, would in the new system
labor for the minimum. We cannot

conceive of a community willingly em¬

bracing a state of affairs where they
must necessarily be at the mercy of de¬
graded professions and of those whose
wages are received independently of the
manner in which their labor is per¬
formed.

We thus find the Socialistic State of
such a character that it cannot afford
the satisfaction and contentment and

welfare of the citizen. But the very

principles of Collectivism are false and
unphilosophic.

Take for instance the “Theory of
Value” and the “Iron Law of Wages.”
Presupposing the distinction between
use value and value in exchange, the
Socialist holds sacred the principle that
the only thing of value is the labor of
the workman. That is to say,'the value
of a thing is constituted solely by the
labor put into it. But the advocates of
this principle seem to ignore the fact
that their assertion is not only not
proved, but that it does not even coin¬
cide with the facts. Value may arise
and in fact does arise from various other
causes. Value is affected by the nat-
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ural excellence of material; by the quan¬

tity and quality of the labor which has
given it form for the market; by the
convenience of the buyer on the one
hand and the seller on the other; by the
well-established law of supply and de¬
mand-all of these must enter into the
consideration of value. Nor must the
Socialist forget that, to have a value or
price, it is sufficient to have merely for¬
mal equivalence which is no less the de¬
sire of the buyer than of the seller.

Karl Marx is equally in error in re¬

gard to Capital. For there can be no
doubt of the fact that Capital is at least
as important a factor in industry as La¬
bor. In fact, there would be little use
for the laborer if the capitalist were not
there to supply him with the instruments
of production upon which to exercise his
powers. Yet we find in the Socialistic
platform that to all the members of so¬

ciety “belongs the entire product of la¬
bor by equal right.” For what then
stands the planning, building and origi¬
nal outlay of the Capitalist? For what
stands the risk he runs of the total loss

of his property ? The Socialist cannot
overlook these considerations. True,
there have been great abuses in this re¬

spect, but they cannot be attributed to
the competitive system. After all, is
the remedy proposed really a remedy ?
Would not the new system be rather
the cause of a revolution brought about
by the discontent of those whose su¬

perior attainments and ingenuities were
not rewarded according to their full
value? Whatever he the remedy, it is
not Socialism. The evil may cure itself,
the remedy may be found some day in
the establishment of a more amicable

relation between the capitalist and the
laborer, or, as it has been expressed, in
the exercise of a fatherly, Roman “pie¬
ty” on the part of the capitalist, but the
cure for the discontent is certainly not
Collectivism. A system which is im¬
practical economically; a system whose
complicated machinery cannot be oper¬
ated to the best advantage of the people
and whose very fundamental principles
are false, cannot be the means of making
oppression impossible.

M. J. Gkiju, ’05.
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H Boat Song.
With a quarter breeze,
Blowing fresh from the seas,

And thou at my side, my dear,

With a hand on the wheel,
And a slippery keel,

Why should 1 think of fear ?

When the good boat lists
And the gathering mists

Are shrouding the leeward strand,

I feel a thrill,
Though the wind be chill

And the helm tugs at my hand ;

For you are near
And you have no fear,

For your love is sailing the boat.

’Tis the Boat of Life,
And aftei the strife,

We shall sail in, keel down—and afloat!

K- H. Kelly, ’08.
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AN AYE FOR AN AYE.

“Father, James said you wished to
see me before I went out,” said Helen
Blandford as she stood.beside her fath¬
er, who was writing at his desk.

“Yes, Helen, I do,” replied Senator
Blandford. And if you will take a seat
by the fire I will b#1 as quick as I can.
I think you said Senator Carrington
takes you to the National tonight. Am
I right?”

‘‘Yes, father, but he won't be here for
some time,” Helen answered as she sat
down in a large armchair.

“ATery well, then. Now for business.
As you know this is the last week before
Congress adjourns, and still more im¬
portant, it is the week in which they
vote on the Swanson Bill, a bill which
you have heard me discuss all this ses¬
sion. Helen, you might not know it,
but in that bill lies my whole reputation.
If it fails I might as well resign my

seat, for I will be ever afterwards a po¬
litical dead one. But if, on the con¬

trary, it passes, and pass it shall, I have
great chances at the next national con¬
vention which meets in July.”

“Father, there is no necessity to tell
me all this. You know I want it to

pass every bit as much as you do, and
yet as much T would wish to, I don't see
how I can help you any more than I al¬
ready have.”

“Do you mean that, Helen,” said her
father, leaning forward in his nervous¬

ness and studying his daughter’s face.
‘‘Do you want me to understand that if
there was any way in which you could
help me, you would willingly, gladly do
it?”

For a moment there was absolute si¬
lence in the room. Senator Blandford
was sitting with his back to the fire in
a large armchair in front of his desk.
Before he could turn to discover why
his daughter had not answered his last
question, he felt two little hare arms
steal around his neck and nestling on
his broad shoulder was Helen’s head.

“Daddy, you are hiding something
from your little girl,” was all she said.

Finding he did not answer, she gen¬
tly turned his head up until his eyes
were looking straight into hers.

“Come, father, play fair. What is it
you wish to tell me. Are you afraid
ymur hill is going to fail?”

For a moment not a sound was heard
save the dropping of the hot coals in the
fire. Helen drew her father’s head

gently back till it rested on her' bare
shoulders. Leaning over she pressed a
silent kiss on his forehead.

“Dacldyq I have asked you a question.
Are you afraid your bill is going to
fail ?”

“I am, Helen.”
Her only answer was to draw his

arms closer.
The clock struck a quarter to eight,
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With a sigh the Senator withdrew from
his daughter’s arms and holding one
hand drew her around until she stood

directly in front of him. For a minute
or so he silently studied her.

“Helen, you are the image of yotu"
mother the night I asked her to be my
wife. Kneel down, little girl, and let
me see your eyes. Yes, hers were
brown and her hair and dress just like
yours. Ah! what a lucky man, aye
and what a happy one I was that night.
I wonder—”

“What, father?”
“If Jim Carrington realizes how

lucky he is.”
“Daddy!” she exclaimed.
“Ho! ho! So the little girl is actual¬

ly blushing. No, you are not going to
hide your face on my knees. Let me
see, you say Jim takes you out tonight.
Poor fellow this will be his last night,
then, for tomorrow and the following
night we are in session. I suppost that
accounts for Senator Jim being late to¬
night. He is nerVous. And also for
this little lady looking so pretty. ER ?
Oh, no, you needn’t shake your head. I
was nervous that night, too.”

Suddenly the smile which had ap¬

pealed around the corners of the Sena¬
tor's miouth disappeared. His jaw became
rigid and his eyes became like pieces of
bright steel. For a moment he did not
move a muscle.

“Helen, do you love me very much ?”
“Father!” she cried, as she threw her¬

self forward and put her bare arms
around his neck. “You hurt me, ask¬
ing such a question.”

fr

“Pardon me, my child, such an idea
was farthest from my thought.”

“Helen, I have one favor to ask. Will
you promise me something?”

“Anything.”
“Remember I am asking this as a last

resort. ’Tis for your sake more than
mine. I want so much to leave to my
little daughter a name that shall be hon¬
ored by all men. You understand?”

“Yes, father, I understand. Tell me
what you wish. I promise you I will do
it.”

“In a moment. A few words first
about Jim Carrington. Helen, there is
no need for your father to say that Sen¬
ator Carrington wants you for his wife.
You knew that long before your old dad¬
dy ever thought of knowing it. Jim is
a fine man, and he is not only the young¬
est Senator in Congress but also one of
the brightest and most promising. He
is a man whom any woman might be
proud to call her husband. And now,
Helen, I am going to put a question
which even though I am your father, I
hesitate to ask.”

“Father, I have never yet refused to
answer any question of yours. Why
should you think I would do so now.
Come, tell me what it is.”

“Am I right in thinking that you will
say ‘Yes’ to Carrington?”

Helen’s only answer was to bury her
blushing cheeks against her father’#
tweed coat.

Pressing his gray head against hers
lie asked again: “Am I right, little
girl?”

“Yes, daddy,” was all he could catch.
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“Thank God!” he murmured to him¬
self as he tenderly smoothed her brown
hair, and once more silence reigned, only
this time the young girl was lying in the
arms of the old man. Helen was the
first tb speak.

“You have not told me what you wish
me to promise,” she said.

“No, my child,” he replied, “but it is
not because I have forgotten. The
promise concerns the Swanson bill. One
vote is needed to make it pass and that
vote you have the power to obtain for
your father.”

“Tell me quick. I promise.”
“You can get it,” and here the Sena¬

tor instinctively lowered his voice. “You
can get it by intimating to Carrington
that not until he cast his vote in favor
of the Swanson Bill will you say ‘Yes.’ ”

With a low cry of horror the young

girl sprang from his arms.
“Father!”
“No! no! no! You don't mean that.

Make him buy my love by sacrificing
his honor. Say you don’t mean that.
Say it, father. Say it. You must.”

No answer came from the silent fig¬
ure in the chair, only the nervous open¬

ing and shutting of his massive hands
showed the strain the Senator was un¬

der.
With a low groan Helen threw herself

before his chair, clutching at his hand as
if with her puny strength she could force
him to take back what he had just said.

Finding he made no sign of having
heard and knowing well that she could
never compel him to change, once he
had spoken, she arose from her kneeling
position, saying;

“Father, this is the crudest thing you
ever asked your daughter to do. Were
it not for the fact that T promised, you
know I would never think of it for one

single instant. All this year you ought
to have realized that Senator Carring¬
ton does not think as you do. Why—
why couldn’t you have gotten some one
else’s vote ?”

“I tried, Helen, I tried, but T failed,”
was all the Senator answered.

“Then do I understand that you still
insist upon my keeping my promise.
Think, father, think, before you speak.”

“My daughter, I have thought and
God knows, I have thought long. With
what result? That his is the only pos¬
sible vote, and furthermore, it is only
through you that I will obtain it. Don’t
you understand I am doing it for your
sake as well as for mine. There is noth¬

ing very wrong in it—”
“Stop!” Helen cried. “Understand,

once for all, father, you may talk as long
as you desire, but you will never change
my opinion. I am going to keep my

promise, simply because I have given
you my word. If it is the cause of
sending Jim away, then I will never for¬
give you. There is the bell now. Good¬
night.”

Without waiting for an answer Helen
turned and left the room. The next

minute she was trying to withdraw her
small hand from the two large ones of
Senator Carrington.

’Twas not as simple a task as one
might imagine. Taller than her father,
broad in proportions, Jim Carrington
had never been accused of being any
other than strong.
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“I am awfully sorry I am so late.
Some old crank had me cornered in our

committee room and I couldn’t get
away,” were Carrington’s first words.

“But come, now, let us start and we
will be there before the end of the over¬

ture. Great Scott, Miss Helen, you will
never be able to get down those steps.”

“It certainly does look that way,” re¬
plied Helen, with a little laugh, for the
place was covered with drifted snow.

For one moment Carrington hesitated.
The next thing Helen knew she was be¬
ing carried down the steps and to make
matters worse she was compelled to put
one arm around Jim’s neck to keep her¬
self from being literally torn from his
arms by a great nor’ wester which for
an instant fairly staggered the Senator
himself.

Without a word he placed her in a
corner of the carriage and she heard him
direct the coachman, who, thank heav¬
ens, was Jane’s husband and had been
brought to see only those things which
ought to be seen, to drive immediately
to the National. With a bang the door
closed and he sat down beside her. Helen
was alone with the man whose vote she
had promised her father she would get.

* * *

It was passed midnight. Wrapped
in a long white dressing gown, Helen
sat in her room before an immense open
fire and thought. She had carried out
her promise. The Swanson Bill would
surely pass tomorrow and he—he would
come and get his yet. Oh, God! how
I despise myself,” she cried. “Ah,
Jim, I know you were startled, sur¬

prised, shocked, at my answer, aye and
justly, too. How my lips wanted to
cry out ‘Yes, now, Jim,’ now and not
tomorrow when you shall come with
your honor sold. I wonder if lie real¬
ized what kind of a promise he was

making. He was so happy at the
thought of my saying ‘Yes,’ tomorrow
that all else fled from his mind. For
his vote I will be his wife. Did he
realize what he was doing. Is lie hap¬
py? Happy? Am I happy? Why
some people say ’tis the happiest day in
a girl’s life, the one on which her hus¬
band proposed. God grant that I may
have days that are happier. Oh, mother,
m'other, if you were only here. I
wonder if it would not be wrong to pray
that he break his promise. Tell me,

mother, tell your Helen.”
Finally, worn out by the evening’s

awful strain, Helen’s brain refused to

work and with lips still murmuring the
name of her dead mother, she fell into
a troubled sleep.

The next morning Helen did not go
down to breakfast, hut sent a note by
Jane to her father, saying that she had
obtained Senator Carrington’s promise
to vote for the Swanson Bill.

Contrary to a custom which the Sen¬
ator had not once missed in nineteen

years, he left the house without going
to his daughter’s room.

He drove straight to the Capitol,
where in the three hours before the roll
call he worked incessantly going over
the programme concerning the passing
of the Swanson Bill.

Five minutes before the roll w&S
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called, Carrington walked into the Sen¬
ate. His face was pale and drawn and
his whole appearance was that of one
who had been up all night wrestling with
some great problem. He sat down be¬
fore his desk and began nervously to
tear in narrow strips a sheet of paper.
Should he vote “No,” and keep his clean
record or should he vote “Aye” and
break his oath, was the question he was

trying to solve. If he did the latter
would he be worthy to call himself a fit
husband for any good woman.

The roll call had begun. What should
he do. Was it “Yes” or “No?” Sud¬

denly he felt some one’s arm laid on his
shoulder and looking up saw an old col¬
lege friend standing beside him.

“Hello, Jim. Slow, are you ? Have
just come from your town. Saw your
mother for a half hour and she made
me tell her all about your fighting the
Swanson Bill. I tell you, my boy, she is
proud of you. Keep it up and you will
have something to tell her when you get
home. Well, I must go now. See you
later,” and with a handshake Jim’s
friend left him and hastened down the
aisle.

For one moment he hesitated. The
name of Senator Burton, the last of the

B’s, was being called. His was next.
What would he say. Somehow lie felt
in all his planning that if he ever forced
Helen Blandford to say “Yes” by vot¬
ing “Aye” she would always despise him.
As for his mother—well, he knew he
would never be able to explain to her.
^Vas ever man in such a position ?

“Senator Carrington!” pried the clerk.

Jim slowly rose and moistened his
lips with his tongue. The silence was
intense.

“Senator Carrington!” once more
cried the clerk.

For a second he hesitated. Then
grasping the edge of his desk, Jim Car¬
rington drew himself up to his fullest
height and in a voice that could be
heard in all parts of the Senate cham¬
ber, answered “No!”

Two hours later, Carrington rang the
bell of Senator Blandford’s house.

Helen in the library heard his step
coming toward her. Without any real
reason she turns to flee, still clutching
the evening paper in her hand on which
is printed a sentence which has burnt
itself in her very brain :

“EXTRA—The Swanson Bill passed
by the Senate by a majority of one.”

But even as she turns to escape, the
port.ieres of the library are drawm aside
and Jim Carrington stands confronting
her.

His face appalls her. It is not that
of the man who had left her the night
before. Jim Carrington’s face never
had a hangdog, sneaky look about the
eyes such as this man’s had. For an
instant her heart stopped beating; had
he come to upbraid her for making
him break his oath. No; he is speak¬
ing. What is it he is saying? Leaning
forward she hears him mutter huskily:

“Helen, the Swanson Bill has passed
the Senate by one.”

“Y-e-s, I know, the extra told me

that,” she says, “I suppose you have
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come for your answer. Jim, I can't
give it to you.”

“What! Y,ou 'break your word!”
Carrington cries.

“Yes. Jim,” she murmurs, “I can't
keep it.”

“That's about what I supposed it
would be,” he says moodily, as he sinks
;nto a chair. “That’s what I feared

v^hen I voted ‘No’ in the Senate to-day.

That’s why I can’t do anything but say

good-bye and leave, for I’ve—I've brok¬
en my word to you, Helen!”

“You voted ‘No!’” she gasped, com¬

ing to him.
“Yes! Some other man voted 'Yes! ”
“Thank God!” and two little arms

steal around his neck.
Albert B. Ridgeway, ’07.

June.
I.

Sailing in a cockle-shell
Down the river smiling,

Playing through the flowered dell
Merry moments whiling:

II.

Sailing in a cockle-shell
Humming a glad tune,

Everybody’s sailing
In the days of June.

Hi.

June-time and sunshine,
Happy hearts and light:

O that the sorrow of mine

Might see all its wrongs aright,
Might enter the month so bright
Might breathe of the air so free,

O that the gladness of June,
O that the joy of its moon

Might fall once again on me.
G. M. E., ’06.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 429

COVENTRY PATMORE.

Coventry Patmore has always been
ardently admired by the circle of his
friends and harshly criticised by some
of those outside that circle. Of late

there has been a decided renewal of in¬
terest in this Catholic poet. Mr. Ed¬
mund Gosse has just contributed a life
of Patmore as one of the Literary Lives
published by Scribners. The appear¬
ance of this new life gives a timeliness
to our study.

The work of Mr. Gosse, as he him¬
self states in the preface, is a critical ad¬
dition to the longer and more biograph¬
ical “Memoirs and Correspondence” of
Patmore by Mr. Basil Champney. Mr.
Gosse, after briefly running over the
life and personal traits of the poet, pass¬
es on to an account of Patmore’s liter¬

ary position and aims. These literary
aims it is our purpose to indicate.

Patmore was a born lyrist. His
poems were all written in the heat of in¬
spiration; the poet admits that his be^
effqrts were made in two and three
hours. Patmore could not force his
thoughts into the musical rhythm which
marked his poems. He composed only
when the spell of inspiration was upon
him, and generally composed well.

When he felt that the dream was

passed, his pride would not permit him
to write on, with his art as tutor, but he
ceased at once and awaited the next

clearing away of the clouds and the re¬

turn of the warmth of poetic sunshine.
In this way many of his most promising
poems remained incomplete. The
“Angel in the House” was to have been
made up of six sections; only four were

completed. His poem on Divine Love
never came to an end; fragments there¬
of were tacked together in the collec¬
tion of odes called “The Unknown
Eros.” The great masterpiece on the
“Marriage of the Blessed Virgin,” never
arose above a few stones of an ambitious
foundation.

Patmore lost his moments of glow all
too soon, and falls into the gloom! of
the conviction that he was after all

“nothing but a miserable self-deluded
poetaster.” This trait of Patmore may
well be termed his fitful fecundity. For
what notes did flow from his lyre dur¬
ing those moments of the trance, were
often times as musical and as mellow as

the purest mielody that has come from
wy lyrist of his day.

Perhaps the most unfortunate circum¬
stance about Patmore’s poetry is the fact
that he would not be satisfied to write
fitful lyrics, but ever and always firmly
believed that he had a plan, a system to
his poems. He felt he was not a lyrist
but a writer of epic and didactic poems.
But Patmore could not, as did all the
other poets of his time, conceive a plan
and work it out mentally before trans¬
mitting it to paper. In other words,
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Patmore could not compose without in¬
spiration, while others called their art
to their aid when inspiration failed.

Time and again the poet would plan
a mighty epic and fall flat because the
fickle Muse failed him. His “Unknown
Eros” will always be rated as a collec¬
tion of incomplete and unfinished odes
and etchings. These short poems, how¬
ever, abound in a flow of rhythmical lan¬
guage surpassed by none.

For what Patmore did write was gen¬

erally good. He has said in a preface
to his last work, “I have wiitten little,
but it is all my best; I have never spok¬
en when I had nothing to say, nor

spared time nor labor to m&ke my words
true. I have respected posterity, and
should there be a posterity which cares
for letters, I dare to hope that it shall
respect me.”

Another prominent trait of Patmore’s
poetry is his effort to depict noble sen¬
timents in very vernacular language.
Many think he failed utterly in this ef¬
fort. By these he has been variously
styled “the poet who smells of bread
and butter.” To signify the homely
language in which he sometimes serves
out the noblest thoughts. This pedes¬
trian narrative,” as Mr. Gosse terms it,
runs through the greater part of the
poet’s works. It is especially evident in
his early family poetry. These spring¬
time poems so glowed with the fever of
his loves that the emotion held all at¬

tention.

In his later writings this lowliness of
language was not so much in evidence,
nor was the warm and tender expression

of his youthful efforts. But Mr. Gosse
points out for the first time a bit of non
sense verse in which Patmore shows
that as late as 1896 he had not changed
his notions about the use of language.

TO MISS JOSEPHINE KNOWLES.
A railway car on Sandy Down,
With you, were Palace, Realm and

Crown;
And tripe and onions, codkcd by you,
Ambrosia were a honey-dew;
Whene’er you spin upon your bike,
I’ll trot behind, your faithful tyke.
Water inflames a mighty fire,
So shall I but the more admire
The more you jump the old world’s

traces

With such exasperating graces;

Yea, every Tory taste I’ll banish
The moment Josephine turns mannish,
And if I write more poetry,
“The Angel on the Bike” ’twill be!

About Patmore’s political poems and
his prose writings, posterity will not be
very much concerned. He was, we may
say again, a born lyrist, and the glow¬
ing enthusiasm of his soul appeared on¬

ly in the lyric exposition of his thought.
As a prose writer and a didactic poet,
we admit he was not by any means above
the ordinary.

In the religious writings of Patmore’s
mature age, strong personal character¬
istics were shown. Having strength of
conviction that his opinions were right,
he came out boldly with his every

thought. He believed that it was a
poet’s right (and his duty) to speak
those things which are out of the reach
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of prose writers. For this reason he
fell into disfavor, especially after his
conversion to the Catholic Church.

Since Patmore has really written good
poetry, we wonder that his writings are
not better known. He will probably
never have the number of friends that
Tennyson and Arnold and others of his
time have. Patmore is not understood
as easily as Tennyson and the rest, but
his few friends will always love him with
a love far greater, more lasting, and
more honest than the others ever re¬

ceive.
Patmore’s writings are what he him¬

self was. To those who loved him not

lie was strange and miost peculiar; by
those who see not into the higher truth¬
fulness of the “Angel in the House,” his
writings are dubbed connubial vapidi¬
ties. They who loved the man saw his
worth and forgot his foibles; they* that
have an insight into his thought agree
with Hawthorne that the “Angel in the
Plouse” is “most beautiful and origi¬
nal,” and think that Hawthorne’s wife
was not far from the truth when she

styled Patmore the “sacred poet of the
married life.”

J. H D„ ’07.
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H IDeretcm.
“ Die Saule der Wolke.”

1.

Leite, freundliches Licht, inmitten der umringenden Dunkelheit,
Leite Du mich voran !

Die Nachtist dunkel, und ich bin fern von der Heimath—
Leite Du mich voran !

Lenke Du meine Fiisse : ich verlange nicht zu sehen
Die entfernte Scene,—ein Schrittist genug fur mich.

11.

Ich war nicht immer so, noch betete ich, dass Du
Mich fiihren solltest.

Ich liebte es meinen Weg auszusuchen und zu sehen; nun aber
Leite Du mich voran !

Ich liebte das helle Tageslicht, und trotz der Furcht,
Stolz regierte meinen Willen : erinnere dicli nicht vergangener Jahre.

III.

So lange hat dein^ Oewalt mich begliickt, gewiss sie wird
Mich noch weiter fiihren,

Uber Sumpf und Moor, liber Fels und Bergesschlucht, bis
Die Nacht vergangen ist,

Und am Morgen jene Engel-Gesichter lachcln,
Die ich vordem geliebt und eine kurze Zeit verloren hatte.

A. M. O’N., '04.
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?

Cook had always been known as

“crazy” by his intimates, and by those
who were not he was reported to have
served a term or two in the asylum. At
any rate it was known to be a fact that
he had passed ten years in the peniten¬
tiary. This he acknowledged to be true,
but never without asserting that he was
an innocent man. Certain it is that

Cook was one of the best barbers in

town; no other man could use a razor

so deftly and quickly.
Day after day, as Cook slid the cold

steel over his clients’ faces, he always
had an insane desire to bury it, handle
and all, into the warm flesh. Just to
think how easy it was, inflamed
the once dull sparks into a glowing firq,
and hence it was, in the effort to over¬

come his passion, that Cook never
wasted time on a man (after the usual
fashion of barbers).

Many and many a man, suddenly
opening his eyes, caught the light of
murder gleaming in Cook's eyes, and
thanked God, when, after his shave he
arose safely from the chair. These
men never murmured a word of what
they saw—they were afraid of the steely
glint of the barber’s eyes—and so it was ;
that instead of decreasing Cook’s trade
was always on the increase.

One day the Federal Judge from an¬
other district was in town and of course

he went to Cook’s to be shaved. He
was delighted at the easy way the bar¬
ber handled his razor, but nothing was

said. At last both sides of the face were

shaved and there remained only the neck
and chin. As Cook was tracing figures
over the jugular he leaned down and
said;

“Don't remember me, do you, Judge?”
“No, I can’t say that I do,”, replied

his Honor.

“Do you remember about fifteen years

ago,” asked Cook wdth that steely glint
and a set smile, “when you gave me ten
years, and you could almost have known
I was an innocent man ?” And the ra¬

zor still played about the neck, as a cat
with a mouse, dancing here and there,
but ever and anon as the Judge’s mus¬
cles would twitch it would settle down
with alacrity over the jugular; not hard
enough to cut even the skin, but with
just enough pressure to remind His
Honor that it had not left.

Judge had never been a nervous
man, but we are willing to wager that
his heart was going like a trip-hammer
as the chilly blade glanced here and
there, seemingly harmless.

“Easy, Judge, easy, don’t take it so
hard,” said Cook, “and with the steely
glint, “don’t you make a sound.”

In less time than it takes to tell this
the thing happened. You say what
thing? Well, dear reader, we leave it
to you to imagine the feelings of the
Tudge—and the actions of the barber.
Did he kill him or not?

R. H. K., ’08.
{Not to be continued.)
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B Dacatton pipe.
Walking home from early Mass
1 am always sure to pass

Up a certain street,
Sharply looking to discern
When the corner first they turn,

Everyone 1 meet.

I’m in such a curious mood—

Sort of strained solicitude,
Fearing that I’m late,

Or she’s gone another way,
Or there’s happened some delay

Improvised by fate.

Twas earlier a week ago—
Wonder if I’ve been too slow ?

Thought 1 timed it right.
Almost at the corner now ;

1 suppose 1 didn’t allow—
Nobody in sight!

Wait! what’s that that quickly trips
Down the low veranda steps,

Dainty, pink, and small ?
Lots of pink—a little gray,

Coming down the street my way,

My way, after all!

What a most distracting hat!
But I’m looking under that—

Pink and gray there, too!
Of the gray just one short peep—
Was the pink a little deep

For its proper hue ?

Just a smile, and now she’s past ?
Far too bright a glance to last—

Down the street she’s vanished.

Slow 1 walk in revery pleased,
Church and altar, Mass and pjiest

From my thoughts are banished.

Join her—how 1 wish I might 1
Smiles like that one scatter light

Over saint and sinner;
Yet, however radiant, they
Are but dawn-light to the day

Of the soul within her.

Just to kneel near her, to pray
1 may kneel again some day

Hopefully before her —

Asking, knowing that God’s grace
Shines already in her face,

Endless blessings for her!
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In old times the statue of Memmon,
it was said, spoke when the rising sun
smote upon it. Can it be that in our

day it is only when the moon rises at
the full that some of our most stat¬

uesque figures speak? If so, it would
explain a great deal. During the past
month the oracle of our most eastern

sister university delivered himself of a

quaint and curious utterance. In sym¬

pathy with the South he declared that
the North had its own problem to solve

in the education of the Catholic Irish,
French-Canadian and Italian, as the
South had hers in the education of the

negro.
As Graziano thanked Shylock for a

word in point, we thank the oracle for
the parallel. We are grateful that
thereby the class of Catholics who wor¬

ship at the shrine of Harvard mjay know
their place in the judgment of the idol
of the shrine. They have been lifted
from the degradation of Catholicity as
the negro has been from! that of bar-
barismi, and they are patiently being edu¬
cated out of their superstitions into the
white light that haloes the true-blood
type of citizenship.

When we consider the religious pro¬

gress of the true-blood from Congrega¬
tional trinitarian belief through Uni-
tarianism to simple Deism with a pro¬
mise of Agnosticism in the near future,
we sofe pbssihilities for the Cambridge
sage to educate the Irish, French-Cana¬
dian and Italian out of the depths of
Catholic Christianity. If we add a mi¬
nor course in the doctrine of Malthus
with an elective in divorce, speculative
gambling, stock watering and other
branches of real true-blood finance, the
whole leavened with a development of
an attitude of mind towards right and
wrong as measured by power to escape
the restrictions of law through the legal
ability of counsel in high standing, we
see a broad field for educating the
Northern Catholic.

Of course consistently our pedagogue
will stand against miscegenation. Hen
we agree with him. We see no hope
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of solving- the Northern or any other
problem by inter-marriage with the 11011-
Catholic superior element of society. In
the past it has been as fruitless of good
results to the Catholic party as ever

miscegenation has been in the black belt.
And yet, as a problem-solver, the pro¬

phet from the banks of the Charles will
be, we fancy, without honor in his own
land.

The unanimous approval which fol¬
lowed the presentation of Oedipus of
Colorms by the students of St. Joseph's
College in Philadelphia leaves us no rea¬
son for timidity in expressing onr heart¬
iest congratulations. While we did not
see the play the reports carried back to
us by the several members of the faculty
present are enough to convince us of its
unqualified excellence. Indeed, from
every side come salvos of applause for
the neatness of it all and numerous re¬

grets that such an attempt is not oftener
made in our colleges. From a scenic
standpoint the production was appro¬
priate to an unexpected degree and the
New York Sun in an editorial on the

subject compares it to the production of

the “Oedipus Rex" produced at Harvard
sc unc years ago. One of the most strik¬
ing features of the performance was the
strength in elocution; so clearly and ar¬

tistically did the characters acquit them¬
selves that even those who knew no

Greek were able to follow the action of

the play. The credit of superintending
t lie production is due to Rev. W. S. Sin¬
gleton,S.J. Some day, perhaps, George¬
town—but let’s not complain or expect
all good things to come to us at once.

That the Journal declined to print the
“Open Letter’’ which was spead broad¬
cast among the students a week or two
ago, we admit without any great reluc¬
tance. It appeared to us that the pages
of the Journal could well avoid the free¬
dom from such a sensation even though
it might have added to the circulation.
The duties of a college paper are fairly
well understood, we think, by the Ex¬
ecutive Board and the obligation of
printing anything that our alumni may
desire can hardly be placed among them.
As to the letter itself we have nothing
to say save that it was filled with bitter
truths ami convincing facts. May the
mission of its writer be accomplished.
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our

EXCHA

We were very agreeably surprised,
we must say with our researches this
month. We had an idea—suggested no
doubt by the lack of our experience—•
that May of all months was the editors*
terror. Exams begin to get uncomifort-
ably near, and the short story artist,
unable longer to unfold his dire plots
unhampered by his college course, must
needs betake himself to sadder consid¬
erations. It was our intention this
month, determined by our strange de¬
sire to show just how good we are, to
publish what nice things the Ex-men
have said about our little paper. Know¬
ing the avidity with which such a publi¬
cation would be received it is a cause of

great sorrow to be compelled to an¬
nounce our present inability. Next
month—perhaps.

As usual about this time of the year,
many of the Ex-men tell us their good¬
bye, probably the departure of some of
them will not beget universal regret.
There is a tendency, too, in many of the
columns to relate the observations of the

.. year, for if ever a man gets the oppor-
• tunity to stick his head above his pile
of exchanges he is in a fine way to make

observations. Thus, “ut fit,” we find
many opinions with regard do whether
the Exchange column is worth while.
However, we are not going to enter up¬
on a homily on that engrossing subject,
yet awhile. We’ll wait until we have
seasoned our disposition with ten months
of college literature.

After much serious consideration we

have finally decided to award our month¬
ly prize for length to the author of a

story in the Smith Monthly. Now, we
don’t wish to cast any shadows on that
story (whose name was “The Pursuit of
the Ideal”)—it was the best we have
seen in a long while. There was some¬
thing worth saying and it was said well.
There was exceedingly good taste dis¬
played throughout and there was no dif¬
ficulty in bolding the interest. How¬
ever, we think the plot was a little bit
used up, in fact, commonplace—for we
could picture the final tableaux just af¬
ter we had met the characters. But this
is only in regard to the bare thread of
the story, the writing up of the story
was remarkably well done.

The Fordham Monthly contains some

very pretty little pieces of verse, but
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there seems to be a lack of fiction from
the college men. A verse-maker in
this monthly tells the old advice this
way:

Of all the sage reflections
We glean from learned books,

The mirror’s motto still remains—
“Be guided not by looks.”

We are trying to follow this, we must
say, in most of our observations. But
the looks of some journals—especially
when they insist upon being designed
by coming artists are far from prepos¬
sessing.

The verse in the Amherst Lit. struck
us as very good—“To My Midnight Call-

■ er,” being especially clever. But the
fiction—“A Visitor frolm Beyond,”
seemed to us rather extraordinary not
to shy fantastic., “St. Bartholomew's
Eve in the Catacombs,” too required
quite a stretch of the imagination. One
dream of this kind goes a great ways,
but when you try to throw two within
the space of one poor Monthly we are
led to the sad conclusion that the paper
is pretty well tired out.

We looked over a couple of quarter¬
lies on our tour. In a magazine of
three months’ preparation we naturally
expect something worth while. The
Manhattan Quarterly, our first victim,
certainly miet our hopes. It was staid
and dignified as all this sort of pa¬

pers should be. Its contributions, which
consisted, for the most part, of essays
were well written and interesting. The
one story in the issue, “Slocum’s Nerve
Tonic,” was one of the best told stories

on the table. Our second cffense was

against the College Spokesman. There
was quite a lot of fiction in this number
but the one story that caught our eye
was “Redeemed by Nobility.” In plot
it was clear and well defined. But the
treatment in places was rather rough—
there was need of the “pumice.” The
changing of scene was too abrupt and
repeated so often weakened the vivid¬
ness. There was, too, at times a liter¬
ary display that recalled our juvenile re¬
searches in “Deadwood Dick.” These
efforts at being very dramatic were the
daubs that spoiled the otherwise well
written story.

We print a few clippings:
From the Amherst Lit.:

To
What is Death ?

If joy shines n.ot in your eyes,
And your love forsakes me and dies—

That is death!
What is Life?

Just to feel the warmth of your breath,
As you tell me you’re mine unto death—

That is Life!

From the Dial:

When I was young, it seemed to me
Quite strange, indeed, that Poetry
Immortalized the poet’s name
And raised him to the heights of Fame;
So simple did it seem to be!
When men were charmed to ecstasy.
The songs brought me perplexity—
I thought them very, very tame,
When I was young.
But when I reached maturity,
I saw my strange stupidity—
My sentiments are not the same;
For this, I hope, I’m not to blame,
I didn’t have to write you see
When I was young,
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For a pleasant idle hour in the sums-'
mer months at hand the Journal conit-
mends to its readers the latest story by
Joseph Spillman.* This is an histori¬
cal novel of some five hundred pages,
constructed according to all the recent
canons for such writing, with history
for background, and the foreground
filled with soldiers and battles, states¬
men and intrigue and the delicate story
of a true love. It is the story of the
adventures of a young officer of the
Swiss Guards at the time of the French
Revolution and the best testimony we
can give to its excellence is we thought
to glance through its pages for review
and never laid it down till we had fin¬
ished every word of it. We shall not
spoil it for the reader by summarizing
the plot, but content ourselves with
noting that the taking of the Bastille,
the attack upon the Tuileries, the pas¬
toral life in miniature at Trianon, and

*Valiant and True by Joseph Spill¬
man; B, Herder, St. Louis, Mo. $i.6q,

the unsuccessful flight of Louis and
Marie Antoinette are vividly portrayed,
while the Swiss Guardsman's love story
has all the mishaps and anxieties which
our interest demands. It is a good story
and its perusal will beguile an afternoon.

The Transplanting of Tessie is a new

story for young folks by Miss Wagga-
mjan.* The little men and women who
have read Miss Waggaman’s many
other stories will ask no urging of ours
to read this her latest tale. Good wine

needs no bush. It begins with the ad¬
ventures of Tessie at the age of twelve
on “her first venture into the world af¬

ter six years in the convent of St. Anne,
where her wildest dissipation had been
a trip to town with Sister Martina to
spend her five dollars Christmas money

discreetly as wise little girls should do.
There’s a little cousin Joe, a bit of a
philosopher at ten. There are other Iit-

*The Transplanting of Tessie, by
Mary T. Waggaman, Benziger Bros.,
New York, Cincinnati and Chicago,
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tie girls and boys in its pages and a con¬
victed murderer, who has broken jail
and makes his appearance in the role of
a good Samaritan. There is out-door
fun and indoor social functions and

everything that young folks like. So
they must read the story.

The Senior Lieutenant’s Wager* and
other stories is a summer feast of good
things for grown-ups as well as for chil¬
dren, and bristles with familiar names
like Mary Bow steel Eleanor Donnelly,
Maurice Egan, Grace Keon, Mary Man-
nix, Clara Mulholland, Marion Taggart,
Anna Sadlier and Katherine Tynan.
The stories are all short and pointed,
and there are plenty of them, making
up a volume of two hundred and fifty
pages. There is a sweet little Venetian
storyette by Mary Boyle O’Reilly which
we would not have our readers mtiss.

Father Spalding is out with another
storyt for boys. It is a story of the St.
Lawrence River in the days of Joliet,
with Indians in their war paint, French
trappers and courieurs-de-bois, Jesuit
missionaries, a boy hero with a world
of adventures, other boys and never a

girl in the whole volume. What more
could a boy reader desire: it is all his

*The Senior Lieutenant’s Wager,
Benziger Bros., N. Y. $1.25.

* The Race for Copper Island, by
Henry S. Spalding, S. J. Benziger
Bros, N. Y. $.85.

story and his sister is not in it. For
our part we prefer Miss Crowley’s De¬
troit romances, but we are growing up
and our interests are broadening, while
Fr. Spalding writes for the boy who is
only a boy and tells himi a real good
story.

Bishop McFaul of Trenton has issued
a pastoral letter on The Christian
Home,’ which while intended for our
elders has a fund of instruction even

for our younger men. It covers all the
ground of duty, peril, beauty and pro¬
tection of family life and breathes
throughout the spirit of Christ teaching
the world of to-day from the lessons
two thousand years old how the house¬
hold may be kept incontaminate and its
members stand fast in the Lord in the
brave performance of duty and the sweet
culture of holy life.

The Rights of Our Little Onesf is a
short catechisml on tide question of the
education of the young as it bears on
parent, Church and State. The fact
that it is front the pen of Father Janies
Conway, S. J., of Canisius College, Buf¬
falo, is a sufficient guarantee that its
subject is handled with the mastery of
one who knows whereof he speaks. This
issue is a reprint from an original edi¬
tion in 1890.

"'Benziger Bros. $.15.

t Benziger Bros. $.10,
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The last series of joint debates be¬
tween the Universities of Georgetown
and George Washington has been won

by George Washington and the blue and
buff which has been victorious in two

out of the' three contests now flaunts

proudly and defiantly over the blue and
the grey. The deciding contest was
held in Gaston Hall on the evening of
May 27th. In seven debates had the
two institutions already clashed their
steels, and in six of these Georgetown
had won. The seventh struggle was
the second in the series and in - this

Georgetown went down in defeat. The
contest then stood one to one and the
blood of the contestants grew warm.
Never in the history of either Univer¬
sity had jthe enthusiasm waxed so high,
never was there such determination to

win.,/ The debaters chosen were the

pick of the two schools and they and
every other man associated with the de¬
bate exerted their utmost energies to¬

wards making the contest a crowning
success.

On the evening of the contest, every
seat in Gaston Hall was taken, though
the number of tickets had been limited
to such an extent that they failed to sup¬
ply one-half the demand. George
Washington’s enthusiasts were given
the Northern side of the hall. The ad¬
herents of Georgetown occupied the
Southern porticp. The same division
was maintained on the stage, President
Needham and other members of the fac¬

ulty of George Washington ’and several
labor leaders being seated in the rear of
George Washington’s debaters, while
behind the represent;! H w s of Ge rgetown
were Rev. Fr. Daugherty, Mr. leaker,
Chief Justice Shepard, Mr. O'Donoghue,
Mr. Easby-Smith, several members of
the College faculty and prominent
friends of the l 'niversity. The plat¬
form was decorated with palms,. and in
front of the debaters the tables, piled
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high with books and references, were
decked in the colors of the respective
schools. The rooters had taken posses¬
sion of the greater part of the balcony
and the halls of old Georgetown had
not heard such yelling for many a day.

Haley’s Orchestra and the Glee Club
of Georgia Washington furnished the
music. The question for debate was:

Resolved, That the maintenance of
the “open shop” subserves the better in¬
terests of the laboring classes.

Interpretation: The term “open
shop” shall be interpreted to mean any

shop in a trade where union and non¬
union men work together.

Georgetown had the affirmative and
was represented by Messrs. William F.
X. Geoghan, Charles H. English and
Henry I. Quinn, with Mr. Michael J.
Leahy as alternate. The debaters, off
George Washington were Messrs. Rob¬
ert B. Pharr, Leonie Bone and Samuel
Edelstein, with Mr. Louis Cohen as al¬
ternate. The debate was presided over

by Mr. Joseph A. Lennon, president of
the Georgetown Debating Society, and
the judges were Hon. S. N. D. North,
Director of the Census, Hon. Arthur B.
Hayes, Solicitor of Internal Revenue,
and Hon. E- Dana Durand of the Bu¬
reau of Corporations. Mr. North gave
the decision, which was unanimously in
the negative.

Great praise is due the efforts of all
the debaters. Of George Washington,
Mr. Edelstein deserves special mention,
as it was largely through his work that
the debate was won. His speech was
{narked for its power and earnestness

and for the great amount of matter he
crowded into the twenty minutes accord¬
ed him. We sincerely congratulate him
and his colleagues for their victory.

Georgetown’s debaters, though defeat¬
ed, were, each and every one of them,
well up to the standard. Their speech¬
es were forceful as well as elegantly fin¬
ished, their delivery polished and their
reasoning cogent. The fault which ac¬
counts for our defeat probably rests in
the fact that though a great amount of
proof had been amassed, it had not been
moulded into a sufficiently convincing
form.

To those members of the Law Facul¬

ty, who honored us by their presence at
the debate, we must tender our sincerest
gratitude. The whole University should,
and we believe does, appreciate the inter¬
est they manifest in our affairs. But it
is with shame that we must confess the
smallness of their numbers. Only four
of our large and imposing Legal Fac¬
ulty could find it convenient to be pres¬
ent at an affair so important in the an¬
nals of the University as an Intercol¬
legiate debate. To this apparent indif¬
ference of the faculty, add the want ol
loyalty and University spirit of the stu¬
dent body, and the moral support so es¬
sential to success is almost totally lack¬
ing. Although the debate was held in
our own building where the undergrad¬
uates have their residence, very few of
the College men even presented them¬
selves at the debate. Fewer participat¬
ed in the cheering. The contrast to the
great crowd from George Washington
was marked. Even our law men



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 443

showed up in meagre numbers, but it
must be said for the credit of those who
did come, that they might well be en¬
vied for their loyalty. Soliialiuess is

grained in human nature, but when this
selfishness is so manifest in a youth who
is cherished and nourished under the fold
of the blue and grey, that he is found
wanting in due loyalty and devotion, in
the time of need, he is no longer worthy,
in his ingratitude, to be called a son of
old Georgetown.

It is to be hoped that these thrusts
will be taken kindly. The trouble is
that we have been beaten decisively and
must work out our discomfort on some

one.

Despite our defeat, however, the past
year has been an auspicious one, not so
much in outward manifestations as in

the constant development of forces with¬
in. This together with certain other
prospects, as yet too immature to be
mentioned here, presage for next year
a series of noteworthy achievements.

D. C. Ellis (Law), ’07.

COLLEGE NOI ES.

Oh to call back the days that are not!
How pleasant they seem, those vanished
days of ease and contentment. As we
now rush in the turmoil and excitement
of examinations, their memory comes
over our heated brows as a cooling
zephyr, all the dearer for being gone.
Once we could take late sleeps with im¬
munity, and could slip out oi an evening
with the confidence of being excused
from lessons the next day; once we
could revel in the warm sunshine and

ruthlessly consign examination time to

the furthermost extremity of Hades.
But now the sons of Georgetown weep
and will not be comforted—at least, not
until after the seventeenth of June.
Truly “a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is
remembering happier days.”
PHILONOM OSIAN PRIZE DE¬

BATE.

Among the various events of the
mionth the annual debate of the Phil-
onomosian society takes precedence,
both as to merit and to public notice.
Everybody agrees that seldom has a
better debate been given by any society
at Georgetown. The speeches were

convincing, the debaters gave promise
of future distinction and the audience

was unusually large and in part unusu¬
ally attractive. While the college or¬
chestra “did itself proud” in the way
of music, the hero of the evening was
Air. ALudd, who won the gold medal
given for the best debate. The pro¬

gram was as follows:
Question: Resolved, That the Unit¬

ed States should establish commercial

reciprocity with Canada.
Chairman, Robert Henry Kelley, Tex.
Debaters: 1st affirmative, Benjamin

Jeffs, Alich.; 1st negative, Hughes
Spalding, Ga.; 2nd affirmative, Walter
Griffin Aludd, Aid.; 2nd negative, John
Herman Hood, Jr., D. C.

Judges: Daniel W. O’Donoghue, Ph.
D., William N. Roach, A. B., Harry R.
Gower, A. B.

Program: Selections! from Alartha,
Flotow, College Orchestra. Address of
chairman. Speech of first affirmative.
Strolling in the Aloonlight, Beyer, Cop
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lege Orchestra. Speech of first nega¬
tive. Solo—selected, Eugene Ouimet,
’05. Speech of second affirmative.
Lazarre Waltzes, H. B. Blanke, College
Orchestra. Speech of second negative.
Selections from Prince of Pilsen, Lu-
ders. College Orchestra. Decision of
Judges. Silly Billy, *Bendix, College
Orchestra.

Officers of the Philonomosian Debat¬

ing Society: President, Mr. J. J. Daley,
S. J.; Vice President, Robert Henry
Kelley, Tex.; Secretary, Benjamin Jeffs,
Mich.; Treasurer, Hughes Spalding,
Ga.; Amanuensis, Thomas Maurice
Boyle, Penn.; -1st Censor,' Raymond
Gaynor Laub, Conn.; 2nd Censor, Den¬
nis P. Dowd, N. Y.

Arrangements Committee: Martin
Francis Douglas, N. C., Chairman; Ad¬
rian Van Sinderlin Lindsley, Tenn.;
Charles Patrick Ward, Mass.; Freder¬
ick Lewis Laing, Md.; Denis P. Dowd,
N. Y.; William Robert Rice, N. Y.

Reception Committee: Addison Knox
Lusk, Chairman; Howard Geoirge
Smith, N. Y.; Simon Kemp Edmon-
ston, D. C.; Thomas Maurice Boyle,
Penn.; Howard Aston Macdonald, Ky.;
William Vincent Brown, Penn.

Another occasion of instruction as

well as of pleasure was the visit of Mr.
Woollert. To those who don’t know we

will explain that Mr. Woollert is an elo¬
cutionist whose fame lias traveled
throughout the country. Several selec¬
tions, both humorous and pathetic, from
well-known authors were rendered by
him to the great delight of the student

body. I Tis kindness is appreciated and
his future visits will be looked forward
to with great eagerness.

Things around here were beginning
to be rather quiet when the baseball
team went on its northern trip and the
first flush of victory and of the pocket-
book was wearing away. So the upper
corridorites conceived the idea of enliv¬

ening their spirits by a banquet which,
we are informed, was a howling success.

Another banquet deserving mention
in these notes is that of the Philonomos¬
ian Debating Society. For the last
time the members met together around
a board draped with turkey and other
such funereal accessions, and with tears
in their eyes and eloquence in their
mouths bade a final farewell to every¬
thing in sight. This closed a most suc¬
cessful year for the Philonomosians and
their officers are to be congratulated up¬
on their splendid work and especially
the Rev. Moderator, Mr. Daley, to
whose efforts the excellence of the so¬

ciety is mainly due.

Owing to the condemnation by the
fire inspector of the New National
Theater, the annual debate between the
law schools of Georgetown and George
Washington Universities was held in
Gaston Alumni Hall in May. And the
seating capacity of the hall was taxed to
the uttermost capacity to accommodate
the crowds that poured in to witness
the forensic contest. The rooting con¬
tingents of both colleges were seated in
the gallery opposite one another, while
the fairer adherents were in the main
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|Xidv of the hall. The presidents of the
two colleges, with other notables, were
on the stage. No one would be sur¬
prised to hear that the acoustic proper¬
ties of the hall have been seriously de¬
ranged—such an uproar of yells greet¬
ed the appearance of each debater.
Georgetown would first yell, George
Washington would counter yell, then
both would veil together. But after the
clamor of the strife had shown some

signs of abatement, the Judges ventured
to approach and announce that after
calm deliberation and quiet reflection,
George Washington had m their esti¬
mation, gotten the better M the contest.
Whereupon the tumult broke out with
renewed intensity and for all we know
it may be waging yet. Doubtless some
echo' of it will be heard in the Law
notes.

While it is true that strictly speaking
it does not fall within the confines of
the college wall, yet it is so closely unit¬
ed with the hearts and pocket-books of
the student body and soul, that we deem
it imperative to chronicle the annual oc¬
currence of Trinity Fair. Towards
nightfall when the lights of the Japanese
lanterns began to twinkle, a vague feel¬

ing of unrest seem to pervade the at¬
mosphere, which even the presence of
the prefect himself did not serve to quell.
That was the first symptom. Tf any

one had wished to see the disease at its
height lie should have peeped into the
dancing hall about two hours later,
where to his surprise he may have
learned that others were asi much
wrapt up in the interests of the George¬
town boys as Father Rector himself.

If any one had tears to shed or

laughs to laugh or heroism to be stirred
up. the public contest in elocution was

just the place for him. All kinds of
declamation, witty, sad, patriotic pugil¬
istic, was delivered in a most excellent
way. But Mr. Rex Frye imitated a

prize fight in so realistic a style that
many mistook him for an ex-ringer
giving an exhibition of fistic prowess.
The second and third places of merit
were awarded to Messrs. Brennan and
Edmonston respectively.

We suppose that it is known to all of
the Journal’s readers that our com¬
mencement exercises will be held at the
college on the 15th of June. You and
your friends are most cordially invited
to be with us on that occasion.
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WITH THE OLD BOYS.
Welcome news has come to us of the

great success that Dan McCarthy, ’99,
Medical, is achieving. Dr. McCarthy,
who lives in Davenport, Iowa, was re¬

cently calLed in to attend a case in which
the hand of the patient had been badly
burned by carbolic acid. Before Dr.
McCarthy was summoned several phy¬
sicians had attempted various methods
of skin grafting, but had been unsuc¬
cessful and had decided that it would

be necessary to amputate the member.
He, however, conceived the idea of skin
grafting by abdominal incision. The
operation was performed and proved to
be entirely successful. This is reported
to be the second operation of the kind
successfully performed in this country.
Dan will be remembered as captain and
first baseman of our famous ’99 team,
probably the best team that ever repre¬
sented any college. The Journal ex¬
tends its congratulations.

T. J. O’Connell, ex-’99, has just fin¬

ished a course in St. Vincent’s Hospital
in New York City, and has decided to
locate in that city. In 1902 he gradu¬
ated at the New York University,
School of Medicine. His brother "Bill”

is now in the class of 1908.
‘‘Tim” Moran, 1901, was in town a

few days ago. lie came down to be
present at the graduation of his sister at
the Visitation Convent. This is Tim’s
last year in medicine at the University
of Pennsylvania.

Another of the class of 1901 was in
town lately. Asa Gracie, who last year
graduated from the Law School, came
from his home in Little Rock, Ark., to
attend a wedding in Baltimore. On his
way home he made a short visit to
Washington. From all reports Asa’s
first year as a lawyer has been a success¬
ful one.

Martin Conboy, ’97 Law, is now the
law partner of ex-Attorney-General
Griggs of New York. He was in town
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a short time ago to argue a case before
the U. S. Supreme Court. He lives in
East Orange, N. J., and has his offices
in New York City. While in George¬
town Mr. Conboy was prominent in de¬
bates at the Law School.

The Washington Times in . comment¬
ing on one of the Fordham games played
in New York City says: “A large crowd
of old Georgetown men were present.
Jimmy Taylor, the pitcher away back in
1885; Stanley Brady, Charley McCahill,
the Fitzgerald brothers and James Mc¬
Laughlin witnessed the game.”

Father Whitney, S. J., who was our
President from 1898 to 1901, watched
us beat Holy Cross. Father Whitney
is always loyal to Georgetown and was
much pleased at our victory.

Frank Palms, ’04, and Grattan
Dwyer, ex-’o6, both of Detroit, Mich,
passed through Washington on their
way to Europe.

Clement Manley, ’76, made a brief
visit to the College on May 11. While
a student here Mr. Manley was inti¬
mately connected with all forms of Col¬
lege activity. He was one of the first
editors of the Journal and was the win¬
ner of a prize given by the Journal for
a series of articles entitled “De Quibus-
darn Rebus.” He won the Merrick
medal and several other prizes. In ad¬
dition to these things, old records show
us that he was “Choir Leader.” Mr.

Manley is now a lawyer in Winston, N.
C. In the name of Georgetown the
Journal extends its welcome.

The following is an extract from the
Baltimore Sun of June 6:

“Miss Helm Frances t.-get* laugh¬

ter of the late Charles Snowden Con-

tee, of Contee, Md., was married yester¬
day afternoon at 1 o’clock to Mr.
Charles Martell, of Boston. The cere¬

mony was performed at St. Ann’s Cath¬
olic church, Greenmiount avenue and
Twenty-second street, by Rev. Lucien
Johnston. Only the members of the
immediate families of the bride and

groom were present. * * * The
best man was Mr. Leon A. Martell, of
Georgetown University, a brother of the
groom.”

Mr. Martell is one of the prominent
young members of the Boston bar. Lie
is a graduate of the Georgetown Law
School. The Journal extends its con¬

gratulations.
Another Baltimore wedding of inter¬

est to Georgetown occurred on June 6.
Miss Mary Dunlop Thomas was mar¬
ried to Mr. Raphael Semmes Payne.
Mr. Payne was a member of the class of
1879. The Journal extends its congrat¬
ulations.

The following, is from the Daily Pio¬
neer-Times of Deadwood, South Da¬
kota :

“Daniel J. McLaughlin, a former
well-known Deadwood newspaper man,
a brother of William L. McLaughlin of
this city and son of the late Judge Dan¬
iel McLaughlin, died yesterday after¬
noon at ten o’clock at San Francisco.
* * * Mr. McLaughlin was thirty-
seven years old and had been born at
Cheyenne, Wyoming. He came to
Deadwood with his parents in the early
days of the Black Hills, when a very

voung boy. Lie afterwards graduated at
Georgetown University, near Washing-
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ton, D. C. Eor several years lie was
connected with the Dcadwood newspa¬
pers as a reporter and was for a long
time city editor on the Pioneer. He
also studied law and was admitted to

the bar. In 1893 he left Dead wood to
attend the World’s Fair at Chicago and
never returned to the Black Plills. He
went into newspaper work, gravitated to
California and has been employed on
the papers there up to the time of his
death. His last work was on the San
Francisco Call.”

The Journal extends its sympathy to
the family in their sorrow. R. I. P.

Just before going to press we received
news of the marriage of Miss Anne
Pickrell McKenney to Mr. Howard
Sawyer Harrington. The wedding was
celebrated in Petersburg, Va., on the
14th inst. Mr. Harrington was a mem¬
ber of the class of 1899, but left Col¬
lege in his Sophomore year. He then
went to the Law School of Columbia
University and after graduation settled
in New York City, where he is now a

very successful lawyer. In the name of
his old schoolmates the Journal extends
its hearty congratulations.
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athletics.

We suppose that everyone is aware
that the exams are on in full force about
this time of the year, and in consequence

they should not expect very much in
this column in a detailed way. Of

course we are going to give you the
scores of the games and a few other
minor details; we shall say a few words
concerning the momentous meeting of
the Athletic Association ; we shall give
the crew a sentence or so, and then be¬
take ourselves to the realms of yester¬
day, shall leave for Rome and Attica.
May 3—Georgetown 5, Commission¬

ers 4.
Seven errors on the part of the Com¬

missioners were greatly responsible for
their defeat. For them the game was

pitched by one of our Prep men, Colli-
flower, who will be a Freshman next
fall; and lie made a very creditable
showing indeed, since we only got eight
hits, as opposed to thirteen on the part
of the Commissioners. The errors

stood two to seven in their favor, but
with good headwork their greater num¬
ber of hits should have discounted this.

However, when all’s said and done the
score, stands five to four and somebody
else made the four.

Ma}^ 10—Georgetown 10, Gallaudet 2.
Gallaudet—five errors, Georgetown

one; Gallaudet three hits, G. U. thir¬
teen ; Gallaudet two runs, Georgetown
ten. Thus runs the story and as the
small boy says, “Youse kin lay yer coin
on it dat dat’s as fur as de story’s
a-goin’.”

May 17—Fordham 6, Georgetown o.

No, no, Fordham did not do a thing
to us, only did what we did to Harvard
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last year. The boys here all seemed to
think that they would have a nice little
runaway match with Fordham—and
they did, only the New Yorkers did the
running and we tried to do the handing
on. The fact of the matter is that we

were outplayed at every stage of the
game. We were outplayed and out-
batted and we were out-pitched. Four
of their runs were scored by Raftis’
homer over the bank when all the sacks
were occupied. The others—well to
tell you the truth we were so mad and
mussed up that we don't exactly know
how they did come in, suffice it to say
that they got there. To sum things up
a bit, Fordham got eight hits to our
three, two errors to our three and‘six
runs to our—excuse me, gentlemen of
Fordham, but it was a great temptation
to write those five letters again—it
would not look half so bad.

May 13—Georgetown 5, Navy 4.
Fast base running, good headwork

and hard hitting won this game. Of
course you will say that it will win any

game, hut in this case we had four er¬
rors and the Middies had none, now per¬

haps you can find a reason for the close
score. The hits stood at ten to four in
our favor, and some of them were good
hard ones too, for they do say that Mor¬
gan’s homer to left in the first inning
was the longest in the history of ball¬
playing at Annapolis.

Larry Drennan pitched a good game,
but it was not what he has been doing
since. This was Howard Smith’s last

game as he had to leave College and
join his people for a long trip to the
West.

May 20—Wilmington 5, Georgetown 1.
Reader, dear, can you list to another

tale of woe ? Five errors, two hits and
one run for us, one error, six hits and
five runs for Wilmington—there now
you have my little tale. Hart’s hit was
a trio sung by Hub alone and Morgan’s
was a duet. ’Nuff ced.

NORTHERN TRIP.

May 27—Yale 7, Georgetown 1.
Big Yale Jackson turned the tables

on us this time as he did not have to go
up against either Ayer or Drennan. Lar¬
ry had some that he could not miss,
Ayer was laid up with what was at first
thought to be diptheria and Smith had
gone off with his family. Here was a

pretty state of affairs indeed, and con¬

sequently White had to do the work
against Yale. He did it, too, and de¬
serves great credit for it. We got five
hits to Yale’s seven and three errors to

their none, Curry and McGettigan as
usual coming in for their share of the
misplays. Well, facts must stand and
we have to hurry on to the exams.

May 29—Fordham 6, Georgetown 5.
Larry Drennan showed his superior¬

ity over McLane when he held the Ford-
hamites down to seven hits while we

got 12 off McLane. It was for six er¬
rors as usual that killed us, for the
Gothams made only three misplays. In
spite of all these—unfortunate occur¬
rences, we shall call them, the score was

a tie in the ninth inning, and we made a
run in the ninth. Plowever, when
Fordham; took their try at the bat they
managed to squeeze in a couple, giving
them the game by a narrow margin.
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May 30—Georgetown 13, Fordham 7.
While McLane was taking his little

rest we at last ran away with the Ford-
hamites to the tune of thirteen to seven.

How on earth we ever managed to turn
the trick I am sure I cannot tell. Jim
Burns played the star game of the day,
making some fine plays, and then to cap
the climax, driving out a homer when
the bases were full. The tale is too

long to go into details so we will sign
ourselves, “Respectively yours.”
May 31—Holy Cross 1, Georgetown 4.

A large hit column was the only thing
that saved the error column from de¬

feating us at Holy Cross. Fourteen
hits amply discounted the four errors,
but Holy Cross could not overcome their
three errors with five hits. Besides

beating Holy Cross we had to beat the
umpire. For instance, Billy Keane ran
in and made a fine catch of a long fly
and the umpire said that he caught it
on the short bound, calling tjie man safe
and allowing the run—which by the way
was the only one they got; again the
first baseman on the Holy Cross team
dropped the ball, but Mr. Umpire called
the runner out, stating that he could
not change his decision, having called
the man out before the ball was ever

caught we suppose. We do not like to
kick against an umpire, but in such fla¬
grant cases as this there certainly should
he something said.

June 1—Dartmouth 1, Georgetown o.

Catching a train at three in the morn¬

ing is not at all conducive to winning a

game the next day and this is exactly
what we were up against. We out-

batted the Dartmouth boys, they out¬
played us, we needed sleep and they
didn't; there you have the statement of
facts so far as I can glean them and it
would look as though the odds were two
to one against us. Drennan, Morgan
and Larkin played the best game for us,

Larry getting seven assists and not an
error. Curry as usual got his quota of
errors, making two, one of which was

partly responsible for the one run of the
Dartmouthites.

June 3—Brown 8, Georgetown 12.
Brown is the only one that has come

anything like near us in the gathering
of errors, getting six to our seven. The
hits stood even at eight apiece. From
all accounts things must have been aw¬

fully slow. Everybody must have hit,
walked and fumbled at the same time.
Loose playing and baseball thick-headed¬
ness seem to have been the chief char¬
acteristics of the game. However, in
this our “almost” last appearance of the
year, we hope no one will have any hard
feelings against us for a few knocks
here and there as they were all given in
the best possible spirit and with no hard
feelings on our side, for really we are a

good-natured set on the Board.

NOTES.

At the meeting of the Athletic Asso¬
ciation of Georgetown University the
agreement with Virginia, completed
some time ago by a com*mittee, with
whose appointment the boys had nothing
on earth to do and of whose actions the

only news they heard was through the
medium of the newspapers, was reject-
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ed by a unanimous vote after a long and
heated debate. Chief among the speak¬
ers was Mr. Abbaticchio of the Law
School. He handled the subject in a

masterly way, going over it from start
to finish. The Association has instruct¬
ed the Advisory Board to do all in their
power to make a satisfactory agreement
with Virginia.

Furthermore, we at last have a Con¬
stitution for this body and it was adopt¬
ed and will be signed by the Rector (or
so he intimated) at the earliest possible
time.

The elections for officers for the en¬

suing* year were held with the follow¬
ing results :

President. Mr. Cockrell of Florida,
’06.

Secretary, Mr. Mudd of Maryland,
06.

Assistant Manager of Baseball, Air.
Cogan of Massachusetts, ’oS.

Assistant Manager of Field and
Track, Mr. Crummey of New York,’08.

Assistant Manager of Crew, Mr.
Stuart of New York, ’07.

It has been given out, whether au¬

thoritatively or not we do not know,
that Sam Apperious is going to play
with the Montpelier (Vt.) team this
summer as soon as the College season is
over.

Mr. Dempsey’s hopes for a good crew
are rising and by the time that this
comes out they will be nearly ready to
take themselves off to Poughkeepsie.
The date of the race has been changed
to the 28th of June as the railroad au¬
thorities did not like to send special
trains over the road just before the
Fourth of July as the passenger traffic
is unusually heavy at that time. The
account of the race will be found in the,

July Journal.
With the best of wishes to the differ¬

ent College teams in the country, and
hoping that everybody gets through
their exams, the Editor decamps.

R. H. Kei,i.Ey, ’08.

See AA files for

1905, May 22nd

Open letter to JOURNAL
by Francis M. Foy, AB 1904
which they refused to

print.


