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©ctober. 

Oh, hark to the night-wind whistling by! 

The fall of the year comes down the way, 
The sky of evening shows pale gray, 

The stars come quick and bright on high ; 

The linden leaves are brown and dry, 
And the air is chill at set of day 

From the breath of the night-wind whistling by, 

A? the fall of the. year comes down the way. 

The woods at night-fall strain and sigh; 
The birds are still or blown away; 
The buds are dead that bloomed in May, 

My own heart fills with a still-born cry, 
. As shrill the night-wind whistles by, 

And fast the fall comes down the way. 
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A TRICK OF THE MASTER*

The hot summer day had gone.

Slowly the evening breeze grew, send¬
ing its blessing into the sweltering
homes of the crowded tenement block.
The trees in the little park across the
wa\ rustled and shook their branches
thankfully; little puffs of smoke float¬
ed down the street, in the wake of the
cool breeze; men and women, raised
their heads to catch its perfume; the
red-faced babies, crying with the sum¬
mer’s heat, ceased their plaintive wail¬
ing and slept. Dirty-legged boys skip¬
ped in the streets, girls waltzed to the
tinkling tune of a hurdy gurdy, mothers
-milingly watched their daughters saun¬
ter off with their lovers and were happy:
happy that the night had come, with
its big sullen-faced moon. It came
stealing over the house-tops, shimmer¬
ing through the puffing steam clouds of
the big exhaust pipes, bathing in its
light, a mean, ill furnished room at the
rear of the block. By the window of
the room stood a piano, its numerous
scratches and dirty yellow keys, showing
in the light. On a gaudy couch in the
corner of the room, a woman lay asleep
and at her side sat a man sadly studying
her face. He patted her thin hands and
intently watched the black hair caress¬
ing the peaceful face. “Poor Elvira”,
he murmured. A light of pity, of sor¬
row. and love shone in his eyes, as he
arose and began nervously pacing up
and down the room. He looked out in

to the city, where the lights gleamed
like giant fire-flies. Coming back and
assuring himself that the woman still
slept, he guiltily crept to the piano and
played. Tenderly and softly, his fin¬
gers touched the keys and tenderly
came the resting air spirited away out
into the night It seemed, that the
man’s life, with all its sorrow and bit¬
terness, lived in its harmony. It merged
into one grand conflicting strain,
where all the joys, hopes and ambitions
of his life, were drowned and smother¬
ed in a flood of mournful music. It was

the despairing prayer of a passionate
heart; the wail of an ill starred career.

The sound echoed down through the
sordid halls of the block. Tenants
heard but could not divine the story,
could not feel the pathos palpitating in
every note. The sobbing of the teething
babies sunk to a sleepy moan. The
cross bark of a mongrel dog ceased,
and when the music had stopped the
halls still resounded with its lingering
strain. The man still sat at the piano,
his hands resting on the keys. A
woman’s arms stole around his neck,
her burning face pressed close to his.
“Ah, it is beautiful, it is grand Gigi,”
she whispered. He rose and roughly
clasped her hand. “Grand and beauti¬
ful, Elvira?” he laughed bitterly. “It
is because you know, because like me
ybu dream of beauty and of goodness.
Ah, God,” he fiercely cried, his body
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shaking with terrible passion, “How
long must I play to these dirty people
of the vaudeville? How long must I
toil and drudge and slave for recogni¬
tion? How long must I endure these
cursed, damning failures, that are eat¬
ing out my life, eating away my knowl¬
edge of the true and the good in life?
Always the same! Always the same!
The dirty theatre, and the dirty snicker¬
ing audience. They think of beauty,—
bf art? Oh, good God, I am a fool,
a poor fool!” He dragged her to the
window. “Let us go away, Elvira,
away somewhere, anywhere! Away
from the rot and cruelty of it all! Ah,
I know that you are ill, very ill; I can
see the monster gathering its strength
to snatch you away from me. It is for
you I have toiled and drudged, in the
hope of taking success home to you.
Let us go away, Elvira, where I can
work for you; work in the streets, work
at anything as long as we are away
from here. Don’t ask me, Elvira, to
stay here and bear the mockery of my
failures, to see their sneers, to hear the
taunts and insults of an ignorant peo¬

ple. No, no; I will not do it, Elvira,
I cannot do it.”

His head sunk on her breast and she
fondled the damp and matted hair. The
exhaustion of weeks of work, the re¬
action of nervous worry drew the hot
tears, that fell and were caught in the
(Kse and fall of her bosom. She flicked
them away, with the soft touch of a

mother’s hand soothing an injured
child.

“No, no, Gigi,” she encouraged,
“Listen: we must not go away. Think

you that I would have you toil and
drudge for me? Do I want you to stay
because I am ill ? Foolish, foolish boy!
It is for yourself, it is for your success.
Because you will succeed—ah, I know
it! They will hear you yet, Gigi, and
will see the injustice of the past. Think
•of it, Gigi; think on what it means to
master them; to feel the innate power
that grows and conquers you and drives
these poor people to your will. To have
them praise you, to have them cry aloud
your name, to have them hunger for
your art. Success, Gigi, that is suc¬
cess ! And that is why I want you to
stay. We will stay and fight it out,
will we not, Gigi ? I cannot die until
then, until you have fame. And then
we shall be happy, and we can smile
and laugh and talk over the old times.
Ah, the bitterness of the old times!
And then I can turn to these heedless
and mocking people, to this dull and
cruel world, and tell them that this man

who has won honors and fame, who
has received the plaudits of the people,
is my husband,—my Gigi.”

The noise of the city’s life floated in
through the window, where the cur¬
tains were idly flapping. But the city’s
clamor, its bustle, life, and activity did
not disturb them. They were alone;
alone, in their own little world, with
their own hopes, their own joys and
ambitions. And the silence, deep and
sacred, wrapped them in its golden
mesh, with the stars above happily
blinking.

As the time approached for the be¬
ginning of the evening performance at
the Bijou Theatre, the place became



4 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

pervaded with an air of excitement.
The running of ushers, the slamming of
chairs, the hurried rush in the gallery,
rustling of papers and programmes and
cracking of peanuts, formed the usual
prelude to the coming of the orchestra.
The musicians came and were greeted
by a roar of delight from the gallery.
The blare and crash of the cymbal-like
music, made the women happy, and as
many as had babies, gave them a last
few preparatory touches, and awaited
the lift of the curtain. The men closed
their papers and smoked rapidly. The
policeman rapped his stick, and the
hooting cries of the gallery were
silenced. The lights darkened, and amid
the crashing finale of the music, the
curtain went up. At once the audience
became intent on the different sketches.

“Luigi Danzi,—Musical Artist,’' was
one of the last acts, and a faint acknowl¬

edgement greeted him as he stepped on
the stage. The people became notice¬
ably restless and nervous, and waited
for him in patient good nature to be
done. They were tired of this Danzi,
with his high-flown music,—his songs,
for which they did not, could not care.

They wanted melody, akin to them in
their daily struggle; something which
would please them, because it lay with¬
in the range of their appreciation. As
the pale-faced man slowly seated him¬
self at his piano, he tried in vain to
make out the sea of faces confronting
him. He felt for these poor, rough
people, and be thought of his victory
could he but mal e them understand. If
he could draw them away with him,
away from their sorrows and meagre

joys, away from the narrow routine of
their day’s existence, from the cruelty
and hardship of their lives, and lead
them, lead them to realms of peace, of
quiet, and of beauty; regions where he
roamed in the fancy of his art. Night
after night he had played and sang to
this same motley gathering. But they
would not hear—they could not under¬
stand. He had dreamed of success; his
failures rankled within him, maddening
him and driving him to work the hard¬
en. The musical taste of these people
grated on his temperament. He had
tried, oh, how he had tried to be one

with them in their ideas. But his

gentleness, his refinement, art, and
delicacy, had called him back to claim
him as their own. As he sat, idly
thumbing the piano, the sea of faces
ebbed; the shuffling of feet and crack¬
ling of papers and noisy unrest, be¬
came a gentle whispering. The tobacco
smoke wreathed its way to the soiled
ceiling, circling around the flaring
lights. It was a quiet ordering him
to begin. In the tense stillness, he
thought for a moment of Elvira. Not
that she was there. But he could see

her; the beautiful and wasted face
watching him in encouragement and
pity. Her confidence and trust mad¬
dened him; maddened him, because he
thought of failure,—blank, dismal
failure, that had, night after night,
twined its arms around him. Oh, if
they would only look up for the mo¬
ment, these dirty, rugged people. If
they would only rise to sniff the good
clean air, if they would only listen to
him and hear him play,—he felt that
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he could teach them, that he could lift
them up from the rut of their common¬

place existence. The image of the
woman became more distinct. But his

brain was sick; sick with the still pres¬
ent thought of again failing; poisoned,
with the look of disappointment on the
woman’s face. His head bent over the

keys. “God help me,” he moaned. His
weakness for the moment nearly mas¬
tered him. Then the despair of his
fruitless struggles for recognition, came
and conquered him. He had striven to
strike a responsive chord in the breasts
of his listeners. He had dreamed of

implanting beauty and higher ideals
into them. But it was useless. The
farce of always trying and not accom¬

plishing his end, loomed before him in
mocking reality. A reckless smile raced
over his face and he played. Intuitive¬
ly, the people awoke from their in¬
difference and became attentive. The
men of the orchestra looked at him

stupidly. What? This man, this Danzi,
this dago artist, playing something they
knew! Playing one of their songs,—
a melody of the street! The silence
deepened and became fraught with the
feelings and passion coming from these
people, to meet that of the performer.
They sank back in their seats, content¬
edly, restively, to drink it all in. They
had heard the thing a thousand times.
But their natural instinct told them that
here there was something different.
They began to see—to understand.
They at last looked up from the narrow
groove of their existence as they felt
the power of the man, as they began
to grasp his personality. This poor,

delicate-faced fellow, lived with them,
mingled with them in this common
street song. In it the pathos of his life
rushed to meet theirs; he shared their
sorrows and their mean joys. And he
sang", his voice rolling out into the be¬
grimed and foul place, making the at¬
mosphere better and purer. The filth,
the dirt, faded away, and everything
became bright and cheerful and whole¬
some. They were pleased, intensely
pleased. The man was good, he was
fine! As he finished they applauded
and stamped their feet. The men
rapidly puffed their cigars; the women
buzzed, their eyes shining in admira¬
tion at him. The gallery yelled in
astonishment and cried for more. But
the yell was softened and had lost its
old-time shrillness. They really wanted
to hear him ag'ain. Another piece he
played, but not of the streets. The goal
for which he had toiled and drudged at
last loomed before him. They listened
to him, these poor people, and he rose
with all the might that was within him
to snatch the crown he saw waiting.
The crown of success, which he could
lay at the feet of his Elvira. Ah, it was

a bit of paradise—this first taste of am¬
bition’s fruit! He played and sang to
them a ballad of his own land. And as

they listened the monotony of their life,
their animal fight for existence disap¬
peared. Their coarseness melted away.
But the good that was within them re¬
mained and grew; grew, until their very
being became one with his, soaring
away in the glory of his art to his na¬
tive land-—his country, his home, his
Italy,—with her soft-voiced and dark-
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eyed women; with her romance and
plaintive passion, guarding the moulder¬
ing hones of their makers And again
his Elvira flitted before him, and he
saw the tranquil light deep down in her
eves. He bent over the yellow keys and
coaxed them, lulled and drove them to
do his bidding. He finished. A living
quiet wrapped the house in its sweet
arms. But again the lights blazed, and
again came the blare and crash of the
music. The curtain fell, and a torrent
of feeling and thanks thundered out to
him from these common people,—his
brothers and sisters. But he did not

hear, he could not understand. The
prize was too great, too grand and sub¬
lime. The scene shifters waited for him
to withdraw, but he still bent over the
piano, softly caressing the keys.”
“Thank God, thank God,” he whispered
to the mute instrument. The stage
manager went and tapped him on the
shoulder.

“It's over Danzi.’’ he said. “Don’t be
so doppy. You’re pretty good to-night.
Danzi. You certainly did make a hit.”

Danzi went to his dressing room.
The call-bov handed him a note, and
heedlessly he crumpled it into his
pocket. \\ hen he had finished dress¬

ing he went out into the street, where
the walks glimmered in a drizzling rain,
just beginning to fall.

In the big tenement block the red¬
faced babies were still crying with the
summer s heat. Mrs. Murphy doggedly
bent over her tub completing the day’s
" ork, now and then casting a glance at
the stove where the kettle was singing
* merry croon. Her husband sat apart

in a corner of the room, viciously squint¬
ing at the evening’s paper.

“It’s mighty queer,” remarked Mrs.
Murphy, “that we see nothing of Danzi
across the way. Sure he made a hit
the other night, and everyone is coining
up here looking for him ; but they can’t
get in. Not a sound in there either.
Mighty queer,” and with that sentiment
delivered, she gave a terrible poke at a
cloth bubbling with suds.

“Hadn’t we better mind our own

business, Mary?” came the rejoinder
from the corner. She said nothing and
as her consort manifested no desire to

talk on that subject she speedily finish¬
ed her work, and was soon bustling
about, preparing the evening meal. They
were sitting down to supper, when they
heard a belabored footing on the steps,
and immediately they were startled by
a ponderous knock at the door. It was
Officer O’Toole. “Can you tell me
where Danzi lives,” he gasped, moping
his big face with a red handkerchief,
“It’s someways up here. There’s a
swell party downstairs looking for him,
and they are waiting for him in an auto¬
mobile.” Mrs. Murphy at once be¬
came pervaded with a sense of her im¬
portance to the community. “Well, I
suppose it’s none of my affairs, but I’ll
tell you,” she said. Her husband was

plainly ill at ease. “Now, Mary, hold
your tongue.”

But the wife would not hear and told
her story about her neighbors across the
way, and as it was soon verified by
countless others, the gathering became
quite excited. O’Toole went down and
dismissed the party who had sent him
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on his errand. It was not long- before
he returned, and with him a few fellow
guardians of the law. After much dis¬
cussion, they forced in the door of
Danzi’s tenement. They saw in the
gathering dusk a woman lying clasped
in a man’s arms. His face bore a piti¬
ful look of wonderment as he saw them
enter, but he continued to pat the wo¬
man’s white hand, and press back the
black hair over her temples. His eyes
blazed and he softly laughed and talked
to himself. Very soon, the officious
little ambulance doctor came. He felt
the woman’s pulse and gave a depreci¬
ating jerk to his head. Going to the
table he picked from it a small bottle.

“Digitalis,” he remarked aloud.
“What’s that you say, doctor,” gruffly
asked O’Toole, “What did it?” “Oh,
nothing; weak heart.”

As they unclasped the man's arms
from around the woman’s white neck, a

little crumpled bit of paper fell from his
hand and tumbled on the floor. O’Toole
took it up and by the mean light of the
dirty gas, he read : —

Mr. Luigi Danzi,
Bijou Theatre.

Dear Sir: I have just heard you at
the Bijou Theatre, being there with a

party of friends who were slumming
with me. I was somewhat surprised
that a man of your ability should have
such a poor engagement. My wife gives
a concert at our home, “Beachwood,”
next Wednesday night, and I want to
procure your services. There you will
be more appreciated, and I am sure that
this will be but the opening of a very
successful future for you. If my offer
meets with your approval, I will call for
you next Wednesday evening, in my
auto ”

The paper was crushed in the big,
hairy fist of O’Toole. “Poor girl,” he
muttered. “The joy of his success was
too much for her.” Danzi laughed and
cried for the letter. O’Toole hurried
out into the stairways, because they
were dark, and there the pompous little
doctor could not see the big glistening
thing that welled in his honest blue
eye, and breaking, trickled down the
big, blue-veined face.

Joseph Henry Lawler.

Hn Hnswereb fl>ra\>er.
An artist prayed for a model true
Of the Virgin’s color, the heaven’s blue,
And in his dreams his vision met

A God-sent flower—the Violet.
Gjhald Egan, ’06.
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THE RETURN OF THE FEUDAL SYSTEM.

Far back in the years where the out¬
lines of men and things are blurred and
huge, kings were made. A king was a
large-boned, tough, enduring man, who
excelled in the splitting of armored
skulls. Centuries passed, and in their
passing wrought strange jests with this
type of human greatness. Out of the
wreck of things at last emerged a man
who disdained the axe of his fathers,

grown too heavy for his hand, and lay¬
ing Power in the lap of a woman who
had pleased his eyes, grasped the hunt¬
ing-spear and followed the chase in¬
stead. Then, as Carlyle says, he became
a Solecism. This is the first and last
of what we are taught to call feudalism.
In our eyes it is “a dream of things that
were.” It is a flashing dream. Fields
of the cloth of gold, ringing steel and
gaudy banners, portcullises and turrets,
splendor of court and throne, and al¬
ways and everywhere the kneeling hom¬
age of men to the magic name of king.
Such a picture lives in chronicle and
ballad, and in the minds of those that
love the past. Conquests where one peo¬
ple swelled their lands in triumph, an¬
other shrank away and perished; where
were seen episodes of magnanimity and
meanness, ferocity and mercy, to varie¬
gate the epic frieze; and where, above
all, Power, the final prize, was won and
lost, used and abused according to the
genius and foreknowledge of the hand

that held the sword. To dissect the
colossal dream, and coordinate the
factors of an epoch past, is the prosaic
task we must approach.

Feudalism was the piling of all power
upon the grim foundation of military
ascendency; war promising protection
to its victims; a multitudinous contract
between individual authority and indi¬
vidual obedience, whereby the former
was placed beyond the necessity of
future contrasts, and the latter beyond
the reach of present help. An accumu¬
lation of power resulted such that the
overflow could be nothing but a de¬
structive flood. The peoples typify the
fabled horse of Aesop, with his self-
chosen rider and self-inflicted ills.
Their independence was sacrificed to
utility—the immolation of their honor
followed. And while they grovelled, the
other party to the contract became rich
in all things which bring with them
splendor, applause, and rottenness.
Years brought nothing but the quaint¬
ness of antiquity, to clothe with dignity
and awe the long-established state.
Finally a stage was reached where a

settling back, an unexplainable stop¬
ping, an odd balancing and oscillation
began to be felt, betokening the near ap¬
proach of the overthrow. This over¬
throw was a demand of nature—the
terrific sanction of an unalterable law.

‘‘Caveat emptor” is written ip the books,
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“Caveat venditor!” comes a living voice
from the human convulsions that his¬

tory calls her turning-points. A half-
century of literature was filled with yells
at Robespierre. For what?—For being
the conclusion of a syllogism. To find
the premises, glance at Clovis and Louis
XV. A warning grown weary with
self-repetition adopts this realistic wav
od emphasizing itself. The rest is a

story that may be read.
Thus the drama of feudalism worked

itself out. Before we have done with

it, there is a singular point that claims
attention—the longevity of the old sys¬
tem. A vigorous vital principle must
have inspired and supported through all
these centuries so great a sum of
cruelty, wretchedness, and blood. Not
many are the working motives powerful
and universal enough to account for
such a fact. The actual principle is
very human in its application, coming
uncontrived from the natural tendencies
of the race. Just enough caution to
satisfy human providence—just enough
tolerance to endure human cruelty and
injustice—some loyalty and shouting to
nourish self-esteem—and a kindly gift
of periodic blindness, to pass by the re¬
pulsive part of the never-failing human
greed. This combination possesses an

efficacy which approaches omnipotence.
It grows up on earth again and again,
putting forth new foliage at each reap¬
pearance, to be shrivelled by a succeed¬
ing flame of republican fury.

There is this virtue in land laid waste

—in it are no parasitic growths. For.
the excellent reason that there are no

growths at all. And in the rising of the

new harvest such growths do not imme¬
diately reappear. However, our atten¬
tion is due not so much to the levelling
as to the reconstruction. We must mark
the appearance, life, and death of this
phenomenon, feudalism. In order to
make accurate observation of any histori¬
cal fact whatever, we must study the
compass and ply the lead—of the future
a probable opinion at least must be
formed. Movements take place on earth
—accumulations and dispersions, stagna¬
tions and upheavals. They follow each
other in a rotation manifestly logical.
Certain phenomena occur at their incip¬
ient stages. Others take their places till
the series is complete.

A charred expanse is visible on the
burnt-off prairie. Rain falls : the black
turns brown. The sun shines, and an

answering smile of greenness breaks
across the plain. Life teems; plants
suck the soil, insects drill the plant, in¬
sect preys on insect, plant on plant, liv¬
ing and dead, in a complicated species of
mutual extermination that proves to be
only common propagation. The evolu¬
tionist. has his series of facts, the histor¬
ian his, and one is a similitude of the
other.

The feudal principle, as we have seen,
is many-sided. It appeals at once to the
selfish and the generous instincts of the
human heart—to greatness and littleness
—and more important still, to that cau¬
tious, tolerant, contented mediocrity of
which mankind is so largely constituted.
Therefore it is a universal principle—it
has life and food, and left to itself would
seem to contain an independent destiny.
But we add to speculation the positive
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historic facts which we possess—that af¬
ter long dominion over widely differing
men, feudalism became a solecism, and
dissolved. In vigorous England, with
De Montfort, Hampden, and their pu¬

pils. gradually. In exquisite France,
suddenly, with guillotine and Terror.
F.ven now from sluggish Russia, do we
not hear sounds of disintegration—of the
crumbling of foundations?

In our world, therefore, we have seen

its end; the end, that is to say, of that
peculiar system of political conveniences
and enormities to which we give the
name feudalism. Of our principle, which
we have seen to possess universalities, we
have further to remark.

Republicanism has with infinite tu¬
mult established itself; civic right re
turns to the people, whence it came.
What follows?? Here lies a field fertil¬
ized by the wreckage of successive revo¬
lutions. Though the forms and formu¬
lae are new, still the reestablishment of
political equality is a marvelous reclaimer
of dead opportunities. At such times
inevitable tides set in. Men, with their
new-won powers, seek the gratification o?
their old desires—ambition, avarice, self¬
esteem. security. It is not in the nature
of things to operate singly. According
ly, a system forms.

Abandoning at this point the train oi
thought we have been following, certain
present-day facts will now occupy our
notice. In recent years the novelty and
scarehead mongers have unearthed a

prodigy — monstrum, horrendum, in-
forme. ingens. They name it Graft, and
it is equally the object of their genius as
\ntichrist was that of the holy zeal of

early Protestantism. We delight in nov¬
elties persistently, even at the expense of
our intelligence.

What is graft ? The perversion of
power to the profit of the individual, and
his own unmerited renown. Is this a

rara avis in terrisf Pericles insinuated
his portrait into the aegis of Pallas;
Michael Angelo that of a hated cardinal
into a convention of the damned. Solo¬
mon constructed a monopoly of domestic
felicity.

In the columns of the shriekers we

learn, for example, of the Shame of the
Cities—that men selected for their civic

uprightness have proved strangely sim¬
ilar to the humanity they represent; more,
that multitudes of the represented have
connived, for a consideration, at the vest-

pocket in the toga. We learn with re¬

gret that avarice has led popular repre¬
sentatives into strange paths; ambition
into still stranger; that to preserve se¬
curity in illicit business institutions they
live in a state of voluntary vassalage.
Some fall into misfortune. Others sur¬

vive and prosper. There is injustice.
There are treacheries, and cruelties.
There are wars fiscal, degenerating some¬
times into wars fistic, under the magnet¬
ism of the walking delegate, harbinger
of industrial peace (prefigured by Jack
Cade and Wat Tyler, who, however,
lacked the prudence to keep to the rear
of their cohorts). The honor of a states¬
man is as often called in question as was
that of a knight in other days. There is
not poverty, for our feudalism is yet
young. And distress can no more be
proclaimed into a people than it can be
argued out.
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There is little need to prolong the par¬
allel. It is the same old world that we

inhabit, and as long as it continues to be
our abode, we will probably be ruled by
the same motives, exalted by the same
sentiments, possessed by the same habits,
and conquered by the same temptations
as the forerunners at whose crudity we
feel it our duty to smile. That our feu¬

dalism is smaller makes it none the less
a true one—an excellent and wholesome
reflection in moments of self-veneration,
when objects like the wireless, appear¬

ing in too close historical perspective,
cause us to forget that apart from ap¬
pearances and formulae there are other
things.

H. F. Pease, ’06.

“®ne (Point of IDicw.
Oh, 1 wish hit ’ud come a rainy day,
So 1 wouldn’t have to wuk an’ I ’ud play;
Fuh de ain't no plowin’ an’ a hoein’ o co’n
W’en dat rain angel blows he ho’n.

Oh, you black nigger, you shall-a be free
W’en de rain blows thro’ de apple tree !

Dass w’at I sings w’en de sun shines hot,
W’en de kettle sings high an’ so do de pot;
But w’en dem chickens ’gins ter get sca’ce,
Diss hyah’s de prayer w’at I'm gwanter as’,

Oh, you black nigger, you shalt-a wuk hahd,
W’en de taters gits low an’ de ain’ no lahd.

Now look-a-hyah, Lawd, won’ yoh gimme a job,
Caze ef yoh don’ I’m a gwanter rob
Dat roos’ whar de chickens don’ sit high,
An’ ef 1 gets caught I’ll habter lie,

Oh, you black nigger, tain’t no disgrace
Fuh to steal dem fowls f’om de othah race !

R, H. Kelley, ’08.
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Ibotace XIV.
New storms will drive you out to sea,

O ship, bereft of all your gear.
The mocking winds will jeer at thee

And laugh in glee when you shall fear.
*

Your sails are rent, your haughty name
Shall pale before the tempest’s blast.

Your gods are puppets of a game
Which shatters them and hope is past.

The prudent sailor fears your stern,
So flashy with its pictures bright.

Beware lest you shall ne’er return;
A whirlwind’s plaything ; sorry plight.

What can you do ? hold fast to land,
And shun the shoals of Cyclades.

For there the gale you can withstand
Till peace can calm the dangerous seas.

Martin Douglass, ’08.

“ EN PASSANT.”

I.
It was in the winter of ’93, the night

of the famous blizzard that swept over
New York City, and left commerce and
traffic in such a deplorable situation that
it has since been recorded as the most
disastrous and destructive that ever be¬
fell the metropolis. It was nine o’clock
—the storm had started ana was now
well under way. The traffic stopped and
everyone \\ ho could possibly contrive to

get home, however urgent his business,
had done so. The wind, high and cut¬
ting, swept the clouds of impenetrable
snowflakes down through the deserted
streets with a whistling that boded ill
for anyone who should dare to breast it.

Along the business section of Fifth
Avenue, a sole pedestrian sorrowfully
and dejectedly plodded the downy white
carpet, seemingly unmindful of the rag¬
ing storm. He was tall, strong-looking,
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broad of shoulder, and with a mien that
characterized him as a man of good
breeding and aristocratic tastes, despite
the drooping head and shoulders that be¬
tokened great misfortune,

John Lawson, for it was none other
than he, for years well known on Wall
Street, and in the higher circles of so¬

ciety, whose millions had been decreas¬
ing rapidly, had now come to grief. Af¬
ter climbing to a remarkable height, up
the steep incline of wealth, he lost his
hold, faltered, and made his sudden and
unexpected descent into the depths of
poverty. The crash had come; blow af¬
ter blow weakened his fortifications un¬

til the grand “corner” came—his catas¬
trophe—and left John Lawson penniless.
The proud possessor of millions, unable
to hold out against fate and the v/iles of
the “Bulls and Bears” had been taken

by surprise, and the final blow from an
“outsider,” unknown, other than as “G.
L. S.,” crushed him hopelessly.

Only one more to the list of men who
have met their Waterloo on Wall Street.
The world only recognizes their rapid
descent as of a shooting star, describing
its path of fire in the heavens, and as
soon invisible, and forgotten. This1 was
one of the thoughts that passed through
John Lawson’s mind, and as he trudged
on scarcely realizing where he was go¬

ing, mechanically crossing this street and
that, a sense of despair overtook him and
a fear of confronting his friends. De¬
feat' had come, and had come with un¬

usual vehemence; he was practically
dropped from the world, metamorphosed
from king to peasant, and bereft of
everything but his pride, that was to be

the cause of much suffering to him in the
future. That night till twelve, he paced
the floor of his bedroom, brooding over
his loss; and at last, his brain racked by
worriment—forced almost to disastrous

measures, he rushed out in the storm and
struggled in the direction of the Grand
Central Depot. Dreading to see his fel¬
low-speculators and friends, to whom he
was now deeply indebted, a penniless
beggar, he preferred to escape rather than
try to exist in the city where he was once

prominent, to be daily reminded of his
failure. Five years a widower, his
daughter disowned and disinherited—
unknown to him for half a score of years,
this stern man of affairs had no other rel¬
ative to comfort him with a home.

The next morning the drifts had
blocked doorways, stopped traffic and
brought a standstill to business. Few
could get from their homes—fewer tried,
and many of those who ventured forth
were stranded and met with a terrible

fate in the drifts. Many of the tele¬
graph poles were torn down, and dire
wreck predominated over the city. As
soon as papers were out, exaggerated ac¬
counts of the blizzard appeared; but
down amojjg the minor articles, almost
crowded out by the sensation of the hour,
was a short account of the failure of

Lawson, describing his cautious business
methods, how he was thought by the
many to have retired, but having been
caught in a dangerous predicament, how
an outside attack, striking his weakened
forces, at an opportune moment, brought
about one of the strangest corners in
years.

On the following day a paper brought
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forth the startling news that John Law-
son had disappeared. Many theories
were advanced and among them, suicide.
A woman claiming to be his daughter,
made inquiries, but to no purpose. All
that was known was that John Lawson
failed—remained at his office late—con¬
trary to custom, and after leaving,
walked up Broadway. A few days lat¬
er after the futile attempts of the police
to explain his disappearance, a “Perso¬
nal” appeared in all the papers:

“One thousand dollars reward for
anyone with information as to the where¬
abouts of John Lawson, of Wall Street.

“G. L .S ”
II.

Spoiled and petted, reared amid lux¬
ury, Grace Lawson had her own way
from childhood. When a girl of nine¬
teen she became attached to a Chicago
maif named Randolph Slevin, wealthy,
but entirely unknown to her father, to
whom, at twenty-one, she spoke of her
intentions of marrying; her father angri¬
ly dismissed her from his presence,
threatening to disinherit her if she mar¬
ried before he thought fit. In retaliation
to her father’s stern treatment she eloped
with her choice, without even leaving
behind her “name-to-be.” tie imme¬

diately cut her off without a penny,
straightway changing his will. Of the
same independent spirit as her father
she made no effort to gain his forgive¬
ness, and friends knew too well the tem¬

per of John Lawson to try to re¬
establish peace between them. Either
was too proud to give in to the other;
for a year he tried to put her out of his
mind, but then getting curious and in¬

quiring for her name, he was confounded
to find that her name, as well as her
whereabouts, were unknown. There¬
after they went on in their different paths
of life, hearing nothing of each other’s
affairs. As all Lawson’s transactions
and speculations were made indirectly
('.race was undecided whether her father

had retired or still was interested in Wall
Street. On the other hand Lawson was

wholly in the dark as to his daughter’s
position. In fact, he gave her no
thought.

Grace’s married life was short and

rather unhappy. Within two years Sle-
vin died in Chicago; and for a year af¬
ter she remained there with his mother
before coming East. From following
her father’s speculations when home,
she became well versed in the warfare
of the ‘Bulls and Bears,’ and after her
marriage occasionally ‘dabbled in
stocks.’ With due respect to her de¬
ceased husband, she came out of mourn¬

ing and resumed her speculations in “the
Street,” this time with remarkable suc¬

cess. Though to avoid public scandal,
her speculations were alike made indi¬
rectly and in a quiet manner. To very
few she was known as “G. L. S.,” and
considered as a dangerous factor in what¬
ever deal she was concerned.

John Lawson had heard of “G. L. S.”
through his agents, but it never oc¬
curred to him that “G. L. S.”
was putting to practice his own business
principles; less, that the same party was
his own daughter. On the other hand
Grace suspected that her father was not
speculating, and if he was, and they
should conflict, she would not be forced
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to disclose herself. Of wrecking his for¬
tune she had no thought; but the truth
is she was concerned, or rather the prime
factor in, the scheme to “corner” the
house that represented him; unconscious
all the time of his connection with it.

When Grace Slevin became aware of
the fact that the blow that struck her
father’s crippled business and sent him
into bankruptcy was dealt by her hand,
she was perplexed, the whole incredible
affair loomed up before her, the strange
coincidence after ten years of estrange¬
ment. Again she was grieved. The
shock left her unstrung. She shuddered
at the thought that something might
happen to him.

The dread news came—a body had
been found along the East River wharves
under a drift, and although the skull
was fractured by a wagon and the face
mangled beyond recognition—the body
was identified, by stature and size, as that
of John Lawson, by one of his agents.

The inevitable confusion that sur¬

rounds the funeral of a man of Lawson’s
position, meeting with a strange death,
prevented Grace from connecting her¬
self at all, directly, with the deceased;
but she sent sufficient money to defray
the funeral expenses. The heartrending
news left this woman in a pitiable con¬
dition : however, as soon as she recovered
from the shock, she resolved to retire
from the “Street;” her last “corner” was

accomplished—she had ruined her fath¬
er and was probably the indirect cause
of his death. No worse fate could have
darkened her life; her heart felt heavy
for the man she had dethroned; mak¬
ing arrangements foT her retirement, she
set about her task in a world of gloom.

III.

Hurrying along State Street, Chicago,
John Lawson was eagerly scanning the
mass in quest of a newsboy—not the
John Lawson of a week ago, the erect,
well groomed gentleman, but the John
Lawson physically wrecked; his drawn
features, haggard expression, hawk-like
eyes, all betrayed the sufferings he had
borne. He was the picture of hurt pride
on the brink of despair. Nearing a cor¬
ner he heard the shrill cry of “Uxtri,
Uxtri” above the din of the thorough¬
fare, and pressing forward he grabbed
the sought-for paper; and flinging a coin
at the urchin allowed himself to be car¬

ried on in the whirl of people; clutching
the paper with a grip almost convulsive,
his protruding eyes strained from their
sockets as he perused the account of John
Lawson’s strange end after a successful
career; how it had crept out that money
and orders for burial, without any en¬
dorsement of authority, were advanced
by one “G. L. S.” Reading these strange
revelations and the long account of his
supposed death, he stepped off the curb
to cross the street; a hansom turned the
corner at a brisk pace, almost simultan¬
eously ; in that mass of vehicles there
was no turning—someone shouted, but
too late; he was knocked down and
trampled on.

When John Lawson returned to con¬
sciousness, his memory was blank; he
saw that his arm was in a sling and that
he had innumerable bruises on his body,
but the circumstances under which he
had received them and how he came to

his present quarters were puzzles to
him, especially the latter. His room
in the tenement on the outskirts of the
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city was certainly different from this.,
which might have been his own in New
York. He determined to find out, how¬
ever, and called. A butler coming to an¬
swer his summons informed him that he
had been run over on btate Street by a

private hansom; and the lady occupant
insisted that he be brought to her house,
which was nearby, and receive medical
attention, at her own expense; where¬
upon Lawson, indignant, demanded an
interview with the lady in question. So
it was that Mrs. Slevin, an elderly lady
of boundless good nature, made a visit
to her unique patient. Lawson was pre¬
pared to demand explanations and insist
on his release, but when he saw the smil¬
ing countenance of the lady, he began
to falter in his purpose. Although he
wanted to leave, he was ashamed of his
address and said he was a stranger in
Chicago. She then mentioned the hos¬
pital, but pleaded with him to remain
where he was. The word “hospital”
brought Lawson back to his true posi¬
tion ; realizing the necessity of money he
was forced to agree. It was not for
him to choose; his fate was sealed for a
few weeks at least.

At the end of two weeks the doctor
allowed Lawson to sit up. He was con¬
fined to his bed for that time more on

account of the mental strain, than for
injuries received at the horse’s hoofs. In
that time he enjoyed little sleep, but day
and night he thought of his failure and
of the future. At last he was well

enough to go to his room, and was ex¬

pressing his thanks to Mrs. Slevin, as a

poor man for care received at her hands,
when the butler brought up a visiting
card. Mrs. Slevin explained that it was

her daughter-in-law who had unexpect¬
edly come from New York; so Lawson
made his thanks brief. Wishing him
good luck she gave her attentions to her
caller, while he returned to his room for
his hat. When about to descend the
stairs, the voices in the reception room
below attracted his attention. Evident¬

ly the visitor was speaking.
“I had to come to settle some business

with the Chicago Cotton Market, so I
thought I would drop in and see you be¬
fore T returned.” Something seemed
strangely familiar to Lawson in that
voice; he descended half the stairs; but
just then both hostess and guest came
out into the hall. “Could he believe his
eves? Yes, it was she, his daughter
('.race. She did not see him, but it was
evident that they were coming upstairs.
What was she doing there? Address
her he dared not— what would she think
if she knew of his failure? Would she

recognize him ?” All pa^ed through
his mind in an instant. Now they were
coming up and seeing him stopped. For
a brief time there was a tableau—Law-
son above stood spellbound, as he gazed
down at the fashionably gowned woman
who once called him “father;” and Grace
attracted by the shabbiness of the man’s
clothes and his many bandages, stared
a little longer than she was wont to con¬
sider proper, and immediately recog¬
nized in him her parent. For a time
that seemed ages they remained immo¬
bile. Lawson was the first to recover

himself and stepped aside, as if making
room for them to pass.

Half an hour later, seated in his dingy
room, he strove to compose his nerves,
much shaken by the succession of con-
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fusing incidents. With something of
his once keen perception he reviewed the
strange happenings of the eventful past
weeks, and placing them in chronological
order he made some startling deductions.
“Could it be possible?—‘her daughter-
in-law?’ Yes, she spoke of the Cotton
Market—incredible!” And so he mused.
And for a moment determined to go
back. A knock put an end to his reverie.
A ragged boy entered and stood irreso¬
lute, holding a small white card. Law-
son snatched it up and then—his sus¬

picions were confirmed; neatly engraved
it bore the name of

Grace Louise Slevin.

Completely overcome he stood look¬
ing at it. “De lady ast me ter see ef
you wos here an’ to give it ter you.” He
had forgotten the boy, and a moment of
indecision followed. “Tell her I’m not at

home.” As the boy retreated his deter¬
mination wavered and fell; and rushing
after him he shouted: “Boy, boy, tell her
to come right up.” And staggering back
to his room he fell into a chair.

* * *

On the following morning John Law-
son and his daughter were on their way
to New York. Grace was explaining
how Mrs. Slevin had forced the butler to

disclose his address. “He said he had
become very friendly with you and
promised not to tell, but she succeeded,
however and—”. John Lawson scarce¬
ly heard, he was wrapped in thought, his
eyes fixed ahead. He turned as if to
make sure of her presence, and with a

sigh of relief, remarked, “Strange, isn’t
it, how small the world really is.”

D. P. D., Jr., ’08.

Zo HIMlab\> —B Sonnet.
How oft when cowslips peep from out the grass

So soft, so like a velvet carpet rare;
When fleecy clouds are hovering in air,

How often do I gaze upon thee, lass.
How can I but stare at that rich mass

Entwined upon thy head—thy golden hair
Thy ruby lips ; thy cheeks so pink and fair ,

For in thy toils I’m truly caught; alas!
1 even dream, my love, you smile on me.

Most like the dream is false—then I am sad :

But if the dream be true,—then 1 am mad
To draw me nigh and speak mj love to thee;

But dropping flushed to earth, i wake, and bind
My dreams with fairy ribbands that I find.

R. H. Kelley, ’08.
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THE LAMBS.

There is no doubt but that Ray was a

mighty nice fellow when he went to the
Llano country. He was a smart dress¬
er, a good student, a fair baseball player
and sat a horse like a soldier. But he
was absolutely new to the ways of the
West. His brother Ed had owned a

ranch of fair proportions—some ten
thousand acres—for several years, and
now he had just come down to spend
his vacation before going back to col¬
lege.

On getting off at Del Rio he was met
by a cow puncner and nothing daunted
by the prospect of a thirty mile ride
through the sun he bade adieu for a time
to the land of iron horses to go where
the only means of locomotion is the
horse of flesh and blood—and buck.

Ed met a considerably dustier Ray
than the cowpuncher had, and one a
great deal more tired; for it is one thing
to sit in a Pullman and listen to the

music of the wheels and quite another
to sit a rough-gaited pony for a whole
day, over a land almost a desert except
for a few live oak shrubs, with the sun

shining at about the rate of a hundred
degrees a second.

If my memory fails me not, it took
Ray about tw'o days to repair the dam¬
ages that ride had caused his physical
composition. At the end of that time
Ed thought it was about time for him to
be up and doing, so he sent him (afoot,
mind you!) across country about four

miles to help some cowpunchers break a
new lot of ponies. That night he came
home, his clothes somewhat beribboned,
his face scratched by the brush and
minus a hat; but his spirits had gaily
mounted to the top of the ladder.

“Say, Ed,” said Ray, “why don’t you
give me some work to do. That’s not
as rough as a practice game of foot¬
ball!”

“All right young fellow, we’ll see what
we can do for you tomorrow;” and with
this parting shot Ed turned in.

“Well old man, w'hat’s up this morn¬

ing,” was Ray’s greeting as the coffee
was boiling.

“Oh, not much. Just a little brand¬
ing.”

Have you ever branded cattle in a

dusty pen when the sun was nearly a
hundred in the shade? If you have not
1 cannot possibly explain the sensations
of heat which one experiences wdiile the
dust flies, the hide burns and the brand¬
ing-irons gleam a dusky red in the fires.

1 f you have I need say nothing about
it.”

1 suppose it isn’t necessary to say that
Ray’s spirits were not so high that night
as they were the night before.

Several days later Ed met Ray in the
pens and told him that he had a Herd of
sheep about a hundred and thirty miles
to the north, and he wanted him to go
after them. “And be specially careful
about the lambs, they’re mighty tender,
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and don’t drive them too hard in the
sun. Moreover don’t you show your
face around here till you bring them
all in.”

A whole week passed, and no Ray had
appeared at the little ’dobe house on the
Llano; likewise no signs of sheep. Ed
was beginning to be worried about him
and one Sunday morning started off
himself to find Ray.

When he had gotten out about fifteen
miles he saw somebody go galloping off
across the prairie (or as much prairie
as there is in that country) like mad
It was certainly a most peculiar looking
object. From the horse’s gait even a
novice could see that he was pretty well
played out; and the rider was in pretty
much the same condition. At last Ed

recognized Ray, and the object of his
pursuit was a monster jack rabbit. Ed
was pretty mad when he saw Ray thus
disporting himself while he (Ed) was
out looking for him.

“Say, what do you think you’re up to
anyhow ? Ain’t that hawss stove up

enough as it is; without you ridin’ him
to death after some fool jack rabbit?”

“Jack rabbit?”
“Jack rabbit? Yes! D’ye think it was

a lamb?”

“Blest if I didn’t! And just to think
I’ve been chasing them suckers for the
last hundred miles, thinkin’ they were
the lambs. Why I’ve got fifteen of ’em
tied up in a gunny sack back there about
three miles, where the sheep are!”

Ifn tbe of ©lb.
I gamboled on the lawn—years ago,
Beside the rose and thorn—years ago,

1 sported light and free
And played in childish glee—

I gamboled on the lawn years ago.

1 gamboled on the lawn—years ago,
The days have long been gone— years ago,

My heart was lightest then,—
The days were brightest when

I gamboled on the lawn years ago.

I gamboled on the lawn —years ago,
In the ev’ning and the morn—years ago,

O would T had the cash

1 lost when 1 was rash !—

1 gambled on the lawn years ago.
Charles Lowell Howard, ex-’03.
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A DREAM.

In the weird and unfathomed depths
of the realms of Morpheus many fantas¬
tic shapes and images present themselves
to the imagination. It will not seem
strange then if the dreamer be confront¬
ed by scenes of his daily life, turned,
twisted and distorted so as to be almost
beyond recognition; and having ascend¬
ed to prosaic day if he still retain some
faint but pleasing recollections of these
versatile forms.

And so it happened that on one oc¬
casion I found my room enlarged and
brilliantly lighted as though prepared for
some festival. The walls highly deco¬
rated bore the appearance of being fes¬
tooned tor some special gathering; the
tioor too had lately felt the brusn and
now reliected the splendor of myriads of
lights; even the desk was equal to the
occasion and shimmered in the dazzling
light.

^vnd what an occasion it was! For

suduemy and without tne least warning
a great commotion seized the desk, as

tnougii some unseen agent Had cnosen it
as a piace ol auotle. it trembled, shook,
and anally exposed to view its innermost
recesses.

terror seized upon me; my hair stood
on end; my eyes dilated; and a strange
leelmg ol utter helplessness, which not
infrequently descends like a biight over
the dreamer, captured my senses, But
contrary to all expectations, my Homer

flitted downward and then followed in

quick succession the remainder of the
household, until—resplendent in costume
and with funny little legs supporting their
ponderous weights—all stood in a quiet
throng awaiting their prince or leader,
who should lead the van to the trunk
which now resembled a variegated
throne.

The dread which had but lately press¬
ed upon me transformed itself into idle
curiosity. I waited with breathless ex¬
pectation, and it was with great delight
that I saw “Holy Bible” with becoming
dignity assume the seat of honor. All
followed arranging themselves (Chris¬
tian and Pagan alike) about the throne
according to their respective rank.

The succeeding events impressed them¬
selves but lightly upon my fancy, for I
began to realize that I was the victim
of a strange hallucination; nevertheless
feeling like a Lilliputian among Gulli¬
vers, gladly, willingly, and with comely
grace I bent to the throne, while the
homage exacted by some of the lesser
peers, preyed upon my feelings. All,
however, seemed most friendly. “Father,
Ryan’s Poems” escorted me, occasional¬
ly introducing some illustrious bard,
while even Homer from his exalted sta¬

tion nodded, and to my amusement
ejaculated: “Surely a dream is from

Jove.” J. '08.
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It no doubt is foolishly unscholastic to
talk athletics on the editorial page. vet
it seems justifiable in the present in¬
stance, not only Decause we feel that a
word or two on that subject is neces¬

sary, but also because our opinions on
other subjects are sure to be trite and
sophomoric, and it has become a tradition
among college editors to make a stirring
and demagogical appeal for college spirit
when no other subject presents itself.
We have been guilty of such baseness
ourselves, and we make this confession
in order to convince ourselves that the

following outburst is spontaneous. The
time h*s come in the annals of George¬

town when it is necessary for every man
to he up and doing. An epoch has been
marked, .a renaissance has come. There
are about seven hundred of us all told,seven
hundred men whose duty it is to show
Georgetown abroad in her true light.
Time was when all that was expected of
us was that we should defend the ethical

standing of the teams against the ever-

ready complaints of their detractors, and
ears were always burning because of the
people who were talking about us,

tongue was always ready first to assert
our purity, then to circumlocute glibly,
and finally, when positively confronted,
to detract in turn. But now instead of

defending, we must be the team; out of
our seven hundred strong, the crew, the
track, and all our athletes must come;
out of that seven hundred must come most

of our money, most of our rooters, and,
in short, everything that Georgetown
needs. The Freshman must work hard
and make a team before he’s out of col¬

lege. the Law School must send their
men out here as they have ever done,
and every college student must encour¬

age the efforts of the down-town schools.
For some incomprehensible reason the
students of the different schools seem

more or less estranged; Law looks on

College as a cult apart, College looks
on Medical as alien and interloper, Uni¬
versity mates all, yet in no way possess¬
ing the generous spirit of an ideal col¬
lege. This must no longer be the un¬
fortunate condition. A unanimity is ab¬
solutely indispensable if Georgetown is
tn maintain her athletic prestige. This
year has seen the greatest exhibitjion rv

college spirit that Georgetown has ever
known. Georgetown boys have gone on
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the field and taken a man’s medicine in
a manly, gritty way, boys have hung like
madmen to the thundering charges of
Princeton veterans, boys have caused us
almost to forget the machine-like preci¬

sion and efficiency of last year’s team.
When we consider the gameness of this
team, boys will defeat Carolina and Vir¬
ginia, and Georgetown will be a syno¬

nym for clean, healthy sport.

WITH THE OLD BOYS.
Why is it that it so seldom occurs to

the old Georgetown boys to send us ac¬
counts of their doings and happenings?
Let us know what you are about, and
give us the benefit of your knowledge
of other “Old Boys.” If you become en¬

gaged or married or the proud and
chesty father of a “class boy” or any¬
thing of that kind, send us the glad tid¬
ings, that we may rejoice, and with you
wax exceeding glad. Remember that
your old chums are just yearning to hear
from you, so forward the good news.

We received a letter from one of our

subscribers, Aaron Prescott, who was

here in ’8i-’82, asking for information of
Thomas Settle of North Carolina and

Edgar Kidwell, of D. C., old classmates.
Settle finished Freshman and went to

Greensboro, his home, where a few years
later he ran for Congress on the Re¬
publican ticket, and it is testimony to his
ability and popularity that he was elected
three or four terms in succession, in
what had been a Democratic stronghold
for twenty years before. He is now in
Asheville, N. C., practicing law. He
marriecl a Mrs. Potter of Wilmington,
Del., and is at present one of the influen¬
tial Republicans of his State. Of Kid-
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well, we are glad to say, that his after
career has paralleled his record»at college,
where he seems to have won every medal
and prize in sight. After teaching mining
engineering in colleges, east and west, he
has taken permanently to the field. In
Michigan his work in the copper mines
is remembered with honor. At present
he is with the firm Sterling & Co., Mining
Engineers, 22TFront Street, San Fran¬
cisco, Cal.

Rev. David H. Buel, now Rector,
wrote for the N. Y. Daily News of Sept.
4, on the duties of the employer toward
the employee, a powerful article which
shows the thought and feeling to be ex¬

pected from one of his responsible posi¬
tion.

Fr. Daugherty, lately rector of this
college, who is affectionately remember¬
ed by the present students, called here on
vSept. 15.

Rev. Henry T. Shandelle, dean of
Georgetown University, visited Malden,
Mass., for the silver jubilee of his sister.
Sister Mary James, directress of the
second largest parochial school in the
Archdiocese of Boston.

Dr. G. Lloyd Magruder, late dean of
the Georgetown Medical School, travel¬
ling abroad with his family, was, with his
son Lieut. Magruder, U. S. A., received
at a private audience with Pope F’ius X.
Dtf. Magruder and son have just re¬
turned to this country.

D. W. Baker. Law' ’92, and holder of
the chair of real estate at the George¬
town Law School, has been appointed
and has entered upon bis duties as Dis¬
trict Attorney of the District of Colum¬
bia.

Charles P. Neill, *91, United States
Commissioner of Labor, has lately been

unanimously chosen president of the As¬
sociation of Officers of Bureaus of Labor
Statistics of America.

Thos. Fenwick, ’95, paid a visit to the
college.

Maurice Kirby, ’97, of Washington,
D. C., is featured in a special article by
Washington Life, which sketches his
career as a journalist, beginning with his
work while at Georgetown College. He
is now a theatrical press agent and
business manager, and regarded by Life
as one of the foremost in his line.

Joseph H. Cahill and Walter J. Boggs,
’98, visited the college, the former to
enter here a younger brother.

J. W. Hallahan, of Philadelphia, ’99,
is engaged to Miss Florence O’Day, a
Vassar graduate. Announcements were

made recently. Miss Florence is a sister
of Dan and Charley O’Dav, ’89.

We are also pleased to announce the
engagement of George Brent, ’90, to Miss
Leila Matthews, of “Oakley,” Charles
Co., Md.

It grieves us to announce the death of
Daniel Keedv, ex. ’03, who died of
typhoid at the Georgetown University
Hospital, on August 18. He was very

popular about Georgetown, and was
buried from Trinity Church, with a

requiem mass by Fr. Thos. Harlan, S. J.
Ed. Kenna, ex. ’03, of the Louisville

R. B. C.. lately met with a severe injury
in a railroad accident. He is now re¬

cuperating at the home of Ed. Mulligan,
’00. a former roommate at “Georgetown.
The latter is a rising young lawyer, who,
while at college, was captain of the track
team. Pie is the elder brother of J. V.
Mulligan of last year’s relay team.

George Mullally, '02, is making good
as an actor in “Under Southern Skies,”
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Seth Shepard, ’04. visited the college
for a few days. The lanky manager-
oarsman is at present attending Har¬
vard Law.

Charley McCarthy, relay captain and
football player, Joe Brennan, president
iof the yard, and Leo Hicks, all 05
men. enter there this year.

John Albert Richmond, A. M.f 05,
author of “How it Feels to be in a Big
Came,” will also enter Harvard.

Graham, ’05, oarsman and crew cap¬
tain. is the latest of a long line of Pre¬
fects of Sodality, to join the Order. He
made his entry into the ranks of the S. J.
at Poughkeepsie, after last year’s inter¬
collegiate regatta.

Canario, ’05, taking Law, says “Gim”
(“Pickles” Atkinson’s name for Graham)
cannot keep away from the Poughkeepsie
bridge. Lawrence has just joined his
rowing mate at the Novitiate at St.
Andrews on-IIudson.

Other ’05 men who are back are Mono-
han and Oblinger, the lattering entering
Law. the former taking P. G.

“Cou’tney” Weems or “Bunny,” ex.
Prep., was back to see the place. Pie
goes to U. of V.

John A. Foote, ’05, Med. of Scranton,
Pa., well known as a Journal writer here,
has an interesting article in the Truth of
that place, on Georgetown students from
the far P.ast. Among them he mentions
P caza, who will take his L.L. B., and
Ph. D., this year, and whose home is in
Manila: Cuenco, L.L. B., this year, from
Cebu; Canario, ’05, from Hawaii; Nunez,
’05, Med., from San Juan, Porto Rico;
and Thomaides, L. L. B. ’05, from
Smyrna.

We are glad to announce that the
Hon. James F. Tracy, ’84, the first
treasurer of the Journal, and a quon¬
dam editor, has been appointed Justice of

the Supreme Court of the Philippine Is¬
lands. He called at the College on his
way across the continent and reminded ns

that he was the second editor of the Jour¬
nal. There is greatness in store for us.

We understand that an enterprising
book concern is fretting out a history of
the alumni of Georgetown University.
Enterprise is always commendable, but
we have been informed that enterprise in
this case has canvassed the alumni to the
extent of inducing some of them'to spend
monev for what they do not want, under
the impression that they are financially
benefiting the University. This is a mis¬
apprehension : the profits of the publica¬
tion go to the publishers.

Milwaukee, Wis., Sept. 18, T905.
Editor Georgetown College Journal.

Dear Mr. Editor: Milwaukee had a

couple of welcome visitors last month
in the person of Capt. Daniel McCarthy
of the 1890 Georgetown baseball team,
and now of Davenport, Iowa, and Luke
L. Tracey, of Michigan. On August
23rd we were informed by twirler Ed¬
mund Bach that “Cap” was in Milwau¬
kee. We met at the Pfister Hotel and
found “Cap” looking a bit stouter but
not a day older. His complexion looks
a trifle more ruddy than of yore, but we
ascribed that to the fact that twirler Bach
had been showing him about during the
morning. In the afternoon we three at¬
tended the American Association baseball
game. But we paid little attention to
the game. The Milwaukee and Colum¬
bus teams were playing. The conversa¬
tion ran back to the old days by the
glittering Potomac, and to the diamond
whereon the team mates so often taited
the sweet* of victory.
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Captain Dan was next taken out to
Wisconsin’s fairy land of lake and
forest, Oconomowoc and Pewaukee. A
day or two later, like Damon and Pyth¬
ias, the two returned to the heat of the
city. They arranged to secure the pres¬
ence of Luke Louis Tracey, sometime
Ph. D., baseball player and bon vivant.
He arrived from Detroit on a lake

steamer carrying coal. Pie was not found
for a full half day after arrival, but ex¬
cused himself by saving something about
unloading his share of the coal.

During the afternoon the breweries
were inspected, and although we were
not present we are reliably informed
that the visitors were highly satisfied
with them. In the evening Paul J.
Somers, A. M., 1899, joined the party.

They rode together beneath the smiling
stars to Whitefish Bay, on Lake Michi¬
gan, ping-pong player Bach acting as
tutomobile expert. Our duty compelled
attendance upon a meeting of the trus¬
tees of a village through which the merry

party passed. Across the dewy fields of
grain and through the open windows of
the meeting the lake breeze wafted the
inspiring strains of “Sons of Georgetown
Alma Mater.” Captain Dan led in the
singing, and did better than any of the
others. In fact some of them were not

singing in rhythm and interlarded
snatches of “We wont go home till morn¬
ing,” and “ Cheer, cheer, the gang’s
all here.”

A little later the village marshal was
informed by various irate citizens that
a party of crazy men had just passed in
an automobile which was running wild,
plunging about, wrecking several fences,

scaring horses without number, and en¬
dangering the lives and limbs of the vil¬
lagers.* The irate freeholders armed
themselves and stationed a posse of mar¬
shals along the toll road to apprehend
the merry-makers on their return. But
they reckoned without their host. For
morning broke and yet they returned not.
An eye witness assures us that the cere¬
monies at Whitefish Bay were very

pleasant. There were games, consisting
of rolling several hundred feet down the
lake bluff and then racing back to the
hotel. Then there was supper which
was served at it P. M. Meanwhile there
were speeches, flashes of wit and flow’
of soul, and singing of college songs.

They cheered everybody, even the cup
which cheered them.

Captain Dan left next day (He says a
Turkish bath is a splendid thing after a

long automobile ride). Pie was attend¬
ed to the train by his cheering friends.
Cheers were given with a will. “Hoya.
hoya, saxa” echoed and reverberated
through the long reaches of the iron-
roofed car shed, and as the train pulled
out the baggage smashers and train
movers took up the cry and carried it
along, so that Captain Dan was cheered
on his way until out of sight. He stood
on the rear car step, waved his battered
derby, and re-echoed the cry so that it
came back to his waiting friends and
made vibrant the very apex of the roof
with a climax of sound and enthusiasm
in the shout: “Hoya, hoya, George¬
town.”

Captain Dan thinks the Schlitz Palm
Garden is quite an institution.

Francis X. Boden,
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MEDICAL NOTES
October first was a memorable day for

us down here at the Medical School, in¬

asmuch as it marked the commencement

of the college year. Many of the upper
classmen were employed in the various
hospitals throughout the country and the
above noted date came too soon for them
because their recess continued for only
a few weeks. These men should remem¬

ber. though, that “Half a loaf is better
than no vacation at all.”

Speech making (without, however, a
dinner with its accompaniment of wines
and other liquid life-saving devices to go
before) was the order of the day, and
the expressions of welcome by the vari¬
ous members of the faculty made us all
feel that we were glad we came.

Reverend Father Buel, President of
the University, in a neat, well turned
little talk, explained for our benefit the
significance of the Seal of our Univer¬
sity, and took this example to show us
how really necessary it is for the various
schools to be closer together in every
sense of the word. He said that a

School of Technology wdll shortly be
added to the University, and imparted to
us the very encouraging news that a
movement is afoot to have all the schools
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located within two squares of each other.
Our respected dean. Doctor Kober,

made a few remarks concerning the
policy to be pursued by the faculty dur¬
ing this school year, and read a set of
selected rules for students to remember

during quizzes and examinations to
come.

Doctor Cogan, Dean of the Dental
School, addressed his men, but what he
said is none of our business, so we will
leave something for the correspondent
from the Dental School to write about.

Upon matriculating this year the men
were supplied with several little green
books containing what reminds one of
which must he presented to the professor
at each clinic, lecture, or quiz during the
year.

President Roosevelt saw to it that

Congress was adjourned before he went
to Oyster Bay this summer, lyjt, judging
from the by-laws introduced down here
this year, some of the members must
have remained in Washington to frame
them for us. Most of the new rules we

agree to without question, but it is the
general opinion that Rule III. Section V.
Chapter X. which reads to the effect
that “Students must arise in their re¬

spective places and answer questions
which teacher puts to them,” seems to
us to savor a wee bit of kindergarden.

If this rule is to be adhered to, we

suggest that some of the following be
adopted too.

Rule I. No student under thirty-five
years of age will be admitted to lectures
unless accompanied bv his parents or

guardian.
Rule II. Students wishing to be ex¬

cused for five minutes during lectures in
order to quench their thirst (provided, of
course, that the said students can quench

*7

their thirst in five minutes) must bring
a note signed by the chief-of-police.

Rule III. Students discovered singing-
variations to the chorus of the “Tale of
the Kangaroo,” are liable to expulsion.

Rule IV. Throwing snow balls before
November first will not be tolerated.

Rule V. The Quiz-masters must
put questions so that they can be
nswered by Yes or No. This gives the

student a fair chance of being correct.
Rule VI. Spotters will be placed in

each lecture-hall to see that the pro¬
fessor does not knock-down on the tick¬

ets he collects.

Rule VII. Students must refrain from
such dangerous games as tag, post-office,
ping-pong, etc.

Rule VIII. There will be ten professors
for each man or fraction thereof present
during examinations, who will note that
the said man has nothing in the line of
memoranda on his cuffs, shirt front,
finger nails, cerebrum, etc.

Rule IX. Students must boycott all
life-saving stations between school and
home -which do not serve free lunch.

We are sorry to state that Messrs.
Foote and O’Hara became uncomfortable at

the college, and were forced to move.

They are housekeeping now in Jackson
City.

It gives us pleasure to state that Mr.
Frey of the Third Year Class, has pass¬
ed successfully his New York State
Board, in all subjects relating to the first
two years of medicine. Congratulations,
Joseph! ,

The Journal will miss exceedingly
Judge Reid’s entertaining contributions
this year. We wish him all success in
his professional career.

J. A. Gannon, '06,
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REQUISITES FOR ADMISSION
The following changes have been made

necessary by the adoption of a new con¬
stitution for the Association of Ameri¬
can Medical Colleges:—

ARTICLE III.

Section i. Every college holding mem¬
bership in this Association shall demand
of each student as a minimum require¬
ment for admission to the medical
course:

(a) A bachelor’s degree from an ap¬

proved college or university.
(b) A diploma from an accredited

high school, normal school, or academy
requiring for admission evidence of the
completion of an eight-year course in
primary and intermediate grades, and
for graduation not less than four years
of study embracing not less than two
years (4 points) of foreign language,
of which one must be Latin : two years

(4 points) of mathematics, two years (4
points) of English, one year (2 points)
of history, two years (4 points) of labor¬
atory science, and six years (12 points)
of further credit in language, literature,
history or science.

(c) An examination in the following
branches:

A. Required (18 points); Mathema¬
tics (4 points) ; English (4 points) ;

History (2 points) ; Language (two
must be Latin, 4 points) ; Science
(taken from physics, chemistry, botany,
zoology), 4 points.

B. Optional (to 12 points) ; English,
2 points. History, 6 points; Language, 6
points; Manual Training, 2 points;
Mechanical Drawing, 1 point; Natural
Science (botany, biology, zoology), 2
points; Physical Science (chemistry,

physics) (2), Civics (1), Geology (1),
Physical Geography (1), Physiology and
Hygiene (1), Political Economy (1).

(One point in any subject in a high
school or academic course demands not

less than five periods per week of forty-
five minutes each for eighteen weeks.)(d)Certificates from reputable in¬
structors recognized by the superinten¬
dents hereinafter to be mentioned, or by
any State board of medical examiners
duly authorized by law, may be ac¬

cepted in lieu of any part of this ex¬
amination.

Sec. 2. This examination must be con¬

ducted by or under the authority of the
superintendent of public instruction of
the city or State in which the college is
located. In no case shall it be conducted

by any person connected with the faculty,
medical or otherwise, of the institution
to which the student is seeking admis¬
sion.

Sec. 3. A student may be allowed to
enter on his medical work conditioned
in not more than six points, and these
conditions must be removed by satis¬
factory examination before he is allowed
to enter on the second year of his med¬
ical course.

Sec. 4. College in membership in this
\ssociation may honor the official cre¬

dentials presented by students from
other colleges having the standard re¬
quirements maintained by members of
this Association, excepting for the fourth
year of their course; but no member of
this Association shall admit a student to

advanced standing without first com¬

municating with the college from which
ceiving from the dean of such college
such student desires to withdraw and re-
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a direct written communication certify¬
ing to the applicant’s professional and
moral qualifications and to the exact
work he has done in said college.

Sec. 5. Candidates for the degree of
Doctor of Medicine shall have attended

four courses of study in four calendar
years, each annual course to have been
of not less than thirty teaching weeks’
duration, and at least ten months shall
intervene between the beginning of any
course and the beginning of the preced¬
ing course.

Sec. 6. Credit may be given to the
holder of a Bachelor’s Degree from an

approved college or university for any
work in the medical branches which he

has successfully completed in his college
course only so far as it is the full equiva¬
lent of corresponding work in the medi¬
cal curriculum. The holder of such
Bachelor’s Degree may also be given time
credits of not exceeding one year, pro¬
vided that such student has had at least

40 hours in physics, 144 hours in chem¬
istry, 24 hours in osteology, 292 hours
in human or comparative anatomy, 124
hours in histology, 85 hours in embryol¬
ogy, 145 hours in physiology, and 46
hours in materia medica, provided that
the applicant for such time credits satis¬
fies the professors of the chairs mention¬
ed in the medical school as to his pro¬

ficiency in these first-year medical stu¬
dies, or satisfies the examiner, as pro¬
vided for in Section 2, Article III, that
his studies for which the degree was con¬
ferred include the above requirements.
Such student may be allowed to com¬
plete a course for the medical degree in
not less than 31 months, provided he

completes the remainder of the medical
curriculum in that time.

Sec. 8. Each student shall be obliged
to attend 80 per cent, of the exercises in
every annual course of study for which
he seeks credit. No student shall be

given credit on examination unless he
attains a grade of at least 70 per cent.,
or its equivalent in any other marking
system. And no student shall be gradu¬
ated unless he shall have attained a pass¬

ing grade in each and all subjects of the
required curriculum.

COLLEGE NOTES.
All over the college world, the editors

are smiling over their dishevelled desks,
and are rattling off the same old story
that the sweet vacation days are over.
Some have been so lofty as to tell us
that those days have been relegated to
an out-of-the-way shelf in the memory
department; but they all stand up in one
grand chorus and lustily affirm that this
is the year they mean work and pro¬
gress.

However, and nevertheless, many of
us are back once more, and a large num¬
ber of “new boys” have come for their
matriculation at Georgetown. But there
is still a large vacancy to be filled, left
open, not only by the departing class of
1905, but also by many students who
were unable to return.

After the registration of students the
entrance examination (and another sort
that had best remain unknown to the

uninitiated), the students all assembled
in Gaston Hall at ten o’clock on the

morning of the 14th ultimo, for the for*
mal opening of the college departments.
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Many new faces were upon the rostrum,
and the old boys missed many of last
year’s faculty. Fr. Daugherty, last
year’s rector, as well as Fr. Mu 1 lan, Pre¬
fect of Studies, has gone to Fordham;
Fr. Drum aud Fr. Torndorff have gone
to St. Andrews-on-Hudson; former
Prefect of Discipline, Fr. Mulligan, has
gone to Boston; Messrs. Tully, Boyle
and Oates have gone to Woodstock to
continue their studies.

Rev. Fr. Buel has been raised from
minister to the highest position of honor
in the University, and in his inaugural
address of a few well-chosen words,
welcomed all the students to dear old
Georgetown. Fr. Macksey, who was
Professor of Junior Class last year, offi¬
ciates as the Prefect of Studies. A
complete list of the faculty is to be
found below.

The Journal wishes the new Rector
and his faculty a very successful year.

Fr. Guldner, Senior Metaphysics and
Natural Theology.

Fr. Stadelman, Ethics and Political
Economy, Freshman French.

Fr. Judge, Senior and Junior History
of Philosophy, Physiological Psychol¬
ogy, 3rd Preparatory Spanish.

Fr. Cormican, Junior Logic and Meta¬
physics, Latin, Greek, and English.

Fr. Lyons, Senior and Junior Evi¬
dences of Religion.

Fr. yuill, English ( Senior J.
F'r. Donlon, Physics, Mechanics, Ge¬

ology, Astronomy, Calculus.
Fr. Kelly, Sophomore Latin, Greek,

English, and Christian Doctrine.
Fr. Cunningham, Freshman Latin,

Greek, and Christian Doctrine,

Mr Lauterbach, Chemistry, Fresh¬
man Mathematics, and Special German.

Mr. Gaynor, ist Preparatory German.
Mr. Anglim, 2nd Preparatory Latin,

Greek, English, Christian Doctrine, Elo¬
cution, and Science. ,

Mr. Cassidy, 3rd Preparatory Latin,
Greek, English, Christian Doctrine,
Elocution and Freshman History, 2nd
Preparatory French.

Mr. O’Brien, 4th Preparatory Latin,
Greek, English. Christian Doctrine,
Physical Geography and Elocution, 3d
Preparatory German.

Mr. Moran, Sophomore History, and
Elocution, Freshman English, Special
Latin.

Mr. Fenwick, Special Greek, 1st Pre¬
paratory French.

Mr. Daley, Senior and Junior Elocu¬
tion, Freshman History, 2nd Prepara¬
tory Spanish.

Mr. Hennessy, Special English, 2d Pre¬
paratory German.

Mr. Smith, 4th Preparatory Mathe¬
matics.

Mr. Murphy, 4th Preparatory His¬
tory, ist Preparatory Mathematics.

Mr. Reilly, ist Preparatory History,
3rd Preparatory Elocution, 2nd Pre¬
paratory Mathematics, 3rd Preparatory
French.

Fr. Cornelias, Freshman Spanish.
Fr. Conway, Senior Sodality.
Mr. Emmet, Junior Sodality.
Fr. Kelly, League of the Sacred

Pleart.
Fr. Kelly, Philodemic Debating So¬

ciety.
Mr. Daley, St. John Berchman’s So¬

ciety.
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Fr. Macksey, Literary Director of
the College Journal.

Mr. Hennessy, Financial Manager of
the College Journal.

Fr. Macksey, Faculty Director of
Athletics.

Mr. Anglim, Director of Music.
Mr. Daley, Philonomosian Society.

PREFECTS.

Healey Building—Upper Corridor,
Mr . Daley and Mr. Lauterbach. Low¬
er Corridor, Mr. Gaynor and Mr.
Smith.

Ryan Building—Top Corridor, Mr.
Cassidy. Middle Corridor, Mr. O’Brien.
Lower Corridor, Mr. Fenwick.

North Building—Upper Dormitory
(Sky Parlor), Mr. W. Murphy. Low¬
er Dormitory, Mr. Hennessy. Corri¬
dors, Mr. Moran.

Both of the debating societies have
had their initial meetings of the year,
and the members of the Philodemic are

making strenuous efforts to place the
standard of their society much higher
than it has been during the past few'
years. Plaving failed to get a quorum
on the date set for the first meeting, it
was deferred until the night of October
ist. There w?as no regular debate, but
the members were busily engaged mak¬
ing plans for the coming school year.

Seventeen new members were ad¬
mitted into the society, and many

speeches were made advocating a year
of earnest work in the weekly debates.
Mr. John McHough Stuart, ’07, was
elected recording secretary, and a com¬
mittee composed of Messrs. Joseph H.
Lawler, ’06, Harlow F. Pease, ’06, Syd¬
ney E. Mudd, ’06, and Thomas A. Mc¬

Cann, ’07, were appointed to consider
certain changes in the constitution of
society, and to make, in company writh
Fr. Kelley, the Reverend Chancellor, an
official visit upon the Prefect of Studies,
as follows.

IDA M. RYAN HALE

ITS REVENUES PROVIDE IN PERPETUATION

FOR THE

JOHN BARRY RYAN, WILLIAM KEANE

RYAN, ALLAN A. RYAN, CLENDENIN J.

RYAN, JOSEPH J. RYAN SCHOLARSHIPS.

Through the further kindness of Mrs.
Ryan, the interior of the new Refectory
is being improved by pictures and paint.
The college has also taken steps to
paint the adjoining buildings similarly.

The former students’ Refectory is
now being used as the community dining
hall, and in fact, the whole building over
the old Refectory has been turned into

home for the faculty. Their
chapel has been put in on the first floor,
and that w'hich was formerly used as a

dormitory for the boys, has been made
into rooms for the fathers and scholastics.

The “Old North” building has lost
some of its erstwhile eminence, as it is
no longer the home of sedate philoso¬
phers and post-graduates. This year it
has been invaded by the under-gradu¬
ates, who have taken nearly all the
rooms in that historic old building. No
more will the old porch be the scene of
the famous gatherings where “wise and
otherwise” have joined in wise debate
or jolly song.

All the college classes have had their
elections for the year, with the excep¬
tion of the Sophomores. The officers
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of Senior are: James E. Morgan, pres¬
ident; Gerald M. Egan, vice president;
Harry A. Hannigan, secretary and
treasurer; Matthew P. Mahoney, beadle.

The Juniors elected De Leon F.
Green, president; Albert B. Ridgway,
vice president; Joseph McCarthy, sec¬
retary and treasurer; Thomas A. Mc¬
Cann, beadle.

The Freshmen elected Thomas M.

Boyle, president; Clair H. Gannon,
secretary; Milton D. W. Jeffs, treasur¬
er ; Charles McDougal Pallen, beadle.

The Journal wishes to make mention
of Father H. Lyons, formerly faculty
director of the Journal, who was or-

ordained to the priesthood at Wood-
stock. June 28th, 1905.

IRonbeau.
(After G. L. B.)

When Muse is dead, I’m made aware
That mortal' mind’s a small affair;—

A furrowed biow and a longing eye
That sweeps the ever-distant sky,

And tearing at the unshorn hair.

My timid queries “What ?” and “Where ? ”
Bring bungles and a vacant stare;

For thoughts, they seem so very shy
When Muse is dead.

The call of “Copy” ’s in the air ;
The Editor from his cushioned chair

Doth cry in vain. Neglected—1
Must now and then suppress a sigh,

My burden’s more than 1 can bear
When Muse is dead.

1907.
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ATHLETICS.

ATHLETIC NOTES.
The following letters, drawn up

the Rector and submitted by him to the
trustees of the university, who ap¬

proved them, and which later were sent
to the students in the course of the sum¬

mer, shall have to explain themselves.
Just at present we have neither the time
nor the courage to make the attempt
ourselves. We cannot afford to praise
and we do not wish to play the “cry¬
baby.” Read therefore:

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY,
Washington, D. C., July 12th, 1905.

My Dear Sir :—

The accompanying letter, addressed to
the Alumni and other friends of George¬
town University, will make it plain to
you that the relations of the various
members of Georgetown teams to the
officials of the Athletic Association will
be hereafter more closely assimilated to
those existing between the same parties
in our other American Universities.
Hereafter the Faculty Director of Ath¬
letics wrill have no direct relations with
the members of the various teams. In
all his duties he will deal directly with
the officials of the Athletic Association;
for example, in regard to questions of
eligibility, selection of members of the
various teams, etc. Hence, candidates
must look directly to the student offi¬
cials as to their appointment on the
teams, the allotment to them of requi¬
sites for the games, etc. Still the pow¬
ers of these officials in such matters will
be circumscribed by certain limits. They
will have no power to make contracts
with players or others by which board
or lodging at the college, or a monetary
consideration will be given in exchange
for athletic, musical, clerical or other
services. All such or similar contracts

will be void ab initio. In no case will
board or lodging at the college be given
for athletic, musical, clerical, or tutorial
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service. Re kind enough to make this
clear to any aspirants who may desire to
enter any department of the University
under such conditions, as whatever oth¬
er colleges may do, or may have done,
Georgetown College will only provide
board or lodging to those bona fide stu¬
dents who pay therefor according to the
terms set down in the University cata¬
logue.

In this way Georgetown will be kept
clear from that professional taint, which
according to recent publications, is more
or less rife in many of our schools and
colleges. We feel sure that you will
unite with us in our earnest endeavor
to keep far from Georgetown any com¬
mercial aspect in our college athletic
sports, and to have our teams composed
of bona fide students who come to

Georgetown primarily to acquire its in¬
tellectual training, and engage in sport
solely for sport's sake, to relax the mind
and improve the body, and to fit both
alike for more strenuous and prolonged
mental effort.

Very sincerely,
Jerome Daugherty, S. J ,

President Georgetown University.

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY,

Washington, D. C., July 12, 1905.
My Dear Sir:—

The present statement of the rela¬
tions of the President and Directors of
Georgetown University to athletics may
prove of interest to you.

l or the past ten or fifteen years, dur¬
ing which Georgetown athletics have at¬
tained their present importance, we have
shown a lively interest in fostering ath¬

letic sports, believing that they were of
considerable importance in developing
the physical and moral nature of our
students. We have appointed a mem¬
ber of the Faculty to manage the vari¬
ous athletic interests; we have assumed
control of the athletic finances, receiving
on deposit their athletic funds, disburs¬
ing the same to the various organiza¬
tions, making good the deficits, which
have arisen from time to time, and pro¬

viding at our own expense a training
table for the members of the various
teams. As a result of this paternal and
fostering care, Georgetown athletics
have attained a development comparing
very favorably with the same in other
Universities and Colleges. The time
now seems opportune to leave the man¬

agement of athletic affairs more com¬

pletely in the hands of the students of
the University, in conformity with the
practice of other American educational
institutions. Accordingly, in future we
shall exercise no financial control of
athletics: our Treasurer will neither re¬

ceive on deposit athletic funds, nor dis¬
burse them to the various organizations:
we shall not make good any deficits that
may arise, nor in any way hold ourselves
responsible for the financial obligations
contracted by the athletic associations:
we shall not provide a training table at
the college, but shall leave this and all
other business to the various student

managers. We shall indeed, as hereto¬
fore, appoint a Faculty Director of Ath¬
letics, but his duty shall be solely to pre¬
vent abuses that may arise in the stu¬
dent conduct of athletic affairs. It shall
be his duty to make sure that none but
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bona fide students take part in athletic
sports: that no favoritism is exercised
in the selection of the various teams:

that the financial officers of the associa¬

tions give adequate bonds for the prop¬
er handling of the funds committed to
their charge: that the constitution of
the Athletic Association is faithfully
carried out, and that annual financial
statements of receipts and expenditures
are published through the proper chan¬
nels.

As a result of our management here¬
tofore the Georgetown Field has been
graded and properly adapted to athletic
purposes: a suitable grandstand and
bleachers have been provided: a goodly
supply of shells, boats and other equip¬
ments has been procured: a valuable
coaching launch has been acquired, and
indoor rowing machines have been in¬
stalled. The cost of these improve¬
ments has been approximately eight
thousand ($8,000) dollars. On the
other hand a debt to the University of
about four thousand ($4,000) dollars
has been contracted by the athletic asso¬
ciations.

We shall cancel this debt: convey to
the Athletic Association the ownership
of the above mentioned athletic equip¬
ment and grant the use of Georgetown
Field rent free for the athletic uses of
the University. With this financial as¬
sistance, we see no reason to doubt that
Georgetown athletics will in future be
placed on a sound financial footing. Ex¬
perience has shown that with careful
and economical management football,
baseball, and track athletics can be made
self-supporting. The expenses of the

crew have varied from two to four
thousand dollars a year. For this the
profits arising from the sale of sundries
in the College Bookstore, something like
a thousand dollars a year, will be avail¬
able. This, with a subscription of, say,
five dollars a year from each student
would amply provide for the running
expenses of the crew. A fund is being
collected for the purchase of land for a
boathouse, so that all that needs to be
provided is the boathouse itself. We
hope that the generosity of our Alumni
will be able to provide for this. Cer¬
tainly the plucky and successful struggle
made by the crew to advance George¬
town’s athletic prestige deserves such
support. Trusting that you will be in
thorough sympathy with our effort to
put athletics more under the control of
the students and to place them on a
sound financial basis.

Sincerely yours,

JProme Daugherty, S. J.,
President Georgetown University.

Our prospects for football are hardly
as bright as they might be; yet at this
time last year things looked pretty blue
and notwithstanding we had a winning
team. This year, however, we hope to
produce a team that will at least reflect
no discredit on Georgetown. It may
not win; but, fellows, that depends al¬
most entirely on you. If you are not
able to come out on the field and play
the game, you can at least sit on the
bleachers and root for those who do. A

weak throat is no excuse—get a mega¬
phone, the team needs you.

As you possibly know, the Associa-
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tion is, to use a slang phrase, up against
it. Every one of you who gives a rap
about Georgetown should get a season
ticket. If you can do no more you can
do that much. Loosen up!

All we need now is the proper spirit
and in a year or so, and maybe this year,
we may be able to show teams of bona
fide students that will compare very fav¬
orably with those of other colleges. So
put on your suit and get into the game,
or if you cannot do that, ROOT!

NOTES.

The football schedule for this season

is as follows:

Sept. 30. Gallaudet at Georgetown.
Oct. 7. Princeton at Princeton.
Oct. 14. Villanova at Georgetown.
Oct. 21. Swarthmore at George¬

town.

Oct. 28. Washington and Jefferson
at Washington, Pa.

Nov. 4. North Carolina at Rich¬
mond,

Nov. 11. Virginia at Georgetown.
Nov. 18. Bucknell at Georgetown.
Nov. 25. George Washington at

Georgetown.
Nov. 30. Indians at Georgetown.
Chas. Seitz, ’05, Law, besides what

he did last year in the indoor meets, has
been holding on to his reputation dur¬
ing the summer. While running under
the colors of the N. Y. A. C., he has

shown that he is one of the best of short
distance men in the world. “Charlie” has
one more year to run and we are more
than glad to be able to say that he is go¬
ing to run during that time under the
Blue and Gray. Good luck to you, old
man, from the bottom of our hearts.
May you show up during the coming
season with a couple of trumps tucked
up your sleeve.

We think the best way of giving the
names of the candidates for the football
team is to give the names of those who
played in the Gallaudet game. They
are: Ends, Cockrell and Brennan;
tackles, Monahan and McGowan;
guards, Cogan and W'oods; center, Fitz¬
patrick ; quarter, Bocock; halves, Lux
and McLaughlin; fullback, Pallen.

Now that the Law, Medical and Den¬
tal schools have opened we expect to
see some heavier men on the field; at

any rate, “Speremus.”
At a meeting of the Athletic Associa¬

tion, held October 1st, it was recom¬

mended that the Association be incor¬

porated. Further action will be taken
at the regular meeting in December.

Anyone having any information in the
athletic line, which he wishes to put into
the Joxirnal will do the athletic editor a

favor by leaving it in Room No. 10, Se¬
nior Corridor.

Robert H. Keeley, '08.



 



 




