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XiT mtooev Bab\>.
Youse de deahes’ liT nigger baby evah was bohn—

Don’ care ef you is black ez sin !—
Wen yuh open yoh moufie an’ show dem teef,

An’ laff an’ holler an’ grin !

De stars nevah shined any brighter in de night,
Dan yoh eyes in de middle ob de day;

Dey nevah was a lady quite ez puhtt> at a dance,
Ez yuh, li’l nigger, at yoh play !

Show me all de beauties de good Lawd evah made,
De flowers, an’ de ribbers, an’ de hills;

My liT piccaninny boy is sweeter dan ’em all,
An’ yoh voice is lak de tinkle of de rills.

Robert H. Kelley, ’08.
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“DIED" ON THE TABLE.

I led a miserable and exasperating ex¬

istence, while the city was recovering
from the small-pox scare. It had been
weeks of hard, hard work, with vaccina¬
tions, inspections and making out re¬
ports, until I felt utterly sick and weary.
When one feels that way, it is not a very
enjoyable thing to be roused from bed
and rushed to the side of a patient, in a

night of sleet, rain and tightening cold.
If there was any need of such calls all
would have been well. But the people,
after all the hue and cry of the epidemic,
imagined they were ill and contracting
this dread disease. I could not stand it

longer. My head spun and ached, with
the beat of a hammer, my eyes were like
lead. At last, I put an item in the daily
papers, that I could not see my patients
for a few days, and then I retired into
my home for rest.

I never fully realized until one of
these nights of ease and quiet, what a
sweet and sacred little place my home
was. We were in the library, with its
books, with the papers scattered over
the floor in pleasing disorder, with the
log fire cracking a great song. The
lights along the street glared on the
snow, dirtily rutted with traffic. The
flagging of the walks rang with a good,
crisp twinge, beneath the feet of the
frost-flaked pedestrians. It was cold
outside, bitterly cold, and it felt good to
be away, from the heavy and pungent
dignity of an office, and sit, in my big

chair, blowing blessed smoke from an
old, dilapidated pipe. Through the
twisting smoke, I watched my wife’s
face, as it was thrown into a sharp re¬
lief, against the sputtering fire. To me,
there was something ineffably resting
and peaceful to see her there, to know
that she was in the room with me, to
now and then hear the rustle of
her skirt, to realize that at last, she was

mine, at last my wife, the woman of
whom I had dreamed and for whom 1
had hungered in the emptiness of other
days.

Billy was there too, in the big rock¬
ing chair, childishly singing and patting
his thin hands. God knows, how the
tears in my wife’s eyes as she watched
him, scalded my soul and how the one
or two silver threads of her chestnut

hair, entwined me with dreariness and
crushed in my heart with dread. To
us, happiness was but a frail flower, on
a great stalk of sorrow, and in my
calmer moments, I thought it better, that
this stem of sorrow should be nurtured

by her and me, because day by day, 1
greedily drank in the sweetness and
purity with which it decked her, greed¬
ily read in the wistful eyes the nobility
of womankind. Yet it was maddening,
to trace the look of pitiful wonderment,
that raced across her face, as she
watched poor Billy. To see her eyes,

questioning me for a cause of his sick¬
ness, to see her bosom rise with many
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a mute prayer for his sake. When she
became that way, I was a coward, be¬
cause I could not give her the truth,
could not tell her, that I knew the thing,
that struck the sickly smile on his face
and in the demoniac gleam inspiring be¬
hind the watery curtains of his eyes;
could not tell her, that I knew the thing,
that warped his brain to that of a child,
that at times made his whole body jerk
in terrible convulsions, as I clasped my
arms around him, while he wildly
screamed out to us, “The eyes—eyes—
for God’s sake, Bob, blot them away
from me!”

There was but little hope for Billy.
It was five years now since he became
insane, and in that time he had showed
betterment and again plunged us in de¬
pair. However, for the past few weeks
he had been getting along splendidly.
He would sit for hours, rocking to and
fro in the chair, smiling at us, as we
helped to cheer him, singing, and mov¬

ing his lips, and then I knew that he
was still talking of the eyes that haunted
him. He never could get them away
from him and at times he would creep
over to us and plaintively ask, that we
take away the eyes, for they were water¬
ing him—always watching. He said
they were the eyes of a soul gone, he
knew not where. Then he would in¬

tently watch my wife, and as he did so,
I thought I could see some faint vestige
of the past, flickering over him, but it
very soon faded away.

He cuddled upon the sofa and she
fixed the pillows for him and snugly
drew an afghan around his wasted body.
For a few moments she stood there, try¬

ing to fathom out the thing, that wreck¬
ed his life, and then with a sigh, she
went and again sat by the fire, still
thinking, still in her quiet way, craving
for truth and comfort. It was useless

for me to try and comfort her, because
I could not give her the truth. As we
sat there, I guess we both dreamed. In
the primeval existence of a new home,
when there is no one but a man and

woman, they are wont to dream, and
perhaps we dreamed of a stranger that
might come to this home of ours, amid
the salvos of aunts and uncles, all dot¬
ted with crazy dimples and creases, all
garlanded with a forest of ribbons.
Such a sweetness would tone and soften
the sorrow that was making her old.
Soon she came and put her arms around
my neck. In other days I had enviously
read of such things, and in the other
days I wondered, if the fortunate hus¬
band should not swell with great import¬
ance, when his wife, thus laughingly
coaxed him for a hat or a gown. Per¬
haps,—for an automobile. But I only
reckoned with my wealth in the num¬
ber of pellets and variegated liquids
I could scrawl across a piece of paper.
I knew, that what she wanted was a lit¬
tle courage, a little hope, a little truth
about Billy, and I could not erive it.

“It is five years today, Bob,” she said,
“since George Welden died.” I would
rather that she had not talked of Wel¬
den, because nothing good could come
from it.

“What is the need, dear, of always
bringing up the past? Is not the pres¬
ent enough ?” I did not mean to hurt
her. But she cried, and crying, fell
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asleep in my arms. The wind hummed
around the eaves of the house. The fire
still crackled its great song, while Billy
now and then stirred, and in a lull of the
wind I could hear him talking of the
eyes that haunted him. They say the
past is soon forgotten, but no one knows
better than I do, that when the past is
a bitter one, it is not forgotten, but
lives with the persistency of hell.

Billy and I had toddled together
through childhood. His mother died
shortly after he was born. His father
was killed in a railroad wreck. There
was another child, a sister, older than
he by a few years, and it was to her that
all the love of his being surged. He
was a weak boy, never caring for the
pursuits and pranks of his mates, and
his sister used to take him to school,
tightly clasping his arm. Then the other
little chaps who were wont to tease him
would scurry away, crying one to
another, “Cheese it! Here she comes,”
as they hurriedly pattered down the rcd-
bricked walk to school, fleeing from
the defiance, that snapped in the eyes of
Billy’s sister. I guess, from the first
time he had looked from his cradle into
the wide world, he saw nothing in that
world and never cared to see anything
thereafter but a luminous pair of soft,
brown eyes, mirroring themselves in his
own tiny ones. They existed for one
another, those two. The time came

when Billy and I started off to see the
world, that is, when we went to the
medical school. At that time he had
one ambition in his life, to get ahead in
his profession, and as we plodded on in
the drudgery of the school the brilliancy

of his work attracted attention. When
letters came from his sister, (“Blossom,”
he called hei,)he would go around for
days with a look of sunshine on his face.

The letters came in sensible envelopes
of light blue, and the figure on the
stamp was always sitting on his head.
There was a lingering perfume in ;t,
which Billy would make me notice. He
said it was “Blossom” herself in the

envelope. The other fellows got letters,
too, from sisters, but not their own.

Some of their letters were long and
skinny, others very cozy, and pudgy,
others lob-sided, like an antique feryv
boat, while the colors matched the
frocks of the dear and love-lorn maids
who sent them. They never were white,
but were a sapphire blue, with prodig¬
ious gold seals, more often they were
a flushing pink, very seldom green, and
one night Mrs. Kinks, the landlady of
our boarding house, called a halt, as
she planted before the plate of “Fox\”
Fowler, an envelope of turkey red. Mrs.
Kinks was an important personage, and
was also very entertaining. She was a
staunch Methodist, yet she at times
flirted with Christian Science, and al¬
though she could not tell you just how
many slaves and servants her father had
before the war, yet with many sighs she
did remember her brother, a captain in
the Confederate Army, who gave his
life for his cause in the Battle of the
Wilderness. He was not apt to be
found in the wilderness. “Foxy”
Fowler was studying medicine with the
rest of us, but he had also an artistic
eye, and not liking the pomposity of
Mrs. Kinks on the particular occasion,
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he cut out two hours of class the

next day and went down to the Con¬
gressional Library, where he found that
the brother of Mrs. Kinks was indeed a

captain, having sway over a boat that
used to go up and down the canal with
mules snorting and galloping ahead to
dear the course.

Truthfully speaking, these letters
must have been a thorn in the side of
the Government, but the expansive
smiles, sighs and terrible rockings of
heart, that awaited their coming re¬
stored equilibrium all around. Billy
always looked for his single letter, and
could call the exact minute of its de¬

livery.
It was this way for the first two

years. Then I noticed that Billy was
ill at ease, and was getting nervous. Be¬
ing naturally weak, and studious, the
least little thing grated on his temper¬
ament, and when letters from “Blossom”
came, they did not bring wdth them the
old-time happiness. We went away for
the summer vacation. I passed my time
up at Bellevue. I do not know where
Billy went. I sent him letter after
letter, but he never answered. I hardly
expected to see him at school the next
year, but he was there, thinner and paler
than usual. He became a recluse that

year, never talked and confided in me,
like he used to, until one night along in
October I asked him why he was not
paying more attention to his work. He
walked over to my table, looked down
at me, while he ran his fingers over a
skull, which I had just finished boiling,
and over which I used to study.

“I haven’t any ambition for medicine,

now Bob,” he said. It was such a weary

way he said it that I could only look
at him and wonder what had happened.
He softly rubbed the skull, and bending
down, hissed in my ear.

“I’ve only one ambition now, Bob,
and that is to catch and murder the
cursed devil that ruined my sister, that
took ‘Blossom’ away from me,—away—
away—from me.”

He fell across the bed, and the chok¬
ing sobs that came from him came from
a broken heart.

“Blossom” gone?” I cried stupidly.
“Oh, why didn’t you tell me before, and
perhaps I could have helped you find
her!”

“No use—no use,” he moaned. “I’ve
searched. God, how I did search for
her and him, all through the sickening
heat of the summer, out in those baking
towns of the West. That’s where they
went after what was supposed to be
a marriage, a few days after the First
National Bank in our town had been
broken into and robbed. ‘Blossom’ was

gone, gone with a crook, gone with a
felon, gone with God knows what!”

He jumped to his feet, beating his
breast and wildly laughing. “How, I
hope, that he and I will meet .again,
so that I may kill—kill—so that I may
grind his bones, just like that.” As he
said the words he hurled the skull
against the wall, and it crumbled on the
floor in a thousand bits.

He was very ill for the next two
weeks. But after that he grew strong
enough to keep ahead of his class.
“Blossom” was not mentioned again. We
graduated and received appointments to
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the hospital of St. Francis. The boys
said that Billy was all right in theory
work, but when it came to this part of
his career he would give way, because
it takes more nerve to help the great
surgeon in the operating room, where
so much is at stake, than it does to

methodically demonstrate a part in the
dissecting room. It was wearing work.
Down in the dispensary room, all morn¬
ing, cutting, bandaging, healing, pre¬
scribing, never seeing in the stench and
filth of the wretches that came there,
the pain which racked them, and al¬
ways having our sympathy for them
blunted away, by an en-dless drama of
rot and misery.

Then the operating room, and with
that the nervous fear of flunking out,
before the tall, quiet man, who wielded
the shining little knife. Sometimes,
when things were lively, we were up all
night, helping out the unwearied nurses,
who never lost the innate instinct of a

woman, to give sympathy, cheer, and
comfort. And when we were tired and

nauseated, we would catch the holy and
kind look of gratitude that sparkled in
the eyes of the soft-footed nuns, or we
would go to drink a cup of coffee they
had brewed for us. And all that lifted
us up, it made us see the golden beauty
of our work, it spurred us on more than
a passing commendation from the tall,
quiet man, who wielded the shining little
knife. It spurred us on, because there
was something different in the work of
the two. One was working for science
and humanity; the other was working
for God, so that when a kind look or
word came from these tender, gentle¬

women, we could see in them in a faint
way, the glory of the motive that bade
them to this work, and I guess, if any¬
one of us should fall away from the
straight and honest thing in life, the
prayers they said for us would have
mitigated the final reckoning, and would
have had waiting for us a mighty merev.

This work went on for months, and
although it was predicted that Billy
would lose his nerve, he held it until one

Monday morning, when the students
up in the amphitheatre turned to one
another and said: “I told you so.”
Billy had fainted dead away after
screaming in an agonized horror. I re¬
member the day well. The third sub¬
ject was a man wasting away from a
bone disease. The case had some rather

peculiar aspects, and served to revive
the drooping spirits of the students, who
by this time were twisting and yawning
in the hard seats, some peacefully sleep¬
ing, while others slyly poked these in
the ribs or tickled them with cigarette
papers. The room was hot, reeking
with the smell of ether, and the breath¬
ing of the patient sang and gurgled
through the ether cone. Billy was ad¬
ministering the anaesthetic. The man
was quiet, but now and then sang non¬
sense. The surgeon, with his silver mal¬
let and chisel, scraped and chipped away
at the femur. It happened that 1
dropped a thermostat, and Billy stooped
to pick it from the floor. As he did
so, the cone and cloth were pushed out
of place and the face of the patient
was exposed. Billy saw it. I believe,
I was the only one who saw the change
in him. There was a supreme happi-
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ness afire in "his eyes as he recognized
on the table the man who had taken
“Blossom” away from him.

I became muddled and dazed then.
The surgeon glared at me once or twice,
and with a suppressed breath, cursed my
awkwardness, while the fellows above
snickered and grinned. Billy was in¬
tently bending over the cone, now feel¬
ing the pulse, now looking at the watch.
No one knew', as I did, that he could
work his way with the mastery of a
fiend. No one saw his thick thumbs

pressing and digging through the towel
into the man’s palpitating throat. I
could not see either, but I knew they
were there, and that no tell-tale mark
of them would be left through the towel.
The man was getting quieter and
quieter. He was sleeping peacefully.
Suddenly Billy whispered to the sur¬
geon in answer to one of his continued
queries, that he could not find the pulse.
I marvelled at the calm and even way
he said it, and I marvelled at this great
and ingenious devil of revenge as he
set about with the others, trying to re¬
vive the life in the man, which he had
choked away. He held him by the head.
The towels dropped from the man’s
face, and looking straight at Billy were
the big glassy eyes of a corpse. It was
as if the w'hole body had wilted awa>,

leaving nothing but the eyes. They will
be forever scorched in my brain, as they
are in Billy’s. In these swollen, sick¬
ening balls of flesh, these shining agate
lumps, lived the pain and terror of
death, there dwelt a great remorse for
the past, a great pity, a mute asking to
bring life back again. They were just

staring and looking at Biljy, growing
and swelling with their great remorse
for the past, and the dumb appeal for
another life, just staring—staring and
grinding down into Billy’s soul, to read
therein the scarlet, blood-spurting sign
of murder.

Billy stood rigidly above him and
crazily bent to claw the eyes away with
his blunted nails. Then in a muffled
roar, he yelled something about eyes,
and fainted while I had sense enough
to catch him in my arms. There was a

great buzzing. I could hear the surgeon
cursing beneath his breath, as he kept
repeating to himself, “Well, I’ll be
damned.” Then he went into the bve-
room, while the orderlies wheeled the
body away, and the nuns tenderly helped
me with Billy. There was no confus¬
ion. The students were soon talking
over the thing iin a matter-of-fact tone.
A man had died on the table. Billy had
lost his nerve, and flunked out before
the tall, quiet man, who wielded the
shining little knife, clad in his red-spotted
apron.

They say the past is soon forgotten,
but when the past is bitter it lives and
can blast one with its breath in the
flash of a few moments. The fire was

sizzling and sputtering, the sap trickling
down the logs, while the flames, curling
and wrapping themselves around them,
threw dancing goblins on the wall. My
big setter dog was stolidly peering into
it, comically pricking up his ears, as the
blasting rears of the night screamed
down the chimney. Nellie, my wife, is
still asleep in my arms. The tilted, lazy
clock out in the hall clanged out a de-
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pressing jangle. She awoke and
brushed the sleep from her eyes. Then
she went over to Billy, kneeling down
by him to kiss him good night. He
lay there wide awake, but smiled when
he saw her coming, and clasping his
arms around her neck, earnestly looked
into her eyes. “Tell me,” he said
“Are you not ‘Blossom’ ?” He waited
for her to answer. But she hung her
head, and then he sadly said, “I knew
someone, who was just like you, and 1
called her ‘Blossom.’ I do not know
where she is now.” She did not hear, pat¬
ting his matted, touseled head, and kissr
ing away the sweat that glistened on his
forehead. He frowned then and the old
look of horror rushed across him as he
tried to push her away. “Bob!” he
screamed, “Here they are again, the
eyes—eyes—take them away, wont you
please, please, take them away from
me!” She clutched him frantically, her
sobs dying away in a wail of passionate
anguish. I went to her, gripping and
smothering her hard and fast in my
arms. “See!” she moaned, “see!— he
knew me tonight, he called me ‘Blos¬
som’ ”

There are paragons of virtue in the
world, mostly found among the sex, pre¬
sumed to be stronger. They are espec¬
ially holy in their righteousness, es¬
pecially clever in hiding their own dark
spots, especially noisy, in bawling their
goodness to the house-tops, when a
woman is harshly dealt with, when a
woman’s seared heart is cast into a

world, the morality of which is
too frequently defended by a long¬
eared tribe of hypocrites. And when

the heart that is seared, when the soul,
that is blinded and blanked, clamors
out to them, for a little pity, a little of
that, which they are top cowardly to

practice, a little justice, it meets with a
barbed wall, of flimsy, tissued virtue,
that guards away for future use, their
long ago, there beat one of these seared
own iniquity. They have yet to learn that
hearts, and it was healed with love,
they have yet to learn, as I have learned,
that a woman can yet shine with a great
and grand sweetness, conceived in the
venom, which lured her away to a

thing, she innocently thought, and of '

right expected, would guard and pro¬
tect ; a sweetness, crystallized later on in
a crushing sorrow, culminating in a
tender and sacred love, as came to me

from one, who had quaffed the bitter
cup of life, “Blossom,” my wife, the sis¬
ter of Billy, who through these five
weary years has nursed him, whose
brain almost cracks in listening to his
raving, whose bosom is bursting with
an endless penance. I cannot augment
that sorrow, by telling her that Billy is
mad, because he murdered on the table,
the scoundrel Welden. It is better that
I cannot tell, because it perhaps would
kill her, and I do not again want the
emptiness of other days, but I want her
to live in her goodness, waiting and
hoping with me, for a rift in the clouds.
I know that I ought to tell her and
everyone, and have Billy confined in the
mad-house. God knows that I have

tried to summon enough courage, to
heed this law of society. But I am a
coward to the law, and would rather
be torn limb from limb, bone from bone,



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 271

than tell. There is no one in the room

but Billy and the dog, with his meek
eyes, to see her sobbing in my arms, to
see me kiss her white brow, to see me

bury my head in the mesh of her hair,
trembling on the hot breath of the fire.
Outsidte the wind is screeching, with

the wail of a troop of lost spirits.
Yet I can now and then hear Bil’v
mutter something about eyes, eyes
that are watching him,—always watch¬
ing, eyes of a soul, gone he knows not
where.

Joseph Lawler.’06.

We ©Ic Ifooun’slDavpg.
Ain’t you nevah seen my ole houn’ dawg.

When he sorter snoopin’ ’roun ;
When he looks lak he los’ his bestes’ fr’en,

An’ his tail sorter droopin’ down ?

Da’s de funnies’ dawg you evah is seen,
Shucks, ’peahances don’ count much :

But dat dawg’s a prophet, whatevah you say
An’ you don’ see ’nudder such :

Ez 1 said befo’—when he’s lookin’ sad ;
An’ he peahs to be sufferin’ pain ;

Nigger, you kin jus’ bet, an’ bet all you got,
Dat termorrer bit’s gwineter rain.

Caze dat ole dawg’s got de rheumaticks—
He knows what hit’s gwineter do—

He knows jus’ about ez much ez me,
An' a whole lot mo’en you !

When you see dat dawg make love ter de hyarth,
An’ snuggle up close ter de fier,

An’ sorter shivver an’ shake lak he col’ plumb thoo,
Don’t you think dat dawg’s a liar !

Caze dat dawg’s a prophet—Now don’t you lafF !—
An’ a prophet mus’ sholy know !

You cut you some wood an’ stack hit inside,
Caze nigger, hit’s gwineter snow !

Fuh dat ole dawg’s got rheumaticks—
He knows what hit’s gwineter do—

He knows jus’ about ez much ez me,
An’ a whole lot mo’en you-

Robert H. Kellex, ’08.
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A SECOND

All I can remember of the journey
from my office, was watching a boy
lighting the gas lamp on the corner, as
I mechanically felt for my latch-key.
Then closing the door on the fast falling
darkness I went wearily up the stairs,
and walking over sat down in a chair
before my desk.

Slowly I spread out my hands in front
of me, and with a deep sigh ben
forward until my head rested on mv
arms. It was the act of a tired man,

and if anything I was that.
“Tired and disgusted,” I muttered, re¬

peating the thought that was burning in
my heart. It is the cry of every man
who has failed; and I, Richard Emerson,
he, who had started out two years ago
with a blind hope that success was only
a matter of days—I had failed. Failed!
Bah! how the word does stick and probe
and burn in one’s brain!

Wearily I raised my head and gazed,
without seeing, into the night. My lips
formed in a hitter smile as I thought of
the day that had just passed. It had
all come with a rush. I had gotten down
to the office and was looking over the
last edition of the Ne7cs when Ray said
that Neale wanted me. Throwing aside
ni)'- paper I started toward the managing
editor’s room, my curiosity mildly
aroused as to the sort of assignment
which was doubtless waiting for me. I
can see Neale now, sitting there in front
of his immense, untidy desk, a thick set,
powerful man, with the expression of

CHANCE.

an angry bear ever on his face. How
we boys did hate him. Not until lie
had re-read, stamped, and addressed the
letter which lie had been writing on ray
entrance, did he so much as by a turn
of his head, acknowledge my presence.

“Mr. Emerson,” he began, looking at
me as if he regretted the very words
with which he was compelled to address
me, “Here is a card of John Chipman,
the President of the R. & L., and the
hotel at which he is stopping. I want
an interview with him in regard to this
suit which the city has against him arid
which he has come to town to see about.
It must go in the evening edition.”

“Yes, sir,” T replied, stepping forward
and taking the card he held out to me.

It was five o’clock when I walked into
the office of the News again. Oh how
I did wish to be anywhere other f
where I was then, for I knew I was in
for a bad five minutes. No man ever

told Neale an excuse. He either had
what he had been sent for or he did not.

It was Yes or No or nothing. And my
answer was No!

As I reached his room the door

opened and Ray came out with an angry
look on his face. “Look out for him,
Dick, he is as angry as a hurt bear"
he whispered as he passed me going
down the hall.

My hopes went down ten degrees (if
such a low degree could have been
reached), and I regretted not having
waited a few moments longer. Fearing
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lest I should turn and run if I hesitated
at the door, I walked right in and over
to his desk. There I waited. It was

not a long wait. First he glanced at
the card which I had laid on his desk,
and after studying this for a few sec¬
onds, he raised his eyes and glared at
me. Evidently he already suspected my
answer or Ray has said the wrong word.

“Well, have you got it?” he finally
demanded, finding I had no intention of
speaking first.

Never had my throat seemed so dry.
At last, fearing less I should provoke
him further by my silence, I summoned
all my remaining courage and spoke:

“No, sir; 1 saw him but—”
“W-h-at!” shouted Neale, bringing

his fist down on the desk, “You saw

Chipman, and failed to get an inter¬
view !”

“But—”

“Shut up! I don’t want any ‘huts.’
You know my plan: ‘Yes’ or ‘No.’ One
or the other, absolutely nothing else. I
sent you to get this interview. You
failed, although you were actually in
this man’s presence. Mr. Emerson, my

opinion is that you will never make a
newspaper man. I offered you this op¬
portunity which gave you a chance in a
hundred. It was the best assignment of
the day. Of course I know Chipman
was hard to interview. It would not

have been my best assignment had it
been otherwise. This, however, does
not alter the fact. You failed. If I re¬

member rightly you were to have, ac¬

cording to our agreement, a month’s
trial. Tf at the end of that time you
had not pleased, the News staff was to

be one less. I think that was our agree¬
ment, was it not?”

Thus he had spoken. Clearly and
distinctly had I heard each single word.
I do not believe I will ever forget them,
or the cool cutting tone in which he had
uttered them. And, worst of all, I could
not utter a word in self-defense. For in

anger I always seem to lose the power
of speaking coolly, and I knew that if I
allowed myself to speak otherwise I
would say things which I would have
regretted afterward. One desire seemed
to control me, I wanted to put my hands
around his thick coarse neck until that

jeering smile gave place to another
which I felt in my strength and anger
I could have put there.

Seeing I had no intention of answer¬

ing, he began speaking again. His very
expression, tone, and action reminded
me instinctively of a cat, who having
played with its mouse is about to de¬
liver the little soft pat before the final
blow.

“Mr. Emerson,” he began, “I am go¬

ing to give you another trial, however;
one more, and if you fail then—well, I
am sure there will be no necessity of
mentioning the agreement.”

If his former words had been a sur¬

prise, I can scarcely describe the effect
these had. That “Old Neale” was go¬

ing to give a chap another chance right
after falling down on one! Was it pos¬
sible I had heard aright? Yes, those
were his words. But wait, whispered
Experience, First see what this second
chance is! I did not wait long. Neale
had stopped—I now think purposely to
watch the effect of his words. After he
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had waited a few moments he leaned

forward, and smiling at my surprise,
said in a quiet voice:

“Mr. Emerson, John Ray has come
back empty handed from the Ryan case.
So far not a newspaper man has been
able to get a word from Ryan, or any
one in the house, although the very best
in the city have tried. We all know the
rumors. But one can not risk a suit

on a rumor. Take the next train down
and see what you can do.”

I stood like one suddenly petrified.
That I, Richard Emerson, a mere be¬
ginner to try for a scoop where John
Ray, the star man of the Nezvs staff had
failed!

I can still hear the sound of Neale’s

laugh, when he saw me take my hat and
without speaking a word, turn and
leave the room.

As I said before, I can scarcely re¬
member one thing that occurred on my
way home.

However, one fact was being repeat¬
edly borne to my already aching brain,
namely, that if I did not manage to> get
that scoop, Richard Emerson would be
without a job this time tomorrow. To
some, such a status might possibly be
a cause for laughter. To me if any¬

thing it was the very opposite. Yet, tlv-
very thought of my attempting to suc¬
ceed where Ray and his equals had fail¬
ed, was sufficient to make me smile.

For a second I believe I almost did

smile, and then—and then the thought
came, Why not? Was there one really
good reason why, just because others
had failed, I also should? Again I
argued with myself, had one, had one

out of the dozen that had tried been

urged to greater effort by the same seii-
ous goal for which I had to fight? No,
they had not; and this, I told myself,
was in my favor. Suddenly by blood be¬
gan to grow warm. I seemed to forget
for the moment the ill-luck of the day,
and my whole mind centered on my new
assignment. Turning quickly I gazed
at my clock, and reaching for my train
schedule, rapidly scanned the pages foi
Rollington. Suddenly my finger
stopped. Thirty-five minutes to catch
the evening express. In five minutes,
my suit-case was packed, and another
five saw me running down the steps.
Of course there is always something to
delay one, and especially when one is
in a hurry. At the bottom of the steps
stood my landlady. In her hand she
held a sheet of paper and a letter.
Rapidly I felt in my pockets. For once
I had remembered to bring a pencil with
me. Holding the sheet against the wall
I hurriedly signed my name. Sticking
the special in my pocket I smiled at my
landlady (the poor lady was deaf as a
stone), and grabbing my suit case once
more, made a dash down the street after
the car which had just passed the house.

The train of course had to be five
minutes late in starting, and I even had
time enough to get some cigars and to
pass on through the train to the smoker,
where, luckily, I found an empty seat.

Like a man my first thought was for
the evening newspaper. I put my hand
in my pocket for some change, and in¬
stead of the pennies I was searching for,
my hand struck the special which I had
hurriedly thrust in my pocket, and which



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 275

until then, I had entirely forgotten.
The envelope was addressed in the

large unmistakable scrawl of John Ray.
Wondering what on earth there was that
would cause John to send me a special,
I tore the envelope open.

“Dear Dick,” it began, “Old Neale is
stamping around like an enraged bull.
He has just had a message from the
Richmond telling*him of the sudden
death of Chipman. The old fool realizes
now, I suppose, why you did not gA
the interview.

“However, my object in sending this
special is not to dilate on the character¬
istics of our respectable manager, but to
speak of your new assignment. It has
gotten around that O. N. has sent you
from where I have just come, namely,
Rollington. And right here I tell you,
Dick, you have not a chance. You will
in all probability see Ryan and get what
is to your mind a scoop. You will leave
his presence, and when you get to your
room at the hotel and make an attempt
to write what you have heard, you will
realize that you have absolutely nothing.
I don’t even think you will get this far,
for I heard coming back from a Times
man that old Ryan has given orders
that no reporters were to be admitted on
the premises.

As for the rumors—well, they aim
numerous enough to hang a man if they
were not all wanting in one particular—
a strong or substantial foundation. In
order to save you time I am sending
you (‘Good old Johnnie,’ I muttered to
myself, ‘just like him to help a fellow
when he is down,’) what I took a day
to gather.

“It appears that Ryan, who, by the
way, is a man past sixty, and I am con¬
vinced, at heart a veritable coward it

you can only get something against him,
is a brother to Mrs. Kirkman, the widow
of Kirkman the millionaire. On the
sudden death of the latter, Ryan came
on, from no one knowrs where, to help
his sister manage the estate which is to
go to the dead millionaire’s crippled son,
Frank Kirkman. On the last named per¬
son hinges the mystery which we all
have been trying to unearth. One tale
has it (and I think this is the one Ryan
wishes to be believed) that after his
father’s funeral Frank Kirkman was

sent South for his health. This, how¬
ever, has won little belief in the town,
because there another tale is found.
Two people have seen, or thought they
saw, the face of Frank Kirkman looking
out of a rear window in the Kirkman
mansion. From this they infer, of
course, that Ryan is purposely confining
his nephew in the house. Against this
theory there is one objection. Dr.
Adams, the village doctor and a once
daily visitor on Frank Kirkman, had
been requested to discontinue his visits.
Rumor has two answers for this:
Either the crippled boy has been sent
South for his health, or he is being de¬
tained at home by his uncle with the
hope that death will soon release him
and his sister of a troublesome burden,
and also clear the only obstacle between
him and the Kirkman millions. In my
honest opinion, Dick, this is what I be¬
lieve is occurring right under our very
eyes. Yet try as I did I could get r.o
more positive evidence than what I have
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put down on these sheets. I haunted
the premises night and day, and the only
person I ever saw leave the grounds was
a non-talkative old man driving a small
wagon. Evidently he was the person
that did the marketing.

“This is all. If it will be of any aid,
why use it; if the contrary, then use the
sheets to light your pipe—they are thin
and burn well.

“Wishing you every luck, I am,
“Yours sincerely,

“J. L. Ray.’_
“N. B.—In haste forgot to mention

that Ryan seems to wield a peculiar in¬
fluence over his sister. R.”

Thus ended Ray’s note. From second
nature I reached in my pocket for a
cigar. My mind was so wrapt up try¬
ing to formulate a plan by which I might
obtain an interview with Ryan that it
was not until the brakeman had yelled,
“Rollington,” a second time, that I real¬
ized I had arrived at my destination.
Hurriedly gathering together my paper
and wraps I soon found myself bargain¬
ing with the driver of the only public
conveyance in town, to drive me up to
the one hotel of which the town boasted.

II.

It was nine o’clock when I found my¬
self walking up the pathway leading to
the Kirkman’s front entrance. Before

retiring the night before I had formed
a plan, the usefulness of which I was
about to try.

The door was opened by a neatly
dressed maid. Not waiting to give her
a chance to discover my business, I
pushed past her and came to a stand¬

still in the hallway.
Now you may think having won so

far I was going to ruin all by asking
for Mr. Ryan. Not a bit. At least mv
first words did not show such a desire.

They were these:
“Can you tell me where I can find

Mrs. Kirkman’s agent?” I asked, all the
time knowing that there was no such
person. Ryan himself attended to all
such matters.

The maid opened her mouth to reply,
when I heard a voice behind me say:

“I’ll answer, Mary; go on with your
work.”

Taken by surprise I turned and found
myself gazing at Ryan and his sister,
Mrs. Kirkman.

For at least a minute we stood staring
at each other. Ryan was the first to
move. Turning he held open a door for
his sister to pass through, at the same
time bowing toward me.

“My sister is not feeling well, and I
am sure you will excuse her to-day,” he
said, in a quiet, emotionless voice, not
looking at me but apparently centering
his whole attention on Mrs. Kirkman.

For one infinitesimal part of a second
she wavered. Then with a quick, hesi¬
tating glance at’ me she walked swiftlv
through the door her brother held open
for her. My heart almost stopped beat¬
ing. I could have sworn on my honor
that there was a heart-broken appeal in
that glance.

Closing the door once more Ryan
turned toward me. His whole counte¬

nance was changed. One glance was
sufficient to make me understand that
there was no rumor which could nr:
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be attributed to him. He strode toward
me and almost instinctively I backed to¬
ward -he open door. His first sen¬
tence nearly took my breath away:

“Mr. Richard Emerson, I think you
know that I have positively forbidden
newspaper men to come to this house.”

My surprise at being known, especi¬
ally when I thought that no one knew,
evidently showed in my expression, for
Ryan stopped and pointing to a large
picture hung on the wall at my left,
showed to my astonished eyes, a photo¬
graph of the whole Nezvs staff with their
names printed beneath. Mentally I
cijrsed myself for having done such a
foolhardy trick as to have been caught
in such a telltale picture.

“You see,” continued Ryan, “ I have
been pestered so much by men of your
profession coming to me in diffqrent
ways and asking about my nephew, who
I tell you now for about the fiftieth time
has gone South, that I determined to
know them. As a result I brought these
pictures of the different newspaper
staffs.

“You evidently appear surprised—”
And surprised I was. My head seem¬
ed to be whirling around. My throat
was dry, and I do believe that if Ryan
had not opened the door when he did I
would have done it myself. I have since
wondered if Ryan attributed my sudden
undignified departure to the threat which
he uttered against all men of my class
who henceforth would dare to trespass
on his grounds. I have a hazy idea that
he did. All I remember distinctly was

walking down the pathway toward the
gate, thinking, thinking, thinking. I do

not believe I will ever forget that pecu¬
liar feeling which I experienced when I
saw it. At any other time I would have
called it an apparition. It lasted but a

second. That is, so it seemed to me.

And it came right after the sentence in
which Rvan had told me that his

nephew had gone South. At the men¬
tion of his name I happened to raise mv

eyes up toward the ceiling of the long
high hallwray. I was facing the stairwav
with my back toward the door. Ryan
was facing me. As my gaze wandered
up the flight of steps it rested for a
moment on the bannisters leading around
up to the second story. And there it was
T saw what almost caused my heart to
stop beating. It was the face of a child
leaning over the railing staring down at
us two men. The face was pale and
covered with a mass of uncombed, black
straggly hair. The eyes, will I ever for¬
get them, burning in their intensity,
looked straight, do you hear, straight
down into mine. Then my eyes wan¬
dered to the two pale hands that grasped
the railing. For one second I almost
believed my heart stopped beating —the
child’s hands were manacled. All of a

sudden it came to me. That pale,
staring face and those handcuffed hands
could belong to but one person. I had
been looking at Frank Kirkman, the
dead millionaire’s son.

* * * *

III.

It was five o’clock. For six hours I
had sat on the hotel porch trying to
think of a plan by which I could see
Frank Kirkman. I was then interrupted
in my meditations, if such they might
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be called, by a wagon stopping in front
of the porch. The driver alighted, and
walking slowly up the steps went into
the bar. I followed. The man was the
non-talkative servant from Kirkman’s.

An hour later saw two men coming
out of the Sullivan Bar. One was hope¬
lessly drunk, the other made a good
effort to appear so. The drunken one
was my friend, the non-talkative servant.
So far my plan had worked successfully.
The hardest part was yet to come.

The Kirkmans lived a mile from the
station. It took me an hour to drive
that distance. In that time I had learned

everything, and had formed my plan.
Johnnie Ray’s non-talkative prodigy
had certainly fallen in bad hands. Just
before we arrived at the gate I uncere¬

moniously bundled my now soundly
sleeping companion into the bottom of
the wagon, and with my heart, as they
say, in my throat drove up the drive¬
way until I came to the stable. In a
few moments I had the horse safely
stabled and the drunken and once more

non-talkative Thomas stretched out on

his bed. For ten full minutes I stood
over his bed and studied him from head
to foot. I studied his face. “Yes it
could be done,” I muttered to myself,
nodding my head. He was my height
to the inch, and with my face clean
shaved like his, together with one of his
suits, I would have risked inspection by
gas light from my best friend. The
Kirkmans had scarcely seen me. Rapid¬
ly and quietly I set to work, and it was
actually with a start of surprise that I
beheld myself in the silent one’s glaSw.
I had to actually look at the now loudly
snoring man on the bed before I could

realize That it was I, Richard Emerson,
at whom I was looking. Satisfied that
I would pass I sat down to review the
facts I had gathered from my conversa¬
tion with Thomas.

My intention was to verify the truth
of what I had seen that morning, and 1
knew there was only one way to do this,
and that by taking the place of the only
man servant in the household, namely,
the one who was dead to work on the
bed at my side. For five minutes I ran
over in mind the plan of the house as
I had formed it from the disjointed con¬
versations of Thomas. Then I recalled
of what he had told me his evening
duties consisted.

I had just finished when the electric
bell began to ring, and I knew it was
time for me to attend to my work. For
one moment I hesitated. Suppose they
found me out. The mere thought sent
cold shivers down my back. Then I
thought of my position, of the terrible
result if this last chance of mine should
fail me. With the coming of this
thought my fleeting courage returned,
and without giving myself a chance to
think, I started across the space that
separated the stable from the house.

To relate all the little things that oc¬
curred in the following two hours would
be both tiresome and uninteresting. Let
it be understood that I had cause more

than once to be thankful that I had been

persistent in my questioning Thomas as
to his duties and all that pertained to
them. Good luck seemed to be shower¬
ed on everything I did in those two
hours, or to be more accurate, those
two centuries, for so they seemed to me.
How I could have patiently stood and
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swept up in the Kirkman dining room
while all the time I was almost crazy in
mv desire to get up stairs to the room
where I believed the person whom l
had seen but that very morning was
confined has often been a source of won¬

der to me. . However I did manage to
do it. And it was almost ten o’clock
before I dared run the risk. I do not

believe I would have even attempted it
then had there been one thing left which
I could with any consistency have
cleaned.

And yet notwithstanding the fact that
everyone seemed to have gone to their
rooms, nevertheless it was with no light
heart that I began to quietly climb the
stairs over which I had beheld my sur¬
prise.

I had gained the landing and turned
down one corridor, when my attention
was attracted by a voice raised to a
high key. I stopped suddenly and
listened. 1 scarcely breathed. Slowly
I turned my head in the direction from
which the voice came. One hand

grasped the railing against which I was
leaning, while my other tried to loosen
the high collar which I had taken from
the servant’s box. My heart seemed <o
be brought with a dull, labored thud,
much like the sound a watch makes when

enveloped in cotton. And now—again
that voice; shriller, louder—but hark!
what was that sound which followed.
There it was again. My blood ran cold.
It was the cry of a child in pain. Sud¬
denly it ceased. I just had time to step
behind a thick, heavy curtain when the
hallway was flooded with light, and with
a, thump, thump, thump, from his big,

thick cane, Ryan, breathing heavily,
walked slowly past me, looking neither
to the right nor the left, and finally dis¬
appeared in his room, closing the door
after him with a loud bang.

Now was my chance. Quickly I
stepped from my shelter, and sped down
the corridor. Without waiting to knock
I turned the knob and opened the door.
For a full second I gazed, too horrified
to move.

“My God!’’ I muttered to myself.
The next moment I was kneeling beside
Mrs. Kirkman, who held the crippled
form of her son close within her arms.

Gently I shook her. With a long sigh,
as if aw-akening from a deep dream, she
raised her head and gazed at me. I put
my fingers to my lips to command
silence, and nodded my head to show her
I understood. Then I stooped over and
looked into the face o( Frank Kirkman.
My blood fairly boiled. I knewr now
why the child had screamed. A long
purple mark ran across the left side of
the boy’s face. For a moment I stood
and thought. What was I to do? First
I gazed at the woman ; she still seemed
to be in a stupor. Ray’s N. B. came
back to me. Ryan’s peculiar influence
over his sister. Was she drugged or
was it hypnotism? Not finding an
answer I gazed again at the child still
pressing my lips. Suddenly I made up
my mind.

The next instant T had opened my
note book and was writing rapidly. My
first attempt did not suit:. I threw the
sheet on the floor and swiftly filled a
second. Then I explained as clearly and
as quickly as I could what I wanted.
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At first they only stared at me. I re¬

peated it. The next moment I had their
signatures.

It was none too early. Thump!
thump! thump Ryan was coming- back.
At the sound Mrs. Kirkrnan’s face grew

pale.
“Quick!” she cried, “The window.

Don’t let him see you. Hurry. For
God’s sake hurry!”

Swiftly I fled down the hall. Of
course she could mean only one window,
the one opening on the porch above the
front door. I do not know to this day
how I got there before Ryan passed me.
A second later and it would have been
useless. Once on the outside I stopped
and watched. I could see straight down
the hallway into the room, on the
threshold of which Ryan was standing.
For an instant he stood there, looking
first at the two crouching forms in the
middle of the room. Evidently he sus¬
pected something. Suddenly his eves
caught sight of the sheet lying face up
on the floor. It bore the picture of the
ATews building. In an instant he real¬
ized what had happened. I held mv
breath. Then came the first mistake of
that evening. Instead of raising his
cane and striking as 1 was breathlessly
awaiting for him to do in his terrible
anger, he suddenly inrned and I just had
time to jump. The glass through which
I had been looking was shattered com¬

pletely. Luckily for me I jumped in
a large flower bed. T had scarcely land¬
ed. before I was up again and had
hidden myself in a thick bush. Then I
waited.

Then T experienced another surprise.
Instead of coming out to search for me

as I fully expected he would do, the
minutes fled but no Ryan appeared.

Growing cramped from stooping, 1
was just about to arise when a shadow
was thrown across the gravelled path.
I looked; Ryan was coming from the
stable. Unbeknown to me he had rec¬

ognized my suit and had gone to find
his mistake.

“Now,” I said to myself, “It is com¬

ing,” and I instinctively felt for my re¬
volver.

Then I received my last surprise. In-
sted of attempting to search Ryan
started toward the gate. In one hand
he carried his cane, the other held a

large valise. Ray once more had spoken
the truth—Ryan was a coward.

In a half hour I was in my room at
the hotel. For four hours I wrote.

How my pen did fly. My blood seemed
to be on fire. The words could scarce¬

ly come fast enough. Before I knew it
the last word had been sent, and I was

sitting in my chair, smoking and dream¬
ing of the next day’s edition. I could
see it, just as if it had already been
printed. All in immense black letters.
“The Ryan Mystery Solved.” And fol¬
lowing these, every bit as large, “Trank
Kirkman Found and Interviewed.”
Blow my heart did beat.

And then—and then came the climax.
A telegram from the office. I own I
could scarcely open it, so anxious was I.
Slowly I repeated over and over again
those few simple words. How sweet
they sounded. How pleasant it was to
Moat over them:
“Mr. Richard Emerson.

“The agreement has been buried for¬
ever by A Second Chance.

“7 Signed) NealK.” .

Albert B. Ridgway, ’07
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Horace XIV.
O navis referent

O ship, a storm anew—what shall you do ? —

Bears you to sea
O stay in port, 1 pray ; the oars away

Are torn from thee.

At last, I fear the blast will break thy mast
With cordage gone.

Of sail and gods bereft—with nothing left—
But all forlorn,

You claim the useless name and empty fame
Of Pontic pine.

But yet no sailors trust—unless they must—
Thy noble line.

Beware and have a care, lest every air
Make thee its sport.

My sheer and quondam fear—but now so dear—
Come safe to port.

Martin F. Douglas, ’08.

THE TEACHER THAT DIDN’T FIT.

“One thing is certain, he can’t teach
German literature,” said Overby; “he
may at some time or other have been fit
to expound the rudiments of the lan¬
guage, but that isn’t just exactly his
duty just now.”

It’s particularly hard when you think
of whose place he takes, or rather, whose
place he fails to take,” agreed Jerry
Carr. “You had the right kind of man
for German lit., Hernstein,” to the only
Senior in the room. “We can’t stand
this much longer. It’s up to us to show

a little organized protest—not in a mean

way, you know, but ‘firm and kind,’ just
to show how we feel. When its clear to

us that we’ve got a poor excuse on our
hands, we have a right to—at least—
ventilate our opinion. He won’t last
long, anyway. And I don’t see any rea¬
son why we should calmly flunk, and not
a word out of us. Of course he’d be
removed if many of us did, but it seems
to me .we might hasten that event for
our own good.”

“Yes, a man is pretty sure to lose a
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job he’s not lit for,” answered Hernstein;
“the incompetents generally seek their
level—and find it, too, before long. And
your idea of helping to restore the equili¬
brium is practical. I’ve seen it done.”

“Never in my time,” observed Carr.
“Oh, not here—before I came; and

the fact that we were only kids shows
how easy it was.”

“Probably showed, too, that it takes a

good man to hold a good job. How
about it ?”

“Yes; showed several things, that
among them.

It was in High School, my last year.
We had a woman teaching us physics
that was pretty much to the dull and
leaden. She knew the book and the

laboratory work, and that was all. I don’t
doubt she passed her pedagogy exam,
in the State Normal, but she didn’t pass

anything that made her any use to us.
Most of what she said got past us, if
it every reached us. Miss Werner was

just naturally a complete mistake for
a teacher, though with the best inten¬
tions in the world. Lots of times when
I was coming home at twelve or one I.
would see a light in the laboratory
in the High' School building. Or if
it wasn’t there it was in the little

upstairs room where she lived and
boarded, on my street. Always work¬
ing, never getting anywhere. All her
explanations needed revised supplements
that were never published. She was so
much in earnest that the class couldn’t
even sleep. And that hurt. Finally we
adopted a system, such as you mentioned
just now, and it was a pretty strong ef¬
fort, I give you that.

Questions—ingenious questions, that

led to all kinds of dilemmas; every
variety of underground rough-house,
that made just enough noise to distract
every one’s attention from the lecture
and to ruin recitations. One fellow had
a cultivated snore; it was a histrionic
miracle, that snore ; but he ran it into the
ground, and spoiled it for the fittest oc¬
casions.

The way she took it all was surprising
at first, but the novelty soon wore oi
I don’t believe 1 ever heard her call any¬
one down. She was a frail sort of a

woman—looked faintly pretty at times.
But it was a washed-out kind of pretti¬
ness that left small impression; least of
all on a class like ours. When the noise

got too loud she would stop and say,
“Now, please—then she would try to
look stern, but she couldn’t hold it long
in the face of a bunch of grins that told
her we knew she was only four-flushing
sternness. Then the lecture and the
racket would be resumed. That wasn't
so bad though; there was no ill-feeling
about that, no deliberate meanness,

The girls were the worst. Co-ed
school, you know. They used to look at
her feet, intently and collectively. There
was no particular deformity about them,
but they didn’t call up visions of Cin¬
derella, and that continual stare must
have made their imperfections seem huge
to her. They made her literally squirm
by that form of torture. Then they had
another, their masterpiece.

She used to walk home noons with
Art Luther, who tended bar at the
Washington House, and had aspirations.
Art was a nice little fellow, but on ac¬
count of his family he had to start pretty
far down ; he was sensitive about that
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and always wanted to be something
nobler, though he couldn’t see his way
to it just yet.

The girls would spot Miss Werner
when she was in the class-room alone,
and delegate one of their number to go
in and ask her some questions that
would take a long time to answer. Then
they would cluster just outside the door,
and hold vociferous conversation con¬

cerning little Art Luther, the barkeep.
Some of you may be familiar with the
penetrating noise of the collective high
school girl, and you can picture the tran¬
quility of Miss Werner trying to explain
refraction to a calm-eyed person who she
was morally certain had no other pur¬
pose than to take notes of her confusion.
Those girls were young, but they were
artists in their line.

These were some of the things she had
to stand for. It must have been pretty
clear to her that the longer she talked
the more the attention would dwindle.
Then she could hardly have been deaf
to all the criticism that most of us were

handing out on every possible occasion,
in hopes that the principal would see
things our way, and make a change.
The rest of the faculty were better than
the average, and the contrast annoyed us.

I don’t see yet how she stood it.
There was no let-up on our part—it was
the best way of passing the time in that
class, and we took the path of least re¬
sistance. It was getting along toward
Easter, and we knew just enough phy¬
sics to cut that class as often as possible.
School closed for the vacation, and not
a word said to us about the change we

were looking for. When the next term
opened and we showed up in the physics
room, there was the principal himself
behind the desk—the grand old man of
pedagogy, as a visiting celebrity once
called him at the alumni banquet. He
whirled right into that physics class, got
more work out of 11s and more physics
into us in that first period than Miss
Werner could have accomplished in a
month. Not a word out of him about
the change. And we were glad enough
to get it without asking for explanations.
That evening I noticed her coming out
of the first-year algebra class-room.
It was pretty clear that our system had
been effective. She taught that class
till the end of the term. I don’t think
her salary was docked that year, but it
certainly was the next.

At the beginning of the fall term,
just before I left for here, I saw the new
list of teachers in the paper. She wasn’t
even in the High School any longer.
She was getting, I think, thirty a month,
teaching arithmetic in one of the lower
grades. About this time she left the
place where she boarded and went I
don’t know where. She didn’t patronize
the little lunch room down town any

more, though. My kid brother told me
she began bringing her lunch with her
in the morning.

Art Luther was looking kind of lone¬
some and down in the mouth about then.
He never had seen much of her as far
as we could judge, but I suppose that
was just enough to aggravate his aspira¬
tions. But she kind of faded away from
him same as from every one else. Last
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summer when I was home I asked one

of my old class-mates whether he had
seen anything of her. From his account
she had lost even the little job she held
before, and gone up North into the back-
woods. in hope of landing in some one
of those boom towns along the lake
shore. They don’t sport princely salaries
up there, but there is always room for
anyone that’s looking for a hard propo¬
sition. That was the last of Miss Wer¬

ner, Professor of German and Science.
One day shortly before Christmas I

was tending to some errands in the city,
and I had dropped into the Imperial bar
to get something warm, when I bumped
up against Art Luther. A cousin of his
in town had promised him a good job,
and the little man, who had always been
up against it at home, was on his way to
take hold. I was bound his way, and I
walked down the avenue with him.

I was shaking hands with him on the
corner where I took my car, and wish¬
ing him luck and all the rest of it, when
a woman passing by looked at us with

a curious expression, and half stopped.
I had noticed her in the vicinity before-
nothing remarkable about her appear¬
ance except the curious contrast between
the gayety which her attire insinuated
and the gray despair that sat in her fea¬
tures. Beyond this—and the type is
none too rare—I had noticed nothing.
Now, something in her eyes woke my

memory and I recognized her. But she
wasn’t looking at me. I never want to
see that look in any woman’s eyes again.
Then she turned away hastily and hur¬
ried on her way.

I swung onto my car, and stood on
the platform for a time, looking back
after the two figures rapidly retreating
from each other and from me.

It makes a man think, a thing like
that. I had recognized her, but Art had
not even seen her, so it was all right.
She would never have let him see her

face—something in the way she averted
it told me that. She always did mean
well.

H. F. Pease, ’06.

Iborace, I. 9.
AD THALIARCHUM.

You see Soracte, mountain high
Is clad in soft and argent snow,
O look, the woods are bending now,

The stream is choked that rippled by.
Drive out the cold, the chilly day,

Heap high the logs on gleaming fire,
And to the chords of pleasure’s lyre

Now sing and drink your woes away.
Seek not the morrow’s destiny;

To Jove leave all your future care;
His might the winds and tempest fear;

He stills the angry storm-tossed sea.
While youth’s warm glow yet burns so bright,

The promenade, the park, the dance,
The laughing maiden’s furtive glance

Be now our care, our heart’s delight.
W. Griffin Mudd, ’08,
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A COMPARATIVE STUDY

"Our sweetest songs are those that tell
of saddest thought.”
It has been said that although men

have differed from one another in suc¬

ceeding ages, that while there has been
an indefinable something which discrimi¬
nates between Pagan and Christian, they
have had this in common, that they were
men, mortal men. For since the first
human being wore earth about him and
the flight of years began for him to glide
into eternity, in obedience to his
Creator’s decree of “dust thou art and
unto dust thou shalt return,” his count¬
less descendants have followed in the

way of their sire and down through the
long vista of time, “the graves of em¬
pires have, indeed, heaved but like some

passing waves.” For the Pagan, whose
whole existence was summed up in the
words “eat, drink, and be merry, to¬
morrow we die, there is cold drink in
the grave,” the unknown beyond natur-
a iy had its terrors and, no doubt, even
when the brisk wine coursed through his
veins and his song was loudest, the
knowledge that these transitory joys and
tinselled pleasures were at best ephemer¬
al, must have been the burden of his
secret and saddest thought. Hence we
have Simonides, a celebrated Graecian
poet, when writing on that strange,
mysterious power, seen every day, yet
never understood but by the uncommuni¬
cative dead, telling us that,—

“There’s naught on earth but Hits or
fades away,

And well indeed the Chaian bard might
say,—

The race of men is as the race of leaves.
Yet who, though many an ear this truth

receives,
Imprints it on his heart? For hopes

fond tongue
Can dupe the old as it has duped the

young.
Pools, dreamers, not to know how small

the span
Of youth and life, allowed to mortal

man.”

Strong language, it is true, yet the
language of one who was fully convinced
of the truth of what he affirms. Much
in the same strain, runs the beautiful
simile of Homer relative to the subject-
matter. Fie says: “Even as the genera¬
tions of leaves, such are those likewise
of men; the leaves that be, the wind
scattereth on the earth, and the forest
buddeth and putteth forth more again
when the season of Spring is at hand;
so of the generations of men, one spring-
eth up and another passeth away.”
Sophocles, in like manner, seems to have
been impressed by the same convictions,
for he tells us that “To the Gods alone
never comes old age and death, but all
else is confounded by all-mastering
time.”

So much therefore for our Greek
authors. Coming now to our Roman
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writers and perusing the lyrics of
Horace, in which we have the intensely
personal views of the author himself
portrayed, we find that the ode-address¬
ed to his friend Postumus has much to

our purpose. It is not definitely known
who this Postumus was; many conjec¬
tures have been made, but nothing cer¬
tain has been learned. Neither does it
matter: any name would suit the author’s
purpose, his one desire being to unburd¬
en his soul of a weight which hangs
heavily upon it, which has often caused
him many a moment of serious consid¬
eration and deep reflection. While this
production contains, in a marked degree,
all the brilliant qualities which have won
for Horace world-wide fame as a lyrist
of the first order; it deviates, in one re¬

spect, from the sentiments generally con¬
tained in most of his other poems. Jn
this work, one’s attention is immediate¬
ly attracted to the tone of utter desola¬
tion in which the writer speaks of death.
And yet, we may justly ask how could it
be otherwise, since it was only after the
time of Horace when a Redeemer had

conquered Death by His glorious resur¬
rection, and had pointed out the way to
an eternal life, that man was enabled to
exclaim in all the fullness of his heart:

“Oh Grave; where is thy victory ?
Oh Death; where is thy sting?”

That the thought of leaving this pleas¬
ant world was often with Horace, we

gather from various sources. In an ode
addressed to Quintus Dellius, the sub¬
stance of which is contained in the

words, “Aequam memento rebus in ard-
uis servare mentem,” we find him chiding
bis friend for his fickleness and dis¬

loyalty, and doing so effectually by rr

verting to the subject of man’s brief so.

journ here,—“Moriture Belli,” thus ex¬

alting him to higher and nobler deeds
worthy of his race and country,
Again in the beginning of his
Ars P'oetica, he moralizes thus,“Debemur
morti, nos nostraque,” etc., proving
beyond a doubt that although an ardent
follower of Epicurus, loving the brim¬
ming bowl and delighting in jovial
companions, the certainty that he must
one day relinquish all these, that life
was at best “but a poor player that
struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
and then is heard no more;” death an

inevitable and unwelcome guest, to
whose call he must needs hearken, of¬
fered him, we may presume, food for
reflection even in the banquet hall. We
venture to assert that much in the fol¬

lowing manner would Horace have ex¬
pressed his grief had he, as Byron be¬
held Rome in her decline.

“O Rome my country, city of my soul,
The orphans of the heart must turn to

thee,
Lone mother of dead empires, and con¬

trol,
In their shut breasts their petty miseries!
What are our woes and sufferance?

Come and see

The Cypress, hear the owl and plod your
way

O’er steps of broken thrones and tem¬
ples, ye,
Whose agonies are evils of a day;
A world is at our feet, as fragile as our

clay!”
Thus has it ever been with all our

great writers. Reflecting on the brief-
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ness of man’s earthly career, realizing
but too well that pale death approaches
with equal step and knocks indiscrimin¬
ately at the door of the cottage, and the
portals of the palace, they have not failed
to be deeply impressed by this one idea,
and have, as a result, given to us their
private views on what seemed to them
to be the saddest of all sad thoughts.
Among our English poets of note, the
bard of Avon, through the mouth of
Prospero in the Tempest informs us
that:—

“The cloud capped towers, the gorgeous
palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe it¬
self,

Yea, all that we inherit shall dissolve.
* * * We are such stuff
As dreams are made on, and our little

life
Is rounded with a sleep.”

And Tennyson in his “In Memoriam”
cries out:

“Oh wast thou with me, dearest, then,
While I rose up against my doom,
And yearned to burst the folded gloom,
To brave the eternal heavens again?
If thou wert with me, and the grave
Divide us not, be with me now;
And enter in at breast and brow,
Till all my blood a fuller wave
Be quickened with a livilier breath,
And like an inconsiderate boy,
As in the former flash of joy,
I slip the thoughts of life and death.”

No less impressive are the words of
Byron, when he affirms in his stanzas
composed on music, that:—
“There is not a joy the earth can give

Like that it takes away,

When glow of early thoughts declines
In feeling’s dull decay.”
Finally, the same writer reaches the

climax when in his “Childe Harold” he
exclaims:—
“Ancient of days, August Athena,

where,
Where are thy men of might, thy grand

in soul?
Gone! glimmering through the dream

of things that were!
First, in the race which lead to glory’s

goal,
They won, and passed away. Is this

the whole?
Poor child of doubt and death whose

hope is built on reeds,
Regard and weigh von dust before it

flies!
That little urn saith more than thousand

homilies.”

True indeed it is that, “that little urn
saith more than thousand homilies,” but
is it true that we are of those whose
hope of a hereafter, as the writer af¬
firms, is built on reeds? The poet has
lent his fictions, the painter his colors,,
the orator his tropes, to portray death
as the grand destroyer of life.” But Is
there not One who has conquered this
destroyer and who bids us look forward
to a hereafter in which death has no

part? To us therefore, who bear the
name of Christian and whose hope is in
Him who is the Resurrection and the
Life, the thought of passing from this
world should bring with it no sadness,
and our sweetest songs may ever be
without an alloy if we be prepared for
the passage, if we but remember that,
“the shortest life is long enough if it lead
to a better, and the longest life Is too
short if it does not;” that,
“Death’s but a path that must be trod
If man would ever pass to God.”

’09-
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Tn the fall of 1905 Arthur Duffy, erst¬
while of Georgetown University, was
heralded in the press as acknowledging
that he had been practically a profes¬
sional during his entire career, a state¬
ment which we have been given to un¬
derstand that Duffy has denied ever

making. Straightway one Janies Sulli¬
van, of New York, announced that from
the published lists of records Duffy and
his records would be deleted. The
representatives of the press at the time
besieged Georgetown to know what she
was going to do in the matter. George¬

town held her peace. Subsequently the
Amateur Athletic Union loudly proclaim¬
ed her decision to deprive Duffy of all
his records. Duffy has since, we be¬
lieve, entered suit to know the reason

why. More recently the Intercollegiate
Association is announced to have taken
action similar to that of the A. A. U. We

leave this matter to the Executive Com¬
mittee of the Georgetown University
Athletic Association, which it now be¬
hooves to sit up and be counted, either
one way or the other, while we return to
the A.’ A. U.

On March 3rd. Georgetown Univer¬
sity was to hold its indoor meet. On
February 27th preceding, the head of
the A. A. U. in these parts called at
Georgetown University and stated that
he had been instructed to obtain from

Georgetown evidence against the ama¬
teur standing of Duffy, while at George¬
town, and in case of Georgetown's re¬
fusal of such evidence, to report the
fact to A. A. U. headquarters in New
York. However, we are credibly in¬
formed that the full instructions of the

agent of the A. A. U. were to the ef¬
fect that if Georgetown refused the evi¬
dence, he was to hold up Georgetown
University’s meet on March 3rd. Now,
we respectfully submit that in these
premises it is high time for us to stand
up and speak out in meeting to the A.
A. U. Our answer to the demand for
evidence was that there was no record
in the possession of the Georgetown
University Association injurious to Ar¬
thur Duffy; but that if there were such,
mountains high, we would never place
it at the service of the A. A. U. We

presented the following dilemma:
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When the A. A. U. branded through
two, nay three, continents Arthur Duffy
as a rogue, it either had the evidence to
support such serious defamation, cr
it had not. If it had, then it need only
meet Duffy with the same in the court
and need not call upon us for assist¬
ance; if it had not, Hien it was hard to
refrain from an uncomplimentary view
of the action of the A. A. U. We can¬

not bring ourselves to join in the gen¬
eral hue and cry against an alumnus of
our own Law School without something
more satisfactory than the A. A. U. has
yet presented to the public.

We are not yet enamoured of the
sacro-sanctity of the A. A. U. We are
a bit puzzled to know why school boys
and undergraduates have to be number¬
ed like race horses in the registration
lists of this Jockey Club controlling all
the human racers, and wonder why our
youth cannot compete in public in manly
sport without paying an annual per
capita toll to a company of dignified
gentlemen, who divide in salaries the
proceeds of a levy, imposed to prevent
the contestant looking askance at the
dollars our careful friends shrink not

from tainting their purses with. It is
in our humble opinion a grave pity that
the Intercollegiate Association ever al¬
lied itself with the A. A. U., and we

hope one day to see her emancipate her¬
self again, and recognize that the best
judges of the ethics of college sport are
the college men and their alumni. This
with our compliments to the A. A. U.

The gentle art of soliciting advertise¬
ments is a thing worth studying; it has
its humorous sides. A prominent

monthly magazine, which has done up
Standard Oil, looked into municipal cor¬

ruption, and poured its purifying light
upon the amenities of collegiate ath¬
letics, recently sent a circular letter to
Georgetown asking for an ad. in its
July and August issue. The letter con¬
tained the following interesting para¬

graph : >"
“In view1 of the special effort which

I shall make to impress upon the read¬
ing public that these two numbers of
X’s Magazine will be a complete direc¬
tory of all reputable educational insti¬
tutions, it would seem as if you could
not afford to overlook this.”

Now, of course that is only ambiguous;
but we could not overlook it. After

thanking the management for the prof¬
fered reduction in terms as quite hand¬
some, and regretting that a policy of not
at present advertising in print prevented
us from accepting it, we were fain to
subjoin that the above quoted paragraph
had an unintentional soupcon of a
flavor of “Fads and Fancies” earnest¬

ness about it that moved our risibles.

Unhappy wights! Why were we not
mindful of the wrath to come? The

advertising manager of the magazine in
question came back at us as follows:
“It is indeed difficult for a man in the

advertising department of a magazine
not to stir the risibles of a real, simon
pure, dyed-in-the-wool school professor,
because the whole subject of advertis¬
ing is something which he, by birth and
education, is taught is of the devil.”

Whew! Now will you be good ?
Yes; or at least, we will try. We were
startled to find that where our corres¬

pondent had only stirred our risibles,
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-we had so deeply moved his irascibles.
Could we find comfort in the memory
of the “galled jade” and flatter our¬
selves that “our withers were un¬

wrung?” At least, the sulphurous breath
of that sentence went far to confirm
the theory untimely attributed to our
humble selves. Our castigator went on
to say that because Yale or Vassar did
not advertise, that was no reason why
we should not. Can it be that Yale and
Vassar have declined to be included in
the complete catalogue of reputable ed¬
ucational institutions ? Or has Vassar

been thrust at us, thinking that possibly
Georgetown may be a Female Semi¬
nary ? Alas! we know not. But we
cannot close without our amiable adver¬

tising solicitor’s final sentence:
“It is very much the same principle

as that of the humble professional man

who does not believe in advertising and
he therefore eats ‘humble pie” all his
life and the shrewd member of his pro¬
fession, who gets around the code in
some way or other, gets advertised in¬
directly.”

Now this, we submit, is ambiguous
again. Wherein has the medical pro¬
fession offended ?

Ah, well-a-day! Our lot is cast not
with the shrewd, and there are codes
we do not care to get around. But we
never expected all this from McClure’s.
There now, the name is out.
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WITH THE OLD BOYS.
“OLD BOYS, MARCH !”

We know there will be groans when
this appears, but it is our duty, and we
will not shirk it. We know too, that
we ought not put this at the head of the
“Old Boys,” but if we do not, no one
will read it. We must request again
that any one of you, grad, or under¬
grad., send us any information of any
alumnus of Georgetown which you may

happen to possess. This column must
be filled, and the wants of some reader
must be satisfied. No matter how slight
your knowledge may be, it will please
someone—the writer of this not the least
of all. vSo get busy.

Harry Kelly, ex ’06, visited the col¬
lege this month. Kelly left college at
the close of his sophomore year and is
working in Rochester, N. Y. The oc¬
casion of his visit was the Indoor Meet.

Ferdinand McGettigan, ex-’o6, at
present engaged in business in Philadel¬

phia, also came down to see the meet.
“Mac” left college in 1904, after his
sophomore year, and attended the Law
School the year following, during which
time he ran on the ’Varsity relay team,
one of the best ever representing
Georgetown.

In that same relay of 1905, was
Charles McCarthy, ’05, who is now

studying at the Harvard Law School.
“Charlie” also played end on the foot¬
ball team for two years.

J. V. Mulligan ex ’06 Law, who was
a member of the relay team the last two
years ran in the quarter-mile at our
Indoor Meet, and won with ease. A
few weeks ago he won the same event
at Richmond, Va., in the odors of the
Irish Athletic Club. Jim left school last
year, and holds a good position with
Dieges & Clust, the large jewelry firm
of Philadelphia.

Another of our famous runners who
has kept in close touch with George-
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town since his graduation is Joseph
Reilly, ’05 Dental. Joe played four
years on the football team, captaining it
in 1902; rowed on the crew in 1902; ran
on the relay team three years, and was
'elected captain in 1904. Since then
he has coached the football and track

teams, and has aided the college in many
ways. Dr. Reilly has opened an office
in Washington, D. C., for the practice
of dentistry, and is meeting with great
success.

With him, but practicing medicine,
is S. Logan Owens, ’04, Medical. Sam
played four years on the football team;
ran on the relay team, being captain in
1903; and has assisted the last two years
as coach of the football team. For a

year or so he was resident physician at
the University Hospital, a reward for
the highest average in a competitive ex¬
amination.

Clarence Fitzpatrick, ’04, was at the
college for a few days this month.
“Fitz” ran on his class relay and played
on his class football team,and “subbed”
for the ’Varsity football team. He is
in business with his father in Boston,
Mass.

“Pat” Barry, ’01, was one of the of¬
ficials at our Indoor Meet. Pat always
took an interest in athletics, playing
four years on the football team, includ>-
ing the famous team of 1901, which he
captained. He is now in the real estate
business in Norfolk, Va. With him is
his brother, Jim Barry, who was here
in the “prep” department in 1902. Jim
played on the North Carolina and Vir¬

ginia football and baseball teams during
the last two years.

Last month an attempt was made in
Plainfield, N. J., to form an all-college
club. Over two hundred college gradu¬
ates were present, from over forty dif¬
ferent colleges, principally of the East.
Georgetown’s representatives were Jos-
ph Noonan, John O’Keefe, and Dr. W.
C. Boone. Committees were appointed,
and the project bids fair to become a
success.

John Connolly, ’04, has at last suc¬
cumbed, and on the nineteenth of last
month was married to Miss Marion
Frances Sargent. Both are residents
of Lynn, Mass., where John is in the
real estate business with his father.
Miss Sargent is a leader of one of the
prominent orchestras of Boston. The
marriage was quite sudden, not even
the parents of the two knowing it until
the couple returned from Providence,
where the ceremony was performed.

We trust we are not too late in an¬

nouncing the engagement of John Mur¬
phy, ’04, Law, to Miss Molly Meehan,
who graduated from Trinity College in
1905. The engagement was officially
announcer! several months ago, but
through an oversight no mention of it
was made in these columns. The wed¬

ding is scheduled to take place in June.
C. J. O’Flynn, ’58, one of the promi¬

nent lawyers of Detroit, was recently
featured in an interview published in
the “Detroit Journal,” in which he ex¬

poses the methods in many of these lat¬
ter-day real estate tricks.
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You will be glad to hear that John
Dorman, ’04, Dental, is making good
in his profession. He is practicing with
his father in Fayette, Iowa. A few
months ago John retired from the ranks
of the happy bachelors and entered up¬
on the cares and joys of married life.
He married Miss Rilla Cassidy, of New
Hampton, Iowa, and they are now re¬

siding in Fayette. “Dr.” Dorman re¬
cently passed the State Dental Board
examination.

Mike Thompson, who took an A. M.
here in 1901, came to Washington this
month to officiate at our Indoor Meet.
Mike graduated from Holy Cross, and
for several years while hero he was

graduate manager of athletics.
George F. Curtis, ’89, Law, is mak¬

ing a name for himself in San Fran¬
cisco, Cal. Curtis got an LL. M. here
in 1890.

W. S. Havdon, ’94, is practicing law
in Baltimore.

Joseph Chez, ’97, Law, is being heard
from ’way out in Ogden, Utah. Joe
formerly lived in Shelbyville, Inch

Funeral services over the remains of

William P. McCullough, son of Mrs. J.
W. Ross, who died suddenly Monday
morning, at the Hotel Normandie, Wash¬
ington. D. C., will be held this morning

at the Church of the Sacred Heart, Cen¬
ter Avenue, East End, where high mass
of requiem will be celebrated. The body
was brought from Washington yesterday
morning, and taken to the residence of
Mr. McCullough’s brother-in-law, Otto
F. Felix, Dithridge Street, Bellefield.
Mr. McCullough was also a brother of
Mrs. Mary Isabel Constance, and a

grandson of the late Colonel McCul¬
lough, one of Pittsburg’s first residents.
William P. McCullough was a graduate
of Georgetown University, and later at¬
tended the Pittsburg Law School.

William McCullough was a student
here in the early nineties. He left before
graduation. He was the only son of a
graduate of the college, Henry M. Mc¬
Cullough, who was famous in the college
plays of the olden time. William, his
son, had been in poor health for some
time past, though his sudden taking
away was a shock to the community. It
may interest his friends to know that he
had for some time evidently a premoni¬
tion of the end, for ten days before his
death, he retired to a monastery of the
Passionist Fathers and made his peace
with God. The end then, though sud¬
den, was not, we have reason to believe,
unprovided for.

W. Vlymen. ’06.
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Harvard University and Historical
Truth, by O. Dee. (Reprinted from
the Boston College Stylus.} Being notes
and comments on Professor Emerton’s
Introduction to the Middle Ages and
Mediaeval Europe.—Last month there
came to hand this little volume—or
rather pamphlet—which we greeted
with enthusiasm. For, some time be¬
fore, we had been fortunate enough to
read the same article in the original
form, as printed in the Boston College
Stylus, and even then at casual read¬
ing we were much delighted. We have
kept our copy by us, delaying review
in the hope that time would render us
more capable of expressing our appre¬
ciation. But time has disappointed us
and we take the leap.

We say in all honesty that this is as
fine an essay—or critique, for we do
not know just what to call it—as it has
ever been our privilege to read in—or
outside of a college journal.* The fact
of its appearance in such a publication
and its necessary shortness keeps the
author from extended criticism of the

whole of the offending works of Pro¬
fessor Emerton of Harvard. But if
the chapters chosen for attack are any
criterion of the whole, there is abund¬

ant need of revision on the part of the
Professor, and we are rather glad we
have not wasted our leisure in any ex¬
tended perusal of so eminently errone¬
ous and slip-shod a product as that of
Emerton’s

As the author, 0. Dee, says: “The
question is this: Are Catholics all over
the country, and especially in New
England, which glories so much in
Harvard, aware of the existence even
of such absolutely unfair and utterly
unreliable, works as those mentioned in
the title of this article? It is very dif¬
ficult to see how a man holding a chair
in one of America’s greatest universi¬
ties can conscientiously treat the spirit¬
ual mother of 250,000,000 of souls as
Professor Emerton does.”

Naturally, in so short an article the
points taken up are few, and authorities
alone are considered in the greater part.
One authority quoted by Professor
Emerton is an Anglican minister, Lit-
tledale, on the Patristic Claims. Of
this author’s accuracy and veracity we
quote from the opinion given by
another Anglican clergyman, Rev. F.
G. Lee, D. D.,
“ * * * independent of eighteen
separate apologetic letters * * each
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containing certain retractions, emenda¬
tions, and corrections of mistakes, *
* * the author, in a new edition of
his book (Plain Reasons Against Join¬
ing the Church of Rome)* * *
prefixed no less than twenty-nine pages
of closely printed additions and correc¬

tions, mainly the latter,* * * thus
making no less than 13,340 words of
errata* * * and whose book in its

totality does not extend to 200 pages.”
—The Professor cites among his fur¬
ther authorities Dollinger and Hergen-
rother, who are quoted also by O. Dee
in answer, and who furnish flat contra¬
dictions to the statements of Professor
Emerton. The Professor calls the pon¬
tificate of St. Gregory the Great “the
fairest ideal of Papacy,” and Gregory
himself “the ideal of mediaeval Pa¬

pacy,” for reasons which Gregory’s
own letters directly contradict. So the
essay runs. Men cited as authorities
by Emerton in his support, are shown
and quoted to be flatly opposed to Em-
erton’s statements; many authorities of
the greatest weight are enumerated in
opposition to the Professor, while his
own private opinions unbacked by spec¬
ially cited authorities are confronted
with antagonistic authority from Har-
nack and others, the first at least whose
“authority, assuredly, has greater
weight with the learned world than
Professor Emerton’s.” The pamphlet
concludes with some pages of exposi¬
tion of gross mistakes of Emerton’s,
quoted by permission from an article by
the Rev. F. P. Donnelly, S. J., assist¬
ant editor of the “Messenger.” The
whole essay aside from the natural in¬

dignation aroused by the exhibition of
such flagrant injustice on Emerton’s
part is positively humorous, in its
clever turning of his authorities against
Professor Emerton, and is written in a

mildly ironic style which strikes us as
more disconcerting than any bitter in¬
vective. Yet invective too from the
same hand might be far from failure to
be worth while.

Cross and Chrysanthemum, an epi¬
sode of Japanese history, by the Rev.
Joseph Spillman, S. J. B. Herder, St.
Louis. Price $1.00.

In the boom which Japan tinctured
literature has recently enjoyed many
wretched performances have come to
light, but the opportunities for good lit¬
erature on this subject have not wholly
been neglected. The book under con¬
sideration is a strongly written piece of
work, original in scenery and back¬
ground, and with a living plot and pow¬
erful characters.

The scene is laid in old Japan, at the
period when that proud and warlike na¬
tion even in the midst of civil dissension
found time to vent their hatred on the
confessors of the newly planted faith.
The time is previous to that last blast¬
ing persecution that obliterated Chris¬
tianity from the Japanese Empire. But
though not general, the persecutions
which did take place were marked with
the same ferocity that attended those
which followed. The plot is based on
many historical facts in the political
events of the period. The anti-Chris¬
tian forces are similar in kind if not in
degree, with those Sienkewicz dealt
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with in “Quo Vadis,” and are handled
with vigor and propriety. The author
has imparted a very striking color to
the tale—the picture of the land of
chrysanthemums is beautifully drawn.
Two of the strangest actors are the
pag'an maiden Hime and Sushen- dono,
the apostate prince. The book is very
attractively bound.

Patron Saints for Catholic Youths,
by Mary E. Mannix. Benziger Bros.,
New York. Price 50 cents.

Simply written and neatly edited,
this little book of holy biography should
find favor with those who seek to inter¬
est their children in the patrons from
whom so many of them are named.
Ordinarily, saints’ lives do not make in¬
teresting reading for either young or
old who are not afflicted with a church-
ly melancholy or favored with a consti¬
tutional predilection for things eccles¬
iastical. This book is admirably cal¬
culated to avoid the necessity of these
qualifications in its young readers. The
style is fitly simple, the type very clear,
and each “life” illustrated with at least
one portrait of its subject.

Her Blind Folly, by W. M. Ross.
Benziger Bros., New York. Price
$1.25.

A novel by the author of ‘That Man’s
Daughter.” A story of love and con¬
version. It is true that such a motive
as this book contains has been over¬

worked to a great extent by writers
with more zeal for their religion than
discernment in their profession. Still,
all such are very far from the too com¬

mon offenses against taste and morality,
and never sacrifice either of the latter
to the desire of exciting interest at any-
cost. The present volume is well writ¬
ten, but hardly edited up to its price.

Does It Matter Much What I Be¬

lieve, by Rev. Bernard J. Otten, S. J.
B. Herder, St. Louis. Price 15 cents.

Many a paper cover holds a worthier
production than the gilt-leather neigh¬
bor on the shelf. It would be difficult
to find a clearer, better calculated ap¬

peal to modern intellects than the essay
under consideration. It is a task re¬

quiring little talent or originality to
compile a new compendium of the clas¬
sic arguments on any religious subject,
and send it out in new dress as a

“modern” exposition, etc. The work of
fulfilling this reality is different
and requires altogether another order
of ability from the antiquarian in¬
dustry of the class hinted at above.
Here is an excellent specimen of
the latter species, ranking in merit
with the “Westminster Series,” of es¬

says on theological topics. This re¬

ducing of metaphysics to the everyday
taste is a very practical enterprise, and
it is well that it has representatives in
this country.

The present essay is a clear state¬
ment of the difficulties connected with
the beliefs of those who are confronted

with a multitude of denominations.

The whole subject of religious indif-
ferentism is thoroughly reviewed, and
sound and evident common sense ap¬

plied to all its questions.
H. F. Pease, ’05.
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The “St. Vincent’s College Journal”
for February is a very well gotten up
issue and represents, and we think, a
great amout of industry and ability on
the part of its editors. The poetry,
while there is not any very striking in¬
dividual effort, is on the whole good.
The great difficulty with all of us who
attempt to write verses is that we choose
themes that are too big for us and be¬
fore the verse is done we are over¬

whelmed,—the pity of all is that the
realization comes only after we see our¬
selves in print. While any suggestions
that come from our exchange pen are not
considered final or anything of that sort
—although we have been accused of be¬
ing immensely egotistical—it strikes us
that for the first few years a fellow
should confine himself to themes that are

within the range of his treatment, that
the foundation of his poetry—if we may
call our effusions such— should be sim¬

plicity and sincerity, that life and
death, immortality and eternity, should
he the subject of our religious medita¬
tions rather than our poems.

“The Dream of Life” in the “St. Vin¬
cent’s College College Journal” shows
a nice touch and an excellent sense of

rhythm, but the thought is too big for

more than the usual treatment. Another

poem, “My Wild Rose,” seems much
better adapted to a college magazine, and
although the meter of the first and last
lines is a trifle faulty, there is a true ring
to the verse, and it’s pretty. There’s an
incompleteness about “The Country
Churchyard” which leaves us in doubt
as to the exact effect intended by the
author, so rather than offend him by say¬

ing it is sad rather than sweet, or ghastly
rather than noble, we -will pass on to
the prose of the same number.

“The City of Death” is a truely well
written story which combines rich¬
ness and good taste in a highly artistic
manner. Perhaps in places the author
strains obviously for ancient expressions
and exact atmosphere, but this detracts
but little from the general interest. Per¬
sonally, we are somewhat tired of sad
stories of the Pagan persecutions and
Christian long-suffering unless they
come from learned hands and are dealt
with in a literary strain and for this rea¬
son we are more cordial in our praise of
a really good story dealing with ancient
times and threadbare anecdotes. They
remind one of the days when our whole
class of thirty used to close our desk-lids
on Horatio

^ Alger, Henty or perhaps
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Frank Merriwell, and strives to produce
fine thoughts on “Autumn,” and strives
to become literary on a subject called
“Keep to the Right,” they remind us
strongly of the multitude of Yule logs
and Folly leaves that are wont to adorn
our Christmas poems, and the newsboys
and lighted shop-windows that Christ¬
mas stories called forth. It was only
when our teachers of English called for
an “original story” that the martyrs and
cruel pagans were called in and
after hearing thirty fine, pious stories
read to us we began to tire of boil¬
ing caldrons and arrow-pierced bodies.
“The Study in Blue” is a detective story
but little above the average, the plot is
commonplace save for one or two ori¬
ginal details, and although the story is
not lacking in interest, a detectice story
to be very readable now-a-days must be
extremely well done. The exchange
column is poor, and should be enlarged
or else omitted.

“The Red and White,” from the North
Carolina Agricultural ' and Mechanical
School has been a promising magazine
for some time, but it seems to have de¬
veloped to a certain point of excellence
and then stopped. The stories', first of
all, are too short; and seem hurried and
careless and and more adapted to class
themes than magazine stuff.

The first essay, “The History of
Paper,” would be a grace to an encyclo¬
pedia where exact chronalogical order
and bare fact is more desirable than style,
but it hardly comes up to our idea of
what an opening essay should be. The
printing of the baseball schedule and
the athletic prospects as the second ar¬

ticle in the “Red and White,” seems to
us rather a breach of good taste, and al¬
though it may be argued that the ath¬
letic page is the most widely read one in
the paper, a certain sense of the fitness
of things should, we think, have re¬
strained the editors.

“Cupid’s Dart” is a pale, sickly senti¬
mental effusion of a page and a half
utterly lacking in anything save des¬
perate love, maudlin sentiment, deaths
from heart-break and the sad reverberant
tones of the tall, handsome, broad-
shouldered, mischievous-eyed, many¬
haired hero, who bending over the poor
drowned body of his loved one, says,
“Oh! my darling, my precious love!
come back to me. If you had but known
how I loved you, and how- it wrung my
heart to treat you as I did.” But it was
too late, the deed had been done, and we
thank the author that he brought it all
about in a page and a half.

The short appreciation of the virtue
and valor of ‘Joan of Arc” is probably
the most meritorious bit in the “Red
and White,”- for it is followed by more
sighs and more distracted love-torn wo¬
man, and many more dead, wounded and
heart broken men.

Truly, Mr. Editor, your editorial ap¬
peals to us. We, too, have faced the
“knockers,” and have begun to love
them. Thank Heaven they never asked
us for nauseating love stories, but had
they done so we would have condemned
them to perdition, and preserved in this
way at least, the respectability of our
magazine and our digestion.

The lack of poetry in the “Red and
White” is another deplorable feature.
Let your sentimentalists turn to this
phase of literature and pour out to us
their unalloyed sorrow and the twistings
and creakings of their heart strings.
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LAW SCHOOL NOTES
It was a bad night on the coast. The

rain came down in sheets and things,
(but mostly sheets.) The cruel, cold
wind swept down from the north and en¬

veloped the light-house in its folds. We
might say that the wind was very cruel,
so cruel in fact, that it blew out the light
in the light-house, but the old keeper’s
nose was plainly visible, and the red light
from his front piece, shining through
the darkness, served as a beacon light
for many a poor .ship being tossed about
at the mercy of the furious, lashing
waves.

The old salts vowed they had never
seen a night like it—except one, the
night of the big wind in Ireland.

In a little boat anchored near the

shore, the lights burned brightly. Con¬
gregated around an old stove in the cen¬
ter of the room as the Worthy Leaky
Bath Tubs, presided over by their great
ruler. They had been driven on the
water wagon by unjust legislation in the
District, and anyhow, they wished to

avoid being present at the wedding.
Then again, the president and “Walker
Cramp” wished to confer with us re¬

garding the proposed change in the foot¬
ball rules.

A solitary figure, muffled from head
to foot and carrying a pail, wends his
way along the beach, and, making his
way to the wagon, is admitted. He is
welcomed with open arms, and after the
pail is emptied, the Worthy Leaky Pres¬
ident calls his, sturdy little band to or¬
der. (No doubt you have noticed that
it is generally a bad stormy night when
this great organization meets—there
isn’t so much danger of getting pinched
on a bad night.)

After discussing the matter pro. and
con. it was decided to bar all pros., and
Mr. Cramp, with our consent, issued the
following rules:

1. The field shall be covered with red
carpet having green stripes in it.

2. No person whose father ever work¬
ed shall be eligible.

3. Any player whose nails have not
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been manicured shall be canned.

4. Each player shall carry his college
flag, and when he is about to be tackled,
shall wave it in the opposing player’s
face—if the opponent has his fingers
crossed he may tackle, otherwise he
can’t.

5. Before making a tackle, the player
must serve a written notice, stating his
intention to make the tackle, otherwise
an injunction will be issued restraining
him.

6. All tackles must be made between
the ten-yard line and the bleachers.

7. The player writing the most books
on the ‘Origin of Ideas” shall be cap¬
tain.

8. There shall be no signals; instead,
the captain will softly chirp: “To whom
shall I entrust the oval.” Then the

players must answer: “Captain, if the
other side will pardon me for my seem¬
ing rudeness, I shall endeavor to advance
the oval.”

9. The trainer shall not be allowed to
run out on the field with a bucket—some
of the spectators might think he was
rushing the can, and get offended.

Any part of the game not covered by
the foregoing rules shall be played ac¬

cording to Hoyle.
Our crew has certainly had some

hard luck. They were to row a race
with Tidewater University, but the night
before the race, some one stole the lake.
Never mind, “Cap.” old boy, wait until
the new gymnasium is built and then you
can have the race in the swiming pool.

We regret to announce that our great
indoor chess team has disbanded. The

faculty refused to allow them the use of
the fire escape for practice, and then the

game was too strenuous. Nearly all of
the team have blisters on their hands
from moving the heavy chess. Too
much praise cannot be given to these
battle-scarred veterans, who, during the
whole season lost the only game they
played.

The last confab was the most interest¬

ing as well as the most entertaining we
have had the whole year. Harry-
Graham recited a very pathetic little
piece of poetry entitled “Only One
Love,” or “Who Put the Family Tooth
Brush in the Soup?” Booth then read
a recipe for playing the fife, he told us
that he got it out of an evening paper,
and as it was so easy he thought he
would read it to us. Thusly he croaked:
“The fife is principally noted for its
sweet tones. The music produced re¬
sembles in the main the noise made by a
locomotive when the engineer suddenly
applies the brakes. In fact, it is said
that the man who invented the air brake

got his inspiration from the fife. Like
other wind instruments, the fife is olav-
ed by blowing in it. To make music on
it, study your notes and then blow air
that makes noise like them. Some men

make better fife players than others be¬
cause they have more wind. Virgil
Green would make a good fife player
because he is always shooting hot air.”

Captain Charley Kane has issued a
call for the candidates for the high ball
team to report on Thirteenth Street for
practice. He is going to have a hard
time picking his team, as practically the
whole class will try.

We wish to announce that Deacon

Slattery will not go to the Academy this
week. He was asking the quiz master
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too many questions about train robberies,
and he was asked not to go this week
because those mellow (not ripe) dramas
were affecting his think tank.

Our big chief has just received a peti¬
tion from the citizens of Jackson City-
urging us to remove the Monument from
its present place to that old historic spot.
As yet we have been unable to decide
whether we shall send it there or to Ana-
costia. The matter will be finally de¬
cided at the next meeting, and then an
extra edition of the “Dope Sheet” will
be published so that all may be informed
of our decision.

Chief Justice Clabaugh and Judge
Shepard have notified us of their inten¬
tion to give two receptions in our honor
during the first week in March. We
decided to give up studying during- Lent
but now we will have to give up all our

good resolutions and do some good hard
work.

No doubt you have read that little
note about “Students in arrears.” We
wish to state that it doesn’t pertain to
members of the third year class. The
faculty is used to being done by us and
don’t mind it, however, it is different
with the other classes.

It can’t be said that this class isn’t

patriotic. Why, we refused to take any¬

thing on Washington’s birthday that
didn’t have a cherry in it.

Did you hear our big chief and Joe
Dial hand out that little bunch of talk
last month at the preliminary debate?
When it comes to easing over the cali-
ficerous ozone they have Cicero and

Dr. Munyon backed up against the wall
with their hands up crying- for help. Bill
Geoghan was supposed to make a little
speech but he couldn’t be found—He
was up at the K. of C. hall mingling with
the Irish.

The editor of College Notes last
month announced that work on the gym¬
nasium was progressing slowly on ac¬
count of the lack of workmen. We wish
to state that the college carpenter is
busily engaged at present in building a
fence around the barn, but he has in¬
formed us that as soon as he finishes, he
will commence on the gymnasium.

Brother Bocock has been appointed
commander of our little band of soldiers
from across Rock Creek for next sea¬

son. Brother “Bo” is a hard worker for
the cause, and we can rest assured that
under his ever watchful eye this little
band will do wonders.—(War Cry Item,
Feb. ioth.)

We penned a letter of apology to
Brother Gannon after last month’s issue
had appeared telling him of our sorrow
for throwing that bunch of mush in his
eye, asking forgiveness, and making a
firm resolution to be good in the future.
This month’s Journal is awaited by us
with mingled feelings of hope and fear
lest the apology got in wrong and didn’t
take. However, what was in the apology
was meant, and come what may, we are

going to sit on the fence and watch the
great battle between our own Joey and
our friend, the sage of the Saw-bone
Factory.

John Duggan, Jr., Law, ’06.
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DEBATING SOCIETY NOTES.

The trial to select debaters for the

Boston team was held at the Law School
on Saturday, February 24th. The can¬
didates were limited to- an eight-minute
argument on the affirmative or negative
of the railroad rate question. Mr.
Brown of the District bar, District At¬
torney Baker, and Assistant District At¬
torney Easby-Smith of the faculty acted
as judges.
Mr. Brown, after congratulating all the
contestants on the uniform good work
displayed, announced that the judges had
selected the following team, three de¬
baters and an alternate, J. A. Dial, F. P.
Jenal, M. J. Leahy, and J. A. Lennon.
As announced before, the debate is to be
held in Boston on some date near the
middle of April, probably during the
Easter recess. Many of the students
have expressed an intention of accom¬

panying the team to Boston. It is
hoped that as many as can will do so.
The presence of a party of Georgetown
men would be an added stimulus to the
best efforts of the team. We have a

letter from a Georgetown graduate now
at Harvard saying that “all the old boys
will be there with a few hoyas.” On
a prior occasion the University sent a

debating team to Boston, and it brought
back the decision. The present team will
spare no effort to duplicate that per¬
formance.

The Intercollegiate debate committee
is now at*work completing arrangements
for the Notre Dame debate which is to

be held in this city in May. The ques¬
tion has not been selected as yet, but

we hope to announce it in the next issue,
as well as the debaters.

On Friday. March 16th, the second
public debate will be held in Gaston Hall.
It promises to be most interesting. The
question for discussion is the same that
we argue with Boston University.
There should be a better attendance at

these public debates. This has been said
before, but its repetition will do no harm.

Whether to go to Gaston Hall or not
on the occasion of these debates should
not be altogether a question of how
much personal pleasure a man may de¬
rive therefrom. The debate is a George¬
town debate. The debaters have given
their time and labor in preparation. If
nothing else, then something of college
spirit, and loyalty and courtesy to one’s
fellow students should prompt our at¬
tendance.

We here at the Law School, have
come upon days that are dark and drear.
But an hour ago we finished the plead¬
ing examination, or to speak more cor¬
rectly, it has finished most of us. Far
the moment we have retired to the quiet
of our library, and endeavor to write
some notes for The; Journal, but the
grim spectre of the District Attorney
pursues us even here. Sometime ago we

thought to decorate our library, and
placed on the wall, this modest inscrip¬
tion, “Dont Worry.” In our mental an¬
guish at this moment, we look towards
it and there beneath it, we read these
words, “The Real Estate exam is com¬

ing.” Cherub Dunn is responsible for
this, but we will get even. The room
resounds with loud shrieks of “possibili-
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ties that never could happen,” and “limit¬
ed conditionals,” and issued that have
been buried. Poor Shelley’s case is be¬
ing done to death, and ever and anon the
dire words of seer Baker ring in my

ears, “Beware the ides of, March.”
Imagine, then, our state of mind as at
this moment we vainly endeavor to chase
our imagination back cO the occasion of
the Class Dance of 1907. No words of
ours could convey even a faint impres¬
sion of the brilliancy of that splendid
soiree, but we must at least make men¬

tion of the biggest event of the year in
Georgetown social life. It occurred on
Valentine’s night at the Shoreham.
Nothing was admitted except brand
1907, although several of the class vow
that Tenal and Lusk, the official engi¬
neers of the affair, must have put a
brand of a much older date in the lemon¬
ade bowl. Three of the class were ac¬

companied by their wives. From what
we could observe the number is apt to
be larger at the next dance. We know
that it is customary in telling of an event
of this kind to give a brief description
of gowns worn by the ladies. We are
fearful of attempting this. We do not
wish to incur the wrath of every lady
who was present. As for the men, well,
they all looked pretty much the same.
Some wore coats with appendages, others
not. Altogether it was a great affair,
and the Shoreham wdll not behold the

equal until 1907 gives its next dance,
shortly after Lent. Other classes may
take notice.) Mrs. Easby-Smith, and

Mrs. D. W. O’Donoghue, were the
chaperones.

In The: Journal of last month over
the signature of the gentleman who
writes the Medical School Notes, there
appeared a comment on some few poor
lines of ours which appeared in a prior
issue. Our words are referred to as

a “timorous challenge.” Judging by the
length and character of the reply, they
could not have been very timid, but must
have struck some one like the proverbial
ton of bricks.

We are told that the gentleman from
the Medical School does not know us.

We are sorry for him, but of course we
have always been rather careful in mak¬
ing acquaintances. We are refused ad¬
mittance into his class. We do not

know to which class he refers, but as it
is we appreciate the compliment. Not
to be considered in Jimmy’s class is a
matter for sincere congratulation. We
cannot bring any charge of plagiarism
against Jimmy. In the first place, any¬
thing emanating from the Medical
School is of such a character that the
presumption never could arise that it
was taken from anybody who writes
good English. Again our mental facul¬
ties are so poorly developed, particularly
in the region of the joke bump, that we
could not enjoy writing anything that
the unthinking might construe into a re¬
flection on the good name of Mr. James
Gannon.

Jose;pii A. Lennon.
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MEDICAL NOTES—
We are tickled to death to note, for

the benefit of our readers, the fact that
Georgetown men carried off all the hon¬
ors at the recent competitive examina¬
tion for the appointments at Garfield
Hospital. Ten candidates appeared for
the examination, and among this number
there were three who hailed from the

Georgetown Medical School, and out of
these three, two of the men secured first
and second places respectively. Mr.
Verbryke, lovingly christened by his
class-mates “fincocyte” probably on ac¬
count of his size, which rivals that of a

peanut, and possibly because he is ever

present when there is trouble or any¬

thing else “doing,” attained the highest
mark, and will assume his duties at the
hospital immediately. Mr. Blackistone,
who is also the victim of a nickname—

they call him “Cascaret,” because he in¬
sists upon laboring while the rest of the
world is in dreamland—was so fortunate
as to secure the second place, and will
report for duty on the first day of June.
Mr. Craig was the third representative
of Georgetown, but he broke his foun¬
tain pen during his examination in ob¬
stetrics while he was explaining the
benefits of a hem-stitch over a drop-
stitch. Mr. Craig is employed at Chil¬
dren’s Hospital, and rather than have
him leave they have raised his pay. He
formerly got nothing a month and they
have doubled the amount. Any one who
has not been to Children’s Hospital lately
should stroll thither and see the real
imitation of Sir Walter Raleigh, minus
his manners. The imitation is great.
He eats ’em alive, and is famous for
post-mortem diagnosis!

Speaking of hospitals: Wont some real
philanthropist please furnish the motive
power to propel a missile through the
glass, roof of the operating room of the
Emergency Hospital? It’s getting on
towards Spring time now, and there is
absolutely no means of ventilating the
gallery of the room and the heat and
gases combine to liken what should be
the pleasantest of places, to the first
syllable in the telephone call. We wish
there could be a way to revise that law
of physics which compels heat to do the
ascending act. But Dr. Truman Abbe
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formulated that law so the heat and

gases must get in line and do what the
doctor says.

We wouldn’t say anything disparaging
concerning Providence Hospital because
we know that everybody is very busy
over there and hasn’t time to give his
attention to that class of nonentities
known as medical students, but they
have treated us rotten lately. We have
rolled out of our “downy couches” every

Thursday morning for the past two
months, more or less, so that we could
report at the hospital at five o’clock a.
m.—or was it ten ? and our trip has been
in vain. Nothing doing. It is a shame
to waste that valuable time when we

might be home conducting personal ex¬
periments on the proper methods of
sleep.

Electro-therapeutics are coming along
swimmingly, and Dr. Hickling is trying
hard to impress his men with the value
of his subject from a practical stand¬
point. It has its practical side! If you

apply the positive pole of a galvanic bat¬
tery to a substance and it turns black,
the substance is meat. We would ad¬

vise people who live in Washington
boarding houses to carry a battery to
table with them.

We expect that the well-meant,
fatherly advice we took the trouble to
deal out to youngster Lennon of the
Law Department was not accepted as

gratefully nor as gracefully as it should
be, and we would not be surprised to
have him burst forth in all his cheap elo¬
quence, in an attack on us in this issue.
We want to say though, for the benefit
of our readers, before we disregard the
subject permanently, that we consider

1105

the source of his remarks, and when we

do this, nothing will require repudiation.
Animal parasites, opthalmology and

otology have found their places with the
shades—do not promise to trouble us

any more during this session. Those
men of the senior class whose scruples
will force them to study medicine for
five years instead of the conventional
four, might meet these subjects again
—but the rest of us—never, except at
State boards.

Here is a riddle which is going the
rounds in the third and fourth classes:
What is it that has been to Vienna, has
never studied Grub, and wouldn’t make
a good car conductor? We don’t know
the answer but they say that it isn’t
nearly so hard as “how old is Ann?”

Our respected Dean, Dr. Kober, finish¬
ed his very interesting course in hygiene
on the twenty-second instant, and his
examination will happen some time dur¬
ing the next few days.

A friend of ours wrote a storv which

appears in this issue under the name
“Our Last Quiz.” Tt’s a medical story
and is supposed to be true. Look it over
and see what you think of it. “It pays
to advertise.”

J. A. Gannon, ’06. Medical

COLLEGE NOTES—

With our new House-Boat on the—
Potomac, (which, by tire way, has been
converted into a veritable floating pal¬
ace,) making indoor practice for the
crew unnecessary, and the new impetus
given to baseball attracting our attention,
we eagerly await the balmy days of
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Spring so that we may assume our old
Spring fever airs and stroll about the
campus trying to appear as though v.;.
aware that such a thing as a Latin or
Greek text ever existed. All those who
have enjoyed one of these delightful sea¬
sons at Georgetown will speedily recall
the thrilling incidents of the game and
the fascinating influence with which the
walks have attracted us, affording food
for many a pleasing reverie. But al¬
though our anticipation of future good
lends hope and courage to the present,
let us, for the moment, turn to the past
and refresh our memories wih the pleas¬
ing recollections of former days.

During the fore part of February, a
committee, headed by Father Conway,
S. J., and called for the purpose of rais¬
ing the standards of various Catholic
schools, met in the Hirst Library and
Reading Room. Only a small number of
the committee was in attendance, and in
consequence no business of any grave

importance was transacted.
On February 8th, Father Rector

granted a skating holiday, which was

enjoyed to the full by the lovers of the
sport.

Perpetual communion of reparation
under the auspices of the Apostleship
of Prayer has again been taken up by
the students, and quite a number have
placed their names on Father Kelly’s list
of weekly communicants.

The members of the Billiards and
Pool Association, as well as the student
body, are anxiously looking forward to
the annual tournament of the association
It is expected that Manager Simon will
soon be making arrangements for this
important event.

Father Rector’s feast day was cele¬
brated in the usual way on March first.
A holiday was proclaimed and the ban¬
quet in the college refectory proved ■

great success.
One or two changes among the mem¬

bers of tire faculty which were effected
last month, and which may be of interes
were: Mr. Moran, S. ]., being suc¬
ceeded by Father Kelly in Sophomore
Plistory; Mr. Gaynor, S. J., taking
charge of Special Classics; while Mr.
Fenwick, S. J., is now instructing i:
First Preparatory.

The annual debate for the Merrick
medal by the representative members of
the Philodemic Debating Society was
held in Gaston Hall on the evening of
Washington’s birthday. Tire hall, under
the supervision of Brother Crough, was
artistically decorated with palms and
bunting for the occasion.

The medal presented through the gen
erosity of the late Mr. R. T. Merrick
one of the the most sought after prizes
of the University, and consequently, on
this, as on former occasions, a spirited
debate took place. The question de
bated was—Resolved: That Public Utili¬
ties Should be Owned by Municipals

Mr. Joseph H. Lawler, ’06, Conn.,
president of the society, presided and in¬
troduced Mr. Albert P>riscoe Ridgeway,
’07, District of Columbia, as first
speaker of the evening, who argued in
the affirmative. He was followed by Mr.
Gerald Maurice Egan, ’06, District of
Columbia, as first defendant of the
negative. Mr. George Rex Fry, ’06,
District of Columbia, sustained Mr.
Ridgeway’s view with the affirmative
and Mr. John McHugh Stuart, ’07. New
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York, closed the debate.
The judges of the contest were—Hon.

Wendell Phillips Stafford, Associate
Justice of the Supreme Court of the
District of Columbia; Hon. Charles H.
Duell, Associate Justice of the Court of
Appeals, District of Columbia; Hon.
Ashley M. Gould. Associate Justice,
Supreme Court of the District of Col¬
umbia.

The chairman of the judges’ commit¬
tee at the close of the debate entered in¬
to a lengthy and eloquent discourse on

debating, which was thoroughly ap¬

preciated by the numerous and highly in¬
tellectual audience in attendance. The
decisio" however, was withheld until
commencement.

The newly elected officers of the so¬

ciety are: Mr. Joseph H. Lawler, ’06,
Connecticut, president; Mr. George Rex
Fry, ’06, District of Columbia, vice-
president; Mr. Thomas A. McCann, ’07,
New York, recording secretary; Mr.
Martin F. Douglas, ’08, N. C., corre¬

sponding secretary; Mr. Albert Briscoe
Ridgeway, ’07, District of Columbia,
censor; Mr. Hughes Spalding. Georgia.
'08, treasurer.

The committee on arrangements con¬
sisted of the following members of the
society: Joseph H. Lawler, ’06: Thomas
A. McCann. ’07; Addison K. Lusk, ’08;
M. F. Douglas, ’08 ;Norman Degnon.
’08; J. Linus Moran, ’08.

The reception committee was com¬

posed of the following members: Har¬
low F. Pease, ’06; J. G. Blaine Cop-
pinger. ’07; Robert E. H. Kelley,
’08: Benjamin Jeffs, ’08: Charles
P. T. Ward, ’08; Edward F. Gannon,

’07; W. Griffin Mudd, ’08; Howard G.
Smith, ’08.

We append from the programme thelist
of past winners of the Merrick Debate
medal.

1875, James M. Hagan, ”77, Kentucky;
1876; Bell W. Etheridge, ’76. Tennessee;
1877, William F. Smith, ’78, Maryland;
1878, Eugene S. Ives, ’78, Virginia;
1879, Daniel W. Lawler, ’80. Wisconsin;
1880, Conde B. Pallen, ’80, Missouri;
1881, Denis A. Shanahan. ’82. Virginia;
1882, Francis A. Brogan, ’83. Kansas;
1883, James F. O’Neill, ’83, Georgia;
1884, Augustine de Yturbide, ’84, Mex¬
ico; 1885, John R. Slattery, ’85, Mass¬
achusetts; 1886. Joseph M. Dohan, ’86,
Pennsylvania; 1887, Joseph W. Single-
ton, ’88. New York; 1888, James P.
Montgomery, ’88, California; 1889,
Thomas P>. Lantry, ’89. New York;
1890, C. Albert White, ’90, District of
Columbia; 1891, James E. Duross, ’91,
New York; 1892, Patrick H. O’Donnell.
’92, Indiana; 1892, Patrick J. Carlon, ’93,
New Yrork; 1894. Robt. J. Collier, ’94,
New York; 1895, J. Neal Power, ’95,
Cal.; 1896, Francis E. Slattery, ’06,
Massachusetts; 1897, Benedict F. Ma¬
her, ’97, Maine; 1898. Thomas J.
O’Neill, 99, New York; 1899, Robert G.
Cauthorn, ’99, Indiana; 1900, Joseph L.
McAleer, ’00. Pennsylvania; 1901, R.
Winfield Jones, ’01. Virginia; 1902,
George C. Reid, ’02, District of Colum¬
bia; 1903, John H. O’Brien, ’04. Mass¬
achusetts; 1904, Jozach Miller, ’04,
Texas; 1905, Joseph H. Lawler. ’06,
Connecticut.

The Philonomosian Debating Society
has been busily engaged the past month
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in selecting the speakers and question
for their public debate to be held about
the first of May. Rumor has it that in
order to make the occasion one of the
most successful in the history of the so¬

ciety, they have decided to sacrifice their
annual banquet and devote all their en¬

ergies and finances to provide a literary
treat for their numerous friends.

The results of the late election in the
Philonomosian are: Mr. Joseph West
Montgomery, Louisiana, vice-president;
Mr. Vincent Lynch, New York, secre¬

tary; Mr. Peter Dolin, Connecticut,
treasurer; Mr. W. Luke Bvrne, Pennsyl¬

vania, amanuensis; Mr. John Baptist
Edmund La Plante, Indiana, first cen¬
sor ; Mr. Purcell Culkin, Illinois, second
censor.

February 15th the question debated
was : Resolved : That the United States
Government should not have undertaken
to build the Panama Canal. The speak¬
ers for the affirmative were Messrs. Wil¬
son and Corcoran. For the negative
Messrs. Brady and Dolin spoke. After
a rather hotly contested debate the house
awarded the decision to the negative.
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The annual indoor meet at Convention
Hall has come and gone, and contrary

to numerous fears and many predictions,
it proved a decided success. Despite the
inclement weather, a large crowd of fair
women and drenched men assembled
around the track to cheer their favorites
on to victory or lose bets with a phil¬
osophic smile, and from eight o'clock un¬
til half past ten, the spectators were
treated to some racing as exciting as
athletic competition ever affords. The
meet did not scintillate with many stars,
but probably it is due to this very fact
that more interest abounded, for there
were no foregone conclusions as to the
winners and the result was uncertain un¬

til the tape had actually been crossed.
On the whole Georgetown fared pretty
well. In fact, our showing was remark¬
able considering the ravages that “pure
athletics” have made in our running
ranks. It seems wonderful how quickly
the fleeting art has been acquired by
some erstwhile embryo athletes. The
gap left by runners of old fame seems
in a fair way to be filled by the coming
generation of youthful coursers. Indeed
the style in which the new names ca¬
vorted around Convention Hall made us

open our eyes, and that’s an unusual oc¬
currence, deserving of mention. To
outsiders, perhaps the most interesting
event of the evening was the one-mile
race, which was won by Malvin Shep¬
pard the champion indoor long dis¬
tance runner, who came within three-
fifths of a second of breaking the rec¬

ord which was established by him at
New York last month. When Shep¬
pard toed scratch the handicaps of the
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other contestants were so liberal that the

string of athletes reached almost entirely
around the track. Before the champion
had completed two-thirds of his jour¬
ney, however, he had outstripped every
other weary traveller, and spurted home
an easy winner amid the cheers of the
spectators.

Another event, attracting a great deal
of attention was the four hundred and

forty yard open handicap, which was
won by J. V. Mulligan, formerly a mem¬
ber of Georgetown’s relay team and now

representing the Irish A. C. C. This
was the fastest race of the meet. Mul¬

ligan looked like a streak of greasy

lightning, speeding around the track.
But to the students, of course, the

most important race was the George-
town-Pennsylvania one mile relay race.
This was the crowning event of the
eighth annual indoor athletic carnival of
the Georgetown Athletic Association.
And it is sad to relate that it did not
crown us with victory. This is in no
wise due, however, to any fault of our
team, for they ran a splendid race, and
deserve the highest praise. Every man
did his duty and ran for all there was
in him. But flesh and blood have a limit
which even grit and nerve cannot go
beyond. Everybody expected a walk¬
over for Pennsylvania, and it was the
greatest surprise of the day when
Georgetown was only beaten by about
fifteen or twenty yards. And the won¬
derment increases when it is remember¬
ed that most of our runners are boys
not out of their teens, while their op¬

ponents were strong men and athletes
of many years’ experience. Ward start¬
ed off for Georgetown and hung on to

his man for two laps in a manner of
which he should be proud. Then he
resigned in favor of Pease, who pursued
Pennsy’s runner like grim death. Mudd
came next and ran in his usual good
form and speed, when Sullivan’s turn
came Pennsylvania had succeeded in
creeping away from Georgetown a dis¬
tance of about twenty yards, but this
doughty warrior dashed away in Hom¬
eric style and snatched five yards from
his fleeing antagonist. Thus the race
ended with honor to Georgetown and
victory to Pennsylvania.

O’Gorman struck up such a fast gait
at the beginning of the year, that many
thought that he would die before the
finish. But he persists in fooling all the
prophets and prognosticators. He is fast
becoming a standby of the college. Be¬
fore a meet everybody speculates upon
the chances of the various races, but
when they come to O’Gorman they won¬
der what kind of a medal he will get.
The ease with which he won from
scratch the sixteen-pound handicap shot-
put, puts a feather in his cap. This was
the sole field athletic victory for Georgej
town, and he would have his picture in
The Journal if delinquent subscribers
would only pay up and furnish us with
the necessary cash.

Next in interest to the ’Varsity race
came the inter-class exhibition, and this
is worthy of some bard to sing its
praises, for no theme abounds with
more heroic endeavor, luscious comedy
and heart thrilling pathos. It was lost
and won at least a dozen times, till every
doubt-racked spectator rose on his
neighbor’s toes in a fever of agonized
agitation. The fun began when Kelley
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of Sophomore, W. Vlymen of Seniors,
and Cochran of Freshman toed the
mark. Kelley set a hot pace, which
brought him in some ten yards ahead of
Vlymen, who had secured a substantial
gain on Cochran. Hayne and Mudd
were the next two contestants for the

lead, and the former by following up a

good start gained several yards more
on his pursuer. When H. Vlymen got
the tag Eckenrode was off with what
looked like a winning lead, but on the
last stretch the Senior cut it down to

about fivq yards. “Jerse” Colliflower
left his mark with a rush that brought
him up behind Spalding on the second
bank. The two went another lap al¬
most side by side, and then their posi¬
tions reversed, as Colliflower put on
steam. They came down the stretch
only a foot or two apart, with ’06 still
to the good at the finish.

Charlie Seitz, after his usual cus¬

tom, won two or three medals. One of
his prettiest races was in the fifty yard
handicap dash, where some of the com¬

petitors had as much as nine feet handi¬
cap.

The preps should also come in for
their meed of praise. To win every race
in which they were entered is a fact
that needs no elaboration or explanation,
and this is just what they did. From
the first relay team down to the midgets,
everyone of them got a medal. And the
private sprinter, Mr. Arthur Maher,
ran away with the six hundred yard
novice event with such ease, that the
officials were compelled to decide that
he was out of his class.

The remaining races that elicited
cheers from the grand-stands were the

Law and Medical School contests. Af¬
ter a long and desperate struggle, the
lawyers at last succeeded in wrenching
victory from the teeth of the Dental
School.

All in all, the meet was a most grati¬
fying success, and so viewed not only
by Georgetown supporters but by the
outside world as well. The following
is the opinion of the Washington Post:

“Although uic number of stars that
competed did not equal that of some of
the Georgetown meets in the past, the
games were successful from every stand¬
point. The crowd was one of the lar¬
gest that ever attended an indoor ath¬
letic affair in this city, and the clever
handling of the spectators reflected great
credit upon Manager Brennan and his
corps of assistants. The meet was a lit¬
tle slow in beginning, but once the races
were started there was no delay. M. J.
Thompson, former graduate-manager of
athletics at the University, accepted the
invitation to referee, and it was due
largely to his efforts that tourney
was conducted so completely.’'

Referee—M. J. Thompson, G. U.
Clerk of Course—Benjamin P>. Os-

thaus, B. A. A.
Marshal—Capt. Will C. Bryan.
Starter—B. J. Wefers, G. U.
Announcer—Thomas Neil. G. U.
Timers—C. E. Edwards. N. G.; A. A.

Kerr, A. C. of Philadelphia ; Joseph A.
Reilly, G. U; C. R. Zappone, G. U.

Judges at finish—Dr. Grant, A. A. U.;
Emorv Wilson, C. H. S.; J. S. Easby-
Smith, G. U.

Field judges—S. W. Stinemetz, Theo¬
dore Strauss. A. A. LT.; Mr. 'Thatcher,
James O’Shea, G. U.
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Assistant clerk of course—T. Frank
Hayes, G. U.; Branch Bocock, G. U.

Officials—C. M. Barry, G. U.; Gogan,
G. U.; N. Degnon, G. U.; Thomas
Scheller, G. U.; C. E. Becket, Y. M. C.
A.; W. Turkenton, G. W. U.

Inspectors—H. A. Hanigan, G. U.;
S. E. Mudd, Jr., G. U.; G. J. Simon, G.
U.; James E. Morgan, G. U.

Custodians of prizes—M. P. Mahoney,
G. U.; Thomas E. McCann, G. U.

Scorers—J. Stuart, Frank Foy, G. U.;
A. Cockerel. G. U.; H. Smith, G. U.

Assistant marshals—E. S. Monahan,
G. U.; Dr. S. Logan Owens, G. U.; I.
George, G. U.

Handicap—John F. Baer, M. A. C.
Entry committee—Joseph Shriver,

Edward Crummey, Frank Foy.
Hall committee—E. S. Monohan, J.

A. Reilly, T, F. Sullivan.
While discussing sprinting, it may not

be inappropriate to give publicity to the
opinions of some of our foremost
sprinters. In the course of a conversa¬
tion one of them advanced the idea that
we should have an outdoor inter-class
meet some time in the Spring. And as
this notion appealed strongly to our ma¬
tured judgment, we hereby adduce it
and present it to the equally ripe intel¬
lects of our dear readers. The cost of
such an affray would be trifling, while
the enjoyment and college spirit it would
stir up would be immense. For first
prizes blue ribbons could be presented,
and empty bottles would serve very well
for those who did not come first. But
the spirit of joking aside, in our humble
opinion an event of this kind would be
of inestimable benefit to Georgetown.

It would incite competition and conse¬

quently training and development. It
would give the runners something to do,
and prevent them from breaking train¬
ing- and vegetating. It would increase
class pride and ultimately college loyalty.
It would give a chance to those who
have not sufficient ability to compete in
inter-collegiate contests, and in this way
much unsuspected talent may be dis¬
covered and brought out. And last,
but by no means least, it would afford
to those who possess the luxury of fem¬
inine acquaintance an opportunity of dis¬
playing their dormant heroism. These
are a few of the reasons given us in
favor of a Spring meet, and in all of
our correspondence we have yet to find
a single letter in opposition. Why not
have it then ? It’s up to somebody.

The candidates for the ’Varsity base¬
ball team had their initial practice on
March 4th, and while it is well nigh
impossible to foretell what will develop
from the raw material, still some of the

applicants looked as if they were cap¬
able of taking on a high polish. Owing
to the recent snows the ball field is too

wet for heavy practice, so it will be
nearly- a week before the squad will be
able to settle down to hard work. The
first game is scheduled to come off the
latter part of this month, which all the
fans are anxiously awaiting, so as to
draw a line on the team’s ability.

The work on the machines has at last
come to an end, and on March the sixth
the crews went out on the river to try
their hand at real rowing. The squad
has dwindled down from sixty men to
about twenty^-five, but these are the sur-
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vival of the fittest, and great things are
expected of them. The boat-house,
house-boat is now in prime condition to
receive its new occupants. In fact,
everything points to an auspicious year,
except that Capt. Mudd has left the
game, and someone else will have to
take command of the destinies of the

crew at Poughkeepsie. When the Naval
Academy suggested that the date of the
Georgetown-Annapolis race be changed
to April the fourteenth Coach Dempsey
offered to row them on the seventeenth,
instead, and it is probable that this
proposition will be accepted. The race
will be a double-header, first and second
crews of both institutions being entered.

At a recent meeting of the football
team Bocock was chosen to captain next
season’s eleven. The choice is a good
one, and “Bo” will doubtless make an

excellent leader; if his previous record
counts for anything.

The manager of football at George¬
town University has submitted the fol¬
lowing report for publication that the
undergraduates and alumni may see the
finances of our sport.

Report for the football season of 1905 :

Gallaudet game, Sept. 30th—Receipts
$34.50; expenses $26.25; profit $8.25.

Princeton at Princeton—Guarantee

$350; expenses for twenty-one $273.84;
profit $76.16.

Villanova game, Oct. 14th—Receipts
$145.40; expenses $164; loss $18.60.

Swarthmore game, Oct. 21st—Re¬

ceipts $475.75; expenses $301.25; profit
$1/4-50.

W. & J. at Pitts., Oct. 28th—Guaran¬
tee $450; expenses for twenty-four men
$480.40; loss $30.40.

U. of N. Carolina at Richmond, Nov.
4th—Percentage $170.05; expenses for
twenty-three men $233.72; loss $63.67.

Bucknell game, Nov. 18th—Receipts
$228.50; expenses $273.86; loss $45.36.

George Washington game Nov. 25th—
Receipts $772.68; expenses $90; profit
$682.68.

Carlisle game, Nov. 30th—Receipts
$670.93 ; expenses $15.25 ; profit $655.68.

Total profits j$l,597.27 ; total losses
$158.03; net profit $1,439.24.

General expenses:
For rubbers $122.50; for stamps, tele¬
grams, phones, etc., $19.26; for coach
$600; for repairing $65.95; f°r athletic
supplies $341.67; for training table
$531 ; for sundries $14.45 : f°r drug sup¬
plies $13.20; for washing $14.04; for
printing $68; for advertising $35; for
moving bleechers. Sept. 28th, $64.24;
for medical services $50; total $1,939.31.

Credit—
r>v the sale of season tickets $381 ;

refunded by the college for the training
table $120: for the privilege of selling
candy, etc. $23.32; contributed bv the
Law School $26.70; total $551.02: total
profits from games $1,439.24; total
credit $551.02; total $1,990.26; total
profit $1,990.26; total expenses $1,-
939.31 ; net profit $5)0.95.

Harry A. Hanioan, Mgr.
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“HE IS RISEN.”
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