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Zbe Scattering.
We pass and leave behind
The hours of idleness and grind,

The checkered hours of gloom and glee
Spent in genial company

Of those whose lives with ours were twined.

Four rich-fraught years these walls confined
Us, climbers of the mount of mind,

And now, from our light fetrers free,
We pass away,

From task that once we thought unkind,
Now treasured up and safe enshrined

In sweet and lasting memory,
Hence turning all unwillingly

Whither ?—for we have not divined
We pass away.

H. F. Pease, ’06.
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USURY, OLD AND NEW.

One of the oldest and most contro¬

verted subjects with which the mediae¬
val moralists and political economists
have had to deal, and one which is still
often discussed, is the question of
Usury.

By usury here, it must be remembered,
is meant any interest at all on loaned
money; not usury as it is understood
to-day, namely, an exorbitant rate of
interest, so that the question is not about
how much interest is permissible, but
whether any interest at all is to be al¬
lowed.

So many are the arguments, that have
been advanced for and against interest,
that it would seem, at first glance, that
either side might be equally defended.
But upon closer study1 it will be seen
that there is: no trouble to prove its
present justification, while at the same
time upholding the doctrine of the
scholastics and old teachers who op¬

posed it in their time. The whole ques¬
tion hinges on the nature of money and
its use at these respective times. We
shall endeavor to give an idea of the
nature of money as it was in the Middle
Ages and before.

Then it was simply a medium of ex¬

change, having no intrinsic value, ab¬
solutely unproductive, and in a word a

thing consumed by its first use.

Therefore when one man loaned an¬

other money, and in this loan he is
supposed not to deprive himself of any¬

thing, nor of the means of making any¬

thing, nor to run any risk of its being
returned and charges usury for this
same he acts unjustly; first, because he
is demanding something for nothing;
secondly, because he is taking an unjust
advantage of a man’s need for that
which at the same time is of no ad¬

vantage to himself; and thirdly, because
be would be, receiving in return more
than he gave.

These were the chief reasons why
usury was forbidden and justly so. But
it must also be remembered that even

then all loans were not made under these
ideal circumstances, and hence when
there was any deprivation on the
part of the lender, or risk of loss he was
allowed to exact interest, not precisely
on account of the loan or mutuum, but
on account of the loss sustained or the
risk incurred. An example of how he
could suffer a loss is evident as when

by the loan he loses a chance to buy a

bargain of any sort, then he would be
justified in charging for that loss.

Aristotle and all the ancient scholars
held that money was by nature unpro¬
ductive or sterile, and hence that any
interest, on account of the loan precisely,
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was wrong- and unjust.
St. John Chrysostom comparing the

nature of land and money, held, as is
evident, that land is by nature produc¬
tive whereas money is sterile, and angrily
attacks the lender who charges interest
on account of the loan, saying that
“He practises a damnable kind of agri¬
culture, reaping where he has not
sown.” Thus we see that the lending of
money in those times was held to be a

gratuitous contract or a contract by
which one freely gives up something of
no use to himself, for the present, for
the benefit of the borrower, and the
borrower is bound to return this thing,
which is consumed by its first use, to
the lender, in exactly the same amount
as it was given to him, neither more
nor less. Because that which was given
to him he used and consumed, and
hence was not the cause of producing
anything for him, so that if he paid
usury on it he would be robbing him¬
self and giving back to the lender more
than he received, both of which would
be unjust.

Leo X, in the Fifth Council of the
Lateran, says, “Usury is properly inter¬
preted to mean the attempt to draw
profit and increment, without labor,
without cost, and without risk, out of
the use of a thing that does not fructify.”
Likewise in 1745 Benedict XIV says:
“That kind of sin which is commonly
called usury, and which has its proper
seat in the contract of mutuum., consists
in turning that contract, which of its

own nature requires the amount re¬
turned exactly to balance the amount re¬

ceived, into a ground for demanding a
return in excess of the amount received.”
It seems that since all these authorities,
and a multitude of others can be cited,
agree that money was at their time
sterile, that there is scarcely any need of
further argument. For if, as we sup¬

pose, there is no risk of non-payment
nor any loss on the part of the lender;
then there can surely be no just ground
for demanding usury.

Thus it is left for us, having already-
proved the injustice of usury in the
Middle Ages, to show how it has come
to be justifiable in our time; to do
whidh it is necessary to examine the
changed nature of money and also the
complete change in the commercial and
financial world.

As we have shown how usury was

unjust because it was paying for the
use of a thing, the use of which could
not be separated from its substance,
therefore when money was loaned the
dominion was transferred, totaliter. So
now we shall show how the nature of
money has changed, and from once
being sterile it has now* become fertile;
and thus as an instrument of production
it has a right to share in the benefits
which it helps to produce.

Moreover we show that that contract

by which money was loaned formerly,
has changed, and is now an onerous con¬
tract whereas it was formerly a gratuitous
contract; and thus as there are advan-



430 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

tages on both sides when one man yields
his right to make use of the money as
a productive agent to another, that
other must pay him for this loss, and
this is done by means of interest.

By means of commerce, trade, our
enormous banking system, and the need
of unlimited capital to carry on the big
manufacturing industries that are being
handled all over the world, money has
acquired an entirely new and different
use from that which it had formerly.
Then it was only a medium of private
exchange, while now on account of the
rapidity of conveyance from one point
to another, and hence, to the freedom of

exchange, it has acquired a new quality,
and has essentially become a medium of
public exchange, thus representing not
merely use value but market value. So
that to lose one’s right to $5,000 for the
space of a year, or any period of time,
means the loss of a chance or chances to

make a profitable investment of that
$5,000, and thus the one, to whom this
right is yielded is bound to pay for that
loss, which is done by means of interest.

It is curious to note, and at once it
gives one a clear idea of the difference
that has taken place in the very essence
of money, that those who borrowed in

the olden times were the poorer classes,
who did so to buy the very food they
ate, or other necessaries of life, while
now the borrower is the rich man, the
banking houses, the managers of large
industries, and the trust magnate; who
borrow from the poor, and while pay¬

ing them interest, still make enormous

profits for themselves. Also that in the
Middle Ages the laws and restrictions
were made to protect the poor borrower,
while now the lender is more often the

one to be pitied, as appears from the
following extract from Leroy-Beaulieu’s
article in the Economists Francaise for

July in 1881 :

“Everybody knows what brigandage
is carried on to-day under the guise of
founding stock companies. Nothing is
more shameful or more criminal. It is
one of the saddest symptoms of public
demoralization. The place of the great
bands of adventurers and robbers, who
held merchants for ransom, and pillaged
the country in the Middle Ages, is now
taken by stock companies, many of
which carry on their operations with
greater security, more impunity, and
more profit and leisure for their found¬
ers than their mediaeval compeers.”

Joseph Shriver, ’06.

Hcvostfc.
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AN UNREWARDED ACT.

I may truthfully say I had not the
slightest premonition when I pressed
the electric bell to the Honorable James
Van Dorn’s residence of the scene to

which I unintentionally was to be a
witness.

The door was immediately opened by
a solemn-faced butler, who, when I
stated my desire personally to see Mr.
Van Dorn, ushered me, without a word,
into the newly elected Senator’s library.

Left to myself by the departure of the
butler, I took a seat, with the intention
of preparing in my mind the interview
that I was about to have. That it was

a delicate task no one who had ever been

engaged in newspaper work would have
for a moment hesitated to admit. To
be brief, I had to ask a newly-elected can¬
didate a direct question as to whether the
rumors were true that he or his party
had paid for his election; or whether
they were merely the parting sling of a
defeated opponent. That I would have
given anything to have had a more

congenial assignment was but natural.
Somehow ever since I had made that

•‘scoop” on the “Kirkman Mystery”
Neale had been sending me on interviews
which while flattering on account of
their importance, were nevertheless often
unpleasant and at times terribly difficult
to land.

For about five minutes I sat reviewing
the different stories I had heard on the
future Senator, when my eye was at¬
tracted by a small alcove at the other
end of the room full of curios.

My mind wandered a moment
from my subject, and I became busy
trying to repress a desire of examining
them at a more convenient distance.
Curio collecting was my one hobby, and
with no conceit I fancied myself some
sort of a critic. Sufficient to say that I
spent every spare penny on this single
whim. That the collection was a valu¬
able one I knew at a glance, and the
more I realized it the greater became
my desire to go over and examine them.

“Just to glance at them for a moment”
I kept saying to myself. Try, as I did,
I could not get the thought out of my
head. Finally I arose, chiding my own
weakness, and walked over to the little
alcove. Pushing aside the heavy por-
tiers I stepped inside, and my hands
fairly trembled as I picked up a small
Spanish stiletto. It was a perfect speci¬
men of its class and for a moment I was

utterly oblivious of my surroundings.
Suddenly I was startled on hearing

the library door which the butler on
leaving had closed, open, and looking out
between the curtains beheld the Honor¬
able Van Dorn entering accompanied by
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another man, whom I recognized imme¬
diately as William Brainard, the very

person who KM guided Van Dorn’s
political fight.

To say that I was in a quandary
would perhaps be describing my condi¬
tion. What was I to do? Naturally I
did not want to make my presence
known, for of all men I centainly did
not want Brainard around when I spoke
to Van Dorn. And yet it was either
that or keep silent. The latter course
was certainly not one of any risk for
they would never think of coming over
to my present hiding place, and yet I
could not make up my mind to follow
such a plan, for although I had been a

newspaper .man over two years, still I
had a reluctance to listening to a con¬
versation not meant for my own ears.

My indecision was cut short, however,
by the words of Van Dorn: “Sit down,
Will. I will only take a few moments,”
he said, as he began to walk up and
down the floor.

“A few minutes?” I said to myself.
“Well I suppose it cannot be much, and
the best thing for me to do is to keep
quiet until Brainard had gone.

Having made this decision I began
to study the two men ; the one quietly
sitting in his chair, the other nervously
pacing back and forth.

Apparently the Honorable Van Dorn
had something on his mind. He also
appeared to find great difficulty in tell¬
ing it to his companion. At least a

quarter of his cigar had been chewed

before he uttered another word. Won¬

dering if Brainard noticed his friend’s
condition I glanced toward him, and was
surprised to see that he was not even

watching the man who was acting like
an angry lion in a small cage. Naturally
my eyes went in the direction in which
he was looking so steadily. I received
my second surprise then; Brainard was

gazing at a picture of Van Dorn’s wife.
It would be impossible to describe the
expression on his face. Only once before
had I ever seen such a look on any
man’s face. I had been sent to write

up an account of what, according to
society’s decision, had been the most
fashionable of that year’s weddings, and
had taken a seat in one of the rear pews
with a view to seeing the people as they
passed down the aisle. In a few
moments the bridal party came in;
Lady Howe, then * Margaret Burcher,
leaning on the arm of her father.
Naturally I gave my whole attention to
the young .bride, making little mental
notes, when suddenly I heard directly
in front of me what sounded like a half-

suppressed sob. I turned quickly, and
seeing only a man standing in front of
me., was about to resume my previous
position when I happened to glance at
his face. It was pale as a sheet and had
the identical expression that Brainard
now had on his. I afterward learned

that the man was none other than Mor¬

dant Haviland, the young artist, whom
Margaret Burcher had jilted just before
her marriage.
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It seems strange that my mind, a

newspaper man, should have wandered
in such a manner. Of course it took

much less time to recollect the little in¬
cident than it does to relate it, and per¬

haps it was the surprise which the dis¬
covery gave me more than anything else
that caused me to stop and think.

In the pause that followed Van
Dorn’s !ast words it was evident that

Brainard was not going to help his friend
by a tactful word. Gradually Van Dorn
realized this, and apparently making up
his mind to waste no more time, he sat
down in his big desk chair, and swinging
around toward Brainard spoke in a low
monotonous voice as though he was re¬

peating something from memory:
‘‘Brainard,’’ he began, having stopped

once more to clear his throat, “I have
not had a good chance since the election
to really express my—’’

“Oh that is all right,’’ interrupted his
friend. “The thing you have to do now
is to keep your promises. We elected you
on a clean straight ticket. We are all
glad that you won, and I may say per¬
sonally, I myself am not only glad that
we won for you and—” here Brainard
glanced again toward that picture rest¬
ing on Van Dorn’s desk, “your wife’s
sake, but also because I wanted to see
if I could nominate and elect a man on

a ‘no-graft ticket.’ Needless to state,
Jim, we did; and I can truthfully say
that I spent not a dollar for one of your
votes. It is a record to be proud of and
only one thing mars its enjoyment.”

“What is that?” quickly asked Van
Dorn, seeing Brainard hesitate to con¬
tinue, “Nothing I have done, is it?”

“Oh no,” hastily answered Brainard
who had left his chair and was standing
with his back toward me, busily engaged
in examining one of the Senator’s
pictures.

“It is simply this,” he continued, turn¬
ing abruptly and walking over to Van
Dorn’s desk, “The very thing has hap¬
pened which I worked above all to

prevent.”
“People—”
“Yes, people, or to be exact, your op¬

ponent’s men are saying we bought those
last thousand men whose votes were the

deciding ones. I know it is the never-

ending cry of a defeated candidate, but
somehow my whole aim was to escape
that odium. I was over careful, I
watched every cent that went from our
office, and at this very moment I can

give oath that it is my firm opinion the
whole thing is a lie. Yet they say they
have proof which, though not strong
enough to risk a contest, will nevertheless
be a winning card for them next term.
I had this straight from their private
circle. Pleasant news after a victory
like ours.”

“Oh well,” replied Van Dorn as lie
reached over and picked up a small
paper cutter which he began nervously
to bend back and forth, “It is not a

thing they can prove you may be sure,
otherwise they would have been at it
long ago.”
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“But that is not the thing,” quickly
rejoined Brainard, bending in his earnest¬
ness over Van Dorn’s desk, “If some one
has been fool enough to commit such an
act then I want to hear of it now. Fore¬

warned, forearmed. In fact, I have been
so worried over the report that I have
personally asked every one who helped
us, with the exception of two, if he did
the work. Every man so far has denied
it and has given me his word. I intend
to see the others and if, as I expect,
they say the same, I am going to chal¬
lenge Bradfield and his whole camp to
bring forth their evidence. If they have
been playing a game of bluff, then it
will be a case of eating their own

1>

“Sup-pose—it—turned out otherwise,”
slowly interrupted Van Dorn, not
glancing up from, the small paper cutter
he was balancing in his palm.

“Sup-pose?” exclaimed Brainard,
“Why I am not wasting time in any
such foolish way.”

“But just suppose,” persisted Van
Dorn.

“Well, then, grant for the moment
such was the case. What then ? First

they would have to prove the fact, and
if they did this, the man would go to
jail. I would not raise a finger to save
him. We warned every man in the very

beginning, and they all know what they
would expect. However I am so sure
that it is a bluff that I am not worrying
over such a preposterous idea as that it
is possible for the opposite to be true.

Moreover, I would never run the risk if
I thought there was any chance of our
men perjuring themselves to me. No,
Van, just as soon as I get Bland’s and
Kelley’s word I am going to send a
letter that will cause a slight commotion,
I promise you, in the inner circles of
our honorable opponent’s very camp. I
owe it to the men who have helped us to
win, to the ticket by which we won, and
to my own respect. What do you think
of it yourself?”

There was a silent pause, and I looked
at Van Dorn to see why he did not im¬
mediately reply. Twice he moistened
his lips as though to begin and both
times he failed. I could not help from
wondering why the very man who
should have seconded such an idea was

showing such a strange hesitancy.
Gradually the same idea evidently
dawned upon Brainard, for he immedi¬
ately said:

“Well, don't you think the plan a

good one?”
“No I cannot say I do,” replied Van

Dorn, “and further I am going to ask
you, Brainard, not to do it.”

“Not—to—do—it!” repeated Brainard
in a surprised tone; “Why, what do you
mean? Give a reason, man, I never

thought you could object.”
“That is just it, Will, I don’t want

you to ask my reason. Can’t you do as I
ask, and—

“But, Van, it is foolish. No reason-

why, man, for what do you—
“But I ask it as a favor.”
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“No—no—no; hastily replied Brain-
ard. I have given my word. If you
cannot give me a reason the letter goes

to-night.”
“Then you will not grant me this

favor?” anxiously asked Van Dorn.
“No,” quickly replied his friend; “I

owe—”

“But what if I forbid you to send it,”
quickly interrupted Van Dorn.

The room was absolutely silent.
“For-b-i-d?” exclaimed Brainard,

leaning toward Van Dorn.
“Yes, forbid,” repeated the strangely

pale man in the first decisive-to-l.e i had
heard him use.

“Why I will not listen,” quickly
answered Brainard, resuming his former
position.

“But you will listen when I tell you
that I. James lran Dorn, bought those
thousand votes.

For a moment not a word was spoken.
Brainard sat staring at Van Dorn as
though he had not heard a word. Both
men were terribly pale. Just as the ten¬
sion was getting unbearable, we were
startled (I should say they, I being past
such a stage) by a lig-ht knock on the
door. Before either could answer, it
opened, and on the threshold stood
James Van Dorn’s wife.

With a smile she looked from one to

the other. Dressed as she was for after¬
noon calling, Helen Van Dorn was as

pretty a woman as I had ever seen; and
after one glance at her I could not help
but turn toward Brainard. His face

was that of one silently suffering, and

yet I did not for a moment think but
that the woman who had entered at such
an inopportune time, was anything but
honored. Brainard seemed to be drink¬

ing in her very presence, and I could not
help but wonder if he had forgotten for
the moment the last words Van Dom
had spoken.

Without waiting for either to speak
Helen stepped in the room, saying:

“Jim, I could not help stopping when
I heard that Mr. Brainard was here. I
wanted to thank him and say how proud
\ an? of his success, and of my husband’s
election. Besides, I—I—”

Here she hesitated for a moment.

“TVll me, Jim,” she began again a little
timidly, “am I interrupting anything im¬
portant. One would think, judging from
your expressions, you were passing sen¬
tence on some poor criminal. Are you

worrying over anything. Tell me, it is
—” here she hesitated, looking from one
to the other, “it is not about that horrid
old report I heard Grace Humphrey
speak of as I was leaving Mrs. Con-
way’s reception?”

Not a word was spoken.
“James it is not true?” she cried, as

though frightened at the awful silence.
“*Tell me, James; I insist. You didn’t
do it. No—no—no! I know it is false.
But tell me, Jim, tell me yourself it is
false.”

It was pitiful to see the helpless look
that the cornered man gave his wife.

“Helen,” he finally began. “You must
not worry about these things. My little
wife must learn to trust her husband—”
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“But I must know,” quickly replied
Helen. “I must know. 'Tell me Jim,
only once, 'You did not do it’—”

“Hurry, Jim, you torture me,” she
said, kneeling down beside his chair, “I
must know.”

Still Van Dorn uttered no word.

Gradually an awful suspicion of the
meaning of that silence dawned upon
her.

“James!” she slowly said, as though
not believing her own thoughts, “You—
bought—those—votes—yourself !”

The mere wording of her thoughts
caused her whole body to tremble.y “ Y
—no, Jim, it cannot be ! Say it is not
true. For my sake, Jim—say it is—”

“Mrs. Van Dorn, do not ask your
husband what he will not answer,”

quietly interrupted Brainard who until
then had not said a word.

“Will not answer?” exclaimed the al¬

most weeping woman, turning quickly
toward Brainard. “Why not?”

“Because he does not wish to betray
n

“Brainard! hoarsely interrupted Van
Dorn springing from his chair, fear
written on every feature.

Without altering his slow, quiet tone
Brainard continued as though he had not
heard the hidden appeal.

“—one who has helped him to win.
I bought those votes.”

“Will!” exclaimed Van Dorn.

“Mr. Brainard!” cried his wife.
Both spoke at the same instant; and

standing as I was I could easily detect
the note of surprised relief in the first,

while that of the latter expressed only
horror.

Brainard was the first to break the
tense pause that followed.

“Would it be asking too much, Mrs.
Van Dorn, for you to leave Jim and
myself alone for a few moments?"

Without a word Helen turned and
walked slowly to the door. Brainard
was there first. With a slight bow in
recognition of his courtesy, she stopped
on the threshold and for a second gazed
steadily at the man as he stood beside
her. Still neither spoke. With one more
silent glance at her husband she turned
and walked quietly down the corridor.

As she disappeared from view
Brainard seemed to become an entirely
different man. Not until then did I

realize the terrible strain he had under¬

gone in branding himself a liar and per¬

jurer before the only woman whom I
felt sure from what I had seen in that

room, he wished to be thought well of.
'The very tone of his voice with which
he addressed Van Dorn was different.

“James, I do not want to say much.
What is done, is done. I do not take it
upon myself to blame you, I will not
even offer you an explanation for speak¬
ing to you the way I did. I only know
that if she knew the truth, she would
suffer, and I—oh well I could not think
of your wife suffering. I know it sounds
lame, and possibly some other plan
might have been thought of, but as I
said, it is done and must remain so; and
now I want to say one more thing. I
promise you your secret is safe with me.
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Furthermore, I will fix it so that you
will not have any trouble from Brad-
field this term. As for the next term,

my advice is refuse a second nomination.
I am going now, Jim, for I do not
imagine your wife—. No, Van, do not
say what you do not believe. I do not
think, but I know your wife will not like
me around.”

With these words he turned to pick
up his hat. Van Dorn still balancing his
paper cutter, said nothing.

With his hat in his hand Brainard

turned and held out his hand.
“No,” he exclaimed as Van Dorn

made as though he was going to speak,
“I do not want you to thank me; In¬
stead, Jim, I am going to ask a favor.
Will you give me—”

“Anything,” impulsively interrupted
Van Dorn.

Brainard smiled and shook his head.
“Wait. Van, till you hear my request.
You know I have one of your pictures
and I—I would like to have one of
your wife. You don’t—”

“Will Brainard!” exclaimed Van
Dorn. “I mind? After what you have
done?” And bending quickly forward
he picked up the very picture at which
Brainard had been gazing, and offered it
to him.

For a second they stood clasping hand.
Walking toward the door Brainard
turned and looking straight at Van
Dorn, said, “Jim, remember you are
not to tell her one thing. Never. No
you need not say, no; I wish it.
Goodbye.”

In a few moments we heard the door
close. Brainard had gone. Then 1
realized the desired opportunity had
come. Van Dorn and I were alone.
And yet somehow all I wished was to
be alone myself. I wanted to determine
what I was to do. Busy with wondering
what plan I should adopt, I failed to
hear Van Dorn leave the room, and not
until I glanced over toward his desk did
I realize that my desire had come true,
I was alone.

“Now to get out,” I said to myself.
Half an hour later I was sitting in

my room. By good luck the solemn
faced butler had taken himself to some

quarter of his master’s house other than
the front hall, and consequently it was
with little difficulty and unknown to
any one Use that I left the residence, of
the Honorable James Van Dorn.

For over an hour I sat and argued
with myself. My fingers craved to
write what I witnessed. What a scoop
it would be for the “News.” William
Brainard branding himself a liar, a hypo¬
crite, and what not, for what reason?
To save a woman from suffering.

“Lord!” I muttered to myself, “What
an act. How it must have tortured
William Brainard, the only upright
political leader in the city—and all for
a woman. What was she to him or he
to her? Bosh!” I cried, “The idea, the
very idea is ridiculous.”

And yet, despite that fact, I couldn’t
get rid of the thought. I tried to tell
myself that any other newspaper man
would have made a grand run direct to
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the editor’s room; and here I was re'

fusing- to give my paper the scoop of
the season, all because I could not get
rid of the idea that it would be wrong
to parade in public what was to my mind
one of the noblest acts I have ever seen

a man perform. I say I argued for over
an hour with myself, but to no avail.
Finally disgusted with myself, I picked
up a tablet and sent the following short
message:
“F. C. Neale,

“Editor of the News,
“Drop Van Dorn affair. Will not

work. “(Signed) Richard Emerson.”

Thus ended a case which I have al¬

ways termed in my heart “An Unre¬
warded Act.”

I may say in conclusion that it has
ever since been a question with me as

to whether I was more proud than
ashamed in the discovery that though I
had been a newspaper man for over two
years I still possessed a heart which once

and a while could feel.

Albert B. Ridgway, ’07.

A

In the shade of lofty towers,
Girded round with walls of granite,
’Neath the shadows of the maples,
Just above the broad Potomac,
Lies the wigwam of great Quasind,
Of the very strong man Quasind.
Quasind ’tis, who through the night

time

Sits alone within the wigwam ;
Sits alone and guards the portals,
Guards the wide and spacious portals
Leading to the sacred building.
Hard of heart, this guardian Quasind
Holds as naught the supplications
Of the doughty braves belated,
Who within the sacred building
Dare to venture after midnight.
To the Great Chief he reports them,

PARODY.

And before the sun has fallen,
Ere the twilight of the morrow;
Sad of heart and sad of spirit,
Small of head and small of substance,
Go these chastened, wiser warriors,
To the cities of their fathers,
To their fathers’ just revilings.

And within the sacred building,
In the God of Learning’s temple;
Whither, at their fathers’ biddings,
They betook themselves to study;
Live two brother warriors noble.

As a youthful poplar sapling
Rising high above its brothers
Notwithstanding all its leanness;
So the one is tall of stature,
Lean of limb and long of visage,
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Standing high above his brothers,
Reaching nearly up to heaven.
Noble he, and great of spirit,
Sweet of voice and tender-hearted ;

Tender to his fallen brothers,
Soft of voice to all the maidens;
Loved of all, the gentle Spika.

And the other noble warrior,
Strong of heart and great of muscle—
For he wields a mighty paddle
On the broad Potomac’s bosom—

Stands a head or two below him.
Dark he is; of scowling aspect;
So that when they gaze upon him
Other braves give way in terror:
For ’tis not alone in muscle
That this mighty pow’er lieth ;
But his tongue is sharp and scathing
And can hurl its fierce invective
With a power nigh supernal,
Can the tongue of brave-man Dowda.

Once when night had thrown her
shadows

Over all the hills ar d ri\ ers ;

Thrown her all-embi acing shadows
O'er the tall and stately building;
And the corridors and hallways
Were enveloped thick in darkness;
Thought the great, ambitious Dowda
That to conquer mighty Quasind,
Otnsind of the heavy cudgel,
Of the bludgeon made of hickory;
Would ensure his reputation.
So while waiting there in darkness,
Dowda strong and Spika gentle,
Came the very strong man Quasind.

Unsuspecting and unwitting,
Strode he through the lengthy hallway.

Rut when Quasind turned the corner,
With a leap outsprang the Dowda,
Gripped him tightly round the windpipe.
Nor relaxed his brawny fingers.
And the gentle, tender Spika
Laid his hand upon the cudgel,
On the bludgeon made of hickory.
Thus bereft of all assistance
From the heavy hickory bludgeon
Strove the very strong man Quasind
With the wielder of the paddle.
And his fiery, angry eyeballs
Nearly burst from out their sockets,
As the fearful grip of Dowda
Nor relaxed nor changed position.
Dark his face became and leaden,
From his teeth his tongue protruded;
And his dreadful strength was ebbing,
Ebbing like the tides of ocean.

Thinking he was overpowered,
And not wishing to destroy him,
From the gnarled, heaving windpipe
Of the very strong man Quasind
Came the fingers of the Dowda.
Then with superhuman effort,
Gathering all his fleeting power
For one last terrific struggle;
Snatched from Spika his great cudgel,
And with quickness born of lightning,
Whirled it round and round above him.

All too soon the sick’ning crash came,
Crashed it down upon the Spika,
On the head of gentle Spika.
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Down to earth its swiftness bore him
As a leaf before, a windstorm.
Then in dignity and anger
Strode away the mighty Quasind,
Quasind of the heavy bludgeon,
Of the cudgel made of hickory.
And in sorrow and bereavement

Dowda gathered up the Spika;
Bore him to his humble wigwam
In the tall and stately building.
There upon his couch he laid him,
On his lowly Indian pallet,
And the gory locks of Spika
Dyed the soft and woolly blankets.

In the early light of morning,
Ere the sun had yet arisen,
Went the Little Chief to see him,
Went the Little Chief Opukwa.
Found him there within the wigwam
On his bended knees a-praying:

“From the club of mighty Quasind,
From the bludgeon made of hickory,
From the wiles of scheming Dowda,
Save me gods of all my fathers!”

R, H. K, ’o8,
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A ROLLING STONE.

It was with much satisfaction that J.
Loyd Montgomery strided along the
Avenue de l’Opera. With a certain
easy swing that is characteristic of the
“debonair American,” he made his way

through the crowds, apparently having
no other view in mind than to take ad¬

vantage of the morning air that was in¬
vigorating to say the least. The season
was over at Bath and Nice; the people
were flocking back. Paris was awaken¬
ing. and J. Loyd Montgomery, more
familiarly known as “Loyd,” was glad
of it. A trip over the Continent to
“drown his sorrows” had in a way been
a success, but though Loyd, always
known as “devil-may-care” . and easy¬
going, certainly looked the part, he was
far from being at ease with himself.
Down in his heart there was a bitter dis¬
appointment that all the joys and novel¬
ties of the Old World could not counter¬
balance. And as he contemplated, he
could see her in “little old New York”
as she told him it was no use: he could
see Her in his travels; he could see Her
—but there—he was weakening again,
and once more he resolved to put Her
out of his mind forever. The sole rea¬
son why he. went abroad was to forget
Her and to keep away even from the
places, the people, the functions, that
suggested Her—and here he was weak¬
ening for the thousandth and first time.
He walked more briskly" and in his new

determination vigorously chewed the end
of his favorite brand. Luncheon, such
as can only be had at Paris, and the
opera, were still ahead of him, the an¬

ticipation of which served as a moment’s
diversion. Estelle DuBar would be a

pleasant companion at the opera; sympa¬
thetic, amiable, in truth a Parisian, so

different from the girls in the States,
and yet, as he looked he forgot Estelle
DuBar, for before him in a vehicle wait¬
ing for passage, sat a tall slim girl, dig¬
nified, beautifully gowned in a costume
that was distinctly American ; with head
well poised and chin tilted in air she sur-
veved the throng before her. All pres¬
ence of mind had fled and Loyd help¬
lessly stared at the familiar figure of the
girl before whom he. in his own words,
“had made a jackass of himself.” So
Vivien Goddard had gone abroad! He
must not be seen: but as he moved she
looked—their eyes met. and that was all.

Two dayrs later Vivien Goddard and
her aunt, very much bored and still
muttering complaints of abominable hotel
service took passage for New York. At
the pier at Havre, friends and relatives
waved fond farewells to those dear to
them. The “Savoy” was pulling away
from shore. On the upper deck there
stood a man who alone did not respond
to the farewells. A victim of conflicting
passions, he was leaving with a peculiar
sense of loss and yet with a certain satis-
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faction in having escaped further humili¬
ation—a choice between two evils. Not
far from him, as yet unnoticed, were two
women, the elder of whom was delighted
at the prospect of leaving for home after
three months of travel; the. younger

though wearied, would have stayed
longer had she her own way, hut to
change her aunt’s purpose was impos¬
sible.

That night out on deck Vivien God¬
dard observed the silent figure of a man
standing alone in the shadows. There
was something strangely familiar about
him. She had been thinking of Loyd
all day and thought at first it was her
imagination, but once when he turned
she recognized him. Her surprise was
threefold when on the following morning
she looked up the passenger list, and
found that the name of Mr. J. Loyd
Montgomery was not registered. Need¬
less to say, Mr. J. Loyd Montgomery
kept pretty much to his stateroom during
the voyage. Four days he remained
locked in, a man of many miseries. So it
was with much pleasure that on the fifth
day he looked out at the Statue of
Liberty. He had never before noticed
anything peculiarly fascinating about
said statue, but now he could scarcely
keep his eyes off it. There was only
one thing that pleased him more and
that was when he had set his foot on

land and was whirled away in a cab.
Not having announced his advent, his
apartments were not ready for him, and
as he walked about the close, musty
rooms, he realized how disagreeable
things could be at times; everything
seemed to gO' dead wrong.

It was one of those days when every¬

thing seemed dead wrong. He had tried
several ways to forget the past but in
vain. It happened that as a last resort
he was taking a canter in the park.
Now whatever made him turn off the

Bridle Path is hard to say, but it is likely
that he was tired and meant to go back
a short way by the main road. He was

thinking what a strange coincidence he
had in Paris and how weird the whole

thing was, when an automobile rounded
the turn—he did not see it, but his horse
did, and instinctively stopped short.
Loyd, naturally enough, slipped from
his horse to the ground, and there was
not a very large margin between the
wheel of the machine and his person.
Before he realized what had happened
he was hustled off into the bottom of the

car by the chaffeur and another man,
and whirled off at full speed. Surely
they thought he was injured and were

going to a hospital, for a lady, at whose
feet he was lying, was giving hurried
orders. He rose on one arm, and
rubbing the dirt from his eyes, pleaded:

“I beg your pardon, Miss, but there is
some mistake here; the only injury I
have received is a little dirt.”

But Vivian Goddard was not to be

dictated to, and bending over him she
whispered with all earnestness:

“You’re seriously injured—you are un¬
conscious, do you hear!”

Loyd heard and saw and very humbly
obeyed, for there was persuasion in her
voice. He closed his eyes and surrender¬
ed, the strain was all too great. He met
her in Paris and here when he thought
she was three thousand miles away, he



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 443

“But you are; I have diagnosed your
case myself.”

“And my trouble?”
“A badly sprained heart. Your case

is a very serious one, but I think I can
pull you through.”

(Ten minutes later James, the butler,
knocked, “The doctor is in the reception
room,” and James was much puzzled
when the answer came amid smothered

laughter:
“Tell him his services are not needed,

that the patient has recovered, and is
doing nicely.”

D. P. D. Jr., ’08.

Cviolet.
To every student iri tt\e throes
Of err\pty ttead and Iiard exan\s
I send condolence ere tl^e close.
To every student in tl)e throes
I Know too ’Well, are rr\any "Woes ;
For now Kas corr\e tl^e day of “crarr\s”
To every student in tl\e throes

Of ernpty Lead and Lard exan\s.
M.D.,’08.

was lying on his back on the floor of
her automobile, feigning unconscious¬
ness. Around corners the machine
whirled at breakneck speed, while Loyd
turned over a thousand thoughts in his
mind. Presently the car stopped, and
he allowed the men to take him into the
house, while Vivien gave orders. The
men departed to# call a doctor, and the
two were left alone. Loyd sat up.

“This joke is all very well, but when
am I to regain consciousness? You
have an unfair advantage.”

“When the doctor arrives.”
“But I’m not sick,” he retorted—
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EDUCATION IN THE MIDDLE AGES.

One of the greatest and most common
mistakes ever made by historians has
been that of applying the epithet Dark to
that period of history known as the
Middle Ages. Whether intentional or
not we hesitate to affirm, but certain it
is that in not a few histories of to-day,
especially in those used in the Grammar
Schools, there are found many erroneous
statements concerning that period. By
some it is claimed that learning in all
its branches had fallen into decay, and
that the clergy purposely kept the laity
in ignorance. In the early period of the
Middle Ages, the barbarians were, no
doubt, ignorant, but when these had be¬
come Christians and members of civilized

society/, they didl not long remain in
their primitive want of knowledge.
Learning in the East had never died out,
while in the West, which had just then
been conquered from the barbarians,,
learning obtained its first firm hold in
that section. Schools were everywhere
established—at first for the children, but
in time were founded universities which
later became the most famous in the
world. To the clergy, then, must be
given the credit for this, and hence in
view of this fact one would be foolish
to assert that they purposely kept the
people, in ignorance.

In our times, a great deal of attention
is given to the parochial schools estab¬
lished in this country by the Catholic

Church, and it is thought by many that
such schools are of recent origin. The
parochial school, which exists for the
children, we find to have flourished in
Europe as early as the fifth century.
The Council of Vaison in 529 recom¬
mended the institution of free, parochial
schools, and again in the next century
we learn that the priests were command¬
ed to have free schools in all country
places. In the year 800, a decree of a

Synod of Orleans ordered the parochial
clergy “to teach little children with the
greatest kindness, receiving no compen¬
sation, save the voluntary offerings of
parents,” and a few years later the
parents were in turn commanded to send
their children “to the schools of the
monasteries or to the houses of the

parochial clergy.” Before this time we
cannot be certain as to the manner in
which the children were educated, but it
is enough to know that from the sixth
century these little ones were taught by
the priests and monks. At that time
every cathedral, and almost every

monastery, had its school and library, in
accordance with canonical enactments.

These schools were of two kinds—the

one for the youth who wished to become
religious, and the other for the children
who showed no such inclination. The

nobles too were, very zealous in founding
houses of learning, and in the twentieth
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century all the peasants of Normandy
could read and write, which was cer¬

tainly an accomplishment in those days.
As regards the universities of Europe,

we know that the schools of Ireland were

famous in the fifth century, and many
of the most celebrated universities of the
world were founded in the next few cen¬

turies. Probably the most renowned
Irish school was the one of Benchor,
with its thousands of students, while
many other schools were founded by
scholars of Erin in England, Germany,
France, and Italy. Some of these uni¬
versities, such as that of Bologna, had
as many as ten thousand or more stu¬
dents, while again the University of
Padua frequently numbered on its rolls
eighteen thousand students. And so it
may readily be seen that while much at¬
tention was gi^en to the training of the
children, the higher education was at
the same time not neglected.

Too much credit cannot be given to
the Irish scholars for the great educa¬
tional work which they accomplished in
those times, and indeed were it not for
them the Middle Ages might truly have

been termed the “Dark Ages.” In Ger¬
many little was done until the fourteenth
century, but then the old order changed
among the Germans, giving place to the
new, and in less than two hundred years
there were founded no less than thirteen

universities, among which are numbered
those of Vienna, Heidelberg, Leipsic,
Wurzburg, and Cologne. These Teu¬
tonic seats of learning are among the
most famous in the world, and the very
fact that they were founded and-
flourished in the Middle Ages should be
proof conclusive that education was not
at that period, as has been affirmed,
neglected. Those who persist in calling
the Middle Ages the “Dark Ages” must
indeed be lacking either in fairness or
in a knowledge of history, and wanting
either of the above qualifications, an

aspirant for literary honors is far re¬
moved from his desired goal, and should
ever so remain, just as long as unpreju¬
diced and intelligent readers are enabled
to detect the envenomed animus per¬

vading such works of attempted instruc¬
tion. tT. F. B. ’09.
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OUR POLICY.

Old Uncle Chad was nothing if not a

prodigy. During the week he would do
odd jobs around the logging camps that
lay fifteen miles or so to the northeast;
and if occasion strenuously demanded it
he could do an able-bodied man’s work

—but that was not in Uncle Chad’s line
of business. As he put it he was ‘a
monstous hand at preachin’. Every
Sunday morning, whether the weather
was clement or otherwise, you might see
Uncle Chad strutting proudly down the
street on his way to the “meetin’ house,”
his body encased in a cast-off Prince
Albert that had, in days long ago past,
been the property of a quondam mayor
of the town; and his old bullet head
covered with an ancient silk hat which

had evidently been rubbed the wrong

way too many times.
But however much of a prodigy the

old man was, you should have made the
acquaintance of his spouse. One thing
is certain, and that was what used to

please us boys most of all, she could
make the best biscuits I have ever tasted,
before or since. But be that as it may,
she was a most irascible old dame; and
I have often wondered how it was that

poor old skinny Chad ever lived with
her; but still I suppose Chad’s vocabu¬
lary was at times too strong even for
Aunt Fanny, and it will please be re¬
membered that Aunt Fanny cooked for
the Fothergills, which of itself was suf¬

ficient distinction for ordinary mortals
of dark hue in that locality.

However well Aunt Fanny could cook,
it must be said that she was a devoted

lover of the game policy; and in fact
nearly all the members of Chad’s con¬

gregation were addicted to the habit of
going down town on Saturday night and
investing their spare dimes in the hope
of winning enough to buy themselves a
little bottle of “liquor.” Now this was
a particular fad of Uncle Chad’s beloved
better half; and if she did not happen
to have any money of her own on the
momentous occasion she generally man¬

aged to get most of Uncle Chad’s, either
by coaxing or by those threatening
gestures at which she was a master hand,
and for the most part—it pains me to sav
it—it was by the latter or by stealth.

This thing had now been going on for
some long years, and was becoming most
wearing on Chad’s, nerves. If possible,
he held his shoulders the straighter under
the disgrace^—and the plug hat. On
one occasion, however, Chad had been
working up in the logging district for a
whole long week, and during that time
he had not touched his usual nightly
“dram.” He came home more than

usually tired out; and was, needless to

say, surpassingly thirsty. He put his
pay down on the bed and went out on
the back step to have a quiet little smoke
and very likely think up some striking
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phraseology foi the morrow’s sermon.
Aunt Fanny had not yet come home
from work, so he thought his money was
as safe as if it were in a bank.

In the excitement of practicing
the effect of several new words which
he had accidentally overheard from the
“boss,” he failed for some moments to
notice a disturbance across the little
field that bore the dignified name of
‘gyarden.’ At last he saw a rival
preacher by the name of Watson in a
terrific struggle with his wife. Xow it
must be iterated in defence of Uncle
Chad that he was charitable, even to his
most dangerous rival for the preaching
honors of the settlement; and perhaps
he was somewhat inspired by the thought
of the effect he would surely work with
those new words on the next day. At
all events he went to his brother’s rescue

—having a tender heart toward all those
who were afflicted with a pugnacious
spouse, even as he himself.

In the new disorder and rumpus that
arose from the receiving of reinforce¬
ments by the masculine side of the de¬
bate, in some way or another Uncle
Chad was the recipient of a resounding
thwack on the head, which for the
moment rendered him senseless, and
during which period he was most
viciously attacked by both man and wife.
When their spirit of battle was satiated
they betook themselves to their cabin,
and left poor old unoffending Chad
moaning on the ground.

Luckily for Chad they had not beaten
him very hard, so as soon as he thought
fitting to his offended dignity, he also

returned home. To his surprise and dis¬
may he found that Aunt Fanny had al¬
ready come home; but had departed as
soon as she had appropriated the money
that was lying on the bed. Where she
had gone he knew only too well. She
was even now buying policy tickets with
the fruits of his hard and honest toil.

However, he knew too well what it
would mean if he should ever accuse her
of taking it. Chad had had enough
beatings for a while, and Aunt Fanny,
as I think I intimated before, ruled
things around the conjugal domicile
with a high hand and a hard one.

Incensed with his double defeat, he
resolved to deliver on the morrow such
a sermon as the frequenters of the “Little
Babtist” had seldom, or never, heard;
and such a one as they would remember
for all time to oome. Accordingly he
took himself off to the pine woods and
prepared the oration. It contained most
of his highest-sounding words, and
from the start was a magnificent invec¬
tive on “policy;” ending in a peroration
that would have done credit, so far as

strength of lung and depth of feeling
were concerned, to Demosthenes or

Cicero.
On the following morning it was de¬

livered, and with much more gusto than
he had manifested in its preparation.
By some great piece of luck—for the
congregation in general and Chad in
particular—Aunt Fanny was not present
to hear it. or there would surely have
been a riot in the sacred precincts of
the “Little Babtist.”
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Immediately after the delivery of the
sermon Uncle Chad left by the back door
and took a short cut to his horse through
a clump of poke-berries, and started for
the logging camp in order to be on hand
for work on Monday morning. Needless
to say the speech created a great furore
among the members of the congregation
who heard it.

Aunt Hannah was especially affected
by it, even to the extent of telling Aunt
Fanny. Aunt Hannah, too, was a most
peculiar person, who had what she
called “spells.” Sometimes, even in the
dead of winter you might see her
strolling slowly down the road and
making violent use of a rather dilapi¬
dated palm-leaf fan—this was a “hot
spell.” And on occasion, when the ther¬
mometer was far up into the nineties,
she might have a “cold spell” and hug a
fire all day. But all this is a digression.

It is really remarkable what a com¬
motion Aunt Fanny caused on hearing
of the faithlessness of her husband.
“You jes’ wait till I lays my hands on dat
ole ornery, kinky-haired, bullet-headed,
nigger! I sho’ will preach his fun’al! I
hope I may die ef I don’ jes’ natchelly
snatch all de wool outen his head! Yes’m

Aunt Hannah, I’se gwinter make a broom
outen dat nigger an’ sweep up dis ve’y
flo’ wid it.” From which it may clearly
be seen that she was in a fighting mood,
and woe betide Uncle Chad if he should

accidentally come within reach that
night.

Her ire, and that of the entire com¬

munity was fully aroused. They had

declared war upon LTncle Chad and he
was little better than an outcast; and
for my part, I should rather have been
an out and out exile than have stood in

Chad’s boots at that time. It was decided
in the congregation that he would be
given a fair chance to retract his state¬
ments of the previous Sunday; or at
all events to explain them. They were at
least going to give him a trial, even if it
was to be before a very prejudiced jury.

The time came for Chad to be home

Saturday night; but nothing was heard
of him. The settlement was scoured

far and wide; but no news of him who
must vindicate himself on the following
day or be forever ostracised. But Chad
was wise. He had heard vague rumors
of the brewing trouble and was not
going to allow old Aunt Fanny to get
within reach of him before the time for

the defence.
When “Brother” David’s great watch

was pointing just to half-past nine, and
the entire congregation had assembled
with no one to lead them; through that
same clump of poke-berries, after dis¬
mounting from the same old wreck of a
sorrel horse, came Uncle Chad. 'This
time he was bereft of the solemn

grandeur of the silk hat and long black
coat, for he feared to go near Aunt
Fanny; but nevertheless he came in with
all his old-time, strait-laced dignity.
He walked pompously down the middle
aisle, without noticing the gaze of of¬
fended and curious eyes on both sides.
Without hesitation he mounted the

empty pulpit (for the “Little Babtist”
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was the proud possessor of one) and as
usual cleared his throat most ostenta¬

tiously.
“Bredren an’ Sistern,” he said, “will

dat quahtah of de congregation what am
abdicted ter de game of policy, an’ what
has been enragrified at yo’ humble ser¬

vant, please listen ter what I inspecks
ter say. Ef dey’ll jes go back wid me
ter de argimentin’ I spoke las’ Sunday
deys jes’ boun’ ter reccomember dat I
aint said a word about dose bredren an’
sistern what plays policy wid dev own

money.”
At this point of the speech he stopped

and surveyed the assembly to see what
impression he had made. On all sides
the darkies were whispering together,
and here and there one might see a nod
of assent; so Uncle Chad, being a close
observer and seeing that he had with
him at least a part of the congregation
continued:

“Bredren an’ sistern, yo’ all jes’ boun’
ter perteck me f’om dat monstuh wid de
sebben debils de Good Book talks about.

I has refunce ter dat monstous. power¬
ful armed nigger, my wife; fuh she sho*
means ter kill me ef she lays her han’s
on me.”

At this juncture one of the congre¬
gation arose and ventured to assert that
his beloved help-mate had but the day
before run away with preacher Watson.

“Well suh, Ise powerful glad to hear
dat, as hit clears up de subjick under
discussion mos’ considabul. Sistern an*

bredren, my tex’ las’ Sunday was,

“Honesty is de bes’ policy.” Now ef
dat ornery nigger ’oman had on’y played
policy hones’ I wouldn’d a made no dis-
tuhhance; but she clasp her han’s on de
fruits of my manual labah an’ had de
almighty gall ter play policy wid hit.
Dat bredren an’ sistern, is what so het
me up befo’ my las’ sermon.”

Seeing that he had completely capti¬
vated his audience with his few big
words, he calmly announced:

“Brudder Jones you kin give out de
himb.”

R. H. Kelley, ’08.

®o pipe.
(A Triolet.)

Hlas rcyy soul is glad rio m°re-
Hge-spent, rqy dear old pipe Lias gone ;

Tlqe curls iiave flov^n. ttje dreams of yore—
(Hlas, my soul is glad no moreT)

Tlqe silent room’s delight's are o’er ;
Its charms t|ave sped, it seems so lone;

Hlas, my soul is glad no more,
Hge-spent, my dear old pipe bos gone.
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SELFCONQUEST.
The lines of darkness were battling

with the rays of light, a faint glow
tinged the western sky, and all the world
was enwrapt in gloom. J-oseph Harri¬
son, a young lawyer, deep in meditation
stood upon the veranda of his home,
situate in a little hamlet by the shores of
the misty Atlantic. He was sad that day,
sadder than ever before in his life, and
the scene of dusk, the sombre shadows,
the lingering sunbeams lending their
dim lines to the undulating sea, seemed
to him imbued with sacredness, and af¬
forded the only source of consolation.
Heretofore his entire life had been as

rippling stream that babbles merrily
upon its way, but of late sorrow had
cast its sable shadows abroad, and true

dejection had enwound itself around
his soul. “Alas,” said he, “I am desert¬
ed by all, my high esteem is lost, and I
have fallen shamefully into disrepute.”

Indeed, he was rightly sad, his reputa¬
tion hitherto unsullied, was now ruined.
Harrison was a young graduate of Yale,
and. after receiving his degree had
taken up the study of law. With un¬
usual assiduity and zeal he had applied
himself to this course, after whose ter¬
mination he passed the bar examination,
and then but a short time elapsed when
it was observed that he was making
wonderful progress. The minor cases
at Court he handled with the skilfulness

of a veteran, and by swift degrees cases
of greater importance were given over
to him, until, while yet a young man, he
was reputed to be one of the leading
lawyers of the eastern section of this
country. However, this success was not
of long duration. There appeared in
the bright field of his hopes an evil,
which spread darkness over his life, un¬
dermined his prosperity and brought his
downfall. A slander, an unfounded
slander, unworthy of the credence it re¬

ceived, was disseminated by Anthony
Roland, a rival suitor of his beloved one,

Lucile Marlowe. This young man, un¬

scrupulous, though of good reputation,
grew envious of Harrison’s success in
winning the favor of Miss Marlowe, and
to gain his end of supplanting him in
her high esteem and in that of the pub¬
lic, he spread an ignominious report
which unsparingly assailed his character,
painting him as a degenerate. The re¬
port, though in direct opposition to Har¬
rison’s unimpeachable character, was ac¬

complished by such skillful and subtle
fabrication on the part of Roland, that a
denial was impossible. Soon pliable pub¬
lic sentiment turned against him and
branded him an imposter. “A virtuous
man,” said some, “this shows how we
are deceived.” Others smiled a cynical
smile whenever his name was mentioned,
and still others disdained to speak of
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him, considering him, as they did, a piti¬
ful victim to vice.

In the meantime, Roland was looked
upon as a young god, a deliverer from
imposition.

Plead though he would, Harrison
found that his endeavors to defend him¬
self only served to meet with the cold
reception of derision.

So it was that on that evening upon
the veranda of his home.he sought con¬
solation in the tender twilight and the
low voices and whisperings that come
from far off over the deep; and that
later on when the ill disposition of the
people became unbearable, he started off,
a wounded soul, to the far west.

Tiiere, in the little city of Seattle,
Washington, he endeavored to re¬
establish himself in law, and for a

time his efforts found success; but a

deep melancholy soon set itself upon
him, and ate away all interest and spirit
that would otherwise have lived.

The routine of office work became an

intolerable monotony, and all things as¬
sumed a disgustful aspect. Still, he bore
up with remarkable fortitude, and en¬
deavored to drown his depression in the
jovial receptions and dances that were

very frequently given; but he found
that his heart was not to be won, his
fallen spirits could not be revived, and
that though he appeared of good cheer
always, his true feelings were as far
away as the opposite side of the earth.
Then, amidst all his sorrows, came that
ever stinging letter from Lucile, which
made his life a burden almost too heavy

to sustain:

“My Dear Joseph:
“It is with untold grief that I write

this letter, but it is the wish of my
father, and I must obey. The evidence
of your guilt, he says, has become so un¬

deniable, that he is convinced of its
truth, and that propriety forbids any
further connection between you and my¬
self. So I will have to comply with his
wishes, and henceforward will renounce

all correspondence. However, I wish
you all success, and it is with heartfelt
sorrow and tearful eyes, whenever I
think that this step must be taken, this
disposition forever assumed by me.”

As he finished he dropped the letter
from his hands and sank back into his

chair. His very soul was converted into
anguish.

“My God!” he exclaimed, “She, too,
must forsake me, and all this, to think.
I am forced to suffer at the hands of
that unscrupulous schemer, Roland. Oh
God! how he has cheated me! Now
that I have fallen into disrepute, and he,
crowned by his fraudulent success, I
suppose it is inevitable that he will win
her hand, and that she will be lost, lost
forever, to me. There seems no end of
it all. This sorrow and despair that
darken my every prospect and make
my life a torment, seem destined to last
forever.”

From that time on a deep gloom
swayed his being. Resolution after reso-
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lution he had made, to withstand his
hideous adversity, but to no avail; all
his endeavors were frustrated by the
utter blank of the future, and were

overwhelmed in a sea of despair.
This great mental strain had such ef¬

fect that his body became emaciated, he
paled, grew languid, and in every way
so changed, that he could scarcely be
known. Upon one occasion, being par¬

ticularly at variance with the world, he
went out under a summer’s moon for a

stroll in the country, in hopes that the
change of scenery and the quiet might
afford a little relief. Frequently he had
taken this resort at his home when his

grief had become too great, and had
found consolation. His walk awakened

many memories of his earlier days, of
the time precedent to his knowledge of
sorrow. How different now was life!

Then* it was nothing but the smiling blue,
where the zephyrs and sunbeams came to
gossip and play; but now it was all
changed, gloomed by murky mists and
darksome storms. The soft light of the
shimmering moon and the Sabbath still¬
ness, broken only by the drowsy noise of
a gurgling stream, wrought a divine in¬
fluence upon his soul, and then some¬
where from out the slumbering world an

angelic voice, seemed to whisper, “Why
despair? From adversity is moulded
greatness. Men rise on stepping-stones
of their dead selves to higher things.”

So he was favored by the grace of
heaven, courage, glowed in his bosom,
and even a slight joy throbbed in his
veins. “After all,” he reflected, “why

should I be so weak as to yield to this
little ill-fortune? It is cowardice, sheer

cowardice, and nothing less.’’
The distant clock told him that the

hour was late, and he began his way
back to the city.

The next day he awoke of better cheer.
He looked out upon the world that was

enveloped in the bright rays of the
morning sun. All was different now.
The sunbeams no longer wept, and all
nature seemed' to change her aspect and
smile. His breast was free from that

heavy weight of sorrow and despair,
and in every way he was another man.
(That morning he read his mail not in
the usual apathetic way, but with interest,
anxious to see what bearing it had with
and how- much it contributed to the wel¬

fare of his business. Much to his

pleasure he found among his letters one
from his home. It was from his father,
telling of the marriage of Lucile Mar¬
lowe and Anthony Roland. Its perusal,
however, evoked no deep despair and
untold anguish. No, he was changed
now, and accepted it as only a necessary
event.

He experienced, it is true, a little
sorrow, but this was far from being in¬
tolerable. He determined thenceforth to

forget Lucile, and to consider his love
as only a passing incident of his life, as
that which, as the evanescent dream, had
left pleasant impressions, which im¬
pressions only last for a while, and
then go, never to come again.

As for his ruined reputation, he felt
sure that time would vindicate his side,
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that the deception was only of short
duration, and that the day would soon
come when that old adage, “Murder will
out,” would, as it always has, prove true.

After these reflections, he finished his
reading, and went about his work.

II.

Ten years later Harrison, who had
now, due to his renewed energy and in¬
terest, become the head of one of the
leading firms of Seattle, sat within his
library thinking of his life of struggle
and success, and recalling to mind many
scenes and incidents of bygone days.
As he drowsily watched the eddies of
smoke arise from his meerschaum, he
fell into a nameless reverie, in which
many misty pictures of his past life pre¬
sented themselves. First, his fancy
roamed through the realms of child¬
hood and the reminiscences occasioned
ravished his heart; next arose the pic¬
ture of his manhood, of its happy be¬
ginning, and then of the darksome days
when ineffable grief gloomed his soul;
and lastly, a feeling of triumph thrilled
him as he imagined the incidents of his
self-conquest and the fallen condition of
the ill-fated Roland.

Here, interrupted by his servant, his
reverie ended.

“Sir, there is some lady waiting in the
parlor to see you. Here’s her card.”

“Did I not tell you,” replied Harrison,
“to say to any persons that came this
morning that I was engaged and would
rather see them to-morrowr ?”

\ es, sir; I told her this, but she says
her visit is exceedingly important, and
to ask you to grant her just a few
moments.”

"Very well. Give me her card, and
show her in. . . . My God!” he ex¬

claimed, as he read, “it’s Mrs. Anthony
Roland.”

At that moment Mrs Roland entered.
How changed she was! How different
from the Lucile of days of yore! The
glow of health had gone from her
cheeks; she was pale, emaciated, and
dark rings were beneath her eyes. In
every way she appeared as one wearied
out by the strain of some great mental
suffering, some deep-seated* untold an¬

guish.
“I have come,” she said, “to ask for¬

giveness. I have come, after this long
lapse of years, because I feel in justice
constrained after my treatment, my in¬
sincerity, to you. Of late, my life has
been fraught with an unspeakable dis¬
tress of commingled remorse and de¬
spair ; remorse, because of mv attitude to
you; despair, because my married life
has been an utter failure, and my pros¬

pects all point to a future that brings no
relief. I forsook you for another. I
forsook an honorable man for one of the
most degenerate this world has ever
seen. Perhaps it is wrong of me, his
wife, to say this, but you know, as well
as I, of his baseness, his hypocrisy, and
that he has deceived me. My suspicions
of his injustice to you I held long ago
when he began to act dishonorably in
other respects. Soon the public began to
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lose confidence in him, and then the
newspapers, as you no doubt have seen,
took the matter up and condemned his
actions. However, he has gone now, and
I fear never to return. Three months

ago he went, and as yet nothing has been
heard of him. And so I come to ask

forgiveness—forgiveness because I am

guilty of wrong. I was too hasty and
rash in forming my conviction; I should
never have believed the report, but
should have held you in such esteem as
to disbelieve you guilty of any wrong, no
matter what the evidence might be. It
is true that everything very consistently
pointed to your guilt, and believing, as I
did, I determined to sever all connection,
and married the one who was second in

my love. ‘This is all. I would have
written, but I wanted to see you and be
sure that you would forgive, not only

in words, (as might be the case of re-

sponding by letter), but in soul. Will
you forgive?” she pitifully asked.

“I forgive,” replied Harrison. T
forgive with all my heart.”

A while later, with tear-suffused eyes,
Mrs. Roland made her departure. With
heart melted with sorrow, Harrison,
after reassuring her that he positively
harbored no resentment, and had always
appreciated the conditions and circum¬
stances in which she had been placed,
bade her farewell.

“Poor woman,” he said, when she had
gone; “She has found her error in
marrying that wretch, who, as I have
predicted, has met with retribution, and
she is weary. So truth has won; the
victory is mine, but a sad, sad victory

W. Griffin Mudd, ’08.

©o ©ennyson.
(A Sonnet, May 30, ’06.)

Poet of Love ! O would my soul could speak
In noble language, grand and beautiful,
The thoughts my bosom hold for thee. Too full
Alas my heart, 1 might forever seek,
In vain to find expression ; O how deep
But vet how simple are thoughts that fill
Thy lives with music sweet and sad, until
In mutual sympathy I well could weep—
The heart-strings ne’er were touched by softer hand.
When happiness or sorrow fills the heart
To ponder o’er some passage great and grand
Or meditate perchance some tender part—
O poet long as beats a noble heart
Thy tales shall thrill, thy music fill the land.

G. HEBRON, ’09-
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One might say, glancing over the
present issue and that of last month, that
we were getting the cart before the
hor^e, in having an account of the
Alumni banquet in the May number, and
the picture in the present issue. How¬
ever, a few words of explanation, we
think, will clear away all blame. Our
original intention was to print both at
the same time, and up to the very day
of going to press such was our firm in¬

tention. Not until then did we discover
that owing to a poorly developed nega¬
tive, it would be simply impossible, un¬
less we were desirous of bringing down
upon our defenceless heads the maledic¬
tions of those who were supposed to be
in the picture, to follow out this plan.
Perhaps it would be better to “let the

dead past bury its dead.” In this in¬
stance, however, we cannot help but do
otherwise, for it gives us an opportunity
both of congratulating the committee
through whose efforts the whole affair
was made such a pleasing success, and
also to say a few words as to what such
a success means to the University.

Every institution as it increases in
size increases in its number of needs.
Some are large and some are small. All
admit that our University has her share
and one of the most important is Unity.
We want co-operation. It is lacking,
and it is among our departments to-day,
a real crying need. We need it and
every means is valuable in proportion to
the power it possesses of accomplishing

*

this end. The time has come when the
students of the different schools must

give up what for some incomprehensible
reason appears to be an estrangement.
A principle which bids a portion of a
university look upon another portion as
a cult apart, an alien, and an interloper;
that principle, we hold, is dangerous to
the progress and development of any
institution. It is unanimity in spirit as
well as unanimity in name which gives
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to university mates the power of making
their alma mater an ideal one. This is
what we need, and this is what we must
have. That the Alumni Banquet was
one step toward such an end no one can
doubt. Everything which has for its
object the union of the different mem¬
bers of the various departments, whether
they be student or graduate, is a move¬
ment which must necessarily possess
that power. We are glad that this ban¬
quet met with such success, because we
do believe we are just that much nearer
to a long felt need, and also because its
success gives us every hope that the one
to be given by the university the night
before commencement will meet with

equal results.

One more year has winged its way
into the great previously and one more
Senior class is now standing on the
verge of actual life. This is the one

great event toward which their thoughts
and efforts have been moving for the
last four years. Now their desires have
come true; their ambitions are realized.
Yet we cannot help thinking that, al¬
though their aspirations are turned to¬
ward the future, their sentiment must
often revert to the past. For four years
of college life make no slight impression
upon a man. And four years of varied
enjoyments and comradeships and
studies’ and even troubles form a chain
around one which it is hard to break.
But still the day is here and the chain
must uroken and the farewells must

6e said and the old place must be left
and only the memory remain.

Besides the memory, however, they

will take away the training; and here is
the great consolation. The memory of
Georgetown will be dear for what it
gave, and that is training—thorough,
broad and perfect. A training of body
and of mind, of virtue and religion; and
from this we have great hopes. Into the
cynical and atheistic trend of the outside
world they will infuse the cheerful
optimism of faith and the high idealism
of a Catholic education. In other words,
they will disseminate the spirit of
Georgetown and make the world better
for their being.

Personally, we are sorry to see them
go, though the year that takes them
away takes us higher up. In fact, of so
much altruism are we possessed that we
would actually stay the flight of time
and delay the date of our graduation, if
thereby we could retain their sunny dis¬
positions and fatherly advice. But it
cannot be. So we bid them goodbye.
M)ay the hand of Time touch them
gently and may they be honored and
useful alumni as they have been faithful
and conscientious students.

Heretofore it has always seemed neces¬

sary to offer some explanation when
these columns were devoted to athletics.

Sometimes the excuse was given that
our name was being attacked outside, or
perhaps because of there being nothing
else to talk about. Whatever the cause

might be, when athletics was the topic
of an editorial it was invariably intro¬
duced with an apology for the time and
space which it took.

Whether or not the pursuance of
such a course was justifiable then is of
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little moment to us now. Our

policy is to discuss any question
just so long as it pertains in any way to
the readers of this Journal. Seen in
this light, athletics instantly assumes its
proper place—a place which is by no
means insignificant.

Athletics at Georgetown has always
been an interesting topic to the student
body. But it has never obtained a posi¬
tion in the past like to the one it holds
at present. The reason is simple.
Athletics as run to-day at George¬
town are run by the boys of
Georgetown. It is a truly personal
possession. From a student body
consisting of a little over seven hundred,
our teams have received not only their
material, but most of their money and
their rooters, and no one can honestly
say when they consider the difficulties
which in the beginning of the year con¬

fronted us that the results have been
other than what we may be justly proud
of. We have met with defeats, it is

true, but we have also had our goodly
share of victories. Both were expected.
No great change was ever accomplished
but had its up and downs. We are proud
of both, because our boys have borne the
first with equally as much manliness as

they did the latter. All in all, we close
this year with the knowledge that our
teams have worked as only those com¬
posed of manly, gritty boys can. There
is not a man but who can be just as
proud of his work as we are, forby him
and his fellow player we have accom¬
plished what we started out this year to
do; we have made the name of George¬
town a synonym for clean, healthy sport,
and not a student of this university could
demand more.
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WITH THE OLD BOYS.
The mere mention of Chas. B. Kenny,

’58, brings a thrill to every loyal George¬
town man’s heart. It is beyond the
power of our humble pen to describe the
openhanded generosity he has always ex¬
tended toward his alma mater. We are

just in receipt of a letter in which he
contributed twenty dollars toward de¬
fraying expenses at Poughkeepsie.
Having been in Florida and Georgia for
the last four months, Mr. Kenny ex¬

presses regret that he did not receive
notice of the Alumni Banquet until it
was too late to reach the city. He is
among the most prominent lawyers and
capitalists of Pittsburg with offices in the
Frick Building.

George F. Pollock, L. L. M.» ’87, has
been promoted from Chief in Division
to Assistant Commissioner in the Land
Office of the District. The position* is an

important one which indicates a brilliant

political future. We all wish Mr. Pollock
a well deserved success in the field of his

labors.

J. A. O’Donoghue, A. M., ’97, M. D.,
’00, is a successful practitioner in this
city He has always been prominently
identified with the large body of local
alumni, doing everything to further the
interests of the university.

Whenever there is anything historic
or otherwise enacted, one may be
morally certain that a Georgetown man
is in some way connected therewith.
Clark Spearman, ex-07, for instance,
was working in San Francisco when she
was visited with such dire calamity some
time ago. As yet we have heard nothing
of Clark, but we presume that he escaped
this peril with his usual good fortune and
nonchalance. There are other jobs wait¬
ing for you, Clark, old boy.

John Monohan, ex-’o4, the famous
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Kentucky colonel and gallant, is now the
proprietor of a stock farm at St.
Matthews, near Louisville, Ky. John
was a sub on the football team and a

hard worker. “Bro. Ed,” who even out¬
shines dignified “Bro. John,” expects to
go in partnership with him next summer.
With two such heads working for the
same end, there will be no possibility of
failure, provided Ed has nothing to do
with the financial end of the concern.

Harry E. Burnam, ’89 Law, has re¬
cently been elected to the office of city
attorney in Omaha, Nebr. The position
is a lucrative one and Mr. Burman, a

democrat, while still young, stands in the
foremost rank of professional men in his
native city. When his term of three
years has expired, doubtless his popu¬
larity will win him the same, and if
there are such, better things. There
seems to be some unfathomable influence
which causes our fellows to rise to the

top like a cork in water. They can’t be
held down.

Mlaurice J. Gelpi, ’05, erstwhile crew
manager, has taken up the study of medi¬
cine at Tulane University. He is a
shrewd business man, but has been always
found in all of his transactions to be

open and above board.
Jean F. P. des Garennes until lately

a resident in Washington, has entered the
prominent New York firm of Rounds,
Hatch, Dillingham and Debevoise. Mr.
des Garennes has already become their
resident partner in San Juan P. R., a
position his natural genius and hard work
has admirably equipped him for.

By July fourth, Francis Keenan, ex-

’o7, will have finished his first year in
the course of six at the American Col¬
lege fn Rome. In letters to his friends
here he has given in that graphic style
which made him an editor of the

Journal, a splendid description of the
Eternal City with all her classical lore
and mythical traditions. Among other
pleasing anecdotes he refers to the
voluble and audible sympathy with
which the hustling, bustling and per¬
spiring American tourist, who sees Rome
in five days and St. Peter’s in fifteen
minutes, pities the lort of his fellow-
countrymen at the American College,
who are studying to fulfill their vocation.
The students call these barbarians, or
“barbs” for short, and in return pity
them for their misplaced sympathy'.

John A. Bennewitz, ’04 Law, is junior
partner in a well known firm in
Omaha, with offices in the First Na¬
tional Bank Building. Although young
he is rapidly forging his link in the
Georgetown chain of success.

John W. Fairfax, ’04, coxwain of the
Second Crew which defeated Annapolis’s
First in ’03, is now engaged with his
father in the brokerage business in New
Orleans.

John Carey, ex-’o7, formerly at
Princeton where he was a member of the

^Triangular Club, is now attending Co¬
lumbia’s Medical School. When the club
gave a performance here at the Belasco
on May 19th, John ran down from New
York to see it; at the same time visiting
his old friends in the play and at the
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college. He saw George Washington
slaughtered on the same day, and heard
old Seth 'Thomas harshly clang out the
quarters. It reminded him, as it will re¬
mind us in years to come, of the first
week he spent within the old gray walls,
waking every fifteen minutes only to hear
the dull echo dying away across the
sleeping campus.

What do you thing of this? Preston
Edmonston, ’o2> a leader of his class, as

fleet a relay runner as we will ever see

again, and star full-back in the famous
17-16 giidiron battle, as yet is not satis¬
fied with his lot. But we must admit
that he is making rapid strides toward
his ultimate end. Ladies and gentlemen,
principally ladies, take notice—. I take
pride in announcing that Preston will be
married in the fall to1 Miss Blanche
Miller of New York. The heartiest

good will and good wishes go out to
them from all the Old Boys.

Fred Carlin, ’05, manager of football
in his Senior yeai, has gone into the
contracbng business with his father in
Brooklyn. Everytime we think of
Freddie it recalls O Street, and a little
fellow with his hands in his pockets, no
matter how hot or cold, and a gray hat
turned down in front with a blue G
embroidered just above the brim. Every¬
one still remembers this familiar picture.

Senator S. R. Mallory, ’69, A. M. ’70,
is oftentimes seen at the baseball games,
where he enthusiastically roots for
Georgetown. The Senator hails from
Florida, and it was doubtless from her
lulling waves and whispering forests that

he learned to love the secrets of nature

and express them in the pure, simple,
poetic vein that we so love to hear.
The very earliest Journals that have
been preserved contain verses of his
which are zealously guarded in the
sanctum.

Dartmouth gains by our loss, for now
she has Jack Corcoran, ex-08, for a
loyal sophomore. Jack was a mighty
football hero but during his stay with
us, was unable to indulge his favorite
sport, because he had strained his
imagination or something of the sort.
He is now pitching on his class team.
Maybe he will make the major league
and maybe not.

C. Moran Barry, ’01, famous football
player, now in real estate in Norfolk,
was in the city last month on business.
His brother, Jim, was here for a time
but later went to Virginia, where he
played on the football and baseball teams.

S. Kemp Edmonston, ex-’o8, left us
at the beginnig of last term, but we ex¬

pect and most certainly hope to see him
return next fall. Kemp is working in
the office of the Adjutant General of the
District Militia, and will make a valu¬
able man in any position. Let him soon
find out that it is easier to work for one’s
self than for some one else.

Hub Hart, D. D. S., ’05, and F. L.
McGettigan, ex-’o6, each paid us a visit
last month “Hub” is substitute catcher
on the Chicago Americans, while “Mac”
is coaching the Mt. St. Joseph boys in
Philadelphia.

George F. Harbin, ’02, who three
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years later took a degree in Electrical
Engineering at the Catholic University,
has a good position with the Westing-
house people in Pittsburg. While in
College George took a great interest in
athletics, and played on his champion¬
ship class team.

While on the northern trip the base¬
ball team was cheered on to victory at
almost every game by Old Boys. At
Fordham and Holy Cross the crowd was
tor us. Among others, at the former
place, who distinguished themselves by
their stentorian tones were Clarence

Fitzpatrick, ’04, Fred Carlin, ’05, and
Harry Carlin, ’04; while at the latter,
George Donovan, ’05, John Richmond,
A. M., ’05, Joe Brennan, ’05, Charley
McCarthy, ’05, Mark McLaughlin, ex-

’04, Bill Lynch, ’04, Leo Fitzpatrick, ex-
’08, “Boger” Carroll, ex-o?, Ted White,
ex-o?, Clarence Fitzpatrick, ’04, and
others. When the team returned to

Boston Mr. C. Fitzpatrick treated them
to a royal dinner. Most prominent
among the toast-masters loomed up Big
Chief Duggan and Soft Syllabled Smith.
The affair was a great success, and the
boys played none the worse ball the next
day.

Billy Keane, ex-’o6, is playing with
Cumberland in the Penn., O., and Md.,
League. Last year he was one of the
fastest fielders in the college ranks.
Sam Edmonston is pitching on the same
team.

J. I. Costigan, ’02, ’05 Law, while at
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College was President of the Philodemic
Society and a Merrick debater. It was

he who managed and brought the Hodge
Podge to such a success in ’02. Mr.
Costigan resides in this city, steadily
fighting for a place at the top in his
profession.

James O’Shea, ’00, ’02 Law, was one
of the most variagated geniuses that
ever loomed above the college horizon.
His energies were spent in numberless
directions. He won the Merrick debate
and the elocution medal, and then turned
round and became the most popular and
enterprising captain the football scrubs
ever had. Mr. O’Shea is practicing law'
and doing well in the District. Quite
recently he was elected president of the
Capital City Baseball League, a posi¬
tion of manifold duties and honor.

It would be inauspicious to close these
little notes without mentioning at least
the champion sprinter, the heady pitcher,
the. plucky football player, and the tire¬
less oarsman, all combined under a clever
disguise in B. J. Dougherty, ex-’o8, ex-
’07 Law, and ex-’o8 Medical. He was
the greatest all-round athlete, he said,
that ever landed in Georgetown.
Mahoney, Monohan, and he were called
the inseparable trio, and many were the
briny tears that rolled down their manly
cheeks, when dear Ben, overcome by a

complication of diseases, was compelled
to leave.

H. Spaulding, '08.
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The first installment of an historical

essay called “The Kulturkampf,” in the
Pittsburg College Bulletin, has attracted
our notice. It is an ably written article,
and shows up a side of the Bismarck
question that is not generally known. It
gives one an idea of the German Reich¬
stag in the days soon after the Center
Party was formed, and shows to some
extent the character of the great Mallin-
krodt, the former and leader of the
Center Party. To any one interested in
the life of Bismarck or his opponents, it
is worthy of a careful reading. The
verse in the Bulletin is very creditable
and has some of the real “swing and go”
in it that college verse should have.

The May magazines as a rule are slow
coming in, and the Exchange Editor is
in somewhat of a rush to get out—of
college. The Vassar Miscellany is up to
its usual standard, which is far above

the usual for a woman’s magazine. This
has always struck us as a peculiar thing,
that while women have such vivid imagi¬
nations as a class, their magazines are
for the most part not at all clever. The
Vassar Miscellany is away and above
the rest of them.

On looking at the White and Gold
from Mills College, we must take part
of the above opinion back. It has some

good stories and verse in it that would
do any college magazine credit.

In the Inlander for May, the story
“TVvO Names in a Battle,” is well told.
The plot is novel after a manner, and on

looking at it from a different point of
view it is hackneyed somewhat; but I
prefer to see the pleasant side of the
question myself. '-The whole paper is
pretty well filled with accounts of a cer¬
tain May Festival which seems to be the
main thing in Ann Arbor. The Inland-
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er’s cartoonist is good, beyond a doubt
—no “clever” would be better. It is

really hard that a man by the name of
Sink should write up the “Rise of the
Choral Union.” Puns on the author’s
name is bad taste so we take that back.

To those of his colleagues of both
sexes, the Exchange Editor is loath to

say goodbye. It is good it is to be for
only a few months, for they have all
been to a certain extent kind; or at least
courteous. He sincerely wishes them a

happy vacation and an early return to
College Journal circles, where all of us

may once more meet in the arena of
criticism.

DENTAL NOTES.

On the twenty-eighth of April, the
District of Columbia Dental Society held
a clinic at the Dental Department of
George Washington University, at
which Georgetown was well represented.

Dr. W. N. Cogan, Dean of the Dental
School gave an excellent demonstration
on the bleaching of a tooth, which was
nearly black previous to the application
of his new chemical process. Within a
period of ten minutes the tooth became
almost white, and with a second treat¬

ment was restored to its normal color.
Dr. Cogan has done many good things

for the Dental profession. He recently
invented a new test-tube which proved
to be invaluable to the dentists. There
are many new books now being written
in which the eminent Dean will stand
out prominently.

Dr. S. W. Bowles, Professor of Pros¬
thetic Dentistry demonstrated a new
method of keeping an accurate record of
samples of tooth shades used in connec¬
tion with Porcelain Inlays.

rThe method is simple and quick, doing
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away with making notes in a book. It
consists of uniting the different por¬
celains by measurement and a little block
of porcelain. It is made in a mould com¬

posed of two pieces of brass, these are
the thickness of a silver dollar, cut L-
shaped, and adjusted one to the other,
so that the porcelain block can be made
any size desired. The brass pieces are

adjusted on a clean white blotting paper,
and filled with the mixture of porcelain,
which has been spatulated with alcohol
or distilled water to a consistency of
thin cream. Enough is taken on the
spatula to fill the little mould even full.

The blotting paper will absorb the
moisture so rapidly that the mould can
at once be taken from the porcelain,
forming a little block, which can be held
in the fingers for carving. ’The letters
or numbers of the shades used in the
mixture are carved on one side of the

block, and the proportions used are
carved on the opposite side.

If the porcelain sticks to mould a thin
vegetable oil can be used to facilitate
separating. The samples are kept for
future use and serve as an important
guide.

Dr. S. S. Jaffe gave a beautiful
demonstration of swedging a gold plate,
which proved to be one of the most in¬
teresting features of the clinic. He also
proved to the society his skilful manipu¬
lative ability in utilizing a live tooth in
bridge work without crowning it.

Dr. Jaffe\ is a graduate of Georgetown,
and although modest and unassuming he
has been the recipient of many medals

both in this country and abroad.
Dr. Bruce Taylor performed a won¬

derful operation on last Monday. He
removed almost the whole of one side of

the lower jaw bone, and made a gold
plate, which he inserted fr the lost one.

Dr. McLanahan is much pleased with
the interest the freshmen have taken in

the course of Prothodontia.
A good way to tell whether a person is

right or left handed is to examine their
mouth; notice the gums, and if they
have receded on the left superior side,
you may come to the conclusion that he
vice versa or she is right handed, or
Now there is a good reason for this, in
fact it has been proven 99 cases out of a
100. When a person is cleansing their
teeth, if right handed, he or she will
brush the left side about twenty times
and the right side two or three times,
and perhaps promise the rest. We ad¬
vise all who read this to examine their
own mouths to verify the above state¬
ment.

The Dean met the three classes and

gave a very interesting lecture on the
Ethics of the Profession. He also com¬

plimented the students in regards to the
progress they have made this year.

He informed us that the Faculty in¬
tended to spend $5,000 on improvements
next year.

J. F. Nee, ’06.

COLLEGE NOTjtS.
The, past month being practically the

last of the school year has been crowded
with events of more than ordinary im-
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portance, and, because of the final
examinations and the many other affairs
which occupy our time at this season,
has been “one demd horrid grind.” In
the first place, the powers that be de¬
cided that what we needed most in our

discipline was a “little more narrow in
its wideness,” with the result that where
we once wore twenty-threes we now
wear eights. Strange as it may seem we
are now grown up, and nobody seems to
realize that fact. Anyhow we sincerely
hope that “something” will be somewhat
modified by next fall, and made more

compatible with our years. Then the
annual spring races came on and most of
us, either from past experience, or under
the tutoring of some of our fellows, soon
became as famous drivers as ever pushed
on the lines. If any care to take our

advice, we would like to say: “Have
nothing to do with ponies of classical
names, for they have never been known
to think.”

■The crews have been having a swell
time out on the river, and canoeing lost
none of its popularity during the hot
weather. The boat-house has been
moved up the river and is now most con¬

veniently situated. The store, which, as

you know, is run for the benefit of the
crew, has been a gratifying success this
year and reflects great credit on those
having it in charge.

On Saturday, the fifth, Father Rector
decreed a holiday, and the following
Sunday he gave us his monthly talk in
the chapel.

On the evening of the seventh the

Philonomosian Society held its annual
prize debate in Gaston Hall before a

large audience of students and friends
of the society. The question debated
was: Resolved that nowadays journalism
exercises a greater influence for good
than oratory. The chairman of the de¬
bate was Mr. Joseph Montgomery. The
speakers for the affirmative were Mr. A.
V. Lynch and Mr. Thomas F. Boyle,
and those for the negative were Mr.
Peter Dolin and Mr. Vincent Corcoran.
The judges were Mr. Michael J. Colbert,
Esq., Mr. J. Xota McGill, Esq., and the
Hon Wm. H. Lacy The decision of the
judges was that first honors were due
to Mr. Dolin, and second honors to Mr.
Boyle. After the debate the speakers
and the chairman were entertained at

supper bv the Reverend Moderator of
the Society.

On Tuesday, the eighth, the marks for
the month of April were read in Gaston
Hill. In the absence of Father Rector,
Father James Kelly presided, and dis¬
tributed the cards of merit. The college
orchestra rendered some excellent music,
and Mr. Howard Smith and Mr. Robert

Kelly read original compositions which
were much enjoyed by those present.

On the. evening of the tenth the Philo-
demic Society held its closing exercises.
According to its ancient custom the
society elected two of next year’s Mer¬
rick debaters. The men fortunate enough
to secure these much-desired places are
Mr. Edward Crummey and Mr. Griffin
Mudd, both of whom have appeared in
the public, debates of the Philonomosian


























