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THE EOREST OE YOUTH

In the Forest of Youth no clock is found,
No monitor tells of the flying hours,
The joy-lightened feet fly over the ground,
And the pangs are passing—as April showers.

In the Forest of Youth.

The Future—a maze of hope and deed!
The Past—a reminder of laugh and play!
The Present—a foe to fear and need!

The Night—but a herald of sun and day!
In the Forest of Youth.

The trees are lofty and large and green,

The grasses are good to the bounding feet,
And never a rotting log is seen,

And the breath of the birds and the flow’rs is sweet.

In the Forest of Youth.

Then stay, O boy, in the play-land of life;
For man has forgotten the road to its heart.
Here on the outskirts is sadness and strife,
And when you have seen it you’re forced to depart

From the Forest of Youth.

Gerald Egan, ’o6.
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Lc Tiers Etat
Society in the middle ages divided it¬

self naturally into four distinct classes:
the priest, the noble, the burgess or citi¬
zen, and the peasant or serf.

The feudal system, with its mutual
interdependence of vassal and overlord,
the seigneur depending upon his tenants
for the garrisoning of his castle, which
he, in turn, held from the King, Prince
or Emperor, under obligation of service
to the Royal Standard with a specified
number of spears when called upon,
cither to repel invaders, or to embark
upon foreign conquest; and the tenant’s
-dependence, in his turn, upon his lord
for a place to live, and land to till, giving
in return therefor a portion of his crops
for the support of the castle, and his own
'services for a portion of each year with
his own horses and arms—this was the
earliest constitution of Christian Society,
made necessary after the fall of the
Roman Empire, by the dire need of all
■classes uniting to defend the Christian
peoples against the terrible invasions of
Goth and Hun, Vandal, Turk and Norse¬
man, who threatened to sweep away all
that was left of civilization.

While the need for union and mutual

'self-defense remained, the feudal system
retained its original form and usefulness,
the fact that the nobles were really de¬
pendent upon the support of their vas¬
sals for the holding of their lands and
-castles, and often for their very existence,
serving to restrain them from undue
pressure or tyranny. But with the grad¬

ual strengthening, however, of national
existence in the various states of Europe,
and the beginning of wars for aggran¬
dizement of noble and royal families,
when the life forces of the nations were

drained to promote the fortunes of Haps-
burg, or Capet, Plantagenet, or Hohen-
zollern, a growing discontent, and a
dangerous one for the nobles, began to
be felt against this use of the feudal
allegiance for ends out of harmony with
its original purpose.

It was not that the peasant was averse
to serving his regular and accustomed
time at military service under his lord’s
banner. Indeed, he rather took pride
in having his accoutrements polished,
and the sword that his father and grand¬
father had worn before him, sharp and
speckless, when the proper time came.
It was not of this that he complained,
but it was the continual and endless war

and rapine and murder that the different
princes now carried on for the suprem¬
acy, and which compelled the peasant to
be in arms day and night, year in and
year out, while his lands went to ruin,
and his family waited and prayed long,
and sometimes hopelessly, for his return.
It was under this yoke that the peasant
body were chafing, and it was this yoke
that was leading them slowly but surely
to the destruction of the monarchial
tyranny then ruling, or more fitly, dis¬
turbing the land.

It was as an outlet to this discontent
that the custom of “scutage” arose,
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whereby the vassal was allowed to pay
a sum of money to his overlord in lieu
of military service, and the wealthiest
vassals of large estates, where consider¬
able villages had sprung up around
the ancient fortresses, or the residents
of the old cities engaged in commerce,
or the various handicrafts, gladly paid
this tax to the feudal governor of the
fortress or city, thus escaping the hard¬
ships and losses incident upon military
service, while the nobles, with the reve¬

nues thus derived, were able to command
the services of men-at-arms and archers,
who knew no other business than fight¬
ing.

The poorer vassals on the other hand,
who were unable to pay “scutage” sank,
in too many instances, to the ranks of
mere slaves or serfs, being deprived of
their honorable standing as defenders of
their knight’s banner, because the lord
of the castle now had his paid soldiers,
and was able at will to oppress his hum¬
ble tenants, taking from them at the
sword’s point the tithe of corn once freely
rendered, while under the castle were

deep dungeons, with rack and cord for
those who dared refuse, and even the
“tree of justice,” with its dangling
corpses outside the castle gates, for the
knight or baron had power of life and
death, and in that age human existence
was held of little value.

Thus, gradually, the stratum of hu¬
manity below the feudal classes of sov¬
ereign, clergy and nobility, came to
divide into the classes of soldier, citizen
and serf, the prestige and power of the
Nobility being greatly enhanced, while
the citizens, or the Tiers Etat, as they
were called by the first French Parlia¬

ment, gained comparative liberty and
wealth, and although this middle class
were, as we have noticed, at first com¬

paratively free, still they were gradually
more and more oppressed and their re¬
volt against the domination of the
noblesse, their beginnings of self-govern¬
ment, and their slow evolution into the
ruling power of the civilized world forms
matter for a study fraught with the high¬
est possible amount of interest and pleas¬
ure.

The inclination and desire of the peo¬
ple always has had finally, and always
will have, the major share in the ruling
of the country, but it was in the larger
cities that the burgher class first began
to make their influence felt. With the

growth of commerce and the elaboration
of the various crafts the classes of the

population engaged in these pursuits rap ¬

idly acquired a wealth which made them
more and more of a power in the affairs
of the nation at large.

The famous trade guilds, societies em¬
bracing the members of each and all ot
the various trades, such as the armorers,

saddlers, weavers, gold-smiths and so-on,
each one being an independent organiza¬
tion, yet, nevertheless, banded together
for mutual protection when any occasion
demanded it, now came into being in
nearly all the cities which enjoyed suffi¬
cient peace to promote the growth of the
arts and industries. Parties of this kind
under one name or another arose in Eng¬
land, Belgium, France, Italy, and in all
the nations where manufacturing was
carried on. And although, as might well
be expected from such a large and well-
organized body, they acquired great in¬
fluence and power, obtaining control of
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many of the large cities; for example,
London (where even the king is ex¬
cluded unless the guilds permit), Venice,
Florence, Genoa, and the free cities of
Germany, which gradually rose to the
rank of independent States, nevertheless,
they seldom used this power wrongly.

This was the beginning of the repub¬
lican form of government in the modern
world. Or, rather, this was the culmi-
native point when the spirit of populat
rights that had hitherto slumbered so

deeply and which, in the eyes of the no¬
bles, was indeed dead, burst forth with
resistless energy and infused the honest
citizens with a courage and stubborn te¬
nacity of purpose that has never been
equaled, and which carried them victori¬
ously through all the obstacles and diffi¬
culties and conflicts which the nobles laid
in their way. And as is always the case
in the incipient progress of a great and
good movement there were difficulties
and stumbling blocks in profusion.

Many and more than many a contest
did the burghers have with king, prince
and noble, for the nobility, upon seeing
and recognizing this new movement for
self-government on the part of the citi¬
zens, immediately commenced to harry
and tyrannize the “insolent merchant,”
with the intention of so terrifying them
by their cruelty as to make them not onlv
unwilling, but afraid to carry on the pro¬

ject to any further extent. But they took
too little account of the character and
determination of the class of people they
were at odds with, and followed a plan
of attack which rather than quieting the
citizens, excited them all the more. Thus
does good come from evil, for every
fresh outrage upon the part of the nobles

added so much the more to the bravery
and stubbornness of the people, and was
as so much fuel to the ever-spreading
conflagration of popular feeling.

Here and there certain nobles sided

themselves with the people, but it was

only because they were not only far-see¬
ing, but preferred to have their castles
and lands intact. In England, indeed,
King Henry the Second took part with
them against the Norman Baronage, but
only for the reason that he found it more
to his advantage to have the support of
the English people than the doubtful al¬
liance of the cruel and ambitious nobles.

In France the common people were
less fortunate, for the nobility there were

stronger than the king, and the country
was divided among the great families of
the nobles, each striving with the other
for the supremacy, and it was not until
the time of King Louis the Eleventh, who
subdued bv strong measures the rebel
lious nobles, that there came a beginning
of order in France, but his good-will
seemed to end there, for instead of lib¬
erating the people, he and his successors

tightened the bond of royal depotism,
while the anger of the populace at their
injuries grew and increased to such an
extent, that in the terrible outburst of

1789 it was fiends and not men who
tore down the monarchial government of
France. Like the struggle of a dying
thing, however, it reasserted itself once
more in the person of Napoleon Bona¬
parte, and to all appearances flourished,
while vampire-like, it drained the country
of all its wealth, until the citizens of
France, poor in substance, but passing
rich in experience, finally followed the
republican plan of government towards
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which they had been tending- for so many
years.

In Italy, the land of romances, life,
after the fall of the Roman Empire, cen¬
tered itself in the old cities, and Rome,
Mantna, Genoa and all the’ cities which
grew up in the course of pacification and
commercial prosperity, such as Florence
and Venice, gradually grew richer and
more prosperous, and their richness and
prosperity was due to their great mer¬
chants and artisans.

In Italy, however, the tendency in all
the cities was toward aristocracy, a
natural inheritance from the days of old,
and in each city some family or families
of merchants or bankers rose to the

supremacy as dukes, doges, princes or
what-not: Thus arose the dominations
of the Medice in Florence, the Sforza
in Milan, the Falieri and Forseni in
Venice. They were republics, but aristo¬
cratic republics; and from this last it is
but a short step to oligarchy and des¬
potism.

It was under these aristocratic repub¬
lics that there came about the wondrous

growth of arts and letters which, to
this day, throws a glory of the land of
Michael Angelo and Raphael, Dante and
Petrarch, while their ships, sailing ovei
the waters of the world, brought back
the riches of the East to grace their
palaces, and gave impetus to the spirit
of discovery which resulted in the finding
of a new world. Learning they had, and
art, but with all their culture these men

of Florence, Milan, Venice and Rome did
not forget how to fight, for the history
of the five hundred years, from one thou¬
sand to fifteen hundred, is a recountal of
inter-city strife in which the burghers

were often called to arms to defend their

city banner. When Guelf fought with
Ghibelline, again and again did shop¬
keeper, merchant, citizen and craftsman,
lay down their tools to take up the sword,
buckler, and short pike, and marching in
a solid body around the great standard
of the city borne in a car drawn by slow
oxen, they went out to fight for Pope
or Emperor, or for the pride and prowess
of their city and their prince.

And thus it was in all the countries of

Europe in this middle age. For even
while the divine right of kings still held
sway, the burghers, burgeoisie, bur¬
gesses, the Tiers Etat, or any name you
choose to call them by, kept alive the
spirit of popular liberty, in which, it
should be added, they had nearly always
the support of the Church.

A monarchy, yes. But a monarchy
that was governed by a prince, enlight¬
ened, wise, strong, and above all a Chris¬
tian gentleman. Such a monarchy would
of necessity have contented, loyal and
obedient subjects, for under a govern¬
ment which was neither arbitrary, cruel,
nor avaricious, the people would not find
or seek a cause for complaint. Such was
the idea which the Church, as the “Moth¬
er of Princes” held up as a model for
her royal children, and such was the type
of prince whom she raised to the honor
of Sainthood, as Edward of England.
Louis of France, Wencelslous of Bo¬
hemia, though it is sad to note that very
few rulers were of this character, being
in most instances the direct opposite, not
only tyrannizing the people, but even go¬
ing so far as to defy the Church, God, and
everything holy. The temptation and
lust for power was too great and so they
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fell. And the Catholic Church, always
siding with the right, naturally took up
arms with the people and opposed these
corrupt princes with all of her mighty
power.

Thus with her aid, the spirit of liberty
has spread from England to America, to
France, Spain, Germany, and now at last

to Russia, until to-day there is no abso¬
lute monarchy in all Europe, and we may
be sure that the time is speedily approach¬
ing when the splendor of royalty will no

longer be considered essential in a state
where the people, and the people alone,
are the real rulers.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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BALLADE OE THE OLD WISE MEN

Ah, where’s the fire that glimmered bright;
The jocund, mellow company

That gathered in its cheery light;
The wine that flowed in revelry;
The sprightly wit that glanced so free

By wine and brilliant minds begat?
Things are not what they used to be

When Addison at table sat.

With verse so prosy; pro^e so trite,
How gladsome is their memory;

I really think we should indict
The men who die before we see

The coin with which they brought their glee.
Not every little corner-brat

Though he might shine in minstrelsy,
When Addison at table sat.

But we must live in utter night.
They might have had the charity

To leave some brains, just out of spite.
The wit is dead. No longer he
May drink what flowed so sparkingly.

The fire was warm; the wine not flat,
Which dewed the old mahogany,

When Addison at table sat.

ENVOI.

Those days are past for you and me ;

Loker we play, but never skat;
But then—they had their Burgundy,

When Addison at table sat.

Robert H. KelbEy, ’08.
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The Survival of the Fittest
The lobby of the Sea Crest Inn was

crowded with women and children. The
former were either seated at tables play¬
ing Bridge or idly gossiping about every¬
thing in general or someone in particular,
while the latter romped about worrying
their elders half to death. In the midst
-of the hub-bub a charming young girl
;sat alone amid the broad-leaved palms,
almost hidden from view by their inter¬
secting branches. A late novel was lying
idly in her lap; a dainty lace handker¬
chief protruding from the leaves marked
her place.

She was rather petite and dressed in
immaculate white. Her features were

Parisian, while a mass of soft brown
hair crowned her dainty, well-poised head,
affording a superb contrast to the deli¬
cate tint of her rosy complexion. The
face was at that moment pensive, hei
chin rested naturally in the palm of the
left hand, while her right loosely clasped
the discarded book. Her lustrous brown

eyes, unseeing, gazed over and beyond
the humming crowd in front.

She had been unwell that morning, at
least such was her excuse, and was

unable to accompany the rest of the young
people on a fishing excursion out in the
bay. Tolliver Gresham had begged her,
almost on his knees, elaborating on the
dull time he would have without her, and
in desperation attemped to remain be¬
hind. Immovable, even to all his arts,
which he thought irresistible, she refused
to yield to either proposition. He reluc¬

tantly went away, somewhat crestfallen
it is true, but his buoyant nature soon
lifted aloft his customary spirits.

Usually so vivacious and ready for
anything that turned up, she did not ex¬
actly understand herself, but at least she
knew that she desired to remain quiet
and undisturbed, and her will, as usual,
had its way.

Tolliver was a good-enough fellow,
but, like all of us, had his faults. Perhaps
his were more flagrant than other peo¬
ple’s, or perhaps he did not realize he
had any. At any rate, whatever the ex¬
planation may be, he had that unpleasant
habit of thrusting himself on you when
you wished to be alone. He thought
there was no one like himself, and could
not conceive how anyone could become
tired of him. In fact he was so egotis¬
tical that he never tired of relating little
anecdotes about himself and his exploits.
Consequently he was extremely disagree¬
able to the other young men, but she
seemed to like him. It is nearly always
thus. A “lady’s man” is unpopular with
his own sex, and Gresham prided him¬
self on his success with the fair ones.

Marion was frequently his companion,
not because she was especially fond of
him, but she looked upon his species as a
kind of curiosity that could be examined
at leisure. Pie, with his customary as¬
surance, took it for granted that she was
much smitten with his personality and
took particular care that she should meet
him at all times and places.
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On this particular morning- she wanted
to be alone to think and muse. Her

thoughts, as her eyes followed the beau¬
tiful rolling expanse of sea, recurred to
Tolliver, and she could not restrain a

slight smile, which made the curl to her
full red lips resemble Cupid’s bow. Not
long, however, did her attention remain
riveted on him. He was all right, and
all that, but he was not Arthur Cadwell.
He never saw the day when he could in
any way approach him. So she thought,
but love is blind, and if she was not in
love, her eyesight was very much im¬
paired. Her face was all in a glow and
her eyes sparkled when she conjured up
the image of this strong, masculine,
young man, so full of life and vitality.

They had been inseparable the pre¬
ceding season and this one was veiled
in delightful expectancy. After parting
with regret, he had promised to return
the next summer if she would do so. As

yet he was still in the city and she
wondered, perhaps a little hurt, why he
had not kept his promise as rigidly as she
had, but then—O, his firm was identified
with the railroads, and he was busy try¬
ing to fathom the provisions of the mys¬
terious new rate bill.

She was so wrapped up in her
thoughts that the arrival of the car from
the city escaped her notice, until a tramp¬
ing and jostling among the bell boys,
always eager for tips, called her atten¬
tion to the fact. Some of the newcomers

had already registered, while others were
leisurely sitting on the arms of chairs or
impatiently pacing up and down waiting
their turn. She examined the travel-
stained group critically in all likelihood
mapping out some future conquests. As

yet she had not perceived a well-propor¬
tioned, handsome young fellow leaning
nonchalantly on the desk, leisurely turn ¬

ing the pages for some days gone, much
to the disgust of the waiting list.

Arthur Cadwell, for it was he, was

evidently looking for something, and
she, after recognizing him, knew just as
well as he what it was, although she
would not have mentioned it to anyone
for the world.

Finally with a smile of satisfaction,
he motioned a bell boy to precede him,
and slowly climbed the broad stairs and
disappeared.

For the greater part of the afternoon
Marion was lost in the mysteries and
complexities of a lady’s boudoir, re¬
appearing as fresh as a newly blown
rose for the evening meal.

The meeting, with starts of well-
feigned surprise on both sides, came off
happily, and the young couple, with just
lots to tell each other, spent a quiet and
confidential evening on the porch.

“I am so glad you came. I knew you
would,” exclaimed the vision in white.

“How could I stay away with such an
attraction here?” replied the lazily glow¬
ing cigarette.

“1 want to tell you about the people
here, and I just know you will like all
of my friends. They are so jolly and
congenial. There is a Mr. Gresham, from
Griffin, among them, and he has been
very pleasant and accommodating.”

“Tolliver Gresham?” he asked, while
the cigarette burst suddenly into a bril¬
liant glow.

“Yes,” was the reply, “what about
him?”

“Nothing much, only I went to college
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with him. He was about the most con¬

ceited and self-assured er-a person I ever
met. Makes a hit with the ladies, how¬
ever, until they get to know him well.”

“See here, sir, you must be more care¬
ful how you talk about my friends,” she
said, at the same time drawing up her
little figure and looking menacingly at
him.

He did not smile, although he felt
sorely tempted. Such an action would
have brought disaster.

“Excuse me,” he said humbly.
She was completely mollified and they

chatted pleasantly on every conceivable
topic until far into the night.

The affair progressed favorably, their
companionship becoming more and more
delightful as the second week, with all
its charming uncertainties, began to un¬
ravel itself. In fact it had reached that

stage when it took half an hour to say
“good night.” The other young people
understood—smiled a little—but had the

delicacy to leave them to themselves—all
except Gresham. He would appear at
the most unseasonable times and chat by
the hour. Arthur and Marion would
cast significant glances at each other and
look bored, but it had no effect whatso¬
ever. He positively refused to take the
hint, and, wittingly or unwittingly, made
himself generally obnoxious.

One morning when they were sitting
in the shadow of a large stone watching
the racing waters and whispering sweet
nothings, Gresham, from no one knows
where, appeared and deliberately seated
himself.

“You two look so lonesome I thought
I would cheer matters up a bit. We are

going to have an outing in the old sail¬

boat to-morrow. Both of you must come

along. I am captain for the trip and can
sail fine. I have a beautiful boat at home,
and often spend weeks on a cruise.
Speaking of sailing reminds me of an
old sea-dog that went out with us once
as cook. He—”

“What about the engagement you had
with the —er—hotel clerk,” desperately
concluded Arthur, as he frowned mean¬

ingly at the smiling girl between them.
Gresham raised his eyebrows enquir

ingly.
“Engagement with the hotel clerk ?

Once when I was down in Florida a

clerk—”
“Oh! Mr. Cadwell got it wrong, as

men always do,” sweetly interrupted
Marion, “my mother left a note for me
to meet her at eleven and placed it in the
care of the clerk.”

Arthur's eyes were eloquent with grat¬
itude, but they met no responsive gleam.
Her’s sparkled with spiteful mischief.
Gresham opened his watch seemingly un¬
consciously displaying several conven¬

iently trimmed pictures of a red-haired
girl.

“Well, it is ten-thirty now and a good
half-hour’s walk to the hotel,” he said.
“I am going that way myself and will
amble along with you.”

So off they went, the maid smiling
partly at Arthur’s black scowl and
partly at the garrulous man’s nerve and
self-assurance. To tease Arthur the
mischievous minx practiced on Tolliver
all the arts known only to a smitten one
who is trying to make the other miser¬
able. Being high strung and unused to
trifling, Arthur’s temper became ruffled
somewhat at first, but as the fun pro-
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gressed, resentment and anger overcame
his better instincts to such an extent that
he became savage and gave vent to his
over-wrought sensibilities on every shell
and sand-piper that happened in his
path.

Tolliver, restored to favor, made ha)
while the sun shone and so effectively
occupied his companion’s attention that
she paid no attention to her aggrieved
admirer except for fleeting glances out
of the corners of her eyes. At last the
tyrant thought the punishment sufficient,
and strove to appease him by some sooth¬
ing remark. The only answer she re¬
ceived was a curt, cold, monosyllable, ac¬
centuated by a shower of sand and shells.
She glanced at him coyly by an artful
manipulation of the eyes, but he was

looking resignedly in the other direction.
After a few moments Arthur spied

some friends not far away and mumbling
something about fishing, stalked hurriedly
away and joined them.

That evening there were two very
miserable young people sitting on the
wide veranda under the glow of the
electric lights, both striving to be ex¬
tremely entertaining and pleasant to their
respective companions, but a close ob¬
server would have noticed a certain
strained artificiality in their manner.
Marion was talking eagerly to Gresham,
who was suddenly transported into the
seventh heaven. His anecdotes flew thick

and fast, and were full of daring personal
exploits in which he invariably overcame
all rivals. His companion listened at¬
tentively and occasionally found oppor¬

tunity to utter some word of praise or

approbation. Notwithstanding this, now
and again she stole furtive glances at a

large flannel clad young man who was
sitting with Martha Henderson some dis¬
tance away, and noted with a thrill of
jealousy that he seemed to be enjoying
himself immensely. She strove to com¬
pletely master her feeling and be as at¬
tentive as possible to Gresham, for all
women seem to realize, by some intuition,
that the only way to bring a man to his
senses is to make him realize what a

treasure he is about to lose.
Miss Henderson, better known as Miss

Hen. in her native town, was on the
nether side of thirty, but that counted
for naught. She acted as young and
kittenish as any girl in her teens.

The semi-darkness was very becoming,
which most likely accounted for the
fact that Arthur said many things
he would have scrupulously avoided
in the more prosaic sunlight. A
homely woman usually has some re¬

deeming feature. Martha’s was con¬
versational ability. Words flowed from
her as naturally as water rushes
down an inclined plane; accentuated and
enforced by a sudden uplifting of the
eyebrows, or a winsome, captivating
glance through her lashes, which in some

way or another did not perfectly match
her hair. I never tried to explain this
phenomenon, but a young lady after¬
wards kindly suggested that most likely
it was a mere oversight. I accepted the
explanation in silence, for I knew it re¬
ferred to something I was supposed to
be utterly ignorant of. Her figure was
lithe and rounded, a contrast to her neck
and arms, suggesting a department store.

“I am glad you like me so much, Mr.
Cadwell. You did not act the part until
to-night, although you had two dances
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with me at the masquerade. By the
way,” she shyly inquired, “How do you
like Miss Thompson ?”

An expression of something very akin
to distress passed over his bronzed coun¬
tenance, but he declared finally :—“She
is all right, but we are not very con¬

genial.”
“Not very congenial,” she gasped, “I

thought—”
“Oh ! I know—er—we found it out,

or rather, we came to that conclusion,”
he answered hesitatingly.

She simply refused to let the subject
drop, so he floundered deeper and deeper
into the mire of falsification until at last,
rendered desperate, he pleaded headache
and escaped to his room. There, free to
indulge his feelings and language, he ut¬
tered several strange sentiments, which
were not altogether so remarkable, con¬
sidering the fact that he had been out of
college only two years. At last his
spleen and disappointment yielded to re¬
morse and abuse of himself, which was

in turn superseded by manly resolutions,
always in such characters the offspring
of mature deliberation and reasoning.

If extenuating circumstances would
not happily intervene, he determined to
cast himself like a shipwrecked sailor on
the shore of her womanhood and charity,
trusting to breast the breakers of resent¬
ment and pride by sincere repentance.

Wonderfully comforted by this reso¬
lution he placed a suit of clothes on a
chair to don on the morrow and retired.

Strange to say, notwithstanding the con¬
nection generally conceded between an¬
gered Cupid and insomnia, he was
almost immediately firmly clasped in the
time-honored arms of Morpheus.

Arthur Cadwell had, ever since child¬
hood, a very common and dangerous
habit of sleep-walking, which generally
results from restlessness or some mental

anguish; so it was not surprising that
this night, above all others, he should
rise almost as soon as sleep had over¬
taken him, dress perfectly, and going to
the bureau and pocket a small revolver.
All details of toilet performed, he extin¬
guished the lights and, descending the
stairs, hurried out on the veranda.
Marion and Martha, together with Tolli¬
ver and another member of the male sex,

were chatting in a group and regarded
him with surprise.

Utterly unconscious of his condition,
Arthur advanced mechanically and bowed
coolly to all the other members of the
party except Martha, to whom he seemed
particularly gracious.

“Miss Henderson,” he drawled in a

dreamy, far-away voice, as if measur¬

ing his words, “will you walk down the
beach with me. I am very anxious to
speak with you.”

“Certainly,” she responded, “nothing
would please me more.”

They strolled slowly down the tide-
beaten strand until a miniature cliff,
which overhung the sea, was reached.
Upon this they climbed and seated
themselves on a wide, shelving boulder.
Arthur spoke slowly and deliberately of
love, while she was strangely and won¬
derfully silent. Gradually growing more
eloquent and animated in a grand finale he
threw himself on his knees with hands
outstretched pleadingly before him. She
said not a word but speechlessly laid
hers in his. Thus, hand in hand, they
wandered back whence they came, and
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Arthur shortly after again retired.
Next morning our unfortunate friend

opened his eyes just in time to hurry
down to breakfast. In the lobby he met
his fiance of the night before and bowed
pleasantly.

“How are you this morning, my dear,”
she exclaimed softly.

He stared at her stupidly and looked
as if he would much prefer being else
where, but not a word could he utter.

“You look indisposed, Arthur. I
thought last night, when we were up
on Lover’s Leap, that you were over¬
wrought. We must pack up and leave
to-day or to-morrow. You know I must
make arrangements about my trousseau.
“Yes, certainly, of course,” he stammered
aloud; while he said to himself, “Great
Scott!' ‘my dear,’ ‘Lover’s Leap,’ ‘trou-
seau.’ What in the world can all this
mean ?”

“Let’s go into breakfast, dear, I’ve been
waiting almost an hour for you,” she
breathed with a svCeet smile that should
have melted a stone.

Accordingly she dragged the poor man
blindly into the dining room, where he
sat in a daze and hardly touched a mor¬
sel, until his companion began her in¬
quiries about his dear health; then he
came near eating everything on the table.
Anything, he inwardly growled, to keep
her silent. After that memorable meal,
which he never forgot, he begged her to
keep the matter a secret for a few days,
and then fled headlong to his apartment
to think matters over.

For some time he was utterly at a loss,
but at last the light streamed in upon
his muddled reason. He had frequently
done peculiar things in his sleep, but none

quite so weird as this. This being the
only solution, he accepted it blindly only
to be lost in the mazes of another quan¬
dary even greater than the first.

He had always been retiringly modest
and scrupulously avoided anything that
might in any way injure the feelings of
another, and it was next to impossible to
extricate himself from this rediculous

predicament without serious embarrass¬
ment. Miss Henderson, he thought,
would most likely cause a scene and ir¬
retrievably complicate the affair, but it
is wonderful how Providence concocts

circumstances to exalt the lowly and
humble the proud. Many characters are

changed in a day. Ten days ago Cad-
well was proud of his position and
wealth; now he would have changed
places with a hod-carrier and felt sorry
for him. About to give up in disgust
and despair, he cast his eyes desperately
down the beach and saw Gresham and
Marion strolling contentedly together.
For a moment he scowled, but the next,
his face was illuminated with smiles,
which betokened a feasible plan. Hasten¬
ing down the stairs as the others were

ascending, he drew Gresham aside.
The girl, puzzled and mystified by the

late proceedings, gazed at them suspici¬
ously for a moment and then swung

gracefully around a corner, while the two
men listened abstractedly to her retreating
footsteps. Rendered cool and calculat¬
ing by the contingency, Arthur wasted no
time in dallying, but came at once to the
point.

“Gresham,” he began, “I am in the
Devil of a hole and I want you to help
me out. You can do it if you will. It
refers to a young lady that we know.”
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His eyes lit up with pleasure. To be
consulted in such a matter was a con¬

sideration he appreciated above all others.
It flattered his pride and smoothed over
all past differences.

“Certainly, I would be delighted.
That is, if it is in my power,” answered
Tolliver.

“Well,” he began, clearing his throat,
“you understand that this is absolutelv
confidential. I would not trust myself
to anyone else.”

Tolliver's chest expanded and he as¬
sumed an important attitude: Cer¬
tainly, certainly, I understand.”

“You see,” Arthur continued, “I have
foolishly become engaged to a woman I
care nothing for and hardly know what
to do. I hate to speak to her. It goes
against the grain, you know. What on
earth shall I do?”

Gresham, influenced by the late atti¬
tude assumed by Marion and Arthur,
naturally thought that she was the lady
in question. Furthermore, she had re¬

jected his proposal that morning, and his
excellent personal opinion led him to be¬
lieve that she must have been already
engaged and had refused- him simply
because she was in honor bound to

another man.

“Oh! that’s easy,” he promptly ex¬
plained, “let me do it for you. I have
nothing to lose nor gain, and besides have
had some valuable experience with
womankind. You know we were at col¬

lege together and old boys always feel a

spirit of fraternity. Old man, it will be
a pleasure and a privilege.”

“Let’s shake on that, Gresham. You
are the right sort. I should have trusted
you from the first.”

With promises of good-fellowship they
walked arm in arm down the corridor
and took seats at the extreme end.

Soon they reappeared. Cadwell was
jubilant, but the other looked as if he
had suffered a severe shock, although he
strove hard to be cheerful.

“I certainly owe you an everlasting
debt of gratitude,” joyously exclaimed
Arthur. “I never will forget it and if
you ever want a friend you know where
to come.”

“Yes, thanks,” limply answered
Gresham.

It must be said, however, that he
stuck to his post like a veteran, and seiz¬
ing upon the first opportunity told the
whole miserable story to the wonderful
Miss Henderson, who was loath to credit
it at first, but when some of Arthur’s
college day exploits were related, she had
no choice but to bow to the inevitable.

It was a changed man, who a few min¬
utes later made known to Arthur that he
could speak with Martha. He had be¬
come “wise to himself,” and from that
day on presented a different and more
formidable front to the world. He had
learned a lesson he would not soon for¬
get-

The ice delicately broken, everything
was smooth sailing for Arthur. Miss
Henderson actually laughed and said it
was the funniest thing she had ever ex¬
perienced. He, feeling relieved beyond
measure, could not refrain from joining
her mirth.

That night a strange four-footed mon¬
ster was seen standing motionless in the
gloom; half white and half blue, with
peculiar looking stripes of the same color
passing around its shoulders. It had two
sets of softly vibrating vocal chords, but
onlv one heart.

H. Spalding, ’o8.
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RONDEAU

When I am dead let it not be
That idle pomp and pageantry
Attend me where the body lies
Nor monument let there arise
That Pride may say “Lo! here is he.”

But place me ’neath the wildwood tree
Where once we loitered joyously
And found the love that never dies,—

When I am dead

I care not that the world may see,
I'll rest content if only she
Will pause sometimes in sweet surmise
With teardrops in those lustrous eyes
And come again for memory,—

When I am dead.
M. F. D., 08.

College Days Fifty Years Ago
So many and so radical have been the

changes in features of college life at
Georgetown, that a review of what that
life was fifty years ago may prove of
interest to the collegian of to-day.

The salient feature of life then was

what may be called the element of domes¬
ticity, or family life. Many circum¬
stances combined to foster this attractive
feature of Georgetown life.

In the first place, permission to visit
the city and its places of amusement was

sparingly granted, so that the collegian
of that remote period was compelled to
find in the intra-mural life of the College,
opportunities and means of amusement.

The intercourse between students on the
one side, and teachers and prefects on
the other, was, of necessity, close, inti¬
mate and often very affectionate.

In those days the sports of the present
time had not been heard of, but many a
teacher owed the place he held in the es¬
timation of students as much to his skill
as a handball player, as to his knowledge
of Greek roots and Horacian sapphics.

It must be remembered that these were

days when private rooms were unheard
of in the College. Prefects and students
slept in a common dormitory, and took
their meals at the same table. A little

incident, dug out of the past, may serve
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to show how pleasant were the relations
between prefects and students of those
remote times. Two prefects, who in
after life held high positions in the prov¬
ince of Maryland, Mr. Joseph O’Calla¬
ghan and Mr. Robert W. Brady, would
intercept, nightly, the ranks on their wav
to the dormitory, and call into their room
two students of the philosophy class, both
non-Catholics, to read aloud to these
Jesuits pages of a spiritual book, the
compensation for such service being what
to the students of those days was a colos¬
sal favor—a smoke before retiring—for
it must be remembered that use of to¬

bacco was strictly prohibited within Col¬
lege bounds, and even possession of pipe
or the weed was made a penal offense.

Another prominent feature of college
life referred to above was “ranks.” Al¬

ways, in going from the study-hall to
chapel or refectory, the students were

expected to walk in single file, their re¬

spective places being assigned twice
every year, on what was known as Meas¬
uring day, when the statue of each stu¬
dent was rigidly determined by the First
Prefect, under what was known as the
Measuring Tree. Painful is the confes¬
sion, reflecting upon the general honesty
and integrity of the student of that day,
to be forced to admit that devices, such
as pads in the stockings, layers of felt
soles surreptitiously adjusted, were often
relied upon to secure a file or two in ad¬
vance. The tallest student was known,
and almost reverenced, as the leader of
ranks. Strict silence while in ranks was

enforced at all times, and many a student
owed in after-life his familiarity with
Virgil, Ovid and Horace, to lines com¬
mitted to memory in, what was another

feature of the college life, Jug.
In the refectory, students sat according

to ranks at long tables, forming a quad¬
rilateral about the room. On one occa¬

sion, a boy from Mississippi, who had
received from his fellows the sobriquet
of “Hammer-Heels,” because of the posi¬
tive way which he trod the floor, came
late to dinner, and instead of going di¬
rectly to his place at table, followed the
line of march ordinarily taken by the
ranks.

The prefect presiding in the refectory
on this day, was Father James Clark, S.
J., an old “West Pointer,” and a veteran
of the Seminole War, noted particularly
for his laconic speech.

With folded hands, he stood immov¬
able, as Hammer-Heels,” by devious
way, sought his place at table, which,
when he had reached, Father Clark, in
his stentorian voice, said : “Hammer-
Heels, the shortest distance between any
two points is a straight line.—Bless us,
O Lord, and these, Thy gifts—.”

Speaking of the refectory recalls a
custom then prevalent, but which seems

strange to students of to-day. Ordinarily,
during meals, some book of history or
of present interest was read aloud from
a pulpit erected at the extreme end of
the room. The readers were selected
from collegians known for their quali-
cations of distinctness of utterance, ac¬

curacy of pronunciation and ready de¬
livery. So far from being distasteful to
the average collegian of that day, this
reading furnished not only much inter¬
esting information, but, often, agreeable
information. One book, I remember,
which has not been forgotten after the
lapse of over fifty years, Captain Kane's
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Arctic Explorations. An invariable fea¬
ture of this custom was the reading, on
the day of its appearance of the Presi¬
dent’s message. The writer recalls very
vividly the message sent to Congress by
President Pierce during the Crimean
war, in which he animadverted to the
unwarranted activity of agents of the
British Minister in enlisting soldiers for
the Crimea, intimating with no un¬
certain voice, that this must stop or the
scene of action might be transferred to
the Western Hemisphere. Munching
our dry bread and sipping the traditional
College tea we youngsters bristled with
patriotism, and even indulged the hope
that we might exchange the restrictions
of College life for the freedom of a sol¬
dier’s career and camp life.

The public readers, it may be re¬
marked, constituted an aristocratic guild,
enjoying such privileges as taking meals
together after the others, at which oc¬
casionally an extra piece of pie or beef¬
steak, in place of College hash, might be
expected. In such esteem was this po¬
sition of reader held, that we have
seen a letter written by a former student
to his son on entering College, advising
the latter to prepare himself for so de¬
sirable a position.

Another feature of College life to
which a new-comer was introduced was

then known as his “walk.” This had no

reference to the gait he may have ac¬
quired in the cotton fields of Georgia, or
in wading the rice plantations in South
Carolina, or in threading his way through
the cane brakes of Louisiana. It was

merely an arrangement by which a new¬
comer was entrusted to the care of an

older student who to familiarize him with

the limits of “bounds,” the customs to
be observed in chapel, study hall and re¬

fectory, to acquaint him with the rules
and the penalties attached to their in¬
fractions.

To discharge this duty the older stu¬
dent was relieved three days from at¬
tendance at class and studies, enjoying
in addition, what to College boys of every
age is a luxury, a late sleep. This privilege
was held in reserve by Prefects of Dis
cipline for students whose conduct merited
approbation and was conferred as a re¬
ward as well as a recreation. Often the
associations formed in this “walk” be¬
came the foundation of close and life¬

long friendships.
Perhaps the most depressing piece of

information imparted to a new-comer
was the existence of an institution known
as “Jug.” This need not awaken unfav¬
orable comments in the mind of any

White Ribboner. It had no connection
with the article ordinarily devoted to ar¬
dent spirits. The College Jug contained
not even Louisiana molasses. It was the
room resorted to under compulsion, who
had fallen under the penalty of learning
and reciting Latin and Greek lines, the
proclamation of which took the place in
those days of what is now known as afte.'
dinner speeches. Like the readers, the
habitues of “Jug” formed a guild apart.
They were known as “Jug Rats." One
of the frivolities indulged in towards the
end of each year was a burlesque com¬
mencement, in which the more promi¬
nent “Rats” of the year took leading
parts. A few years ago, at a meeting of
Georgetownians in one of our large cities,
we saw exhibited by its owner with ret¬
rospective gratitude (perhaps because it
was retrospective) a banner of the Jug
Rat Association.

Robin Ruff.
(To be Continued.)
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BALLADE OE IDLE DAYS

No more I seek the pleasant shade
Of elm or oak or poplar tall,

Or find for rest some lonely glade.
Encompassed by its mountain wall:
Or fish and fish and fish till fall

Of evening, and give up at last,
(All joys must have a little gall !)

The days of idleness are past.

No more in Tux-e-do arrayed
I seek the dreamy seaside ball,

Or watch the prancing cavalcade
Sweep down the swarming crowded mall;
No more old ladies I appall

By rushing through the square so fast
You’d think it was a dinner call.

The days of idleness are past.

No more the anurous serenade

Swells forth from some, dear moon-lit Wall:

My love thoughts now are strangely frayed.
Soon I will hear in Gaston Hall

Announcements mathmetical

Of actors in a tragic cast,—
Some happy, some conditional.

The days of idleness are past.

ENVOI.

When I am borne in funeral

Unto that rest which is my last;
Shout not, I pray you, one and all:

“His days of idleness are past.”
Robert H. Keeeey, ’08.
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About
“Old John’s” existence was one of

painful monotony; for though he was
termed “night watchman” he was rather
“custodian of the college gate.” At his
post he had admitted and exchanged a

cheery word with the students of twenty
years. John’s busiest time was around
eleven P. M., when the “boys” were re¬
turning from an evening in town, though
he was always there at night whether the
heat of sultry June oppressed him or the
wards of King Aeolus forced him to take
shelter in the little gatehouse. On this
particular night it was neither hot nor
cold; the moon was high and smiling and
in conjunction with the studded heavens
cast a silvery light over Mother Earth.
Autumn, loveliest season of the year,gave
welcome to incipient Winter. The trees
were naked and the leaves dried and

sere, tossed about restlessly with every
stir of the brtpze. Healy Hall stood out
against the night, grand, majestic, power¬
ful ; her towers and spires rose defiantly
up to heaven, and the dark blue granite
of her noble walls gave an aspect of
added awe and dignity. The stillness
was intense; “Old John” paced back and
forth by the wall. The clock in the tower
tolled the quarter; a crowd of noisy stu¬
dents straying home (after much needed
diversion from their books) announced
their arrival at the gate in every possible
manner and John (lest the gate should
come down) rushed to his duty. I, by
means of a little diplomacy—(for the
fellows usually left such matters to me)

College
to a certain extent soothed his wrath,
though I could hear him grumbling aftei
we were gone. Silence again reigned,
till a remark from Lyons brought the
crowd to a halt.

“Hello, what’s that! look fellows—a
light in the North Tower or I’ll eat my
shirt!” and sure enough there it was,
tiny, yet clear, standing off in the sky
like another star.

“I wonder what it is, Denny?”
“I guess it’s work of one of those new

fellows,” someone volunteered; and with
this all hands, as if by common consent,
moved on, little caring for the light or

anything connected with it. It struck me
as rather unusual, but with the rest I
passed on willingly.

“Come in! you, is it ?—sit down;
there’s tobacco on the table.” It was

Douglas who spoke; “Senator,” as we
called him; it was also his room; but
there was always a chair and a pipe of
tobacco for anv one of “Our Crowd,”
who at that time were sprawling all over
the room. I did as I was asked or rather
ordered and, rolling a cigarette, I sur¬

veyed the room, the occupants and ef¬
fects; it was a peculiar gathering—the
most heterogeneous class of fellows one
could see together; good friends all of
them, but bad enemies; blunt, outspoken
and candid; ready to give their own

opinions in their own way. They were
loyal to a man and though there was no
great display of friendship, there was a

strong fraternal feeling among them that
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was akin to affection. The furnishings
of the room were no less eccentric than
the occupants. Oriental finery—great
patches of color on the walls, while the
furniture was of old Mission type. The
conversation dragged. A comment from
Spalding, a grunt of assent from Jeffs,
some withering sarcasm from Mudd, a

laugh and silence. These meetings were
not infrequent; often the same gathering
would assemble in “Senator’s” room and
discuss current topics; and some grand
old harangues we often heard through
smoke that could be cut with a knife;
but to-night there was someone missing;
Jack Dahlgrene,—the life of the crowd,
good natured, easy going Jack, my pal
and confidant. We had grown up to¬
gether in college like brothers, and per¬
haps we knew each other better.

“Where’s Jack to-night?” I inquired.
“He dropped in my bunk after din¬

ner,” drawled Jeffs, “but in a moment
he decamped.” And barring this infor¬
mation Jack was an unknown quantity.
At this juncture a head popped in the
doorway and breathlessly announced that
there was some hazing going on down in
the quadrangle ; the meeting broke up with
a rush and a roar and all hands were

down to see the fun. We were just in
time to see a new fellow being run
around the quadrangle in his “robe de
nuit;” the pleasure of the crowd was
made manifest in shouts.

“Why don’t he hollah?” someone
asked.

“Because he’s afraid he’ll drop that
piece of soap in his mouth,” answered
a wise youth who looked back to the days
when such was his lot. But this spec¬
tacle did not amuse me; curiosity natur¬

ally drew my attention to the North
Tower; and it was awarded by a double
surprise, viz, that the light was still
there, but instead of being red was

green. The time was ripe to say some¬
thing. I called the fellows aside and soon
all eyes were on the mysterious light in
the Tower. Conjectures followed; but
on my suggestion an investigation (I al¬
ways had a love of adventure) ; the action
was suited to the word with the willing¬
ness such as can only come from great
curiosity. I was picked to head the ex¬

pedition and within fifteen minutes I was

leading all hands (disguised as well as

possible in dressing robes, lest anything
should come of it) up the old spiral
stairway of the North Tower. The hour
was late, but everyone was on edge. Up
we went, round and round thecobwebbed,
musty stairs; there was no light and the
hollow re-echoing of footsteps struck the
ear with a sound that was almost sinis¬
ter. At length we reached the first land¬
ing, and then moved on higher up. I
thought we would never get there, but
on we climbed stumbling in the dark
until at last I pushed up the trap-door
and stepped out on the landing. As I
expected, there was nothing there save
the light ; but of that I had something to
learn; upon examining it I saw that the
glass was red on one side and green on
the other.

“Used, no doubt, as a signal,” sug¬
gested Spalding, wiping the cobwebs off
his ears. -

“You didn’t think it was put there for
illuminating purposes, did you ?” snarled
Jeffs.

“But a signal for what?” I inquired
“That's what we want to know. We can
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not very well have a signal without some ¬

one to signal to. That ‘someone’ might
be watching now and it would be wise to
step back as far as possible.” And so
we drew back and surveyed the sur¬

rounding scene. The city on the left
with myriads of lights slumbered peace¬

fully ; while directly under us was the
entrance—the gate-house which looked
like a speck from the dizzy heights; in
front of us was the Potomac, calm and
serene; beyond the hills of Virginia ; to
the right, Maryland ; and over our heads
the stars winked at our foolish escapade.
Nothing could come of inaction, so at
a suggestion T stepped forward to change
the light and await developments ; but as
T did so T heard footsteps on the stairs;
the old spiral squeaked. Some one was

approaching who was evidently trying
to make as little noise as possible. We
had scarcely time to withdraw into the
shadow of the door before a tall figure
stepped out on the enclosure; he faced
the Virginia side : all T could make out
was the back of his head ; he approached
cautiously to the lantern and after look¬
ing again, picked it up and swung it back
and forth nine or ten times ; with this he
snuffed the light and disappeared. Some
of the boys were for following him, as
none of us had a good look at him; but
knowing that this would prove disastrous
and would accomplish nothing I pro¬
tested earnestly. The only thing was to
watch, and this we set out to do in all
directions. One thing I observed was
that the unknown visitor signaled in the
direction of Virginia, and I consequently
centered my attention there: I was not
disappointed, for shortly after a row boat
pushed off from that shore. There was

only one man in it and he seemed to be
rowing easily. I did not say anything
to the boys, but kept the observation to
myself and watched intently.

“Nothing doing here, fellows,” grum¬
bled Jeffs, “the party signaled to has
skipped by this time. The fellow we
want is the one who gave the signal;
let’s give it up for to-night, its no use.”

“You are right, Jeffs,” two or three
agreed, “there's nothing doing to-night,
anywayand although I said I was of
the same opinion, I hadn’t the least idea
of giving up and as they straggled down
the spiral stairs, I was last; just before I
closed the trap I took one last look at
the river; a long “V” marked the course
of the boat on the calm water and I could
see by the direction of it that (although
the boat was out of sight) it would land
at or about the college boat-house. The
significance of this fact startled me and
together with the lights and the evening’s
happenings only made me the more de¬
termined to see the matter through. As 1
said before, adventure was a part of my

makeup, and accordingly I slipped from
my room when all the others had turned
in for the night.

I felt confident that the party in the
row boat and the one signaled to, were
the same man. That his leaving the
shore almost simultaneously with the
signal, and heading for our boat-house,
was a coincidence which I was not dis¬

posed to believe. A meeting was proba¬
ble and that most likely at the barn yard
which I was heading for while turning
over various solutions in my mind. I
turned the corner of the building only
to be carried off my feet by a collision
with someone who was evidently in a
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hurry; we both sprawled in the dark,
but he, being more startled, scrambled
to his feet and took to flight. I was up
and in pursuit, but found myself no
match for him; he gained steadily until
I could scarcely see- his retreating form.
On we flew; a voice behind us called a

halt. I recognized “old John’s” stentor¬
ian tones but continued in the mad race

undaunted. His revolver spoke twice,
and I thanked the fates that the yield
did not find lodgment in my worthless
carcass. The pursued took advantage of
a corner of the building before “Old
John” could better his aim, and I turned
after him to see the lid of the coal-chute
close down. If his idea was to get down
the hole before I turned the corner, he
was too late; with a sweep of my arm I
flung back the lid and, pulling it down
after me, dropped headlong into the dark¬
ness below. The impact of our bodies
set us rolling the coal; we grappled and
half buried, struggled and writhed in
each other's embrace* the dust stifled us,

choked us, but we tossed about, now

crashing against a beam, now wrestling
in the coal pile. The only noise was that
of our own heavy breathing; things were
pretty even in the coal, where the footing
was poor, but as we drew over on the
floor, he gradually weakened, until with
a supreme effort I forced his back against
the wall with a crash. He lay an inert
heap; drawing my hand across his thigh,
I felt warm blood; (“John’s” aim was

good), and whoever he might be, he
needed attendance. I struck a match to

examine closely; the light fell on his
head—I started forward—the handsome
face of the man below me was that of my
friend, confidant and all-round pal, Jack

Dahlgrene. The match flickered, burned
out and fell.

Up in Jack’s room I paced the floor,
smoking. The whole thing was enig¬
matical to me; and I gave up trying to
solve it. Jack lay on the bed asleep or
unconscious. With no little trouble I

got him safely to his room and dressed his
wound (which was only slight) as best
I could. He stirred on the bed; as yet
I had not a word from him.

“I suppose you want an explanation,”
he feebly inquired.

“As for that, my dear fellow, you can
do as you please; you didn’t care to con¬
fide in me before you got mixed up in
this jackassinine affair; you are under
no obligations to do so now.”

“You don’t mean that, Denny; I had
reasons for not telling you, but I’ll ex¬
plain now, whether you’ll have it or not.”
And I must confess my curiosity forced
me to keep silent.

You know, Denny, there’s a ‘black
sheep’ in every fold ; I’ll be frank with
you—I have a brother, a thief, a degen¬
erate scapegrace who has shadowed me
since he left home. The family have
tried to reform him, but to no purpose;
so the next thing was to shield him.
Father turned him away two years ago,
and I thought he was gone for good;
but last week he turned up without a

cent; I gave him all the money I had, but
Saturday night he knocked down and
robbed the paymaster of the Arlington
Brewery, across the river; the whole
town rose up and he took to flight in the
Virginia hills; I brought him food at
night and finally helped him to escape.
God knows I should have turned him over,

but the shock would kill mother if it got
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out that he was arrested; I had to go
early in the evening with supplies and
when “Old John” made the rounds about
twelve or one, Billy waved the green
light in the tower; I would wait and
watch from the Virginia side and get in
safe when ‘Old John’ made the rounds.
You see Billy knew; and I didn’t want
to tell you unless I had to, Denny. But
now he’s gone; he swears it’s his last job;
and I believe it is; he was in a bad hole
and I helped him out; he was grateful,
Denny, and I hope he means to do what’s
right. You see I had to consider the
family, but if I didn’t I think I’d have
stuck to* him anyway, for after all he’s
a brotherhe could say no more, and I
tried to find my voice.

“You’ve got a big heart, Jack. What
you have said to me is safe.” There was
a gratified look in his eyes as I grasped
his hand. The silence was oppressive
and I left him.

I went to my room and looked out
into the night; the moon was high and
clear; off in the distance I could see the
Virginia hills silhouetted against the
sky; I could see a thief lurking in the
shadows; now jumping a thicket, now
fleeing in the dark; he was a thief, but
a thief no more; the magnanimity of
soul of a fellow-being had softened his
callous heart and made him good; the
charity of silence and forgiveness had
won where fetlocks and chains had failed.
I could see him look, with tears of joy,
to the heart that turned him to right; and
far off in the night the waning echoes
of an endless song seemed to repeat:

“So many GODS, so many Creeds,
So many paths that wind and wind,

When just THE ART OF BEING
KIND,
Is all the sad world needs.”

D. P. D., Jr., ’08.
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TRIOLET

I slept through breakfast to-day
Unawakened by gongs and bells.

Hush, wait till the Prefect shall say
1 slept through breakfast to-day;
I'll wind my alarm clock for aye,

Though my very nature rebels.
I slept through breakfast to-day

Unawakened by gongs and bells.
Robert H. Keleey, 08.

Reminiscences of father Maguire
Rev. Bernard A. Maguire, in the old

days, was not among the most learned
Jesuits at Georgetown College, but he
was distinctively the most eloquent.
When I first knew him he was a young

priest. He was tall, gracefully slender,
with black hair, aggressively brushed
from his ample forehead, scintillating
blue eyes, full of humor and a high state
of health. His features were delicately
chiseled and his teeth were perfect and
pearly. His smile was winning and at¬
tractive, but, at times, he could present
on his expressive face all of the aspects
of “a son of thunder.” His voice was

sweet, penetrating, full-orbed and capable
of expressing the varied sentiments of
his mind. He was a great preacher and
missionary. He never pretended, like
some youthful pulpit orators, just out of
philosophy and metaphysics, to wrestle
with recondite problems and “shoop o'ei
the heads” of his audience; but every¬

thing he said was limpid and to the point,
suitable for the wise and otherwise.

He had some favorite gestures and
mannerisms. He would clasp his hands
and dramatically unfold them. He would
pause for a moment, and rapidly survey
his audience, as if taking a kind of men¬
tal stock in them. He never lost the
thread of his discourse ,or hesitated for
the right word in the right place, He
was not diffuse or long-winded. He stop¬
ped “when he had got through,” and
everybody wished that he had said more
I have seldom listened to a more con¬

summate orator or preacher.
When president of the College he de¬

lighted in a critical analysis of the middle
examination report. All of his varied
talents poured forth bubblingly. He judi¬
ciously praised the students who had dis¬
tinguished themselves; but not the un¬

lucky wight who had proved stupid, lazv
or a dunce ! On onq occasion, a bov who
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bore a most illustrious ancestral name

was “plucked.” The poor fellow did not
inherit hereditary brains and it was cruel
to send him to College. His seat was on
a front row of desks, while on a raised
platform towered the terrible president.
When Father Maguire came to this case
his brow ominously lowered, and there
was lightning in his eyes. He said : “A
John Marshall Henry (that was not his
real name) on the black books of old
Georgetown College!” Pausing for an
instant, his voice raising at the utterance
of every word, he continued: John—
Marshall—Henry!” Then, with almost
a shriek, he added: “Clarum et venera-

bile nomen !” Pausing again, he pointed
his long index finger at the cowering de¬
linquent and mournfully but indignantly,
in almost a hiss, ejaculated : “Sed quan¬
tum mutatus ab illo !!”

There was another culprit named
Shadrach Schlatter. The president rolled
that uncommon name, as it were, under
his tongue with derisive unction. He
then said: “Another delinquent, Shad¬
rach Schlatter. What shall I say to
Shadrach—Misach and Abednego Schlat¬
ter !” Then he passed to the boys who
had made eminent progress in their stud¬
ies, prognosticating wonderful things for
them; but few ever justified, afterward,
his unstinted eulogies. Most of them
seemed to cream their minds in adoles¬

cence, while some of the duller pupils had
later intellectual developments.

Father Maguire had one song, only
one, a rollicking ditty, commencing “A
Frog, He Would A-Wooing Go.” He
intoned it with tremendous effect at our

banquets, but began, at last, to feel that
he had pushed it too far. So, on one

feast day, when importuned to sing, he
said: I know only one song and you
have all heard it too often. I suspect
some mischief. A preacher had only one
sermon. It was very fine. He preached
it until his hearers were weary. A rival
induced him to deliver it once again, and
that was the end of the preacher's use¬
fulness. So it may be with my song.
You boys will entrap me and then make
fun of your president. There was a loud
chorus of dissent. Most reluctantly,
Father Maguire rolled out the woes of
“Froggy,” but I think that it was for the
last time. Many years elapsed. Hear¬
ing that Father Maguire was in the city
where I was visiting I called upon him.
lie came rather unwillingly into my pres¬
ence. Alas! he was but the shadow of
what I had once so admired. Premature

age had whitened his hair; the fire had
gone out of his brilliant eyes; his perfect
teeth were impaired. He was one of the
saddest of mortals. He barely responded
to my inquiries and with evident disrelish.
I observed that he took no genuine pleas¬
ure in my company and so, after a very
brief interview, I bade him farewell. It
was the final farewell in this world, for
he died soon afterward and I trust and
believe is at rest.

Our “Poetry” teacher was Father
Charles King. He probably never was
vexed or impatient in his life. His slow¬
ness of motion was proverbial. He was
in a hurry about nothing. Father Fulton
once said: “Father King, when we have
all, at the Last Day, gone to heaven and
the gates are shut, you will just be hunt¬
ing for vour head.” Meek and sweet, he
made no retort. It dimly occurs to me
that one of our wags suggested that, at
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the last assizes, Father Fulton, in haste,
might get hold of somebody else’s head.
Father King was of medium size, rather
slender, but well proportioned. He
had a winsome, cameo-like countenance,
classic, with a moderate Roman nose.

He was very bald. One day, during
class time, some incident led him to re¬

fer to it, and he mildly said: “Boys, I
once had abundant hair, fine brown and
silken. I was proud of it, and perhaps
our dear Lord divested me of it as a

punishment.” He rubbed his delicate
hand over his clean head in a reminis-
cential fashion, and then called on some
of us to translate an ode of Horace. He

had a scholarly delight in the Roman
poet and could not comprehend how any
student should fail to see in those com¬

positions the charm so visible to him.
When, once, a pupil ventured to ques¬
tion some of the bard’s perfection in his
art, he mildly said: “Oh, the defect is
in you, my boy, and not in the Roman
poet. A much greater man than any of
you will probably be, the poet Byron,
when, in manhood, he visited Italy and
gazed on Mount Soracte, wrote:

“Then farewell, Horace, whom I hated
so,

Not for thy faults, but mine.”
Father King had a melodious tenor

voice, and he sang sacred songs and
some of Moore’s melodies with sympa¬
thetic fervor and a true musical expres¬
sion. His soft almost feminine counte¬

nance rises before me, through the mists
of time, lovingly. He has long passed
away, but had that supreme gift of alert¬
ness with which the freed spirit is en¬
dowed after the death of the body.
Whatever characteristic inertness may
have been his portion in a world that was

not good enough for him, he forsook
when he laid down the burden of the
flesh. Father Fulton and the strenuous

Jesuits, when the final trumpet shall have
been sounded, will find Charles King
somewhere at the head of the procession,
for he was “a man after God’s own

heart.”
There were two brothers named Te-

han at the College, in no way physically
resembling each other. The older, James,
was a priest, with a rubicund face, a
strong countenance, a fertile crop of au¬
burn hair, more red than bronze in color.
His younger brother, William, was a
prefect, tall almost beautiful man, with
a glory of black hair and innocent eyes,
reflecting the azure of the heavens. We
used at certain periods of the summer
time, to swim in the Potomac, which is
not a wide river below the viaduct. Ex¬
pert swimmers had an objective point
on some tiny islands, midway the stream,
called “The Three Sisters.” They were
humps of rock and shrubbery. William
Tehan, our prefect, swam very close to
the islands, was taken with cramps, and
before rescue could reach him was

drowned. He sank and never reappeared
alive. There was a crv of consterna¬
tion. The sad news reached the College
and, presently, rushing down the bank,
came Father Tehan, utterly distracted
and uttering the most desperate lamenta¬
tions. He was pacified with the utmost
difficulty, and when the dead form of
that beloved brother was recovered and
laid upon the beach, he wailed for him
as David did for Jonathan. This tragedy
made a deep impression upon the boys,
for they were all devoted to William Te¬
han. After all, it was best for him to
go in his white innocence. What ter¬
rible experiences he escaped. Father
Tehan had to exert all his religious dis¬
cipline to bear this blow, but finally resig¬
nation conquered human grief, and he
and his brother have been long united
in the garden that fades not.

James R. Randall.
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TO A BELL(E)

(With apologies).

Claire loves me to-day,
Will she love me to-morrow?

O, I’m carried away,
Claire loves me to-day.

(I asked her to the play
And a supper to follow) ;

Claire loves me to-day,
Will she love me to-morrow?

M. F. D. ’08.

Recollections of Father Carroll

Editors Georgetown Journal :
In answer to your invitation I send

herewith some hastily written recollec¬
tions of good Father Carroll during the
earlier years of his residence at George¬
town as an incurable invalid. He had,
of course, been stationed at Georgetown
long before, in the days of his vigorous
young manhood. Indeed his reputation
as First Prefect was still alive when he
came with the burden of the affliction
which never left him. It was, I think,
in the fall of ’92 that he returned to the
College, and was immediately located in
the well-known room where he died. I
remember well that there was- a great
gathering of Jesuits to welcome him, as
he was rolled into the spacious room in
his invalid chair. We had no “jug” that
afternoon. The Prefects were all in the
corner room of the Infirmary. Father

Carroll brought with him from Arkansas
a fine-looking darkey, named Tom Wil¬
liams, who possessed, among other strik¬
ing qualities, six fingers on each hand.
A stalwart fellow he was, could lift
Father Carroll and put him in bed un¬
aided. He died very suddenly a year
later.

Among the scholastics who were at
that time in Georgetown, the one who
was at greatest pains to help Father Car-
roll and attend to all his wants was poor
old Mr. Barry Smith, S. J. He was
exceedingly fond of Father Carroll and
for a week or two after the latter’s ar¬

rival, the boys in chemistry were regaled
with stories of his strength, kindness,
learning, etc. Mr. Smith would invari¬
ably end his talk with a sigh, adding:
“Poor old Father Carroll! I am afraid
he’ll never live through the winter.”
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Alas, poor old Barry was to live through
far fewer winters than his helpless
friend.

It was not long before the presence of
Father Carroll made itself felt among
the boys. His big cheerful voice made
you welcome long before you reached
his room. There was always a chair
—“a pew” he called it—and a pipe
for visitors, and they were not few.
As the old refectory was in use then,
Father Carroll's room was more' ac¬

cessible, especially to the small boys
who passed it on the way to meals.
Besides this, the Infirmary itself was far
more popular in the days of study-halls
than in these degenerate private-room
times. Before long the boys, big and
little, came to see him in great numbers.
We used to gather to the number of ten
and twelve and listen to his stories with

profound interest. We were firmly con¬
vinced that there was no subject on which
he was not on easy terms, and on most
topics his word was final with us. No
one could tell him a story, but he would
discount it. A botanist would drop in
to talk to him in his particular branch,
and before long Father Carroll would
be telling him more things about botany
than he had ever dreamed of. It was so

of other branches. To us boys it seemed
that all who came to teach, remained to
learn. We looked upon him as an ency¬

clopedia. In the confessional he was al¬
ways kept very busy, and I am positive
that no one in Georgetown ever had the
confidence of the boys to the extent that
he did. We told him everything and
found his advice most wholesome. Manv
a little, or big, rent between prefect and
boy, teacher and pupil was patched up

in that little room in the Infirmary. His
many visitors made him acquainted with
all the doings of the various boys, and I
have no doubt that any Prefect of Disci¬
pline might well have envied him his
knowledge. He knew both sides of most
quarrels. I remember two occasions
upon which he interfered to save the in¬
terests of the Athletic' Association. A
course of lectures was being given to
raise funds. Owing to a misunderstand¬
ing between the officers who composed
the managerial stafif, the course prom¬
ised to be a failure as far as funds went.

Father Carroll invited the officers to sup¬

per in his room and over the tea-cups
all was satisfactorily arranged and the
financial success of the lecture course

assured. At another time a Mardi Gras
clebration would have fallen through for
similar reasons, but for his interruption.

Father Carroll was always cheerful,
although his affliction was one calculated
to try the patience of a Saint, and though
his sufiferings were at times most intense,
I doubt if anyone ever heard him, I will
not say complain, but even allude to his
sufiferings. I know this may seem an

astounding statement to those who did
not know him, and who themselves have
some experience of the excrutiating tor¬
ments of rheumatism (which confined
him to a chair for seventeen years or
more) ; but those who were well ac¬

quainted with him will see nothing
strange in this remark, except its very

strange truth. His invariable answer to
all questions as to the state of his health,
was “Miserable, thanks to the Lord;”
and so cheerily did he call it out, that he
seemed to be always in great glee. He
was at one time watching a base-ball



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 29

game on the varsity field; the campus
was much shorter then, so that the center-
fielder had to play on what is now the
track. A fly was batted in the direction
of the flower-bed, where Father Carroll’s
chair was stationed, and the fielder, Joe
Keane, in a mad rush after the ball,
crashed headlong- against the helpless
Father. The latter was carried to the

Infirmary in great agony and for two
days his condition was most perilous.
His first thought on recovery was for
Keane, whose feelings in the meantime
may easily be imagined. Sending foi
him, he assured him that he was con¬

fident that the accident was not his fault,
—that his only fear was lest Keane him¬
self had been injured in the crash. Be¬
yond this, he made no mention of the
accident.

He was always very careful not to per¬
mit any of us to lift him, unless sure
that we could easily carry him. “Big
Mike’’ Mahoney and Pat Sullivan, the
giant battery of the ’95 team, and a few
other big fellows were his special body¬
guard, and were always on hand to take
him to Gaston Flail and other places—
for Father Carroll made a point of being
present at everything in which the boys
participated.

In his room were to be found authentic
scores of all contests, and if “you saw
it in Father Carroll’s room,” that settled
it. So fond was he of the boys’ games,
that he once went in a carriage to the
National Park to see a foot-ball game—

the fateful Thanksgiving Day Game of
’94, I think, in which dear old “Shorty’
Bahen was killed.

His kindness extended even to the boys
of Central High School, who came to
practice running after the new track had
been finished. He met them all; gave
them the use of his room to dress in;
directed his own servant to take care of
them. It would be gratifying to say that
they repaid his kindness with affection.
But the graceless little scamps showed
small appreciation of his kindness, which
hurt him deeply.

The boys of six years ago will recall
the dog which some friend in the North
sent Father Carroll (so Father Carroll
said) in a cigar box; which dog grew
to monstrous size and proportions, and
rejoiced in the name of “Hoia.” Hoia
would play foot-ball with the Prep, boys,
but he scorned and bit the College fel¬
lows, and this was the reason why he
was spirited off one day and sent to pine
away in Charles County, Md. Father
Carroll was awfully lonesome after the
kidnapping of the dog.

These recollections are, I fear, scanty
and rambling, but they may serve to cal',
up in the minds of students of fifteen
years ago the pleasant memory of a good
friend and wise Counsellor, whose heart
was in Georgetown and who rests at last
in the shadows of the towers.

Yours very sincerely,
H. Aug. Gaynor, S. J. ’95.
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Open Letters
[The Editors announce that they do

not hold themselves responsible for
sentiments or views expressed in these
letters.]
Dear Messrs. Editors :

My attention has been called lately to
three or four perambulating- quartettes,
who, on pleasant evenings, fill the quad
rangle with the strains of love songs. I
have been informed that these musical
aggregations are made up for the most
part of Freshmen, in fact of very Fresh¬
men. I listened painfully to one of their
performances last week. Now, Messrs.
Editors, I am no musician. I cannot
whistle a tune, but I can tell the differ¬
ence between singing and the sound pro¬
duced by mournful cats .at night. I de¬
liberately call these quadrangle oratorios,
cat choruses,—meaning no offense, how¬
ever, and I would advise the performers,
by way of curing them, to do either of
the following things: ist, to sing one of
their songs into a graphophone and then
turn it on, or 2nd, to listen faithfully for
ten rehersals to Mr. J. Eckenrode’s Or¬
chestra, in order to tune their ears. Hop¬
ing that your paper will do something
to elevate, the music of the quadrangle,
I remain

Yours respectfully,

Messrs. Editors :

I write to inform you of certain ex¬
periences which I have passed through
in regard to the new electric gong sys¬
tem which has been inaugurated this
year. On Sept. 15th, 5.55 P. M., I was
leaning against one of the gate houses
looking up at the clock tower. I will
not deny that I was in a sentimental
mood, thinking of days “that are no
more.” I was well aware that dinner hour
was near. In fact, to the best of my
recollection, I was about to start for the
refectory, when suddenly from the in¬
side of the wall where my ear was rest¬
ing, a gong went off violently. You can
imagine my feelings. The next day at
8.50 A. M., I sought the front lawn to
rest a few moments under an elm,
patulae sub tegmine fagi,” so to speak.
My mind was occupied with some point
in logic, when just as suddenly, and with
horrible discordance, another gong went
off in the middle of the tree. Words
fail me when I think of the gong which
goes off in every imaginable corner in
the morning. I merely state these facts
that one of the editors may write an
editorial on them, or introduce them into
a melting love story.

Yours etc.,
G. O. N. G.
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Cheering. Have any of you fellows
ever attempted to sit down

and write sense soon after your return
from a whole long summer of nonsense?
Maybe yes, maybe no; but at any rate,
I hope you will allow that at best it is
to be considered an unenviable task. I

suppose most of us went away from Col¬
lege last year with numerous fine resolu¬
tions to do a great deal of good reading,
profitable thinking and choice writing;
and I suppose, moreover, that we speedily
broke all of them in turn.

Just at present, however, while the ma¬

jority of you are roaming around trying

to decide whether or not you will start
to work (another of my suppositions) I
feel constrained to deliver myself of a
few homilies. First of all I wish to say
a few words relative to cheering on the
football field. I take it for granted that
everybody who can boast of the least ex¬
cuse for a voice will report for strenuous
duty during the games. If you have one
of those brazen organs of loquacity come
out, you are sorely needed. If you are
hollow-chested and stoop-shouldered,
with hardly enough wind to puff on a
cigarette, come along—you need the ex¬
ercise. On the other hand, if you hap¬
pen to be a deaf mute you might as well
join the crowd, for you can at least clap
your hands and “every little bit helps.”

The games are not the only time your
assistance will be needed either, for as

you will probably learn, we have prac¬
tice about every six weeks and you might
as well take that occasion to give vent to
a few vociferous yells. But aside from
all this it is true that cheering is no mean
factor in the winning of a game, and like¬
wise it is a great encouragement to the
men while they are practicing. It means
some personal sacrifice when you see. a
fellow out in a football suit—that is when

he means business—and it is only right
that we show him it is appreciated at its
full value.

Enough of athletics for the present.
To be frank with you I have just been
luring you on with these preliminaries
in order to heat my own iron. Should
you gaze intently upon the cover of this
volume you may become aware of the
fact that there is in existence such an or-
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gan as the GEORGETOWN COLLEGE
JOURNAL. Of course in

Write such a predicament someone
For the must do the writing and here-
Journae. tofore we poor editors have

slaved it almost by ourselves.
It is my earnest wish that in the future
such will not be the case.

It should be the ambition of every man
in the College who has the least bent to¬
wards literature to get a position on its
staff. This is not mere idle talk, but the
facts go to prove that most of the George¬
town men who have attained any degree
of eminence in the world of letters, have
at one time or another been intimately
connected with the Journal. It numbers
among its ex-editors, senators, judges,
professors of high repute, literateurs and
prominent men in almost every walk of
life. The simple fact of being numbered
among these should be sufficient spur to
a man’s ambition; but above and beyond
that it gives him an amount of practical
experience that is almost invaluable.

There is no use bringing up the old
plea that your studies won’t permit you
to write for the Journal. That story has
been palmed off on successive genera¬
tions of editors until it is stale. As a

general rule the men on the staff do as
much class-work as any other body of
men in the College, and still have time
to spare for a little writing. Moreover,
it has been my personal experience that
the men who try to make you believe
that kind of a story are generally the
ones who don’t do any work at all. How¬
ever, if it comes to a pinch, and you are
undecided as to whether you will study
Greek or write for the Journal; by all
means drop the Greek.

Is our College curric-
SchEdule of ulum all right? Some

Studies. maintain that the present
assortment of classical

studies cannot be improved upon, while
others complain that it is deficient, that
it does not accomplish the end in view,
and that it is a loss if not a perversion
of the student energy.

To narrow down the exact point of
controversy, many eminent scholars claim
that more time should be devoted to each

author, with a desire of learning his
idiom and appreciating his style. They
care not whether one book or a dozen
books be looked into; what they insist
upon, is that a thorough knowledge of
the subject be obtained, not a mere smat¬
tering and an imperfect translation
through means of what is commonly
called a “trot.” Anyone at all conversant
with modern collegiate conditions real¬
izes that the average student knows as
little about the finer points and literary
excellence of the classics on ending his
course as when he began. He may, with
the aid of his “trot,” stumble through a
literal translation, but of the beauty of
style and symmetry of structure he knows
nothing. To obviate this evil, then, these
revisionists call upon the old Latin
maxim “Non multa sed multum ” They
would not rush the student over a multi¬

plicity of volumes, but rather would have
a “man of one book.” Take Homer for
instance. In the present system, they
say, a few hundred lines are hurriedly
translated and then thrown aside for

Aeschylus or some other and is seen no
more. Whereas, under the new order,
when the technique and the dialect had
been mastered, Homer would be read in
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the higher classes as a work of literary
merit and not discarded the moment the
scholar is in a position to appreciate the
artistic side of his work. Thus, they
argue, the pupil though perhaps not see¬
ing so much Greek, would assimilate
more from the thoroughness and ap¬

preciation with which he labored.
Another interesting view-point of this

question is the assertion that cheating
irrepressibly emanates from the present
system. A common process of reasoning,
in student circles, runs something like
this: “We are given more work than we

can honestly do. But we are required to
pass the examinations. Therefore cheat¬
ing is rendered necessary.” And that
cheating is universal and often justified
by the student body, none familiar with
the present state of affairs will deny.
However, the confines of this article do
not permit our further pursuing the
question in this particular phase.

Whatever may be the ultimate solution
of this problem; it is somewhat novel to
hear the radicals charging the conserva¬
tives with their own slogan “Festina
lente.”



“What Need is There of Religion
By Rev. Bernard J. Otten, S. J. Pub¬
lished by B. Herder, St. Louis, Mo., 15c;
doz. $1.35.

The author of this little volume has
tried to prove within a small limit and in
as concise a style as was possible the
necessity of religion as viewed from the
standpoint of creation. The value of
the book lies in its conciseness and clear¬
ness. Scarcely more than a hundred
pages, it begins by proving the proposi¬
tion that man is not wholly of a material
nature step by step. Father Otten built
Lis subject up by showing that since man
is in the strictest sense of the term a crea¬

ture, and that therefore human nature
is in its entirety created by extrinsic,
self-existent cause, which is none other
than God, and that such being the case
one of the first and most necessary effects
<of creation is undoubtedly his absolute
^dependence on the Creator.

From this absolute and universal de¬

pendence of man on his Creator, he
proves the necessity of religion, on the
ground that the very essence of religion
consists in a free and practical acknowl¬
edgment of man’s dependence, an ac¬
knowledgment that finds its true expres¬
sion in a life of worship and virtue.

Father Otten says, in his introduction,
the book serves two purposes, that of
arousing such as are merely indifferent,
and of answering those others that are
openly hostile to the claims of religion.
It is a book that can be read by any lay¬
man and be easily understood, as Father
Otten has skillfully managed to eliminate
the more obtuse metaphysical proofs and
has substituted for them more simple and
concrete ones.

“At the Parting of the Ways:” Con¬
siderations and Meditations for Boys.
By Rev. Herbert Lucas, S. J. London
and Edinburgh, Sands and Company. St.
Louis, Mo., B. Herder, 1906. Price $1
net.

“At the Parting of the Ways” is uni¬
form with an earlier collection of con¬

siderations for boys by the same author,
entitled “In the Morning of Life.” Both
volumes are collections of sermons ad¬
dressed to the boys of Stonyhurst Col¬
lege, England, on the Sundays and Fes¬
tivals of the school year. The discourses,
with a few exceptions, contained in the
present volume were addressed to the
boys during the year 1904-5, and the
longest will not take more than ten min¬
utes for delivery. Their briefness, how-
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ever, does not mean that they necessarily
lose thereby in strength. The lessons on
the contrary have been distinctly drawn
and enforced by a wealth of imagery and
beauty of style which makes the most
delightful reading.

In his sermon entitled “The Education
Peril,” an example of Father Lucas’
clearness and strength of style is seen
when he speaks for the need of the spirit
of sacrifice among the Catholics in Eng¬
land, and in his sermon on the “Three
Ideas of Life” can be found another ex¬

ample of the beauty of this author’s
style, where he so vividly portrays his
idea of what a “full-timer” is, when he
says that “he is the really and entirely
desirable kind of man; the sort of man
whom we should like to see produced in
large numbers by our Catholic schools
and colleges. He is a layman, but his
ruling principle in life is that of giving
to God the first place, the first place
everywhere and at all times. He has been
taught, and by earnest meditation he has
made the truth his own, that the whole
of a man’s life, and every least part of
it should be devoted, one way or other,
to the service of God. His religion is
not an affair of Sunday only, or confined
to set times of prayer. He has got a
good grip of the truth that all the world
is God's workshop, and that in His ser¬
vice there is no overtime. It would
sound like an exaggeration to say that
the hours of work are twenty-four in the
day, but it is—as he is well aware—no

exaggeration to say that every moment
of the twenty-four hours ought to be
spent in work or in fitting ourselves for
work, either in using our tools or sharp¬
ening them. He knows very well, and

has familiarized himself with the thought
that rest, food and amusement are lawful
and reasonable precisely in so far as they
help to fit us for the work which God
wishes us to do, and no further; that
their true function is to serve as oil for
the wheels of life; and that a superfluity
is malodorous oil slobbered over the
works of a motor. The use of the oil
is to ease the works, not to clog and
hamper them. He has laid to heart
those words of St. Paul, which we have
more than once considered together:
“All things, whatsoever ye do, whether
in word or in work, all do ye in the name
of the Lord.”

Virgo Praedicanda, or Verses in Our
Lady's Praise. By Rev. John Fitz¬
patrick, O. M. G.; Bensiger Bros.
In his age during which wit has often
been led astray by profligacy, and virtue,
by fanaticism, it is refreshing to pick up
such a book of poetry as Father Fitz¬
patrick has given us in what he modestly
calls Verses in our Lady’s Praise. Herein
we find Sonnets, Rondeaux and Triolets
of the most exquisite workmanship and
permeated with a fervor and devotion
that betokens a true poet. Apart from
the mere pleasure of reading good poetry,
this little book serves a useful purpose
in showing to the literary world that
these beautiful French forms need not of
necessity be devoted to illicit or at least
frivolous subjects, and for this, if for no
other reason, great credit is due to the
author. To anyone who wishes to com¬
bine religious devotion with aesthetic en¬

joyment we heartily recommend this
volume and feel sure that the reader will
in no way be disappointed.
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Whoever wishes to get in a nutshell the
theology concerning Anglican Orders,
should not fail to read “Anglican Ordina¬
tions,” by the Rev. H. C. Semple, S. J.,
a former Professor at Georgetown. In
the opening chapter the reverend author
says:

“This tiny pamphlet, in the garb of
catechism, and in homely words that all
can catch at first glance, will sum up the
great case by giving its main laws and
facts in their core or root, so that each
one may judge it for himself and not
from hearsay.” Published by Benziger
Brothers, New York and Cincinnati.
Price thirty-five cents.

“Jesus of Nazareth, The Story of His
Life.” Benziger Bros., New York. Price
75 cents.

Countless books have been written on

religious topics for children, many of
which have gone wide of the mark either
through a too elaborate style or because
they were so painfully plain that the
imagination was not appealed to. But
Mother Mary Loyola seems to have
struck the golden mean. Her style is
so simple that it is understood by the
youngest minds, but it has likewise a
quality of winning, that the wisest heads
find pleasure in pursuing her book. The
literary quality, however, is not the only
attractive feature. For a copious sup¬
ply of classic illustrations give an in¬
terpretation and a tone that is uplifting
as well as pleasing to the eye. All in
all, her “Jesus of Nazareth; The Story

of His Life,” is an unusual production,
excellent in every way and calculated to
meet a pressing need in Catholic circles.
It is plain without bareness, deep without
subtlety, and inbued with a Christian de¬
votion that is most inspiring. If any¬
one desires a good companion for his
child, we advise him to procure this
volume. To those who are so rash as

to doubt our judgment, a preface by
Cardinal Gibbons will give good counsel.

Catholic Churchmen in Science.
Sketches of the Lives of Catholic Eccle¬
siastics zvho were among the Great
Founders of Science. By James J.
Walsh, M. D., Ph. D., LL. D. Philadel¬
phia : American Ecclesiastical Review
(Dolphin Press), 1906. Pp. x-221.
Price, $1.00 (plus 8 cents postage) net.

Dr. Walsh’s book gives a real answer
to the question: Is there a conflict be¬
tween Religion and Science ? Here are
the lives of seven distinguished founders
in as many different sciences who were
Catholic churchmen. They lived in every
century from the fifteenth to the nine¬
teenth. They were deeply beloved by
their fellow clergymen. They passed
peaceful, happy lives in the successful
pursuit of science. They were geniuses
in the best sense of the word. Far from
their science interfering with their re¬

ligion in any way they were all faithful
ecclesiastics of more than ordinary devo¬
tion to their religious duties.

A. B. Ridgway, ’07.
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As this issue of the Journal goes to
press before the opening of the Law,
Medical and Dental Schools, we are

obliged to omit the regular reports from
these departments. But the reporters
have been designated, according to due
process of law, and our readers may ex¬
pect something astonishing next month.

COLLEGE NOTES.
The following changes have been made

in last year’s faculty: Rev. Samuel
Cahill, Vice-President and Minister of
the College, has been transferred to St.
Francis Xavier’s College, New York
City, to hold the same office. Rev.
Charles G. Lyons, Prefect of Discipline,
has gone to St. Andrew’s on the Hudson.
Rev. Benedict Guldner, Professor of
Metaphysics in the College and of Medi¬
cal Ethics in the Medical School, will
hold the Chair of Philosophy in Fordham
University, New York. Rev. Joseph M.
Stadelman, Professor of Ethics in the

Post Graduate School, has been assigned
to the Messenger staff. Rev. P. J. Corm-
ican, Professor in Junior Class, will have
the same position in Boston College.
Rev. A. J. Donlon, Professor of Physics,
will teach the same branch in Woodstock

Theological Seminary. Rev. William F.
Cunningham, Professor in Freshman, has
gone as a missionary to the island of
Jamaica. Rev. Juan Cornelias, Teacher
of Spanish, has been assigned to the Man¬
ila Observatory, P. I. Mr. H. Augustus
Gaynor, Teacher in the Preparatory
School and Director of the Glee Club,
has been transferred to Holy Cross Col¬
lege, Worcester, Mass. Messrs. Charles
G. Fenwick and Thomas J.Reilley, Teach¬
ers in the Preparatory School, will have
corresponding classes in Fordham Uni¬
versity Prep. Department. Messrs.
Thomas A. Emmett and John J. Cassidy
have taken up their theological studies
in Woodstock Theological Seminary.
The additions to the faculty are: Rev.
John J. Fleming, Vice-President and
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Minister; Rev. Joseph A. Mulry, Prefect
of Discipline; Rev. A. P. Brosnan, Pro¬
fessor of Logic and Metaphysics in
Junior Class; Rev. John O’Hara, Profes¬
sor of Political Economy; Rev. J. J.
Neary, Professor of Classics in Junior;
Rev. J. A. Moore, Professor of Classics
in Freshman; Rev. John C. Hart, late
Treasurer of Fordham University, Pro¬
fessor of Special Greek; Rev. Jose Coro¬
nas, Meteorology; Mr. Thomas H.Miley,
Professor of Physics. The new teachers
in the Preparatory Department are:
Messrs. J. E. McQuaid, Leo T. Butler,
Eugene T. Kennedy, George W. Wall,
Joseph I. Ford.

Opening Day, September 13th, was
observed with the usual ceremonies. The
whole body of students present assembled
in Gaston Hall, the entire College Fac¬
ulty occupying the stage. The class lists
were read by the Prefect of Studies and
words of welcome tendered by the Rev.
President. The students then adjourned
to the various class-rooms for Schola
brevis.

The Philodemic held its first meeting
Thursday, Sept. 27th. Hughes Spald¬
ing, ’08, was elected to a place on this
year’s Merrick Debate. Nineteen new
members were admitted to the Society.
As the Philodemic is this year open to
all the College classes, the membership
ought to be large and enthusiastic. A
communication was received from the
Law School Debating Society requesting
the Philodemic to unite in the formation
of a general university debating society.
The matter was referred to a special com¬
mittee.

A new system of electric bells and
gongs has been put in operation through¬

out the College. The gongs have been
harmonized into chimes, except the
morning explosion, which seems to have
been made purposely discordant and
fearful.

The Philodemic room has been mag¬

nificently frescoed and rearranged. Some
think that the ornamentation is superior
to that of Gaston Hall. Distinguished
graduates and old Philodemics are en¬
shrined in frescoed panels and cameo
forms.

In connection with the notable Labor-

Day article of the Rev. President of the
University, a correspondent of the New
York Daily News, writes: Editor Daily
News:

To the article of Dr. Buel, president
of Georgetown University at Washing¬
ton, published in the Labor Day edition
of the Daily News, I owe my first knowl¬
edge of the exact views of Pope Leo
XIII on the labor problem. I have
since secured a copy of his encyclical
on labor and studied it very carefully.

These views, which were ably sum¬
marized by Dr. Buel, are to the effect
that it is the duty of the government to
see that the wage earner gets sufficient
pay for his work to enable him to marry,
to have all the children that naturally
result from his marriage, to have his
wife and minor children exempted from
breadwinning work, and to have them
live on a scale of comfort which does not

make it unusually difficult for them to
lead a moral life.

I take it that the Catholic Church has
never attempted to interfere in politics
and have this adopted as the political
platform of any party for the reason
that the Church is a teacher of morality,



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 39

leaving to mankind as a whole to learn
and act according to those teachings.

Now, I am not a Catholic, and never

can be consistently, but I recognize that
the views of Pope Leo, as advocated by
Dr. Buel, would accomplish more for the
welfare of mankind than anything yet
advocated by an influence so wide as is
that which Pope Leo has left behind.

I believe that if his views were in¬

corporated in a political platform they
would sweep the country and be sup¬
ported by every workingman, irrespec¬
tive of his former political allegiance.
I for one will give them my vote and
whole-souled support. How many other
readers of the Daily News are willing
to join me?

May I ask you, Mr. Editor, to receive
and publish letters on this subject? Let
them be addressed to “Humanity,” care
New York Daily News.

Rev. James A. Doonan, S. J., an “Old
Boy” of the early fifties, and afterwards
a distinguished President of the Univer¬
sity, has returned to the College as Chap¬
lain.

The College authorities have been for¬
tunate in securing the services of Prof.
Maurice Joyce, of Washington, as Phys¬
ical Instructor. Prof. Joyce has had long
experience in every department of Phys¬
ical instruction.

The new Ryan Gymnasium is fast ap¬
proaching completion. According to latest
accounts it will be fully equipped and
in thorough working order by the middle
of October. Messrs. Spalding and Co.
have secured the contract of furnishing
the interior with athletic appliances at a
cost of $1,800. We hope to present a

cut of the gymnasium, interior and ex¬
terior, in our November number.

Rev. Henry J. Shandelle, librarian of
the Riggs Library, is making arrange¬
ments for collecting histories of all the
Catholic Dioceses and important Parishes
of the United States. This collection will,
form a special department of the library-

Rev. P. H. Brennan, S. J., LL. D.,.
’67, spent the first week of October at
the College, engaged in the exercises of
his annual retreat. He is at present sta¬
tioned at the Church of the Gesu, Phila¬
delphia.

We take pleasure in informing our
readers that the Journal has been for¬
mally installed in its new Sanctum, in
the North building next to the Beau¬
champs Hughes Museum. The Sanctum
is furnished with typewriting machines,
rolling desks, electric lights, cabinets^
etc., etc.

On the afternoon of September 20th,
amid the sound of whistles, the tooting
of launches, and in presence of every
row boat on the Potomac, the boat-house
was raised from the bottom of the river
where it had rested peacefully during the
summer. We have been’ told that the

raising was conducted according to a
formula in Spherical Trigonometry,
worked out by Mr. Stewart in his sopho¬
more year. The launch is still sub¬
merged.

It is reported that the University Hos¬
pital will soon cover the whole square
on which it is located. The report of the
Medical Board for last year reached the
Journal room in due time. The marvel¬
ous cures wrought, with variegated tables
of mysteries and gruesome Greek-letter
ailments, provided the Exchange Editor



41 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

with an hour’s pleasant reading.
The Senior Sodality held its first meet¬

ing September 23. T. A. McCann, ’07,
was elected Prefect. The meetings will
continue to be held immediately after
mass every Sunday. Sunday mass here¬
after will be at 7.30. Membership in
the Senior Sodality is open to all the
College and Prep. School except the Jun¬
ior Yard. Rev. John A. Conway, S. J.,
is Director. The Junior Sodality now
meets in the Domestic Chapel, in the
South Building. Rev. J. C. Hart, S. J.,
is Director.

New mail boxes for all the classes
have been put up in the Prefect’s office.
The beadle of each class is provided with
a key of his class box. He is supposed
to get the class mail and distribute it be¬
fore 9 A. M.

The fine blue china set, the gift of
Mrs. Ida M. Ryan, was displayed for the
first time on September 16th, in the din¬
ing room of Ryan Hall. Some days
after, to the astonishment of all, the col¬
ored waiters appeared in Tuxedos and
patent leather shoes.

The old rowing-room on the first floor
of the Healy building will be turned into
a fireproof archive-room, in which will
be preserved valuable documents con¬
nected with the history of the College.

Hand-ball enthusiasts will be pleased
to learn that a new alley will soon be
built back of the North Building. The
lawn tennis courts which were displaced
by the new gymnasium have been trans¬
ferred to the terrace overlooking the Po¬
tomac.

Owing to a lack of class-room space
it was found necessary to partition Col¬
lier Hall, which now contains a smaller

study hall and a large, airy class-room
for special Greek.

We have been requested to inform “Old
Boys” that the mistakes in the last Tri¬
ennial Alumni Catalogue have been nearly
all corrected. The editors of the Cata¬

logue were very materially assisted in
this difficult work by the Alumni them¬
selves. It is proposed to issue in the
near future a full list of old students who

spent some years at the College but did
not graduate.

Messrs. Neal J. Power, ’95, and
Thomas A. Driscoll, ’96, both of San
Francisco, visited the College during the
summer. They took occasion to secure
new diplomas, as the old ones had been
destroyed in the earthquake.

The League of the Sacred Heart has
been organized for the year with Mr.
Peter J. Dolin, ’10, as general promoter,
The special promoters are the presidents
of the different classes. Services will be
held as usual in the Dahlgren Chapel on
the first Friday of each month. Rev.
J. V. Kelley, S. J., is Director.

Documents connected with the founda¬
tion and history of the Riggs’ Library
are being collected and tabulated by Br.
D. Mackin, 2d Assistant Librarian. It
is proposed to publish a complete history
and general prospectus of the Library.

The Hearst Library and Reading-Room
Association has chosen its officers. Mr.
T. A. McCann, ’07, was elected Presi¬
dent. Rev. J. A. Neary, S. J., is Faculty
Director.

During the month of July a beautiful
Summer Chapel was opened near New
London, Conn., by Bishop Tierney of
Hartford. According to the New Haven
papers, thirty priests and five hundred
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summer resorters were present. The
chapel was built and furnished by the
enthusiastic efforts of our Assistant Busi¬
ness Manager, Mr. Peter Dolin, To. The
clergy and several hundred other guests
were entertained by Mr. Dolin.

On Sunday, September 23d, the or¬
chestra held its first meeting and rehear¬
sal. Mr. John W. Eckenrode, ’08, will

continue to discharge the onerous duties
of leader. Mr. Byrnes, To, is pianist.
This year three violins and one ’cello will
be added. The orchestra’s programme
for this year is very heavy, including
music for reading of monthly marks in
Gaston Hall, public debates and all other
academic functions.

T. F. Boyle, ’09.

With the Old Boys
A former editor of the Journal, a fa¬

mous story writer and Glee Club man,
writes:

The Old Boys’ column is not usually
the most literary part of the Journal,
but most of us turn to it after reading the
athletic notes with somewhat the same

expectation that Miss Hearalot would
attend a sewing circle of the Second Bap¬
tist Church. It is a place where we hear
gossip about the ghosts of the college
world, the ghosts whom we will not allow
to rest in peace, even if they wanted to,

and who still prowl about—in a word,
the haunt of the much talked of, though
very elusive, “college spirit.” To-day,
however, our sewing circle must be a
little attenuated, and it will require some
hard rapping to induce the spirits to ap¬
pear. For the summer has been with us,
nobody has seen anybody else to any ex¬
tent, and “news” is as scarce here as clog
dancers were on the good ship May¬
flower. Yet we should all like to know
whom and what Jones has been doing,
and to learn that Brown has entered the
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church and is making angels of men on
earth, and that Smith has begun practic¬
ing medicine and is also, perhaps, giving
men a chance to be angels. We would
like to hear these things, but who is to
tell us? The writer would like to hear

them, too; the scarcity of his news is as
much of a misfortune to him as it is to

you. But he has heard that:
Dr. William Holland, ’04 M., is prac¬

ticing his profession at Malden, Mass.
He is just as successful in his profession
and as happy and as married as everyone

predicted he would be.
Jozach Miller, ’04, the ex-manager of

everything about Georgetown that needed
good management, is with his father’s
banking house in Texas.

“Gussie” Linnehan, ex-’o6, was in the
city recently, en route to Georgia, where
he and Tom Shanley, Med. ex-’o7, are
interested in a mining venture.

T. J. Duffy, ex-’96, city editor of the
Scranton Tribune, went to Wellsville, N.
Y., not long ago, and was then and there
married to a young lady.

Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04, secretary to
Justice Shepherd, passed the last three
months at Ocean City, where, he says,
“a man’s a man for a’ that.” But we

told him he was too modest.
Will Fitzgerald, ’98, has been made

junior partner in the influencial law firm
of O’Brien and Martin, at Scranton.
Now it reads, “O’Brien, Martin and Fitz¬
gerald.”

Francis M. Foy, ’04, has passed the
preliminary examination of the Penn¬
sylvania Board of Law Examiners.

Dr. John Foote, ex-’o5, Med. ’06, has
been elected, by the faculty of medicine,
to the position of Assistant to the Pro¬

fessor of Materia Medicine and Thera¬

peutics and Lecturer on Pharmacy, suc¬

ceeding Dr. Barton, who in turn, suc¬
ceeds Dr. Magruder, resigned.

Stanley Brady, ’01, graduated last
spring from Columbia, as a Doctor of
Medicine, and is at St. Vincent’s Hos¬
pital. Pius O’Donnell, ’02, did the same

thing at the University of Pennsylvania,
and is at St. Joseph’s Hospital, Phila¬
delphia.

Alfred Grima, ’04, was a prominent
figure at the Pougkeepsie races, and had
good tidings of all the old boys in New
Orleans.

A member of last year’s Senior Class,
and one who wrought nobly for the Jour¬
nal in his day, sends us the following in¬
teresting items about 1906:

It may be of interest to some of our
readers to know what the latest of our

old boys—the Class of 1906—are doing.
Or, rather, what they intend doing; as
there is no doubt that one or two of them
are at this moment engaged in that most
delectable occupation for which they
showed some little aptness here—gentle¬
manly leisure. Plowever, here are the
latest reports.

Leslie Brennan is at work in the Sken-
andoa Cotton Company of Utica. Get¬
ting up at five and going home at six.
In the interim he is supposed to be work¬
ing ; let us say he is working.

Alston Cockrell, the indomitable colo¬
nel, is off for the Columbia Law School,
where we are sure he will not suffer the
standard of Georgetown to be for an in¬
stant lowered.

Jim Coliflower, “the Jersey Product,”
is at present employed at Bradstreets,



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 43

but intends taking a course at the Medi¬
cal School.

Gerald Egan at present belongs to the
vast army of the unemployed and seems
to spend most of his time debating
whether to take law or go into newspaper
work.

G. Rex Frye, whose delicious tremulo
will be sadly missed, is in the Patent
Office, where we trust his worth will soon
be demonstrated.

Joe Lawler, the Somnambulist, is to take
up law with us in conjunction with a
course in English at the Catholic Uni¬
versity.

Jimmie Morgan, who for the past
month has been playing tip-top ball with
Boston, intended at last hearing to come
to the Law School.

M. Patrick Mahony matriculates at
the Harvard Medical School on the 27th.
We wish in these columns to correct the

impression that he intended becoming a

veterinary surgeon.
Sid Mudd will likewise become a doc¬

tor, but at Georgetown.
Tom Scheller has kept himself a secret

during the summer, but his intention was
to come back for a law course.

Joe Schriver is at home and working
in his father’s business.

Sam Simon returned to Washington on
October 1st. He will spend the winter
in Washington and take law.

Harlowe Pease is in his father’s law
office in Watertown. The Journal will
follow with interest the career of its ex¬

editor.

John J. Kirby, A. M., ’98, one of the
great public debaters in the famous
Columbian contests, paid us a visit a few
weeks ago. He has changed his resi¬

dence from Boston to New York, where
he is building up a very successful law
practice.

This year promises to be famous for
the entrance of relatives of old and actual
students. C. B. Darr, LL. B., ’94, has
sent his son. Our genial correspondent
from the Law School, John Duggan, has
brought his cousin. T. A. McCann, ’07,
associate editor of the Journal, has en¬
tered his brother in Freshman. Ennis

McQuail, whose two brothers were for¬
mer students, comes from Pottsville, Pa.
Lawrence Poland, nephew of J. A. Pol¬
and, ’92, comes from Cincinnati, Ohio.
Albert Joliat, 2nd year Dental, has regis¬
tered his brother Leo in the College
course.

P. A. O’Donnell, ’92, who was famous
in everything during his College course,
but especially in oratory and debate, has
added to his large legal practice the
duties of Professor at Notre Dame Uni¬

versity.
Hon. Dan. W. Lawler, ’81, writes from

Seattle, Wash., that he will enter his
son in the College next year. We have
found, from records, and certain old
members of the Faculty, the entire Law¬
ler family was a Georgetown family, of
which the College ought to be, and is,
proud.

Charles Earl, LL. M., ’96, has been
installed as solicitor of the Department
of Commerce and Labor to succeed Ed¬
win W. Sims.

Mr. Earl was transferred to the De¬

partment of Justice several months ago
as an assistant attorney, and was recently
engaged in connection with Charles B.
Morrison, of Chicago, and Frank B. Kel¬
logg, of Minneapolis, on the Standard
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Oil conspiracy cases. Prior to that time
he was a special attorney of the Bureau
of Corporations.

Maj . Michael V. Tierney, LL. M..
’87, ex-mayor of Hyattsville, a well-
known pension attorney, and prominent
in Republican politics of Prince George
County, died at Providence Hospital,
Washington, Sept. 18th. Maj. Tierney
had been ill for the past year, and this
summer spent most of his time at the
springs and seashore, but failed to de¬
rive any benefit.

He was born in Washington, October
3, 1853. Before he was a year old his
parents removed to Richmond, Va., and
resided nearly opposite the famous Libby
prison. The family lived in Richmond
nine years, and, after the death of his
father, young Tierney and his mother
attempted to reach Baltimore and were
twice captured, once by the Union, and
once by the Confederate soldiers, but
having a pass from the Confederate gov¬
ernment they reached Baltimore in safety.

Shortly after reaching Baltimore, the
boy’s mother died. He attended school
at Fredericksburg, and later went to
Washington. After being employed in
various sections of the country, young
Tierney returned to Washington and
took up the study of government claims.
In 1880 he entered the Georgetown Law
School, and graduated three years later.
In his junior year he was the prize
scholar. He was appointed by President
Harrison, an adjutant; by President
Cleveland, quartermaster general, and by
President McKinley chief of ordnance,
District of Columbia militia, with the
rank of major.

While in post-graduate course at
Georgetown, he married Miss Ellen Wid-
dicombe, the daughter of the late Capt.
R. S. Widdicombe, well known in social
and political circles in Prince George
County.

Dr. James H. Peabody, M. D., ’60,
the well-known ex-army surgeon who
died at his home in Denver, Sept. 10th,
was a native of Washington. He was
practicing medicine here in 1862, when
President Lincoln commissioned him a

surgeon in the Union army, in which he
served as chief surgeon in various hos¬
pitals until the close of the war. In his
boyhood Dr. Peabody was a page in the
United States Senate. Andrew Johnson
was one of his intimate friends.

Of the four representative citizens of
Washington chosen to arbitrate the diffi¬
culties in the recent plumbers’ strike,
three are alumni of the Georgetown Law
School, A. S. Worthington, LL. M.,
1900; Jackson H. Ralston, LL. B., ’76,
and Joseph J. Darlington, LL. D., ’86.

We copy from “Truth,” the Buffalo
society paper, a notice of the marriage
of Cyril Francis Ginther, ’03, to a sister
of Sylvester Eagan, an old boy of 1900-
1902:

A quiet wedding of prominent young
people took place at St. Louis’ Church on
the morning of Wednesday, September
5th, at 9 o’clock, the high contracting
parties being Mr. Cyril Ginther, secre¬
tary of the Civil Service Commission,
and Miss Grace M. Eagan, daughter of
the late Sylvester Eagan, once one of
Buffalo’s best known and most popular
citizens. The best man for the groom
was the bride’s brother, Sylvester B.
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Eagan, and the future Mrs. Ginther’s
bridemaid was Miss Theresa J. Carter of
New Rochelle, N. Y. The wedding
breakfast to members of the immediate

family and participants in the ceremony
immediately followed its clebration, and
thereafter Mr. and Mrs. Ginther took a

train to New York where they embarked
on a fast steamer for a three-months

trip abroad, during which they will visit
the prominent towns and cities of Eng¬
land, Ireland, France, Germany, Switzer¬
land, Italy and Spain, and enjoy much
automobiling over the perfect roads of
Continental Europe.

George F. Curtis, ’89 Law, of Shang¬
hai, China, paid a visit to the college dur¬
ing the summer. Mr. Curtis’s work dur¬
ing the past few years has been the very
successful unearthing of “grafters” in
the consular service of the Far East.

In these days of exciting news it is
gratifying to note the persistent rumor
that Mr. G. B. Cortelyou, LL. B., ’95,
LL. D., ’03, Postmaster General, is to
receive a more important Cabinet office.
Whenever efficient work and order is
needed in the Government service, there
Mr. Cortelyou seems to be in demand.

The members of the Class of ’95 Law
have no trouble, we are sure, with their
correspondence. Flowever, if the mail
service should fail them, we recommend
that they call on their old classmate, the
new Washington Postmaster, Mr. Ben¬
jamin S. Barnes, LL. B., ’95.

We are in receipt of an engraved card
announcing the marriage of Mr. James
V. Coleman, ’69, to Miss Minnie Helen
Hennessey, on August 2nd, at Santa
Cruz, Cal. Mr. Coleman is a distin¬
guished alumnus and a great benefactor

of the College, having founded and en¬
dowed the Coleman Museum. We re¬

gret that we are unable to give details
of the interesting event.

We announce with great pleasure that
our alumni correspondent from Milwau¬
kee, Mr. F. X. Boden, ’98, has won a great
victory in securing, against large odds,
the Republican nomination for District
Attorney. Mr. Boden made a whirlwind
campaign and won out against the strong
influence of Senator LaFollette. Best
wishes for another victory in November'

“Charley” Seitz, LL. M., ’06, spent
the last part of September in this city.
After a diligent search into the nature
of his visit, someone discovered that he
was not here to visit any of the fellows.
“Charley” is the premier sprinter of the
country, to-day, having defeated Hahn,
the world's champion, in Boston on Labor
Day, and in New York, a short time
afterwards. He entered the office of Mr.
Clarence Edwards, President of the New
York Bar Association, on October 1st.
Later they will form a partnership.

Dr. Ernest La Place, ’80, A. M., ’87,
has been signally honored by the French
nation, having received the Cross of the
Legion of Honor in recognition of his
achievements in the medical world. After

leaving Georgetown, where he took a

high stand, he was graduated from
the Medical Department of the Univer¬
sity of Louisiana in 1884. Later he
finished his course at the Faculty de
Medicine of Paris. All of us extend

hearty congratulations to the Doctor for
well earned success and honor.

On June 28th Raymond J. Abbatic-
chio, LL. B., ’05, was married to Misr
Ada Alexander, of Georgetown. After
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their bridal tour, they made their home
in Parkersburg, W. Va., where “Baity”
is practicing law. He played quarter on
the ’varsity for a year and did well. Our
good wishes are with him in Parkers¬
burg.

“Bill” Vlymen, ’06, holds down the
position of Latin and Greek professor in
the Janesville, Wis.,. High School. He
has been teaching about a month now
with complete success, and likes his job.
Of all the dry-wit artists, “Bill” was
about the best we ever encountered. He
was one of those few fellows who could
tell a funny incident with an absolutely
straight face. If the joke was minus a

point, all that was necessary was to look
at “Bill’s” Expression.

R. M. Douglas, ’75, winner of the
philosophy medal in his senior year, was
recently nominated chairman of the Cor¬
poration Commission of North Carolina.
He is a son of the great Stephen H.
Douglas, better known as the “Little
Giant,” and has had three sons attending
Georgetown.

The classmates of J. Carroll Payne,
’76, will be pleased to learn of the un¬
varying success that has always attended
his career. He has amassed wealth, but
what is really the true test of a man,
is universally esteemed for his honesty
and integrity. Having composed several
treatises on Statute Law and other sub¬

jects, which brought him the reputation
of being a deep thinker, he will soon

present the profession with a more last¬
ing and enduring mark of his genius.
Winfield Jones, ’01, recently entered Mr.
Payne’s firm. They are located in the
Fourth National Bank Bldg., Atlanta.

One of our star students and athletes,
W. G. Mudd, ex-’o8, is attending St.
John’s, at Annapolis. “Grifif” was high
in the counsels of Georgetown and every¬
one regrets his departure. We hope
most sincerely that our fellow-editor and
classman will roam these corridors again
before many moons come and go. His
philosophical thoughts and mannerisms
are sorely missed in the Junior recitation
room.

R. D. Douglas, ’96, formerly editor
of the Journal, winner of the Philosophv
medal, and manager of Field and Track,
has been appointed postmaster of Greens¬
boro, N. C. He was a great harmony
producer and led the glee club.

“Harry” Hanigan, ’06, is studying
law at Columbia this year. He managed
the foot-ball team last season and
achieved wonders, considering the un¬
fortunate and discouraging circum¬
stances. “Harry” will make a good
pleader at the Bar. His certain and
steady advance is assured.

“Spike” Ryan, ex-’o3, stopped over
for a few days last week. He was on
the way to New York, after having spent
some time on his stock farm in Virginia.
“Spike” and Allen, his brother, and also
an “Old Boy,” are brokers.

Frank Hayes, ’06, manager of last
year’s crew, is in the ice manufacturing
business in New Haven. “Frankie” was

the boy who walked around so uncon¬
cerned in his Senior year with four year’s
French on his shoulders. While appear¬
ing nonchalant, he did some tall hustling,
working them off in time to get his A. B.
Mr. “Mac” was asking for him the other
day, and is still hoping that he will re-
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consider, and study law at Georgetown.
Joseph H. Parrott, ex-’o8, is another

man we regret to lose. Eckenrode’s Or¬
chestra will keenly feel his absence, as
he was the most accomplished flute player
in the College. Joe’s health has not been
good lately, so he is working on a ranch
in California. Here’s luck, Joe!

Congratulations to Mr. Tecumseh
Sherman Boyle, ’97, who accompanied
Secretary Root as private secretary and
confidential man, on the latter’s recent

trip through South America.
Rev. Jose Coronas, of Manila and

Georgetown, engaged here in meteoro¬
logical investigations, has received the
following gracious communication from
the Chief of the Weather Bureau:

Rev. Jose Coronas, S. /.,
Georgetown University,

Washington, D. C.
Dear Father Coronas :

In answer to your note of the 28th
ultimo, permit me to say that it will be.a
pleasure to welcome to the U. S. Weather
Bureau anyone from the Observatory at

Manila, especially when he comes recom¬
mended by Father Algue. I shall be glad
to see you here any morning, between
11 and 12 o’clock, that it is convenient
for you to come, and to introduce you to
our scientific Staff. Our library and vari¬
ous divisions will be open to you for in¬
vestigation and study, and I shall also
be glad to furnish you with a room and
living accommodations at Mt. Weather
during such time as you may desire to
spend in studying our new research in¬
stitution.

Very truly yours,
WILLIS L. MOORE,

Chief U. S. Weather Bureau.

Don Carlos Ellis, ’04, was unable to
return to St. Mary Seminary in Balti¬
more on account of the recent illness of
his mother. He will resume his studies
at the Law School in October. Don, be¬
sides being a Merrick Debater, wrote for
the Journal and gained fame for his
versatile and excellent style.

H. Spalding, ’08.
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It was in the nature of things that
Georgetown and Virginia should come
together, and it happened in this way:
On September 19th, four unofficial rep¬
resentatives of the two universities met

at the University Club in Washington,—
for Virginia, Prof. W. A. Lambert, mem¬
ber of the Faculty Committee, and C. S.
McVeigh,—for Georgetown, Branch Bo-
cock, captain of the foot-ball team, and
T. Kirby. At this meeting a tentative set
of rules was drawn up to govern future
contests. These same gentlemen met
again at Charlottesville, Sept 21st, and
after discussion decided that it was ad¬
visable to let each university be governed
and guided by its own Athletic Code. In
this conference it was agreed to hold
simultaneous meetings of the athletic as¬
sociations of both universities and sub¬
mit the following arrangement:

Resolved, That the Georgetown Uni¬
versity (University of Virginia) Athletic
Association deems it expedient and to
the best interests of the student body and
athletics that we establish athletic rela¬
tions with the University of Virginia
(Georgetown University), and that all
resolutions or rules heretofore passed by
this body which are contrary to or in
derogation of the spirit or intent of this
resolution be and are hereby declared to
be void and of no effect, and that the
unofficial committee which has been dis¬
cussing this matter with a like committee
from the University of Virginia (George¬
town University) be allowed to report on
the rules which are to govern such rela¬
tions, such rules, however, being subject
to the ratification of this body.

Resolved, That it shall be the sense of
this body that Georgetown University
meet the University of Virginia on the
athletic field, the following rules to gov¬
ern the eligibility of men : Rules of eligi¬
bility in effect at the University of Vir-
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ginia to apply as to the determination of
the eligibility of any member of, or any
one who may represent, the University
of Virginia on any of its teams, and rules
of eligibility in effect at Georgetown Uni ¬

versity to apply as to the determination
of the eligibility of any member of, or
any one who may represent, Georgetown
University on any of its teams.

Unanimously passed at both places!
at the same historic moment! Rah ! Rah !
Rah! Vir-gin-i-a! Lambert! McVeigh!
Bocock ! Kirby ! Barry !!!

The date for the Virginia game is as
yet unsettled, but it will surely be played
here at Georgetown. So we have been
informed by the powers. The following
schedule of games had been arranged by
the football manager before the agree¬
ment with Virginia:

Gallaudet Oct. 6
Maryland A. C “ 13
Baltimore Medical “ 20

Washington and Lee “ 27
North Carolina (at Norfolk) . . .Nov. 3
Mt. St. Mary’s “ 10
Virginia Military Institute “ 17
University of Maryland “ 24
George Washington University.. “ 29

The prospects are that we will have a

light but very fast team, and lightness
and speed will be veryr effective undei
the new rules. The sale of season tickets

surpasses expectation. This is very grat¬
ifying considering the heavy debt of the
Athletic Association.

It will interest our readers to learn
that the Athletic Association has been

incorporated in the District of Columbia
The board of directors of the corpora¬
tion are the four athletic managers,
Messrs. Stuart, McCann, Crummey and

McLaughlin. The Alumni Committee
has deeded over to this board the boat¬
house with all its appurtenances, and the
President of the University has deeded
to the same board the exclusive use of
all athletic equipments in the College.

At a recent meeting of the Athletic
Association Mr. Herbert Doyle, ’07, was
elected secretary of the association and
Mr. J. I. McLaughlin, '08, manager of
baseball.

Notwithstanding the many misfortunes
of the crew and its home, things are rap¬
idly shaping themselves into their
wonted course, and if the indications are

read aright, at least three class crews
should be churning the tide by' the time
this gets to print. The boat-house is at
present at dry-dock, being straightened
out as to hull and superstructure, the
’varsity' eight is as good as new, thanks
to our friends of the Analostan Club,
who saved it and repaired it for their
Labor Day race, the other cedar boat
will be in commission in a short time,
and the third crew we hope to be able to
borrow for. This would equip the
flotilla as the seniors have about decided
that their work will keep them out of the
contest.

Now we hope there will be no one who
will say that rowing is dead at George¬
town. It is true that there are many
difficulties in the way, but the greatest
one lies right in the fellows' hands to
obviate—it is their own indifference. Our
new coach has arrived, and we can prom¬
ise you all that there will be nothing left
on his part to turn a winning eight, not
to mention good class crews. Mr. Rus¬
sell was captain of the famous 1903 crew,
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the eight men who by coming second at
Poughkeepsie probably brought more

glory in the athletic line to Georgetown
than any other squad that ever wore our
colors. What has been done once can

be done again, and improvement is
usually the result of repetition, so the crew
wants your support, for you know what
it would mean to old Georgetown to win
at Poughkeepsie, and you know what it
would mean to you to be one of those
winners.

At the present moment there are two
ways, in one of which every man in the
University can help; either come out for
the class crews or at least pay up for a
boat club ticket. As regards the first, it
is from this class material that the Pough¬
keepsie crew will be picked, for past
performances of ’varsity men will not
count for a great deal with a new
coach, and although every man in last
year's boat will be back there are none
who are permanently fastened in their
seats. So whether you are an old hand
or a new, a bantam or a bull, answer

the call and you will surely get a great
deal out of it, whether you stick to it or
not.

As regards the tickets, we may say
that while some men get their money’s
worth out of them, others will not, but
they are not presented to you as a busi¬
ness proposition. The first purpose is
to get you to donate five badly-needed
dollars to the crew, and the second pur¬

pose is to give you as much return for
your kindness as possible, so whether you
intend to go to the house much or not,
let us have the five. There will be no

such promiscuous “graft” as there was
last year. Each man who comes over the
gang plank must have a ticket, and that
ticket must be paid for, and while this
will no doubt be something of a hardship
to some men under the present regula¬
tions of the treasury, we will do all we
can to help you pay in the way of sending
bills home, etc., and if you look at it in
the proper spirit you will see that it is
well worth it to you in the end.

P. S.—Since going to press, we are
informed by the management of the
Football eleven that a game has been
arranged with the University of Vir¬
ginia to take place on November io, on
the Georgetown Athletic field.

M. F. D.

i
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FINANCIAL REPORT OF FIELD AND TRACK—MANAGEMENT, 1905-1906.

Receipts. Expenditures.
Advertising for 1905 $ 25.00 General Expenses:
Richmond Meet 40.00 Stationery, etc . $ 32.00
Norfolk Meet.-. 40.00 Wages 30.00

Georgetown Meet: Supplies 62.15 $124.15
Gate Receipts 1,270.25 John Hopkins Meet 1925

Program and Cloak Room Richmond Meet 69.00
Privilege 275.00 Norfolk Meet 77.00

Entrance fees 72.50 Baltimore Meet 2.4c

Georgetown Meet:
Total Receipts $1,722.75 A. A. U. Permit 10.00

Total Expenses 1,338.00 Hall Rent 350.00
Hall Management 55-30

Cash balance 38475 Contestants’ Tickets 4.00

6.00 Music 33-00

Advertising 59-20

Final balance $378.75 Badges 12.10

Prizes 272.00
Hall Committee 22.00

Banquet Committee 5-00
Travel 36.95
Help
Refund to Balto. C. C.. 2.00

Penn. Relay Team 61.50
M. W. Sheppard 20.00

Jas. Mulligan 8.00

Benj. Osthues 45-00
M. Thompson 19.00

J. P. Baer 16.90 1,046.20

Total Expenses. $1,338.00
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FINANCIAL REPORT OF CREW—MANAGEMENT, 1905-1906.

Receipts.
Contribution from Dr. Slattery $ 60.00

“ Walter Kernan.... 10.00
“ “ Mr. Mohn 20.00

“ Leo Giblin 5-°°
“ “ Ed. Fitzgerald 50.00

“ Frank Hayes 20.00
“ Father Macksey.. 25.00
“ Alumni Committee 492.00

through Circular Letter. 215.00
Other Contributions 90.00
Guarantee from Annapolis 50.00
Sale of Membership Tickets i53-°°
Profits of the College Store 1,350.10
From the Treasurer in excess of

deposits—(a) recorded in T’s book 347.48
Additional—(b) recorded by Mgr. 138.67

(c) not recorded 108.62

Total Receipts $3,134.87

Expenditures.

Wages $1,775-65
Supplies 297.95
Repairs 71-58
R. R. Fare 265.07
Express and Towage 243.70
Hotel Charges 376.02
Correspondence 55-°o
Paid to Treasurer 10.00

Personal 1440
Sundries 25.50

Total Expense $3,134.87

FINANCIAL REPORT OF TFIE TREASURER’S ACCOUNT.

Drafts on acc’t of Football Mgr $3,665.27
Later draft on acc’t of Football 11.00

Drafts on acc’t of Crew Mgr 2,234.87
Drafts on acc’t of Field and Track

Mgr 653.25
Drafts recorded on acc’t of Baseball

Mgr 1,218.85
Drafts on acc’t of General Expenses.. 16.35
Drafts probably on acc’t of Baseball

Mgr 512.01
On deposit in bank 9.20

$8,220.80

N. B. The report of the Baseball Manage¬
ment was not at hand when we went to press.
From the above data it would appear that
while the Football season made a profit of
$60.95 and the Field and Track a profit of
$378.75, the Baseball Management drew out
within $37.87 in all probability, and besides
is leaving us unpaid bills of over $400.00,
showing in loss of between $300.00 and $400.00.
Meantime the Crew Management overdrew
its account with the Treasurer to the extent

Deposits from Football Mgr $3,626.22
Deposits from Crew Mgr 1,640.10
Deposits from Field and Track Mgr. 1,032.00
Deposits from Baseball Mgr 1,768.73
Receipts from Association Dues 75.00
Receipts from Yard Dues 78.75

$8,220.80

of $594.77. It is clear that instead of thus
overdrawing in order to go to Pougkeepsie,
the administration of the athletic funds would
have been wiser had they paid their due bills
before the Crew Management was allowed to
overdraw. As it is the Athletic Association

begins a new season over $400.00 in debt. For
the rest, the different officers deserve to be
complimented upon their successful conduct
of a financial enterprise which was quite new
to them.
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930 C Street Northwest.
Center Market. Washington, D. C.

Telephone 4480.

The Courant
(GEORGETOWN)

Printing Office,
Thirty-Second and N Streets.

Q. TAYLOR WADE,
General Commission Merchant

For the Sale of all

EARLY FRUITS AND VEGETABLES,

g 11—g 13 B Street, Washington, D. C.

Lamb & Tilden,

Rubber Stamps.
525 10th Street N. W.

JAS. T. CLEMENTS,
Undertaker and Embalmer,

1241 32d St. (74 High Street, Georgetown)
W. Washington, D. C.

Hr Everything First Class and at reasonable rates.

“I Never Disappoint.”

BYRON S. ADAMS,
Printer and Engraver,

512 nth Street N. W.

B. H. ST1NEMETZ & SON CO.
Twelfth and F Sts. N. W-, Washington, I). C.

$3.00 Hats $4.00
Also Sole Agents for KNOX.

J Edward Libbey. F. B. Libbey.
Established 1880.

J. Edward Libbey & Son,
Lumber and Mill Work.

3018 K Street Northwest.



ADVERTISEMENTS.

THE MANHATTAN LAUNDRY
sets the standard for Washington. We patronize it and recommend it.

AGENT AT THE COLLEGE

COLLARS and CUFFS 2 Cents Each
PLEATED BOSOMS and SHIRTS WITH CUFFS 12 Cents Each

Telephone North 3219

OFFICE AND WORKS,
1346 FLORIDA AVENUE, NORTHWEST.

SPALDING’S
ATHLETIC LIBRARY

GEO. T. KEEN
No. 250.

SPALDING’S

OFFICIAL

ATHLETIC

ALMANAC
FOR 1906 . . .

Edited by JAMES E. SULLIVAN.
MERCHANT

All Intercollegiate and Interscholastic Meets and
Records ; Amateur Athletic Union Records ; A. A. U.
Senior and Junior Championship ; Swimming and
Skating Records ; A. A. U. Boxing and Wrestling
Championships ; all Shot Putting and Weight Throw¬
ing Records ; Official Report of the Lewis and Clark
Centennial Athletic Games ; Pictures ot Leading Ath¬
letes, American and foreign.

Price by Mail, 10 Cents.
Send your name and address to our nearest store for

Spalding’s Catalogue of all Athletic Sports—it’s free.
A. G. SPALDING & BROS.

709 14th Street, N. W = Washington, D. C.
New York
Washington
Boston
Kansas City'
Buffalo
Syracuse

Chicago St. Louis
New Orleans San Francisco
Minneapolis Baltimore
Cincinnati Philadelphia
Leaver Pittsburg
Montreal, Cun. Londou, Eng.

TAILOR

Established 1865.

1310 F STREET N. W.

CLOTHES OF CHARACTER.
The Wineman Way of Tailoring is the way that pleases the younger men. It’s different in the case of each

patron

We Individualize our Togs—Make them Different in Construction

and from a selection of over eight hundred woolens, make them different in materials.
LET US SHOW YOU OUR FALL IDEAS.

THE BETTER KIND OF TAILORING .

WINEMAN,
TAILOR. - - - 914 F STREET.

Guy, Curran & Co., 313 NINTH STREET N. W.
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SAKS & COMPANY

Leaders Since 1867.

FASHIONABLE CLOTHING FOR GEORGETOWN STUDENTS.

Penna. Avenue and Seventh Street.

ARGYLE

“ARROW
Clupeco Shrunk—Quarter Sizes

15 cents each—two for 25 cents.

CLUETT, PEABODY &. CO.
MAKERS OF CLUETT AND MONARCH SHIRTS

THE HUB.

Pennsylvania Ave. and 14th Street.

Specialties
IN MEN’S WEAR.

Our $3.00 Hat is Our Leader.

CIJI§ MADE OFANYH
THING. BYANY PROCESS.^
FINE WORK AT LOW PRICES

Evening Star Building, Washington. D. C.

P. J. Brennan. Pres. Harold Davis. C. E., Chief Engineer
W. A. H. Church, V.-Pres. and Treas.

R. E. Boiseau, Secretary and Superintendent.

The Brennan Construction Co.,
(Incorporated)

Engineering Contractors and Builders,

Office and Works, Foot of 31st Street.
Asphalt, Granolithic, Artificial Stone and Mastic

Paving, Fireproofing and General
Construction Work.

Long Distance Telephone. Washington, D. C.

8th St., Penna. Ave. The Busy Corner.

S. KANN, SONS & CO.,
WASHINGTON, D. C.

READY FOR FOLLOWERS OF FASHION.

New Silks. New White Goods. New Wash Goods.

Wash and Silk Waists.. Tailored and Silk Shirt Waist Suits.
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BRYAN & CO. Men’s Furnishers and Hatters,
15th and F Sts. Sole Agent for Dunlap & Co.

. . . Shirts Made to Order . . .

...New Styles.
AT THE

Men s Store.

The new Stock is now ready, and a superb stock it is. All of
the newest styles and best qualities of Suits, Rain Coats, Top-Coats.
Hats, Neckwear, White and Fancy Shirts, Hosiery, Fancy Vests,
and other wearables for men and boys at lower prices than you

usually pay for same grade

The Men’s Store, Cherry & Moran Co., 811 Pennsylvania Avenue.

To dress neatly and stylishly; to be up to the latest fashion, call and see us. We
make stylish suits for S‘<£() OO and up. Full Dress and Tuxedoes our specialty. In
this we excel.

BOBYS & BOBYS,
MERCHANT TAILORS. .... 710 9th Si reet N. W.

N. H. SHEA,
WHOLESALE

Grocer and

Liquor Dealer,
632 Pennsylvania Avenue N W.

Washington, D. C.

Florist,
Decorations, Designs,
Cut Flowers.

Violets a Specialty.
Corner 14th and H Streets N. W.

Phones 208 ami 218c.

Prices Reasonable Aiavays.

T. T. Keane Co.
Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

Washington Dressed Beef,

34 to 51 Centre Market,
9 Wholesale Row,

Telephone 159.

The College Man’s Room
... IS THE . . .

College Man’s Home.

Everything in Furniture, Floor Cov¬
erings, Draperies, etc., that will con¬

tribute to cosiness and comfort shown

here.

We will plan the furnishing of your

room if you say so.

W. B. MOSES & SONS,
F St., cor, iith.
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Family Orders a Specialty. f Sheaf of Wheat Print.
Sneoialtips • \ E,#in Creamery,specialties . -( pulj Cream Cheese.

I Extra Fresh Eggs.D.WILLIAM OYSTER,
DEALER IN FANCY TABLE BUTTER.

340, 341 and 342 Centre Market. Phones: Market, 2076, Residence, 1285.

OPTICIANS. KODAKS.

Franklin & Co.
Developing and Printing Best Quality.

Special Rates on Photo Work to Students.
1203 F Street N W.E.Morrison Paper Co ,

1009 PKNNA. ave.

W. T. & F. B. WEAVER,
— Dealers in—

hardware and harness.

1208 and 1212 32d Street.

For LAW BOOKS New or Secondhand.
CALL ON

John Byrne & Co.,
1322 “ F ” St. N. W.,

(Under Office of New York Tribune).

William Scherer,
RHAKnACIST

Corner 35th and O Streets N. W.

C. D. Kenny Co.,
Teas,

Coffees,
and Sugars.

The Semmes-Kelly Co.,
Wholesale and Fancy Grocers,

614-16 Penna. Avenue.

The Connecticut Pie Co..

3 2d and O Streets,

WASHINGTON, D. C.

JOHN DUGAN,
Stables,LIVERY AND

SALES

3300 M Street, Phone 1088-13
Stages for Excursions, Picnics and Private Parties

at Lowest Rates.F.A. Tschiffely, Jr.,
Manufacturing Pharmacist.
475 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W.

WASHINGTON, I). C.

Telephone West 212-F.

Union Dairy Lunch,
3552 M Street Northwest,

WASHINGTON, 1). C.
R. F. KGESTER.

Upper Dining Room Exclusively for Ladies.

A. ZICHTL,
Lycett’s Old Stand, Telephone Main 2461-4.

Bookbinder and Paper-Ruler,
1010-1012 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W.

Telephone East.

STEINS
25c. upward.

Big Line of Pins.
S N. Alt YE R,

1231 Penna. Av. N.W.
V/ashington, I), C.703 N. Capitol St.
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Intercollegiate Bureau
—of—

I Academic Costume.

Cotrell & Leonard
Albany, N. Y.

MAKERS OF THE

CAPS, GOWNS AND HOODS

to Georgetown, Iloly Cross, Fordham, Rock Hill,
Catholic University of America, St. Francis

Xavier, Harvard, Yale, Prince¬
ton and others.

CLASS CONTRACTS A SPECIALTY.

. Illustrated Bulletin Upon Request.

Official Agency for Washington, D. C

PARKER, BRIDGET <& CO.

Rufus M. Darby Printing Co.
Elmer E. Covert,

Treasurer and Manager.

RAILROAD, SHOW

—AND—

COMMERCIAL PRINTING.

506 and 508 Fourteenth Street,

One Door South Penna. Ave.,

WASHINGTON,' D. C.

FRAMING
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION AT REASONABLE PRICES,

M. SILVERBERG & GO.,

Picture Frame Manufacturers and Art Dealers

414 Ninth Street N. W.-Phone 2t>12.

13. F.SAUL CO., —=

REAL ESTATE, LOANS, INSURANCE,
7th and L Streets N. W.

Renting a Specialty. Phone North 117.

1108

Chestnut Street

Philadelphia

We have our own Photo¬

graph Gallery for Half Tone
and Photo Engravings.

Fashionable Engraving and Stationery

The Dulin & Martin Co.,
Successors to M. W. Beveridge.

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

Pottery, Porcelain, Glass, Sterling Silver
and Plated Ware

—AND —

LEADING HOUSE FOR

College. School and Wedding Invitations. Dance Programs
Menus and Fine Engraving of all kinds

Before Ordering Elsewhere,Compare Samples and Price*

House Furnishing Goods.
Hotel, Club and Hospital Supplies,

1215 F St. and 1214 G St., Washington, D. C.

MEN'S CLOTHING

DEPARTMEN 'T.
® ® ® ©

Our marked success in selling two-piece summer suits for men has
encouraged us to broaden the scope of this line of goods. We, therefore, have extended it to include

Men's f all and Winter buits for Business and Dress, Fancy Vests, Overcoats and Raincoats.
The firms who will contribute to the new department are of the three or four highest grade clothing

makers in the business Their garments are not merely manufactured,” but are tailored as carefully as the
best made-to-ovder clothing. Most notable is the name of Stein-Bloch, who furnishes the major portion of our
new stock.

Men who desire that touch of elegance which only the combination of faultless fabrics and highest artistic
skill can produce are invited to inspect the styles now being shown. The prices are uniformly moderate.

WOODWARD & LOTHROP,
NFCW Y^RK. WASHINGTON.

_ PARIS.
H U O U RE I LZ V,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALER IN

Mixed Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Window and Plate Glass

1334 NEW YORK AVENUE.
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ACADEMY OF TIE VISITATION, Georgetown, D. C.
TII1S institution was founded in 1799 and rebuilt in 1873. It occupies a beautiful site on theHeights of Georgetown, overlooking at once the City of Washington and the lovely water

scenery of the Potomac. Attached to the Academy are the pleasure grounds, embracing an
area of forty acres, which secure to the pupils the advantage of a residence in t he country. In the
course of instructions are comprised all the requisites of a refined and polished educ. tion. For
full particulars apply to the institution.

EBBITT HOUSE,
American Plan. WASHINGTON, D. C.

Rate $3.00, $3.50 and $4.00 per day. Parlor and Baths Extra. Special Rate for the
Clergy. Rooms on Sixth or Top Floor, $2.50 per day.

H. C. Burch, Proprietor.

P. T. MORAN,
Wholesale Healer in

Flour, Grain and Feed,
3259-3261 M Street Northwest

WASHINGTON, D. C.

GEORGE J. MUELLER,

SPECIALTIES IN

CONFECTIONERY

Great Swiss Process and Cook-’s Delight Flours.
Cut, Long Hay and Oats a Specialty.

Telephone West 105.

336 Pennsylvania Avenue.

James D. McConville & Co., Merchant Tailors.
/

1409 G Street Northwest.

STUDENTS’ RUGS.

Lansburgh & Bro.,

Oldest Established Dry Goods House in
Washington.

420-426 SEVENTH ST. NORTHWEST
Phone, Main 3857.

JlCfrypHui. C&irl&s
MXtvm Ctwhs

NEALE’S,

431 Eleventh Street N. W.

M. F. SELTZ, Tailor, 1233 F Street
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The College Store.

Always Open When Everything1
Else is Closed.


