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FIRST SNOW

The lash of the winter wind cuts keen and deep;
The cloudy sky hangs low, a leaden gray;

The tribes of air have wheeled them far away;

The gentle winds of summer are asleep.
The wards of Aeolus break forth with a leap,

And trouble with their icy breaths the bay
That froths and roars in its gigantic play.

Look, yonder over all that mighty sweep,

That lies beneath the summit of the hill,
The virgin snow spreads out, as pure as May.

The swirling snow-flakes eddy with the will
Of any fickle wind. Then I essay

To conquer in my heart an inborn thrill
That rises as I strive—will not obey!

1§Robert H. Kelley, ’08.
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The Short Story: Its Growth and Present Position

Few people have any distinct ideas on
a short story. Editors will inform you
that it is a prime factor in the make up
of a successful magazine, and the general
reading public can tell you that a good
short story gives a momentary pleasure.
At this, for the most part, their knowl¬
edge stops, and the reign of indistinct
ideas begins. Many have a half-formed
idea that a short story is a product of
modern times. Few can really define it,
and still fewer know that the history of
the short story, narrative, tale or what¬
ever you choose to call it, stretches back
to that period when man first felt the
need of turning actual or imaginary hap¬
penings into words. Egyptian papyri
bore the inscription of short tales long be¬
fore periodicals were ever thought of.

And yet, this apparently careless ig¬
norance on the part of so many is not
entirely due to any fault of theirs. On
the contrary, the cause of this ignorance
becomes evident on tbe very threshold
of the study of the short story. The
blame can be laid to the scarcity of books
on this subject. Truly this seems as
though we were uttering a paradox, to
say that this present age, an age which
has been made distinct by its variety of
literature, is wanting in books in any

part of learning. Yet, strange as it may
seem, there has been practically no real
book written on the art of short-story
writing. We say practically, because in
the last few years some such books have

been attempted. In calling them pre¬
cursors, we are saying all that is pos¬
sible. That such a book is needed, is a

fact that becomes more evident as the

days go by and one sees the output of
the American press alone.

Our object, in the present essay, is not
to prove a self-evident fact, but to con¬
fine ourselves entirely to two distinct
phases of the short story; its gradual
growth from the Egyptian papyrus or
the fables of Pilpay to the present three
thousand worded production in our mod¬
ern monthly periodicals, and, secondly, to
say a few words as to its present status
in English literature.

As I mentioned above the origin of the
short story can be traced steadily back
through the different centuries to the
time when they were written by the
Egyptians on papyrus. One of the most
complete documents existing in this form
is the story of The Shipwrecked Sailor.
The tale dates from a very early period,
being apparently of the age of the Xllth
Dynasty (2500 B. C.), and is preserved,
though according to Jessup and Canby,
still unpublished, at St. Petersburg. Of
The Shipwrecked Sailor itself, it may be
said that the construction is much more

advanced than the Tales of the Magi¬
cians, of the Vth or Vlth Dynasties, (4000
to 3000 B. C.) Mr. Petrie, in his Egyp¬
tian Tales says that, “The family of ser¬
pents and the manner of the great ser¬
pent is well conceived, and there are
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many fine touches of literary quality;
such as noise of thunder, the trees shak¬
ing, and the earth being moved at the
appearance of the great serpent, the
speeches of the serpent and his threat,
the sailors who had seen heaven and

earth, the contempt of the serpent for
their offerings, and the scene of depart¬
ure. All of these points show a firm hand
and practised taste, although there is still
a style of simplicity clinging to it which
agrees well with its date in the Xllth
Dynasty.”

Among other Egyptian papyrus stories
representing this stage of the short story
may be mentioned The Doomed Prince
(XVIIIth Dynasty, about 1450 B. C.)
and Setna and The Magic Book (XIXth
Dynasty,' about 1300 B. C.)

Another typical story of the famous
tales of past times is found in that of
one of the best told and most beautiful
stories in all literature: The Book of
Ruth. In prose it contains a little less
than three thousand words, and, like his¬
tory, purports to select from the events
supposed to have happened, all those
necessary to give a true account of the
episode and what lead up to it. It has,
like all the tales of this period, perfect
unity, the whole warp and woof of the
plot being a friendship between two
women, and the grand climax up to
which all is working, the birth of a baby
who was to be the grandfather of David.

Passing from the Biblical we next
come to the representative tales and short
stories of the Romans, and for example
choose the story of Cupid and Psyche,
whose “charms,” Dunlop, in his History
of Prose Fiction, says, “long centuries
have failed to dim.”

The episode is taken from the
Metamorphoses of Lucius Apuleius, from
which Don Quixote, Gil Bias, and Bo-
caccio drew many of their plots. “The
story in itself may be taken as a fitting
embodiment of the struggle of the soul
toward a higher perfection, and its charm
which has brought it down through the
long paths of literature and art is due
not only to its pleasing execution, but also
to the beauty and strength of the con¬
ception.”

During the middle ages short stories
continued their course of development,
and among the many noted examples I
will choose one from the fourteenth cen¬

tury as being a typical short story of the
Renaissance period: Boccaccio’s Fred¬
erick of the Alberighi and the Falcon.
While the treatment of this story is at
times unnatural, and the idea of self-
sacrificing devotion, gallantry, and gen¬
erosity displayed in it serves to keep the
plot going, nevertheless, it has been said
that “as a picture of the habitual work¬
ings of some one powerful feeling, with
the violent excitement of opposing duties
or untoward circumstances, nothing ever
came up to the story of Frederick and
his Falcon.”

For the period elapsing between the
ending of the renaissance and the middle
of the eighteenth century one of Cer¬
vantes may be taken. The objection to
this author and one which should be

noted, is the absence of morality which
is so evident in a great number of the
short stories of the eighteenth century.
The reason for such absence may be
found in the fact that Cervantes’ idea
was to tell simply a story, while the
others, notably the writers in the Spec-
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tator, wrote with a twofold view, to take
the place of essays and to tell a story.

The short stories written in the eigh¬
teenth century may roughly be divided
into three classes; those of the realistic
type, of which Defoe’s story, The Ap¬
parition of Mrs. Veal, may be taken as an

example, were written with the intention
of making fiction appear to be a fact. A
second class appeared also, those written
with a purpose, as a sort of tract, of
which Voltaire’s tales are perhaps the
supreme instance. To these may still be
added a third division, wonder tales of
fairy stories. Charles Perrault’s Contes
de Fees may be taken as typifying the
1 st class.

From here the history of the short
story takes a leap that brings it much
nearer to the modern short-story form.
Washington Irving may be taken as one
whose stories embodied the marks of this

change. Modelled presumably upon some
of the Spectator papers and resembling
them in form, he added the gift of care¬
ful workmanship and conscious art.

To select a short story from the many
written in the nineteenth century with a
view to getting one which would typify
their development is practically to attempt
the impossible. Scott, Dickens, Thackeray.
Turgenyf, Hawthorne, Tolstoy, Bulwer-
Lytton, Daudet, Henry James, Bret Harte,
Stevenson, de Maupassant, Stockton,
Conrad, Conan Doyle, M. E. Wilkins and
Rudyard Kipling are merely a few out
of as many more from whom selections
might be taken as exemplifying the prog¬
ress the short story had made from the
time when Amen-amen-aa, the scribe of
the cunning finger, first wrote the account

of The Shipwrecked Sailor in far away
Egypt.

Thus we come to our second question:
What is the position which the modern
short story holds in literature ? To ade¬
quately decide such a question one must
show the relation which exists between
the short story and the simple tale and
also the short story and the novel.

A tale we can define as a short nar¬

rative of one, or few episodes, and of
considerable simplicity of construction.
The Biblical story of Ruth will do very
well as an example of the tale, since the
main characteristic of this sequel to the
Book of Judges is its transparent sim¬
plicity. Now, how does this differ from
the modern story ? Briefly, the difference
can be recognized when we say that
a modern short story possesses three
characteristics which are not as a rule
found in the ancient narrative. They are
vividness, strength of structure and
the putting of situation before incident.
Kipling’s Without Benefit of Clergy is a

typical short story. The conception of
Ameera is vivid and concentrated to a

degree; the construction, through its
power for adequate expression, shows a
more excellent instrument than anything
the old tale can show, while the vivid
impression which remains on the mind of
the reader is due entirely to the striking
situation, the elimination of what is not
absolutely essential, the choice of words,
rapid description, and swift action.

As to the difference between the mod¬
ern short story and the novel this much
can be said, it lies in the point of view,
presupposing that the novel be of that
class which aims at a natural transcrip¬
tion of all sides of life,
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To more clearly understand this dis¬
tinction, consider the great difference,
with regard to the point of view, between
a poem, a historical essay, and a novel
upon the same subject. Milton’s Sonnet
on Cromwell works through imagination
and suggestion, Carlyle’s Life of Crom¬
well deals with the facts which Milton
almost forgot, and Scott in his novel,
Woodstock, based upon the life of the
same hero, uses practically the same
methods as the historian, but in addition
leavens the result with fancy, besides,
keeping as a goal, art, instead of exact
truth.

What would be the aim of the short

story, granting that such could be writ¬
ten? The aim instead of being as that
of Scott’s, to convey many diverse and
yet harmonious impressions, would be
rather to give one single vivid impres¬
sion. This distinction is not drawn be¬
tween the short story and the “impres¬
sionistic” novel. Here the distinction is
one simply of concentration.

To sum up briefly what has been said
heretofore, it might be asserted that what
is called loosely the modern short story
is not a production of modern times, as
can be seen from the fact that it prac¬

tically dates back, though to a certain
extent in a somewhat different form, to
the time of the Egyptian papyri, nearly
four thousand years before the coming
of Christ. And secondly, that the posi¬
tion of the short story lies between the
tale or simple narrative of the ancients
and the novel of the present. The dif¬
ference between the former being in the
way the authors treated or viewed their
crude material; that is, the life about
them; and in the latter, to the point of
view which the short-story writer and the
novelist take in their construction.

In conclusion we can truly say that the
short story has a future distinct and as¬
sured. As to the fact that some people
claim this future is inimical to the prog¬
ress of literature, we deny. They con¬
tend that as the telegraph has destroyed
the art of letter writing, so will the short
story gradually weaken the novels. Not
so. Attention to detail, obliteration of
the unessentials and concentration in the

expression are qualities which can never
work harm in literature. And in these
are found the Alpha and Omega of short
stories, and in these can be found the
promise of a nobler and better fiction.

A. B. Ridgway, ’07.
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THE QUADRANGLE

Beneath Virginia’s hills, in floods of gold,
The sun sinks down to rest, and its last ray

Clings to thee, hallowed spot, revered and old
And beautiful at close of summer day.

Upon the night in soothing melody
Come strains of some old, long-forgotton song.

How could my heart a stranger to thee be?
How could I ever, then, forget thee long?

How sweet the silvery moonlight softly streams
About thee, holy spot; and as of yore

I linger here and back come youthful scenes
And happy faces that I know no more.

G. Hebron, ’09.

The Eight Bugs
It was my first year at college; I had

been formally initiated, tried and passed
as “sound” before I was admitted to the
set at college more commonly known as
the “Eight Bugs.” I may say by way
of enlightenment that gambling was the
existing evil of those days, and to be
caught rendered a student “liable to ex¬
pulsion ;” and by way of further enlight¬
enment I may add that, although that
verdict may not sound final, the culprit
usually had as much chance of finishing
his course as the poor fellow without his
three obols had of crossing the Stygian
wave. For the SlKokkot the “Eight Bugs”
only existed theoratically; everyone knew
that such a club existed, though to prove
it was impossible, and as to who the eight
members were they could only conjec¬

ture. The club, by the way, is now dis¬
banded and harmless, thanks to the ef¬
forts of Dr. Laxton, who during his ad¬
ministration as Dean of the University,
so harrassed us, that although he did
not find out who we were, forced us to
dissblve and discontinue our meetings,
so I have no scruples in exposing the
secrets of an extinct organization.

There was only one occasion when they
were close to the identity of any of us,
and that particular case was my own. I
was suspected to be a member of the
notorious eight and was called up to
the Dean. He was a terrible man to face ;

tall, massive, awe inspiring. When he
spoke ex-ofRcio his sonorous voice rose
and fell like the thunderbolt of Olympian
Jove striking terror into the hearts of
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mortals. He would strut back and forth

laying down the law (and sometimes a
chair, by way of emphasis) to some er¬

ring student with a precision that was
painful. There was not a man in the
whole University who could look him in
the eye. From his hardness of counte¬
nance one would judge that he throve on
barbed-wire and dynamite. But when
called upon for an explanation of some

suspicious acts I entered upon an oration
of falsehoods of amazing profundity, all
the time preserving a calm exterior as
if 1 were relating the history of my life.
Like all men, Dr. Laxton had a “blind
side” and I need not say that he did not
doubt my veracity. I left him with aston¬
ishment written all over his face and his
inferior maxilary resting on his chest in
what I will call, for want of a better
name, a gasp. But I am drifting from
my story. Be it understood that Dr.
Laxton was a hard man and though his
methods were extreme they were effec¬
tive. He did not find out the “Eight” but
he put them out of existence. How that
feat was accomplished is the subject of
a long and tedious tale.

Down in the little woody ravine be¬
hind the college there is a small white
"pump house” that has been out of use
since long before the war. It is nothing
more than a stone hut, whitewashed; and
it seems lost between the hills. For years
it was deserted and the old door remained

ajar, to close or open at the prompting
of the idle wind. But by one of those
queer freaks of fortune a squatter made
his appearance, and as nobody objected,
he was allowed to remain until finally the
law of prescription entitled him to claim
it as his home. This “squatter” was the

ugliest man it ever was my misfortune
to encounter. His body was dwarfed,
though his arms were abnormally long.
His face bore a resemblance to a half
dozen diseases, but the predominating
feature was the terrible pock marks, so
that he was immediately known as “the
little pock-faced man.” No other name
would suit his person, which Davy Stoc-
ton used to say, “looked almost human.”
To make a long story short the “Eight
Bugs” used his hut for a meeting place.
For a reasonable compensation he was
at our service and beyond the fact that
he was discreet and trustworthy (perhaps
for his own benefit) we knew nothing
more of him. The hut was a model
rendezvous and served for many a quiet
game. We revelled in the secrecy of the
thing. The very fact that no one knew
who we were and what was the object
of our meetings made things interesting.
The authorities were furious, but help¬
less. The members remained “incognito,”
as it was impossible for new prefects to
catch “old hands” like ourselves who
were educated to such tricks for five

years and knew every by-path and every
tree of the whole vicinity. But as I said
before, Dr. Laxton was a hard man, a

determined man who was not to be

thwarted. Orders were given to spare
no pains in order to run the suspected
“Eight” to earth. A constant lookout
was kept up by the authorities. For us
the whole affair was rather romantic, the
way we used to amble in and out of the
woods and drift to the hut, all from dif¬
ferent directions. “The little pock-faced
man” would admit us only upon receiv¬
ing a fixed pass word, and I must confess
that as the excitement grew it was the
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perilous adventures experienced en route
that lured us rather than the pleasure
reaped from gambling.

It was an evening in October, 18—. A
silent group of men made their way
around the walks that marked the edge
of the ravine. One was ahead to lead the

way. It was about seven o’clock, but the
light was fading fast. The lofty oaks
stood towering like giant shadows. Not
being very familiar with the territory the
party advanced slowly, as it would be
fatal to step off the walk at some places
where jagged rocks projected at danger¬
ous angles. At length they came to a

point where the trees separated, and look¬
ing down in the ravine a stone hut was
barely visible. In that hut the “Eight
Bugs” sat about a table delightfully
oblivious of these proceedings. A game
of poker was in progress. An old lamp
suspended from the roof cast its ghastly
rays over the motley gathering. “The
little pock-faced man” completed the pic¬
ture, sitting on a keg in a shadowy
corner. A portion of the winnings was
salve to his itching palms, and he could
well afford to be our silent host. A sharp
knock on the door brought every one to
their feet. The same thought entered
every one’s mind, the same expression
was on every face.

“Trapped!” I muttered half to my¬
self ; but Davy Stocton passed the remark
off with a laugh and began to gather the
cards. Davy, if I have not already told
you, was possessed of the saving grace
of humor. I never knew him to take

anything seriously. His laugh gave us
courage.

“Looks like a rush,” remarked Jack
Dahlgrene laconically, at the same time

turning his coat inside out and pulling
his hat down over his eyes. We all fol¬
lowed his example. A second knock
warned us of trouble. The table was

pushed aside and Jack disposed of the
light with a single blow of a chair.
“Now!” he shouted, and then en masse
we rushed against the door. The door
gave, dear reader, and I will not endeavor
to portray the scene that followed. Con¬
fusion was the only thing I noticed.
There was plenty of that. Our visitors
did not expect such a reception, and be¬
sides they were not so fleet-footed. At
any rate we repaired to Jack’s room, not
much the worse for our trouble, except¬
ing a shortness of breath. We must need
have an understanding and have it quick¬
ly, in fact, very quickly, for as I was
closing the door a prefect slipped from
out of the room. We were not so safe
as I thought, and I had not the least sus¬

picion but that he was going for the
watchman. That allowed us just one
minute or less to decide what to do.
Everyone was at a loss except Davy, who
didn’t seem to bother much about any¬

thing. A noise up the corridor boded
ill. I was just about to lose hope when
the curtain, flapping in the open window,
attracted my attention. It seemed to
beckon me, as it were; and it did so just
in time. As we crawled along the gut¬
ter outside of the window (Jack’s room
was on the top floor) I could almost see
our pursuers as the}' entered the room.
We kept on until we were stopped by a
projection in the building; but it was
fortunate for us, as the library occupied
that section and the heavy stained glass
windows were never bolted.

Over in the Library we felt safe, but
a shout from our friends, the authorities,
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seemed to say no. The last fellow in,
whoever he was, left the Library window
open. Of course it was seen and our
mysterious disappearance was quickly ac¬
counted for. We took refuge in the
higher tiers, but there was no leader
among us and everyone was scattered.
The only light was from the skylight, and
that was all insufficient; but if we could
not see each other, we still could hear. By
this time the prefects had come into the
Library and were calling for light. They
were greeted by a shower of glass. Ben
Jeffs told me long after how he put his
foot through that skylight, but at the time
I didn’t know who did it and didn’t care.

I did not advocate Vandalism, but the
thought of meeting Dr. Laxton was too
much, and I must confess that rather than
meet him under such circumstances I
could bear to see the old building turn
out and roll down into the river. I never

before noticed anything especially admir¬
able about the stars, but on this particu¬
lar night when I stepped through the
hole in the skylight, they were grand!
It was now a case of who would get
to the ground the quickest, the authori¬
ties or ourselves. Just when we had
broken through a trap in the roof of
the adjoining building and were making
noble progress, something happened that
was likely to be our doom. Davy Stock-
ton missed his footing in the dark and
with a fall of ten feet broke his ankle.
He insisted that we leave him, but it

’was not like us to desert a fellow in
trouble. We determined either to carry
him to a safe place or all get caught
together.

Thereafter our progress was slow, but
we managed to get a very slight lead.

We took refuge in the dark and pro¬
ceeded back over the cemetery with the
“hounds close on our trail.” It was evi¬

dent that we could not carry Davy far.
He was becoming a burden, so at his
own suggestion we made for an old
“blind” well, that had been partially
filled in with sand and stone. We low¬

ered him rather roughly, I must admit,
but the circumstances would not permit
anything else. Davy was safe for a
while at least, but the direction of our re¬
treat was known and that was fortunate
in a way; in the end it was our salvation.
They knew we were heading for a little
bridge across the brook down in the ra¬
vine, but -they thought we were going
over it, and in this they were mistaken,
for while they pounded across, very near
shaking it from its supports, we were di¬
rectly under them standing knee-deep in
the brook.

How far they went we do not know,
but it was of small account, for the
grounds were alive with prefects and our
position was still uncertain; so much so
that it took us exactly three hours lying
around in the bushes before we succeeded
in getting Davy out of that well. When
we did he was a most pitiable sight. It
would be heartless to let him suffer, so
we took him to the infirmary door, then
rang the bell and standing at a distance
(as we could not afford to be seen)
watched the Brother take him in. It was

the last look we had of Davy Stocton, as

good a fellow as ever turned a card.
While lying oh the cold stones of the well
he contracted a cold which developed into
pneumonia, and carried him away on the
fifth day succeeding. That was the last of
the “Eight Bugsnothing more was ever



62 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

learned about them; “the little pock-faced
man” was never seen again. The hut
down in the ravine has long since been
nailed up. The brook runs on just the
same and the tall poplars are still there,
imposing as ever; and whenever it is my
lot to be strolling around the walks and I

view the little scene, memories of all¬
eventful times are brought back to me,
memories of our little club, memories of
one “fellow” who came to an untimely
end, whose laughing eyes seem to look on
me as I write.

D. P. D. Jr., ’08.

1
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63

It is not here, its gone away
And vanished in the far-off past.
The spirit of my childish play
Has lingered in the fields of May,
And loitered where the song-birds cast
To fulgent skies their roundelay.
It is not here, it’s gone away
And vanished in the far-off past.

The difference? That I cannot say.
Perhaps the chill November’s blast
Will better shape my soul at last.
I only know the skies are grey,
The olden joys have had their day
And vanished in the far-off past.

M. F. D., ’08.

The Sunset

The foreman and I were riding to an
outlying watering station to see that the
tanks were full and the windmill in good
order. We had put the trip off until late
in the afternoon and were well repaid for
our trouble and foresight.

The day had been terribly hot and
close. The hot winds that blow over the
overheated rocks and scorch the vegeta¬
tion had for a week burned our faces like
a draught from the stokehold of a vessel;
but now the sun was sinking in all the
glory of a summer sunset. A cool breeze
sprang suddenly up and fanned our faces
with its refreshing breath. The tops of
the mountains, some of which lay in Ari¬
zona, were gilded, bronzed and silvered

by the slanting rays; and long speckles
of pure gold were dancing in the shad¬
ows cast by the poor scrub oak that grows
in the Llano country.

But whatever was the aspect of the
distant mountains and the shimmering
shadows, the clouds to the West were

glorious. Had a painter mixed their colors
and put them on canvas he would have
been laughed at. Almost overhead they
were the palest of greens and as your
glance fell to the horizon the tinge grew
darker and darker, through a series of
yellows, whites, pinks and purples, till
at last it rested on a blaze of fiery red.
Each color was seen separately and
yet each was so blended into the others
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that no one could tell where the one be¬

gan and the other left off. They banked
themselves into the most fantastic shapes
imaginable. One was a mighty castle
with turrets and towers, moat and bridge;
another would for a moment be without
definite shape and then suddenly trans¬
form into some grotesque beast such as
a lion with a camel’s head and shoulders.

When men who love nature in all her

moods, whether grim or gray, gloomy or

bright, are brought into a scene such as
that wonderful summer sunset their
words are few. They would rather com¬
mune with the great spirit of nature than
listen to the petty comments of men.
Their hearts are lifted up out of them¬
selves and their thoughts turn to big
things, far off. No wonder the pagans
invented a Zeus or a Venus. The spirit
of adoration is inate in the soul of man

and it was as natural for an esthetic Greek
to bow down before his Venus as it was

for a Pottowattomie Indian to pay his
reverence to the sun. N

Thus it was that the spell cast on us

by the sunset remained until almost the
last bands of silver and gold melted from
the clouds. In that country there is
nearly no twilight at all. When in the
summer time the sun goes down as a

bright ball of copper, almost as soon as
it dips its upper rim beneath the horizon
darkness falls.

I had often ridden with the foreman

before, but had never particularly noticed
how he was of that earth earthy. His
very looks smacked of the soil. The slim
figure with burned face and hands looked
a part of the horse. His chin had a kind
of square set that made a man believe
what he said. His upper lip was adorned

with a slight black moustache, but the
rest of his face was as clean as a lady’s
palm.

While the spell was on I was thinking
of the old days back at college, of the
songs that were sung, the games lost and
the victories won. I saw many a dashing
foot-ball game and heard many a stirring
veil. My mind reverted to some of the
talks we used to have in some of the boys’
rooms, on the long winter evenings when
there was nothing else to do but talk.
Ah, we fellows knew each other then;
better perhaps than any others will ever
know us. We were man to man, and one

had no secrets from the other. A word

spoken in that company was as safe and
sacred as though it went forever un¬
spoken.

I remembered how one had always
intended studying law and going into
politics; another was going to make a
doctor of himself and a third was to make
his bread by his pen. Poor fellow, he
was making*it, but is was not very plenti¬
ful, and his reporter’s badge was pinned
to a very shabby coat; but he still had
some of his old-time sand and was de¬
termined to see the thing to the end. The
politician was the mayor of a thriving
little town in Oklahoma; but only the
doctor had made real strides to the front.
But even though he was prosperous and
the rest of us far down in the world I
don’t think any of us was as happy as
we used to be when we were wrought up
to the highest pitch by the prospect of
a well-fought game. No, it wasn’t pos¬
sible. Those were the happiest days we
shall ever spend, and it took only the
beauty of a sunset to awaken and enliven
the old memories.
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What the foreman was thinking of I
know not. He, too, may have been think¬
ing of some happy days that were now
inseparably joined to the past. He may
have been gazing into a pair of deep
brown eyes which belonged to the woman
whom he had hoped to make his wife; or

perhaps it was into the eyes of that man
innocent of cattle stealing whom he had
helped to hang some ten years before.
Whatever it was, I know not. I only
surmise that he saw that man’s eyes pro¬

testing his innocence more often than one
thought, for as a cattleman he was often
alone and his heart was as tender as a

girl’s.
The story ran something like this.

Some eleven or twelve years before that,
several of the cattlemen within a radius
of twenty or thirty miles of the ranch at
which I was stopping began to notice a
thinning out of their cattle. However,
not much attention was paid to it at the
time, as that was before the day of the
all-surrounding barbed-wire fence and it
was very easy for cattle to stray from
their proper precincts, guided and led
on by a hope of better grazing.

This thing went on till the grand
round-up of all the cattle in that part of
the country, which generally took place
about every two years. It was carried
on by the ranchers as a sort of mutual
protection association. This year it oc¬
casioned a great disturbance, for nearly
every owner in several counties was short
by a good many head.

Such an occurrence as this was not to

be passed over lightly and neither were
they going to talk about it, as that
would only make the thief wary and con¬
sequently the harder to catch, But each

man went around with a grim set to his
jaws, and with his eyes wide open. Every
one of them had his man or men riding
out at night to try to catch the thief as
he plied his trade.

One night, after a peculiarly brilliant
sunset, which was remembered by the
people of that vicinity long after, our
foreman was riding with three other men
when they caught sight of a large dim
object moving far down the valley. The
object to those trained eyes could mean
nothing but a herd of cattle, and the trail
went to Mexico, as well as to other
places. There could be no doubt about
that. When a man drove cattle at night
and towards Mexico he could have but
one motive in so doing. No honest man
stole through the country under cover
of darkness when he went to Mexico.
He might travel at night to save his cat¬
tle if he were going in the other direc¬
tion ; but for the sake of appearances, if
for nothing else, he went to Mexico un¬
der the broad light of day. That was
then the goal of cattle thieves, horse
stealers and bad men of every description.
Once they crossed the border not all the
United States law in existence could harm
them.

Since for so great a number of cattle
there would very likely be several drivers,
our foreman took his men back to the
house to get reinforcements. The house
was only about five miles away and cattle
move very slowly at their best, so there
was no fear of not being able to overtake
them again.

They created a prodigious bustle and
stir at the house and every man and gun
on the premises went out to the attack.
They went cautiously up to the herd from
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behind; but of course they could not read
the brands in the dark. It is a generally
known fact that the most brilliant sunsets

are followed by the darkest nights, and
this one was no exception to the rule.
Five men were driving the cattle, so it
seemed to have been a wise act on the

part of the foreman to go back for aid.
The fight started at the ford of Clam

Creek. I am no spinner of yarns, or I
might regale you with a stirring tale of
a brisk fight that ensued, in which, to be
sure no one was killed, but where the
bullets flew thick and fast and hummed
with as much ire as in a charge of infan¬
try. The drivers put up a strong fight
for their inferior numbers, but finally saw
that discretion was the better part of
valor and fled headlong, all except one
unfortunate, whose horse fell and threw
him heavily. Although the remainder of
them were strangers to the country they
happily managed to elude their pursuers,
but the poor wretch whose horse had fal¬
len was captured even before he could
draw his gun and fight it out.

“What in — do you people think you
are going to do with me?”

“You know what happens to men that
drive cattle to Mexico at night. Come
on. There’s no stop now.”

“Are you going to stop an honest
driver, take his cattle away from him and
hang him? I've got a.contract with Judge
Gorham to drive some of his cattle to
Mexico and sell them. We’re traveling
at night to keep them from losing flesh.
Come over to his house with me. He’ll
prove it."

“We don’t need to prove it. We know.
Got that rope. Bill ? This tree’ll do.
Come on, up on your horse, you, of if you
want to pray to your God do it quick.”

“Pray, Hell! If you are joking you
ought to stop, and if you mean business
vou ought to give me a chance for my
life.”

“Your life’s not worth a chance. If

you was a man you’d take your dose like
one. We hate to hang women. We never
have done it before. Got the rope over
that limb ? Alright, when I count three
lead the horse out from under him. One,
two, three! Let’s leave this — place,
boys. We’ll come down and bury him
to-morrow.”

It has been a good many years since
then, but there is reason to believe that
the gentle foreman, who was only follow¬
ing the custom of the times, has often
been sorely troubled by the recollections
of that man whom he helped to hang and
whom they discovered to be innocent the
very day they buried him; and you may
be sure that he was laid tenderly to rest
by the men who had done him uninten¬
tional wrong. There were many brown
faces bent in sorrow to the ground that
day ; but the incident had been hushed up
as such things can be at times. I am
glad to say that that was the last lynch¬
ing of thieves in that territory. No man
can stand unmoved when he recollects
that he has killed an innocent man.

The spell of the sunset, no doubt,
wrought on the foreman. The splendor
and brilliancy of the distant mountains
reaching up to the tinted clouds formed
a terrible contrast to that gloomy night
when the cattle driver was hung. He
may have been thinking of that night as
he sat in his saddle looking at the sunset,
his brown face turning to bronze in the
weakening light of the sinking sun; or
it may have been that his thoughts turned
to the mother that had rocked his cradle.

“Isn’t it glorious,” I said, not wanting
to break the spell entirely by using too
manv words. “Did vou ever see one like
it?”'

“Yes, once,” was all he volunteered;
but his face was very sad and pensive as
we rode slowly to the water tanks, still
under the sway exerted by the magnifi¬
cence of the sun slowly and majestically
dropping over the peaks of Arizona.

R. H. Reppey, ’08.
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PIPE DREAMS

The hazy wreaths encircle me,
The airy castle glints and gleams,

And rises in its majesty,
Though built of naught but dreams.

1 dream of victories to be gained,
In dreams I win my “G,”

And every glory e’er attained
Is won, of course, by me.

I dream of home and life and love
And friendship’s constancy—

Dreams sweet and fair that rise above
Life’s dull monotony.

Alas! my pipe dies slowly out,
The wreathlets die away

The airy castles, falling, rout
My pipe dreams in dismay.

J. R. D., ’09.

The Fighting Bishops
There is a certain class of historical

writers who have always taken it upon
themselves to assert in criticism of the
Catholic Church, that instead of being
an institution devoted to the temporal as
well as the spiritual welfare of those un¬
der her protection, she is rather one that
is entirely impractical and visionary, an
organization, if not wholly neglectful, at
least indifferent to the temporal welfare
and prosperity of the human race—an
accusation which is false and without
foundation.

Certainly the Catholic Church is spirit¬
ual, and we glory in her spirituality, yet
when wrong is to be righted, when in
terrible majesty she smites evil, infusing
into her Bishops an inconquerable
courage, then is the Church practical,
even in the world’s affairs, and thus it
has been many a time since the Founder
gave her power.

She is not the intangible and shadowy
substance that many would have us be¬
lieve, nor is she composed of men who
talk vaguely concerning the salvation of
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souls, while in time of physical and tem¬
poral danger, craven-hearted, they fly in
terror. She is practical, extremely so, a
concrete being, with ministers who resist
boldly and without fear the encroach¬
ments of civil authority upon her rights
and the rights of the people.

History is a proof of this, and there
is no more interesting study in historv
than that which describes the many dif¬
ferent conflicts between the stern and
fearless mediaeval Bishops and the ruth¬
less monarchs of that romantic and

strangely attractive period.
The history of the first centuries of

Norman rule in England unfolds to us
the picture of a noble band of brave and
able prelates who strove gallantly and
well, as true soldiers of the Church Mili¬
tant, for the welfare of the English peo¬

ple. And truly, to them might well be
applied the title borne by the Homeric
Kings, “Poimenes laon,” for they were
the defenders and guardians of the peo¬
ple in every sense.

Anselm, defying the Red King William
in his ruthless demands, is an example
of the spirit of righteousness and order
which animated the ancient lords of the
Church. “Treat me as a free man,” he
said, answering the king’s threat of ban¬
ishment, “and I devote myself and all
that I have to your service; but if you
treat me as a slave you shall have neither
me nor mine.”

There is naught of the craven or
dreamer here, we say; and read where
Thomas A. Becket suffered a martyr’*
death rather than abate anything of his
duty to his Church and people at the be¬
hest of Henry the Second, and where
Stephen Langton, perhaps the greatest

figure of his time, led the English nobility
in their fight against King John, and
wrung from him the Magna Charta, the
foundation of England’s Constitution.

Indeed, so far is it from the truth that
the Church was the enslaver of popular
liberty, holding the common people in
the “darkness of ignorance and supersti¬
tion,” as is the common charge of Pro¬
testant and infidel writers, that every sub¬
stantial movement for the betterment of
the people’s condition and their deliver¬
ance from the despotic overlords and
temporal rulers, can be traced to the
solicitous care of the Church. It was

for this reason that the Church and
her prelates were so hated and feared
by ambitious kings and nobles, and their
hate survives in the pages of too many
historians who seem blinded by the daz¬
zle of royal splendor, and who delight in
slandering and abusing the Church be¬
cause, forsooth, she did not fear to re¬

mind kings that their power was theirs
only for the good of the people.

We can repeat with assurance, then,
that the Church in the Middle Age was
at all times the champion, not only of her
people’s spiritual freedom, but likewise of
their civil liberty. Langton’s fight
against King John is a shining example
of this principle, and the same is to be
seen in Italy where the Popes supported
the citizens of the Ghibelline or popular
party against the power of the Emperors,
and won their battle when the proud
Frederick Barbarossa, stripped of his Im¬
perial purple, did penance in the snow
before the Cathedral of Canossa.

An interesting proof of the militant
character of the Church in those days is
found in the many instances we read of
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where doughty “Lords Spiritual,” took
up the fight not only with word, precept
and command, but often, in time of need,
with horse and armor, lead their troops
into the thickest of the battle. In
the year 1214, it is chronicled, when the
armies of France, at the call of the Pope
to enforce his interdict against King John
or England, met the latter’s troops allied
with those of the Emperor Otho, at the
bridge of Bouvines, the victory was de¬
cided by the Bishop of Beauvais, who,
wielding his mace, and followed by his
Episcopal banner, led a superb charge of
the French chivalry against the English
left, throwing the latter into confusion
and killing its commander, the Earl of
Salisbury, with a single crushing blow of
his mace, ' This formidable weapon, it
may be noted, was the one most com¬
mon in use by warlike Churchmen, who
were forbidden by custom to bear the
sword. If descriptions are correct, it con¬
sisted of a heavy staff bearing at its end
an iron ball studded with sharp spikes,
and doubtless it proved very efficacious
in the cracking of refractory skulls.

In the Crusades, too, many cases are
recorded wherein Bishops led contingents
of fighting men against the warriors of
the desert.

In many cases, also, the Bishops were
temporal as well as spiritual rulers, as
was the Bishop of Durham, in England,
who was also an Earl, or the great Prince-
Bishops of Treves, Cologne and Mainz,
who sat in the Diet of the Empire and
ranked among the electors. In Treves,
indeed, many stories are related of a cer¬
tain Prince-Bishop whose name was a
terror to the robber barons of the lower
Rhine.

63

In the formation of the trade guilds
in the mediaeval cities the Bishops, always
solicitous for the welfare of the people,
played a most important part. For these
societies, to which we owe so much of
the growth of the democratic spirit, took
their origin in the building of the great
Cathedrals of Europe, into the fabric of
which went the product of nearly every

species of handicraft, wrought with lov¬
ing care by the old master-workmen, the
work of whose hands endures to our day,
because they wrought not for gain, but
for the love of God and the honor of

their craft, it is well known that the

guilds, springing into life as they did, in
the service of the Church, received her
constant protection and solicitude, and it
seems a true illustration of Divine Provi¬
dence that the wonderful love and
earnestness of these men of deep and
simple faith put into the building of their
glorious Cathedrals, should have been
rewarded by the blessing of civic free¬
dom for themselves and for their chil¬
dren.

Thus they were rewarded and so has
every nation which has looked to its
honor and duty been rewarded in like
manner. If they were true, if they were

loyal, if they were sincere, if they feared
God and loved their fellow-man, then
did the Church watch over them spirit¬
ually and temporally. The Church, it is
said, has not cared and does not care for
the secular concerns. Intelligent reading
of history, however, shows most emphati¬
cally that she did, and that the part her
Bishops played in the growth and up¬

building of modern .nations was great
and enduring. Her usefulness as a social
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force is every day becoming more and
more recognized by the world at large.

And has this participation of the
Church in the practical affairs of the
world ceased and died out since the
olden days? Certainly not. Rather, it
is just as real and powerful in our day as
it was in the long ago, in the days of the
Cathedral builders, in the warlike period
of the Crusaders.

The old prelates with their mace and
armour are no more, but their invincible
spirit remains stored up in the hearts of
their successors, to flash forth with fiery
vigor as it did in ancient days when the
fighting Bishops checked summarily the
overweaning ambition of power-mad
kings, and represented the Church in its
temporal sphere as effectively as they did
in the domain of things spiritual.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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CANNED

-7)

(Villanelle.)

As I look forth from Ryan Hall
Across the old historic stream,

The Autumn shadows softly fall.

And twilight weaves a dreamy pall
Above the city’s distant gleam—

As I look forth from Ryan Hall.

My heart is fierce and full of gall;
“O, Heart!” I ask, “why pine and dream

While Autumn shadows softly fall ?”

“Canned!” cries my burdened heart, “That’s all!”
The answer hits me all abeam,

As I look forth from Ryan Hall.

“Canned! Canned! Tin-canned!” from every wall
The startled echoes fairly scream,

As I look forth from R}mn Hall
While Autumn shadows softlv fall.

’08.

Coliege Days Fifty Years Ago
Mention made in our first installment

of the feature known as ranks calls to

mind yet another custom of bygone days.
The penalty of expulsion was seriously
dreaded, of course, and the execution of
the penalty was surrounded with grue¬
some details. Any student during the
session leaving the college in good stand¬
ing was permitted to take his station at
the door of the chapel on the eve of his
departure, and as ranks filed out, shake
hands vrith old friends. To the student

leaving under the penalty of expulsion

this privilege was denied. It may be
added that in those days livery stables
abundantly stocked with horses and ve¬
hicles were not to be found in the vener¬

able burg of Georgetown. A respectable
colored man, Ben Johnson by name, had
one hack which seemed to a casual ob¬
server almost as old as the driver. On

many a morning the rattle of the wheels
of this hack was the first intimation to the
ears of the waking student that one of
their number had been expelled, the iden¬
tity of the victim becoming known as
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they passed the door of the clothes-room
and saw there his trunk ready for trans¬
portation.

It may be asked, had the students of
those days no games at all? Thereto we
must sorrowfully answer that hand ball
was the only violent game of the time,
though, of course, we had “rounders” and
a promiscuous sort of foot ball, in which
one was supposed to kick anything and
everything. Several hand-ball alleys
studded the college playgrounds, and the
standing of many a student and teacher
was determined by the dexterity with
which he could place a liner on the alley
three inches above ground.

These same ball alleys served another
purpose not quite so peaceable. In case
of a rupture between two students the
invitation of one to the other to meet

behind a ball alley after class was in the
college code of the day as imperative as
the note which summoned our legislators
from the marble Capitol to the historic
battle ground of Bladensburg. One such
summons gave rise to a play at repartee,
probably worth recalling. Roger O.
Pryor, of Virginia, sent a challenge to
his fellow-member A. W. Potter, of Wis¬
consin, the former, of course, a Democrat,
the latter a member of the new-born

%

Republican party. At roll call on the
day appointed for the meeting, as Mr.
Potter’s name was called by the clerk, a
member on the Democratic side shouted,
“He has a prior engagement;” when, a
few moments later, Mr. Pryor’s name
was called, an equally ready Republican
answered, “He "is as clay in the hands
of the potter.” This play of wit brought

about a reconciliation and no blood was

spilled.
To students of to-day with their stren¬

uous sports of foot ball, base ball and
rowing, the simple amusements and tastes
of the men of the fifties may appear, per¬

haps, puerile and tame, yet be it noted
that those same men in the decade fol¬

lowing made good their claim to the pos¬
session of stalwart American manliness,
as witness, a student from Baltimore,
Francis X. Ward, now a grey-haired
lawyer of Philadelphia, and a vieux
moutache whose chief claim to notoriety
was based partly on his title of most con¬
firmed “Jug Rat,” and partly on his suc¬
cess in personating one of the witches in
Macbeth, who, however, gave a good ac¬
count of himself in a gridiron contest
that took place on the field of Bull Run,
July 21, 1861, and without other training
than that received under his college cap¬
tain, Harvey Bawtree, made a creditable
center rush as adjutant of the ist Mary¬
land Regiment on the team of General
Beauregard; also gallant Hugh Gaston,
who on the field of Antietam, illustrated
a distinguished name and a noble lineage,
dying a few days later in a hospital; and
genial Frank Lancaster, Colonel of the
115th Penn., who fell in the thick of the
fight at Chancellorsville, having the night
before made his confession to his old

Georgetown prefect, Father O’Hagan,
chaplain of Sickles’ Brigade.

In place of the athletic contest of
fifty years ago the students turned to
literary contests. One of the fads of
that time was known as capping verses,
now very probably obsolete in George¬
town. It had place when two con-
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testants sought to gauge each other’s
memory by quoting a line of poetry
from a Latin author, the one who ac¬

cepted the challenge being expected to ad¬
vance a second line beginning with the
final letter of his competitor’s quotation.
This interchange of lines would go on
for half an hour and even for an hour.
One of the prefects who generously en¬
couraged this exercise of memory was
the lamented Mr. Joseph O’Callaghan,
who in 1868 met a tragic death on a
French liner, returning from Europe.
One bitter cold morning, when a mono¬
maniac, we may call him, emerged from
the center door of the old North building
to betake himself to what was known as

combing, after a very perfunctory wash

made in the basement over a small tin
basin with water taken from a hogshead,
espied Mr. O’Callaghan walking on his
beat as prefect. In light undershirt, with
coat thrown over his arm, he rushed to
the prefect and plucking him by the arm,
cried : “Give me A.” Mr. O’Callaghan,
gently regarding his eccentric friend an¬
swered : Ah, Corydon, Corydon, quae te
dementia cepit?” The student, his ruling
passion ardent under the frosty air of a
wintry morning, promptly replied:
“Tityre, tu patulae reCubans sub teg-
mine fagi.” Mr. O’Callaghan, resuming
continued: “Infandum, regina, jubes
renovare dolorem,” and then advised the
young man to seek the comparative
warmth of the study hall.

Robin Ruff.
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Open
Messrs. Editors :

The association of office grabbers, com¬

monly known as the “frat,” have all but
seen their last days within the college.
We are not opposed to these institutions
in themselves, but to the spirit of them.
They are frequently composed of the
brightest and most genteel fellows who
do not fully appreciate their position until
too late. For an individual to become a

member is an indication of weakness and
lack of backbone. A “man” can stand
alone and fight his own battles trusting
in his own merit to win him advancement
and distinction; while pieces of men,

realizing themselves as such, find refuge
in numbers and schemes. “Frat” men

will stand together, and rather than see
an outsider procure an office, will nomi¬
nate and elect, if possible, an in¬
ferior man. We, fellow-students, have
seen enough of such things. We no¬
ticed last year that all the prefects
of the Sodality, that the majority of those
on the Merrick debate, that the majority
of the managers of the different depart¬
ments of the Athletic Association, and
that the majority of the editors of The
Journae, were members of a despicable
and second-class fraternity. One would
think, on the face of it, that this is a

numerous and powerful institution, made
up of the best and ablest men in the
Undergraduate School, while in reality
it is a local product of the Law School,
composed of a very small percentage of
the latter and about one-tenth of the
former.

We have been imposed upon by men

Letters
who want everything and will use us as
tools for their own advancement as long
as we, like puppets, consent to be such.
The day of reckoning is at hand. Let
everyone who has any manhood; let
everyone who believes in fair and square

dealings; let everyone who prefers to see
the best man win, link hands and cast his
influence with those who have already
succeeded in partially stamping out this
evil.

Men of Georgetown! anything but the
best is not good enough for us. We
would not even call this a fraternity. It
should be known as the “Amalgamated
Grafters’ Union.” If you must league
yourself with a secret organization, ally
yourself with a first-class one. Do not
become a member of a second-rate con¬

cern in expectation of reaping some bene¬
fit. The fellows will no longer stand for
such rank favoritism and greediness. To
be a member of so called “frat” will here¬
after be a strong argument against you.

This letter was not written for the
benefit of the faculty, for they know the
conditions as well as anyone, but to put
the young and unsophistocated Freshmen
on their guard. The students are fully
capable of coping with the situation. Cut
off the brooks and creeks, and the river
must run dry.

Anti-Frat.

Editors of The Journal:
Gentlemen :

It has been asserted that the demerit

system is the only manly way to run an
institution such as this. This is no doubt
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true if there be balance and justice in the
making of the laws and no discrimination
in their execution. Of the latter we shall

say nothing, for so far as we know all
is fair in the enforcement of the rules.

In the first place, absence from morn¬

ing and evening exercises in the chapel
is punishable by the same number of
demerits, even though the duration of one
is about five times as great as that of the

other. Again, absence from morning or
afternoon studies has the same penalty
as absence from the first period of nigh*
studies, whereas the latter is three times
as long as the former two.

On the face of them these are unjust.
They lack balance and the defect ought
to be remedied.

Very sincerely yours,
D. Meritt.

Bells; BELLS! BELLS! BELLS!

Bells: BELLS! BELLS!
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Obituary
REV. MARTIN J. HOLLOHAN, S. J.

On Friday, Oct. 19th, about 10.20 a. m.
the tolling of the College bell announced
the passing out of this life of Rev. Mar¬
tin J. Hollohan, priest of the Society of
Jesus. Father Hollohan, who had long
been ailing, was sent to Georgetown last
March in the hope that his native air
might help to build up his then broken
health. He did rally for a spell, but the
insidious disease that finally carried him
off had already gone beyond the stage of
a permanent cure, and gradually wore
him down until, in despite of his splendid
courage, the end came peacefully and
holily on the morning of the 19th of Oc¬
tober. y

Father Hollohan was a native of

Washington and made his early studies
in Gonzaga College. He was one of the
foremost in all his studies, and maybe
no better token of his early talent and
splendid promise can be had than the
fact that he was the favorite pupil of that
scholarly Jesuit and keenest of peda¬
gogues, Father Lynch.

The promise of his early youth was,
alas, never wholly fulfilled. Soon aftei
his entrance into the Society of Jesus—
I believe it was in the second year of his
novitiate—his health became impaired
and from then to his death he had very
few long seasons of good health. That
may sound strange to those who did not
intimately know Father Hollohan, for he
was not a man to proclaim his sufferings,

or rehearse even to closest friends his ail¬
ments. His courage was superb; and we
who knew him well have seen him go

daily to the various tasks of a Jesuit’s life,
without a murmur, without excuse, but
with that calm and determined smile that
came back to his face in striking beauty
just after his strong soul had passed into
its last and long-sought rest.

It is not here meant by any means
that Father Hollohan’s days were spent
upon the sick list. As a student in the
Juniorate he still held that foremost place
that was his in his college days. In
Philosophy and Theology he was pro¬
ficient in spite of the poor health that
hampered him in the use of his brilliant
talents; and his keen reasoning, his solid
judgment and, above all, his quick intui¬
tion of men and things made his opinions
and decisions have force not only with
his companions, but with his professors
and superiors. As a teacher in the class¬
room, and later on as Prefect of Studies
in Fordham College, Father Hollohan
revealed a masterful spirit, and few, if
any, of those who came into contact with
him, have failed to testify their love for
him, personally, and their admiration of
his wonderful tact, his even-headed
justice and his utter fearlessness in stand¬
ing for the right at any cost. He loved
justice and hated iniquity. In the pulpit,
with a large grasp of his subject, he was
equally successful, with a voice full of
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sweetness and sympathy and an earnest¬
ness born of deep conviction, he merited
the comment of one in his audience, “I
could listen to that man all day.”

It was during his term of Prefect of
Studies at Fordham that Father Hollo-
ban’s sickness developed to a dangerous
degree. I had the opportunity of visiting
him in one of his most serious spells and
found in him that same true and resolute

spirit to live and labor still for the cause
to which he had given up his life. Not
emotional by nature nor by grace, Father
Hollohan was profoundly spiritual. He
assured me on that occasion that he was

ready and perfectly willing to go if so ir
pleased God, but with characteristics dis¬
regard for the opinion of the medical
men, he was quite convinced that he
would recover and live long for larger
labor in the cause of the Lord Christ.
He did recover to some extent, and in
spite of all forebodings was able to re¬

turn to his native city, still hoping to be
of further service. After a few months
of successful combating, the disease made
rapid headway until it had quite crushed
out hope in every heart save his own.

His death was calm and holy. Up to
a few days before his death and until or¬
dered to bed by his physicians he had
struggled painfully to be present at var¬
ious community duties, and now sur¬
rounded by those who were dearest to
him he received with word or look of

deepest gratitude their tender ministra¬
tions. It was whilst the prayers for the
dying were- being recited for the third
time that death came to him as a friend.
The gentle smile that lit up his look of
brave determination told with it the lead¬

ing characteristics of his life—the strong
will and the cheerful generous spirit that
he had brought to do God’s work.

Requiescat in Pace.
A. B., S. J.
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Since the Gymnasium
has been opened it would

Vandalism, not be at all inopportune
to venture a few words re¬

garding our conduct while in it. Cer¬
tain it is, and for what reason none of
us know, that each and every one of us
seems to be more or less endowed with
a spirit of vandalism and contrariety. We
are unwilling to see anything look new
and inviting, but as soon as its appear¬
ance has been altered we raise a terrific
howl about the dilapidated condition of
affairs.

One of us has a mania for seeing, and
having others see, his initials carved into
a nice piece of woodwork; another is so
imbued with that ephemeral substance
commonly dubbed “College Spirit” that
he must inscribe on all freshly plastered
walls the results of the latest foot-ball

games we have won; while still others,
who would he wags (or scalawags) feel
constrained to write their vulgur ditties
on every immaculate spot around the dif¬
ferent buildings.

We all see the wrong in this; but still
it never stops. It is beyond the power of
the faculty to control it. We ourselves
must and should control it. We ought
to take a personal interest in our new
Gymnasium. We are the ones who arc
to use it; we alone will show our friends
through it; and surely none of us will
enjoy using it, nor will we feel a per¬
sonal pride in exhibiting it to our friends
unless it is spick and span in every par¬
ticular.

The editor has just
learned of the formation

Story Prizes, of a Southern Intercol¬

legiate Short Story Con¬
test. As yet he has not had opportunity
of laying the matter before the board, but
will do so at the earliest possible occa¬
sion. It seems that nearly all of the
Southern college magazines have had the
same trouble which has for some time

past been ours. There is a deficiency
of good fiction turned in to the editors
all over the country.

Such a scheme as the University of
North Carolina Magazine has proposed,
and into- which nine publications have
gone, coincides with our personal per-
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sonal opinion of what should be. The
stipulations are that each paper subscribe
ten dollars, which after all is not a great
deal, for their share of the prize. Each
paper at the end of the year may hand to
the judges three stories, not to exceed in
length 5,000 words. The judges are to
be selected by the papers in the contest.
The winner of the contest is to receive
two-thirds of the money and the second
best story wins a third of it. By the win¬
ner of the contest is meant the man, and
not his paper. Each magazine in the
contest is allowed to publish the two win¬
ning stories.

Here we have a greater incentive to
write as each man who writes a story for
any magazine which will go into the con¬
test will have a chance to win the money.
Heretofore there has been no pecuniary
reward for those who have written for

college publications. There should be
some compensation for the man who
gives his time and labor to such a task
as that of writing a story. To limit
the thing and make it equal, none but un¬

der-graduates of the college departments
is eligible to win a prize.

Personally the' editor has not the
slightest doubt but that The Journal
will enter the contest. It is his earnest

wish to see the board of editors adopt a
resolution to enter this contest, and he
also hopes that the student body at large
will not forget to make an attempt to win
the prize. More about this subject will
be printed in the next issue of The
Journal. It may be that you have the
germs of a winning story stored up in
your brain. If so, now is a good time
to put them in the incubator.

We are inclined to hesitate
Phonetic when asked to give aneditor-
SpELUNG. ial opinion on the very timely,

but very involved question 01
phonetic spelling. No one will deny that
there is need of reform of some kind, for
as it stands, the orthography of the Eng¬
lish language is a veritable enigma.
There is need of a change that will do
away with senseless difficulties, that wili
make the language possible to foreigners
and easier for children. And there has
been a slow reformation going on since
Chaucer's time. In this generation
changes have been made and accepted.
The redundant “u” in honor has been

dropped in this country, tho the more
conservative English still retain it, after
having dropped it, however, in words like
terror.

With these concessions to the reform¬
ers, we must say that we regard the plan
of Brander Matthews and others to make
a wholesale, systematic reform and im¬
pose it on the people, as morally impos¬
sible. Usage and the consent of the peo¬
ple is -'e:essary for any change. Presi¬
dent Roosevelt in the beginning seemed
to advocate at first an entire and sudden
modification. The outcry which followed
was not confined to the States alone, but
extended to Great Britain. The sentiments
of the English people on the subject may
be seen from the following comment in
a London paper:

“President Roosevelt overrates his

powers. He may act as peacemaker be¬
tween Russia and Japan, may flout the
United States Senate and stamp out
trusts, may sit down at a table with a
colored citizen, may get a third term af¬
ter having sworn he would not be a can-
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didate, all those and many other wonder¬
ful things he may accomplish, but he will
not reform the spelling of the English
language.”

Since then we understand that the Chief
Executive has modified his views. The

opposing opinions in regard to this vexed
question may, we think, be thus simply
stated: Some hold that a rational and
moderate means should be used to hasten

the change that time and good sense will
bring. The opponents say, “Leave the
matter wholly to time and to the practice
of the most cultured and educated, lest
our great literature should suffer loss by
ignorant tampering.” Our humble opinion
is that a rational change, leaving unim¬
paired the “wells of English undefiled,”
would be very serviceable.
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LAW SCHOOL NOTES.

POST GRADUATE.
It wouldn’t be proper to open up this

year’s fireworks without making an apol¬
ogy of some sort for the few notes we

might be able to palm off on The; Jour¬
nal during the coming dry spell. Near¬
ly every correspondent makes good on
the start by saying he is sorry—and so
are his readers, but they really aren’t,
they’re just feeding the gang a sour one
and as long as it’s swallowed everybody
is happy.

We’ve been after this job all summer
and now take the opportunity to thank
the editors of this most high-minded,
pure-souled, abstemious publication for
allowing us to take up so much of their
eagerly sought for space. While, per¬
haps, our notes will not always harmon¬
ize with the rest of The Journal’s exhil-
aratingly intellectual contents, we hope
the discord will not be too apparent on
the pink shell-like ear of any unsuspect¬
ing victim who might happen to read
them.

We expect to labor solely, industrious¬
ly and unceasingly, not to say persever-
ingly, to set down nothing but the plainest
unvarnished lies. If we do happen to
discover some fact we will painstakingly
reorganize and edit it so that its own
family won’t know it. We want it to
be understood that we’re going to be on
the job always.

We started out with the intention of

breaking the news gently, that Law School
has opened once again and consequently
Abe once more wears his breakfast-food
smile. We got there early and camped
in a seat in the front pew where we could
pick out our old friends—the Old Boys—
and get a line on the new material.

It was real easy to tell the Freshmen.
They would float serenely in with their
chests out so far they couldn’t see their
shoes, all of them fine, manly-looking
young fellows, while the Post Grads and
third-year men would slouch in with a
pretzel in one hand and a piece of rye
bread in the other, all of them narrow-

chested old cronies just about to cash in
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their few remaining chips and gently
shuffle off. Perhaps in a few short weeks
the Freshmen, too, will discover where
this most delicious repast is handed out,
and when they do it will be all over but
the shouting. There will be soft music
and slow driving for theirs.

We might state that several members
of the Faculty attended the opening exer¬
cises and were greeted with the usual
“Hoya!” In the main hall all was
laughter and happiness until one profes¬
sor dared assign a lesson. As his words
died out there was a silence—the silence
that marks a genuine effect. It was
so still you could hear it—then all at
once, with vehement, impressive force,
the storm of disapproval broke its
bounds. It was one of those bursts of

feeling that no etiquette, no decorum—
nothing could quell. Some daring Fresh¬
man arose mightily in his seat and
shouted order—and we all did—but it
didn’t do us any good. When we called
his bluff he passed out.

After this episode the game was called
■off until the following evening at 6.30.

We can’t recall the exact date of our

commencement exertions, but they were

pulled off on the hottest day in June and
were in the nature of a lawn foot—a reg¬
ular circus, three rings and pink lemon¬
ade.

No doubt by this time we would be
setting the world on fire by our brilliancy
in the realm of Blackstone, but we stop¬
ped on the way to attend a banquet.
Right here it might not be amiss to hand
’07 a little advice. After getting your
diplomas and being told to march boldly
out to carve your initials on the cruel
cold world, never—no, never, stop to at¬

tend a class banquet. If you do, that
carving proposition is going to get an
awful jolt. Fellows, we attended one
and ought to know.

It will be a source of great pleasure to
the many friends of ’06 to hear that more
than half of the class are making a great
success practising at the bars in their re¬
spective States. Their success is due in
a great measure to the early training re¬
ceived while playing under the ever
watchful eye of Charley Kane, the sturd\
little captain of our high-ball team.

At the present writing, we cannot dis¬
close anything pertaining to the fourth-
year course—we might be caught telling
—well, falsehoods.

John Duggan, Jr., P. G. Law.

LAW NOTES.

At last our spacious assembly hall has
grown too small, for on the opening night
of the Law Department the seating ca
pacity was far from adequate for the
large number of students who had as¬
sembled. The enrollment this year is
the largest in the history of the school.
The first-year class numbers one hundred
and fifty members, raising the total num¬
ber of men in the four classes to three
hundred and seventy-six. Yet, as Judge
Gould ably pointed out, this is no spas¬
modic fluctuation, but merely the logical
result of a healthy growth.

Not only by the increase of matricu¬
lates, however, was the opening of school
marked as most auspicious, but also by
the presence of practically the entire
faculty, and by the earnestness of the
speeches made by its members. It is
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needless to recount these remarks in de¬
tail. It will suffice to speak of the results,
both those already accomplished, and
those yet in prospect. Of the former,
the most conspicuous has been the large
representation of the Law School at
Dahlgren Chapel, on the occasion of the
Votive Mass of the Holy Ghost. The
Mass was but one of the three matters

spoken of by Rev. Father Buel, and if his
remarks concerning the sodality, which
is proposed to be formed from all de¬
partments of the University, and con¬
cerning membership in the new Gymna¬
sium, are as fruitful, no solicitude need
be felt regarding the part which the Law
School is to take in either of these insti¬
tutions.

We feel justly proud of the compliment
paid us by Chief Justice Clabaugh, when
he said that more college spirit was
shown by the Law School than by anv
other department. Whether this be due
to our numerical preponderance or to the
quality of the student body, or, on the
other hand, to the excellence and en¬

thusiastic leadership of the faculty, upon
which so much of our success depends,
is difficult to determine. Perhaps all
these elements contribute. Might it not
even be that the presence on the faculty
of the acknowledged authority on spirits,
in the person of the Hon. Commissioner
of Internal Revenue, has added to the
faculty’s share in the responsibility?
Certain it is that the connection was seen

or apparently seen, on the opening night
by one Mr. Baker, while enjoying him¬
self hugely at the expense of the other
members of the faculty. Admirably did
he succeed in getting denatured spirits

and college spirits or spirit, or whatevei
it is (we think Mr. Baker saw two ot
them), and rectified spirits and several
other varieties and brands of spirits and
himself frightfully mixed. Which variety
Mr. Baker had really been investigating
prior to his speech, I would not venture to
suggest. He may have, with the assist¬
ance of the Hon. Commissioner, been
delving into the depths of the new and
mysterious denatured variety, and its ap¬

plication to the “Rule in Shelley’s Case,”
or perhaps it was only the heat of the
room. At any rate, we shall have to ap¬
peal to the Hon. Commissioner himself
to straighten out the tangle, and allow
the entire mixture to be rectified, and
the elements thereof, and Mr. Baker, all
directed into their several and proper
channels.

This may be hard on the esteemed
District Attorney, but we shall be at his
mercy through a great part of the year,
and this is our only chance. Then, too,
we must not lose our opportunity in as¬
sisting Mr. Yerkes to increase the sphere
of usefulness of his new denatured va¬

riety of alcoholic spirits, if only in sub¬
duing the voracious lecturer on Real
Property and Law of Evidence.

Aside from all facetiousness, however,
we wish to thank the Dean for his com¬

pliment, and also to call attention to
another subject which he touched upon,

namely, the importance of the Moot Court
and of the Debating Society. As to the
first, it is already fully launched and
is making much progress under the
direction of Judge O’Donohue. Of the
Debating Society, we wish to speak
more at length. Great work awaits
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us in that field. It should not be

necessary to point out again the import¬
ant bearing of the society on every indi¬
vidual member of the student body, and
on the prestige and advancement of the
University itself. This has been shown
many times before. No other factor in
the life of the Law School is so fraught
with success and progress, both for the
student and the school, as zealous, vigor¬
ous individual effort in the field of Uni¬

versity debating. Several movements
were inaugurated last year tending
toward the improvement of debating.
Among these was the plan of having our

inter-collegiate debating teams selected
from all departments of the University
■instead of from the Law School alone, as

has been the case up to this time. A
committee composed- of Mr. O’Donohue
of the Law School Faculty, and several
members of the Law School Debating
Society drew up, during the summer, a
set of resolutions, providing for this and
for all details to govern it. These reso¬
lutions have been approved of by the fac¬
ulty and by the Philodemic and Law School
Debating Societies. The same committee
has also arranged for the institution of
two debating societies in the Law School
instead of one, as formerly. The first
measure will place Georgetown on an
equal footing with the debating teams of
other universities and should also im¬

prove the tone and efficiency of our men.
The institution of two rival societies in

the Law School itself should serve to

bring about notable increase in zeal and
numbers. Full particulars of the above
arrangements will appear in our next
issue.

If this measure will awaken in affairs

pertaining to debates an energy and en¬
thusiasm, the lack of which has been so

apparent and so deplorable in a great ma¬
jority of the students during recent years,
the innovation will solve a problem vital
to the future standing of Georgetown
inter-collegiate debating.

Whatever the methods be, however,
there is an imperative need of an awaken¬
ing of interest. So with an urgent plea
to be up and doing, we shall close our
notes, in the hope that the last impression
will be a permanent one.

Don Carlos Ellis, ’08.

DENTAL NOTES.

On Monday, Oct. ist, the Dental De¬
partment of the University resumed what
promises to be one of its most sucessfu!
years. Our reverend president delivered
the opening address to the student body
in well-chosen words. Besides many new
members in the Freshman class, all of
last year's Freshman and Junior classes
have returned to a man.

From the very beginning the Infirmary
has been crowded with patients and the
Seniors look too happy to be dignified, as
one bright Freshman remarked, over the
contemplation of getting off most of the
required work before Christmas.

Dr. Taylor is again in charge of the
Infirmary and will be glad to see between
the hours of two and five o’clock all those
in need of dental attention, for he has
an efficient corps of skilled operators un¬
der his charge.
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Dr. Schultz, our professor in Operative
Denistry, and Dr. Jaffe, professor in
Prosthetic Labratory, are no longer with
us, having resigned their respective
chairs. Their positions are filled by Drs.
Cobey and Baker.

It is very gratifying for the school to
see the splendid showing made by last
year’s graduates. Nqt a man failed of
those taking the State Board examina¬
tion. Dr. Harris is located here in town,
Dr. Pardee has opened up an office in
Providence, R. I. after passing the Dis¬
trict Board ; Dr. Nee has gone West and
has set up in Kansas City.

The former classmates of Dr. Schaake
were grieved to learn of the death of his
father, which occurred soon after Dr.
Schaake’s graduation last June.

1 lenry Faber has returned to take up
a post graduate course at the school.

The Prosthetic Labratory underwent
extensive repairs during the summer, and
if the students will only take care of it
and not try to walk away with it, thev
may accomplish considerable mechanical
work during the present year.

If the members of the present Senior
Class succeed in passing all of their re¬

quired work, it promises to be the largest
graduation class since the Dental Depart¬
ment was founded. Here’s hoping that
they may overcome all obstacles, and that
they may reach the end for which they
have been striving for the past three
years,

M. J. Sweeney, ’07.

COLLEGE NOTES.

The formal opening of all the schools
of the University was held on Sunday,
Oct. 14th, at 11 o’clock, when the annuai
Votive Mass of the Holy Ghost was cele¬
brated in the Dahlgren Chapel. The
clergymen officiating were the Rev.
David Hillhouse Buel, S. J., president of
the University, who acted as celebrant,
the Rev. John J. Fleming, S. J., deacon,
and the Rev. John J. Neary, sub-deacon.
Seated within the sanctuary and assisting
at the Mass, were Mgr. O’Connell.
Rector of the Catholic University, to¬
gether with the Rev. Fathers Noon and
Waldron, O. P., and the Rev. Fathers
O’Donnell and Hagerty, C. S. C. From
the faculty of the College were, the Rev.
Fathers Maclcsey, Conway, Devitt, Bec¬
ker. Kelley, Shandelle, Mulry, Moore and
Hedrick. The sermon, an able and elo¬
quent discourse, was delivered by the
Rev. Aloysius Brosnan, S. J., professor
of logic and general metaphysics, and
lecturer on medical ethics at the School
of Medicine. His text was, “The spirit
of the Lord hath filled the whole world,
and that which containeth all things hath
knowledge of the voice.” The college
choir, under the direction of Mr. Francis
X. Anglim, S. J., rendered the music of
the Mass. The chapel was filled with a
large congregation of well-known men of
Washington, prominent among whom
were to be seen Associate Justice and
Mrs. White, President Charles W. Need¬
ham, of George Washington University,
and Mrs. Needham, Commissioner of
Internal Revenue, and Mrs. Yerkes,
Gen. and Mrs. Bukey, Gen. Wheeler,
Gen. Overshine, Granville Whittington.
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Messrs. Hamilton and Colbert, Dr.
Kober, Dr. Baker, Dr. Tabor Johnson, Dr.
Magruder, Dr. and Mrs. Gwynne, as well
as the entire faculty of Georgetown Uni¬
versity.

Thl Journal staff offers sincere con¬
dolences to Mr. Charles J. Hennessy,
S. J., who was called home last month to
the death bed of his father. Mr. Hen¬

nessy has been for the past two years the
very efficient Business Director of The;
Journal, and on relinquishing his oner¬
ous duties he takes with him the grati¬
tude and good wishes of the editors for
the perfectly equipped office which we
now occupy.

The Rev. Prefect of Studies, Father
Macksey, has spent the past two weeks
at Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass.,
making his annual retreat. We trust that
he will return with modified and moder¬
ate views in regard to conditions.

As many inquiries have been made of
late as to the whereabouts of former
Rectors of Georgetown, we take pleasure
in informing Old Boys that Rev. P. J.
Healy is chaplain at St. Joseph’s College,
17th and Stiles Sts., Philadelphia; Rev.
James A. Doonan is at Georgetown; Rev.
J. Havens Richards is at Boston College,
Boston, Mass.; Rev. J. D. Whitney is
treasurer at the same college; Rev. Je¬
rome Daugherty is at Fordham Univer¬
sity, Fordham, N. Y.

Rev. A. P. Brosnan, S. J., Professor
of Logic, has returned from Greylock
Rest, Berkshire Hills, where he was re¬

cuperating and gaining strength for an
arduous year with the Junior Class,

On Sunday, Oct. 20th, the Philodemic
Society had a very interesting debate on
the question: Should every citizen be a

partisan? Messrs. Stuart and Crummev
spoke on the affirmative side, and Messrs.
McCann and Spalding on the negative.
By vote of the house the affirmative won.
The new members of the society from
Sophomore and Freshmen, are said to
possess great, though latent, oratorical
ability. *

On Tuesday, Oct. 23rd, the new Gym¬
nasium was formally opened. Prof. Joyce
started with a class of forty, who ap¬

peared in regulation suits,—gray jerseys,
blue trunks and white shoes. Basket¬
ball teams will soon be formed, and it
is expected that an interesting schedule
of winter games will soon be arranged.

Conor Coppinger, ’07, captain of the
fencing team, has nearly completed ar¬

rangements for beginning practice. It
will Ire remembered that Mr. Coppinger’s
team won a great victory from Princeton,
two years ago, in Gaston Hall.

The Glee and Mandolin Club has been

organized under the direction of Mr.
Anglim. During the long and dark days
of January and February the Glee Club
could do much to revive the weary
student.

Junior won from Sophomore in a

great golf contest on Fort Meyer links.
For further particulars see Messrs. Daly
and Yund who, unfortunately, lost.

Last week, on a cold and drizzling
afternoon our reporter was sent to the
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Observatory in hopes of getting some

startling news for publication. He was
ushered into the awful presence of the
Director, whereupon the following con¬
versation ensued:

Reporter.—Have you anything suit¬
able for publication in The; College
Journal?

Director.—No.

Reporter.—Have you of late dis¬
covered anything in the way of stars,
movable or otherwise?

Director.—No.

Reporter.—Have you any explanatory
statement to make to the public in regard
to the continuance of the present wet
spell ?

Director.—A long wet spell is gen¬

erally followed by a dry spell.
At this point the reporter said “23” to

himself and departed.

The proprietors of the College Store
ask us to announce that they have lately
gotten in a new and large stock of every¬

thing. Hereafter on Saturdays there will
be bargain sales of slightly-damaged pies
at greatly reduced prices. Pictures and '

souvenirs will be given to all purchasers
of ice cream and sodas.

The porch of the North Building is at
present the established headquarters of
political clubs. Hearst ratification meet¬
ings are held on Mondays immediately
after dinner. Tuesdays, anti-Hearst.

The baths and showers in the Gym¬
nasium were opened for use with appro¬
priate ceremonies on Thursday, Oct. 25.

The Sanctuary Society has been organ¬
ized with thirty members. Mr. T. Mc¬
Cann, ’07, is master of ceremonies.

There is a new electric bell in the re¬

fectory, which is supposed to ring as a
reminder to certain persons that they
have dined sufficiently. •

The bleachers on the foot-ball grounds
have been thoroughly repaired and
strengthened in preparation for the Vir¬
ginia game,* Nov. 10th. They are guar¬
anteed to hold without danger five thou¬
sand vociferous Virginians.

G. Hebron, ’09
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With the Old Boys
It is with the most profound regret and

heartfelt sympathy for his wife and fam¬
ily, that we publish an announcement of
the death of William K. Ryan, ex-’95.
Mr. Ryan was the eldest son of Mr. and
Mrs. Thomas F. Ryan, to whom George¬
town is so deeply indebted. He had been
in declining health for some time, having
spent the last year in the West; later re¬
turning to Virginia, where he died, sur¬
rounded by his wife and two children,
together with other members of his fam¬
ily. The Journal, in the name of all
the students, offers sincere condolences.

Andrew J. Shipman, ’78, A. M. ’87, a
member of the well-known New York
firm of Blandy, Mooney and Shipman,
has been publishing some very remark¬
able articles in the Messenger on the Rus¬
sian people, their religions, nationalities,
etc. We hope in the near future to have
Mr.Shipman tell us in The Journal some
thing about his travels in Russia. Just
at present he is abroad, but expects to
sail for home the early part of this
month.

Russell P. Belew, LL. B., ’07, private
secretary to Associate Justice Stafford,

of the District Supreme Court, was pro¬
moted to an assistant clerkship of the
court.

We take pleasure in publishing the fol¬
lowing letter from William C. Niblack,
'74. one of our most successful business
men, who is vice-president, trust officer
and a director of the Chicago Title and
Trust Company:

Dear Mr. Editor :—A day or two ago
1 got a letter from you, stating that you
desired to give an account of me in the
“Old Boys” column and asking me to
give an account of myself.

Just here you must pardon a little di¬
gression. I understand that great prog¬
ress has been made in the world along
almost all lines. For instance, what was

considered a good hand in a stiff game
of poker thirty years ago when I was at
college is no longer considered such. We
considered three jacks as worth all the
mone}^ we had on the table, but now I
understand that three jacks is not con¬
sidered a large enough hand to bet on
very heavily. Now, when I was at col¬
lege at Georgetown my associates seemed
to think that I was pretty good. My rec-
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ollection is that 1 was one of the founders
of The Georgetown Journal and that I
was the first president of the association.
At least, 1 remember that along during
the first year we had a meeting and some
of the members got into a terrific wran¬

gle. I presided at the meeting and ruled
in such a manner as to bring down the
wrath and indignation of both factions.
But whatever may have been the opinion
of my associates as to my capabilities as
a literary man or newspaper man, I was

certainly not in it with you. You belong
to a new generation and a new class.
You write a very breezy letter; in fact, T
might almost say that your letter is cy¬
clonic. After asking me to write fully
about myself, you say “Please do not be
too modest, but let me know who you
are, what you are and what you expect
to be." Now, my worthy successor, as I
am an old grad, let me commune with you
a little. T do not know what part of the
country you are from, but when you get
through College, come to Chicago. This
is a breezy place and there are many

breezy men here who have made a great
success of it. We can not tell as we start

out what the end of the race is going to
be, but you ought to progress beyond me,
as you have already progressed beyond
me as a college newspaper man.

Now, while we are on the subject of
success, I want to say that you do not
have to ask a very successful man to tell
you who he is or what he is. If I were

worthy of a write-up even in the old grad
column you would not have to put these
questions at me in this rapid-fire way.
And then again, you must remember that
I graduated in 1874, when nearly twenty
years of age, and I am consequently now

a little more than fifty-two years old. Few
men have become famous or amounted
to much after fifty years of age. Most
really great men, you know, have died be¬
fore reaching that time of life.

Now, I am not an excessively modest
man, but I have always tried to be just
and to look things squarely in the face,
and I tell you frankly that there is noth¬
ing in my life which is worthy of much
notice, and, even with your capabilities,
I doubt whether any truthful statement
about me would be of passing interest.
1 had lots of friends in College and I
have lots of friends here. If you come
out this way, come in and see me, and I
will devote enough time to you to demon¬
strate very clearly, if you do not already
know, how fierce the conflict is along the
road which leads to shining success. The
only way that I know to meet life is to
do our daily duty and be as happy as we
can.

I am sorry that I cannot give you some
“hot stuff.” If Father John T. Hedrick
is now at the College, please give him my
regards. He will tell you that I am not
worth writing up.

Yours very truly,
Wm. C. Niblack.

Lew Drill, L.L. B., ’03, a former
Georgetown athlete and later a member
of the Washington ball team, has been
appointed athletic director at Hamline
University, Minnesota. He will coach
the foot-ball, base-ball and track teams.

We extend sympathy to Mr. Laurence
O. Murray, L.L. M., ’95, assistant sec¬

retary of the Department of Commerce
and Labor. Mr. Murray was called to
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his home in Addison, N. Y., to attend
the funeral of his father.

Dr. Charles P. Neill, A. B., ’91, U. S.
Commissioner of Labor, was, on Oct.
10th, re-elected for the sixth time, vice
president of the Washington Board of
Charities.

The; Journal offers condolences to
Mr. William Garner Bouic, L.L. B., ’97,
whose father, a distinguished lawyer,
died at Rockville, Md., Oct. 9th. Just
after his graduation Mr. Bouic went to
Arkansas, where he has built up a very
successful practice.

Dr. Maurice F. Egan, L.L. D., ’89,
Professor of English Literature at the
Catholic University, has been appointed
a member of the board of Indian Com¬
missioners, to succeed Secretary Bona¬
parte.

At the last meeting of the Medical As¬
sociation of the District of Columbia,
Oct. 2nd, Dr; Mahlon Ashford, ’04, and
Prof. George Tullv Vaughan, of the
Medical School, were elected to full mem¬

bership.

The following letter is from a distin¬
guished and loyal alumnus of the College,
the founder of the Mechanics’ Medal, Mr.
Edgar Kidwell, A. B., ’86, A. M., ’89,
Ph. D., ’97:
Dear Mr. Editor :

Upon my return here from New York
I find your letter of the 15th ult. and
note your request that I supply The
Journal with an article on some subject
of interest. It would give me pleasure
to comply with this request if I were

able, but I do not possibly see how for

many months I can command time to
produce anything which would meet the
requirements. You can perhaps under¬
stand this when I tell you that my work
has grown to such volume that for over
fifteen months I seldom reach this of¬
fice oftener than once every three months
and I am then here only a fewdaysandam
occupied day and night getting my work
up to date. Since the disaster at San
Francisco I have been here only twice,
and then only for a few days each time,
the reason being that my office in San
Francisco was absolutely annihilated, and
we, like many other unfortunates, lost
all our records and were forced to begin
again with nothing except our good in¬
tentions and a lot of vacant space
around us, and the bottom of that space
filled eight to ten feet deep with
rubbish. . I got there within a few
days after the disaster and lived two
and. one-half months right in the
midst of the wreck, and put in
every hour I could stand. It will be
necessary to put in many more months
of similar work before we can feel that
we are well fixed again. sYou, therefore,
can readily perceive that just now every
hour I can spare from business has to be
devoted to rest and sleep. Hence I do
not think that I could prepare an article
for you for a long time yet. If these
troubles ever straighten out so that I can

get sufficient leisure, I shall be glad to
prepare something and send it for yout

inspection.
Last night I looked over the last cata¬

logue of the College and noted many im¬
provements there, all of which is gratify¬
ing, and my only regret was that the
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attendance seems much smaller than the.
institution deserves. The great trouble
nowadays, is that the multitude seems to
be trying to get educated quickly on the
same lines as they try to work get-rich-
quick schemes in business.

Thanking you for writing me, I am
sincerely,

Yours,
Edgar Kidwell,

Salt Lake City.

Funeral services for Thomas Mc-

Knight, who died in Chicago, took place
at St. Peter’s Church, Second and C
Streets southeast, Friday morning. Oct.
18th. The Rev. James O’Brien, pastor
of the church, officiated. Mr. McKnight
was a graduate of Georgetown, and since
leaving school had been traveling fruit
salesman for a Western commission
house.

The Journal tenders congratulations
to Mr. P. S. Cunniff, LL. B.,’99, LL- M.,
'00, who was married in Trinity Church,
Oct. 20th, to Miss McGowan, of George¬
town. The bride and groom will make
an extended wedding tour through Can¬
ada, visiting the famous Shrine of Saint
Ann deBeupre. Mr. Cunniff is a very
successful lawyer, having offices in Bos¬
ton, Watertown and Newton, Mass.

Rev. M. J. Scanlon, A. M., ’96, has
been recently transferred to the Cathedral
in Boston, where, among other important
duties, he has charge of the famous boys’
sanctuary choir. Father Scanlon is well
remembered in Trinity Parish, George¬
town, where for some years he directed
the parochial school and the boys’ choir.

On Thursday, Oct. 19th, at St. Igna¬
tius’ Church, Baltimore, Dr. Frank E.
Brown, A. B., ’87, was married to Miss
Bessie Humphreys Sherk. His brother
Albert, a Jesuit priest, officiated at the
ceremony.

Leo Fitzpatrick, ex-’o8, is playing cen¬
ter on the Fordham team this fall

The following letter, from a successful
western alumnus, was kindly furnished
us by the Prefect of Studies:

Dear Sir :—I beg to gratefully ac¬

knowledge the receipt of the University
graduate list which arrived in this morn¬

ing’s mail exciting, in its published roll of
many familiar names, pleasant memories
of now widely -scattered schoolmates and
of Alma Mater.

There are a number of Georgetown
alumni here iii Kansas City, and being
the geographical and commercial gateway
between the East, West, North and South
of our great country, we are often pleas¬
antly entertained by a visit from some of
the Old Boys. Some who paid us a visit
merely “en route” have returned to stay
and are now well identified with our busi¬
ness or professional interests. Situated
in the greatest agricultural section of the
world, with enormous and multitudinous
manufacturing establishments and with
unrivaled transportation facilities ana
with its hearty western welcome , Kansas
City offers many inducements above the
ordinary to the aspiring alumnus who
will settle within its limits.

Assuring that as Georgetown watches
with fond interest the success or reverses

of her loyal sons so we, no longer within
hearing of her silvery chimes, strive to
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attain her teachings of morality and
learning and watch with filial pride her
ever multiplying achievements.

Faithfully yours,
Daniel J. Slattery, ’02,

Postal Telegraph Building, Kansas City,
Mo.

It is a pleasure to inform the Old Boys
of ’01, that Dr. T. J. Moran, A. B., ’01,
has become a great specialist on diseases
of the eye, room 629, Fulton Building,
Pittsburg, Pa.

Two brothers, old Georgetown boys,
Poulain des Garennes, '92, and John, ’94,
have done notable things of late. Pou¬
lain, who is a professor at the Naval
Academy, has published an excellent
Spanish grammar, and John has secured
the position of Porto Rican representa¬
tive of a large New York law firm.

Mr. J. Ashton Devereux, ’96, spent two
weeks at the University Hospital, recov¬

ering from a slight attack of typhoid.
We are glad to learn that he has entirely
recovered and is at work again at his
extensive law practice in Philadelphia.

We have the privilege of announcing
the engagement of William Kurtz Wim-
satt, '00, to Miss Bertha McSherry. The
ceremony will take place the early part
of the month. While at College, Mr.
Wimsatt’s varied talents were called in¬
to play, when he was president of the
Athletic Association and leader of the

now defunct Glee Club at the same time.
We wish the young couple a very long
and very pleasant passage over the sea
of, life.

The following communication was re¬
ceived on request from Henry J. Lat-
shaw, Jr., Ph. B., ’85. Mr. Latshaw with
offices in the New York Life Building,
at Kansas City, Mo., ranks second to
none in his chosen profession.
Dear Sir :

Some days ago I received your kind
and courteous letter of October 6th, re¬

questing me to give you information con¬
cerning tuv career since leaving George¬
town.

I have been forced to delay answering
your letter, owing to the urgent demands
upon my time, incident to the opening of
our October term of Court.

I now find a few moments of leisure,
and I will take pleasure in telling you
what little there is to say about my career.

Immediately after my graduation I
entered the law office of Judge John W.
Wofford, now the Judge of our Criminal
Court, and at that tini6 our leading
criminal lawyer. I remained in his office,
studying law and assisting him in the
preparation of his cases, for about three
years.

At the end of that time, I found that
the practice of criminal law was not at
all to my liking, and further found out
that even to the most successful criminal

practitioners, it was not as highly remun¬
erative as it was commonly supposed to
be, and that the moral and intellectual

atmosphere necessarily surrounding a

large criminal practice was decidedly un¬

congenial to my nature, and I therefore
eschewed the field of criminal practice,
and formed a partnership with Judge
Hollis, who then enjoyed a large and
lucrative corporation practice.

I remained with Judge Hollis for about
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three years, and then branched out for
myself, still following, to a large extent,
said practice of corporation law, and have
ever since devoted my energies to that
line of work.

There is not a great deal to be said
about my career as a lawyer that would
be interesting or novel. It has been very
largely the strenuous life of all successful
lawyers engaged in the active practice
and daily trial of cases, along the usual
lines of corporation litigation.

I may be excused for stating what is
a well-recognized fact in my community,
that my career 3s a lawyer has been de¬
cidedly successful, both from a purely
professional standpoint and from a pecu¬
niary standpoint.

I have been too busy with my profes¬
sional duties to take an active part in
politics, further than to lend what little
ability I may have in the line of public
speaking to the assistance of my party,
viz, the party not now in power in
national affairs.

Hoping I have given you the infor¬
mation you desire, and thanking you ver}
cordially for the kindness and courtesy
of your letter, I remain, with kindest and
best wishes to old Georgetown,

Yours sincerely,
Henry J. Latshaw, Jr.

J. Z. Miller, III, ’04, is assistant cash¬
ier of the Belton (Texas) National Bank.
Mr. Miller is well and favorably known
at Georgetown.

-

*

Drs. Edward J. Hamilton, M. D., ’95 ;
James H. Bute, M. D., ’99, and Chas. E.
Bruhl, M. D., ’00, are all located and do¬
ing splendidly in Houston, Texas. They

control the business of that city to such
a degree that all the other M. D’s are on
the point of migrating. Dr. Bute has the
“auto” craze, and needless to say can af¬
ford it since he supplies the credulous pop¬
ulace with aqua pura at five cents per
gallon. The other gentlemen have the
important positions of County Physician
and Chief of City Hospital Staff, respec¬
tively.

Frank A. McCrea, ex-’98, formerly
with the White Automobile Company, in
Cleveland, has recently accepted the posi¬
tion of secretary and treasurer of the
Canton House Furnishing Company.
We regretted to learn of the death of his
father on June 30th last, and extend him.
a sincere, although a tardy sympathy.

The following, a very interesting letter
by the way, was written by one of the
“oldest boys” of Georgetown, Mr.Augus-
tine W. Neale, ’60. He gives below a

graphic account of Georgetown men dur¬
ing the war days, same going North, some
going South to battle for supremacy:

Dear Editor :—In response to your re¬

quest for some “account of myself” dur¬
ing and since my College days, I will
submit myself to the tender mercies of
your editorial scissors. The following
concerns my recollections of the “Old
Boys” of fifty years ago, and whatever
of a career I have made, or that has
been meted out to me by a kind Provi¬
dence :

I entered Georgetown in 1853, gradu¬
ating as valedictorian in i860. Father
Bernard A. Maguire was president at the
time, of whom I saw an account byjames
R. Randall, an old classmate of mine, in
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The; Journal, last month. There were
five Neales at the College in my time—
Francis (Buster), James P., and Eustace,
all brothers, my brother Charlie and my¬
self.

The year after my graduation, ’61, I
taught school in my native county of
Charles in Maryland; but in August,
1862, when the Federal Government was
about to enforce a draft to fill up the de •

pleted ranks of its regiments after the
first battle of Manassas, I ran the block¬
ade of the Potomac through the Federal
lines and gained the Confederate army,
then on the march for the second Ma¬
nassas campaign. From that time to the
end of the war T shared the fortunes of
the army of Northern Virginia. I parti¬
cipated in thirteen pitched battles, among
them such terrific struggles as Gettys¬
burg and Cold Harbor. At the latter
Gen. Grant is said to have lost 13,000
men in half an hour. Well, it is some¬

thing for a man to have been in the thick
of these two frays. In the storming of
Culps Hill at Gettysburg, where we took
and held the Federal entrenchments for
a day and a half, five “Old Georgetown
Boys” were in my company—Henry
Wise, Thomas Simms, Henry Ford, Tom
1’arsons and myself. Tom Simms got his
foot crushed by a minnie ball, while
Henry Ford got one through the shoul¬
der. “Buster” Neale, who was in the
Fourth Texas Regiment, Gen. John B.
Hood’s, was captured and pined away the
rest of the war at Point Lookout, the
Federal prison. I served on unhurt to-
the end and stacked my gun in front of
Appomattox Court House, Va., April 9,
[865. Returning home, after the surren¬
der. I went to work with plow and har¬

row on my ancestral acres in Charles
County, where I am still doing all I can
to help pay “the other fellows’ ” pen- ■

sions.

In 1880 I was elected County Superin- .

tendent of Public Schools, serving eight
years, being four times elected. In '92
I was chosen Deputy Clerk of the Court
of Appeals, serving six years, and then
back to my-farm, where I am to-day with
a family of eight children, three girls and
five boys, and my good wife still alive.

By the way, can’t you disclose the
identity of Robin Ruff? I well remem¬
ber the incidents he related. Ask his

permission to disclose his name to me
and I will thank you very much. There
are not so very many of us left, but
Jimmie Randall. Charlie Kenny, Frank
Ward, Caleb Magruder, Pres. Sands.
Hoban Sands, Jim Dooley, Jim Doonan
(Father Doonan), etc., all old chums of
mine and old boys of fifty years ago are
still living.

Sincerely yours,

Augustine W. Neale,
Bel Alton, Md.

The arbitrators in the long standing
differences between the master plumber*
of the District and the journeymen are

J. S. Easby-Smith, A. B., ’91, and J.
Stuart McMamara, A. B., ’97.

On Tuesday, Nov. 27th, Mr. Outer-
bridge Horsey, ’96, will be married to
Miss Marv D. Lee, daughter of Mrs.
Charles Carroll Lee. A. B’s of ’96, please
take notice.
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The Harpers have just published a

great work on Porcelaines, by Mr. Henry
Walters, A. B., ’69, of Baltimore. Mr,
Walters possesses one of the finest col
lections of porcelain in the country.

The following note from Mr. Anthony
A. Hirst, ’71, was shown to the “College

Notes” editor, and he promises to be care¬
ful about his spelling in future:

Georgetown College Journal.
Dear Sirs:

Please don’t call it the “Hearst”
Library, and oblige,

Yours sincerely, -

H. Spaeding, T>8.

Science and Faith. By the Rev. Fran¬
cis Aveling. D. D. B. Herder. Paper
15c., cloth 30c.

This little volume introduces a second
series of Westminster Lectures. Like
its predecessors it deals, as those know
who followed the first series delivered
in March last, with those burning
questions in the order of thought that
have to do with the rational foundations
of any religious belief or faith.

In the present volume Father Aveling
attempts to clear up within the space of
fifty pages a question, which, in a very
large circle of public opinion at any rate,
is contnually coming up as a subject
of controversy, namely, the disagreement
which many claim to exist between science
and faith. With a brief explanation as
to the nature and method of both science

and faith he proves there is no such thing
as a disagreement by showing that when
such does occur it is due not to exact

science, but to exact science having gone

beyond its bounds and taken possession
of matter not its own,as Tyndal confesses
to have done in his Belfast address when
he asserted that one might prolong his
gaze beyond the actual data of observa¬
tion. It is in just such cases that Father
Aveling contends there is any disagree¬
ment between science and faith, for it is

just at this point that science steps be¬
yond its sphere and takes up the hypo¬
thetical for the actual, the phenomena for
the reality, appearances, measurable,
ponderable, calculable for the essences.
Here it is that the boundaries of science
are overstepped and the territory of meta¬
physics entered.
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That this little volume is another inter¬

esting addition to the intellectual defense
of religion and that it will be widely read
there is not a doubt. Everyone can un¬
derstand the simple proofs and everyone
can remember the reasoning which is
very plain and forcible.

Evil: Its Nature and its Cause. By
Rev. H. B. Sharpe, M. A. B. Herder,
St. Louis, Mo. Paper 15c, cloth 30c.

The above is another volume published
in the second series of the Westminster

Lectures. Its object is to merely suggest,
as the shortness of the lecture would

scarcely permit anything further, a
method of justifying the acts of God on
scholastic lines. That the question is an

important one is certainly clear when we
consider that there is scarcely another
problem the pressure of which is so

widely felt as that of the existence of evil.
The question of “why should we be so
treated ?” is one which is ever seeking an
answer. The aim of Father Sharpe has
been to bring this seemingly irregular and
inconsequent, but nevertheless incessantly
recurring principle into such a shape that
its relations to the significance of life
would become apparent, at least, to those
who cared to read.

Toward the end of his discourse Father

Sharpe devotes considerable time to an¬
swering a number of difficulties. In this
particular question the method proves
both instructive and convincing. The
answer to the question as to how can
God, if he is perfectly benevolent, be in¬
different to individual suffering and
moral defects is strong to a degree.

Like the preceding volumes in this
series, Evil, Its Nature and Its Cause, be¬

longs to the class of books that, in Bacon’s
phrase, are to be “chewed and digested.”

Our Lady’s Book of Days. Compiled
by the Hon. Alison Stourton. Bensiger
Brothers, New York. Price 45c.

This book contains an admirable collec¬
tion of the great thoughts for every da>
in the year on the subject of our Blessed
Lady. Among the authors quoted, con¬
taining as it does names famous in all the
countries and centuries of Christendom,
are found many who sang so often and
so sweetly in praise of Our Lady. Mr.
Strouton’s knowledge of the poets lau¬
reate of the Blessed Lady is apparently
quite extensive. The criticism which the
censor makes in saying that a few of the
references were not quite correct is scarce¬

ly one of much importance, as he himself
admits, the object of the compiler was
to collect thoughts which were intrinsi¬
cally beautiful; their source was merely
an afterthought.

Lessons of the King. Made plain for
his little ones by a religious of the Society
of the Holy Child Jesus. Bensiger
Brothers, New York. Price 60c.

The above is the latest work from the
same author who wrote the Five o’Clock

Stories; or the Old Tales Told Again.
It is written, as the title denotes, to explain
to the little ones the lessons which those
of more mature years can obtain them¬
selves from reading the Holy Scriptures.
With large clear type and profuse in il¬
lustrations it forms an attractive volume
and will no doubt make an interesting
addition to the author’s preceding books,
which can be read to the little ones whose

minds are just beginning to open, athirst
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to know more about One whose name is
linked among their first memories.

A Manual of Bible History. The Old
Testament. By Charles Hart, B. A.
(623 pages) Bensiger Brothers, New
York.

One needs but to glance at this valu¬
able volume on the Old Testament to re¬

alize that the author’s aim, which was
to compile a work that would supply a

long-felt want in Catholic secondary
schools, has been accomplished. The
object of Biblical Historical Manuals
should not be merely for class and ex¬
amination purposes, but they should also
be written so as to serve as an introduc¬
tion to the study of the Bible.

That this idea was in the mind of the
Assistant Master of St. Cutbert’s is ap¬
parent both in his having interwoven the
exact words of the sacred text with the
narrative and by the addition of specially
printed maps with names according to
the Vulgate spelling. To further sim¬
plify the work of the student, the author
had marginal titles to each paragraph,
and an index subjoined at the back, which
leaves nothing to be desired.

The Divinity of Christ. By Rev.
Joseph Rickaby, S. J. B. Herder, St.
Louis, Mo. Paper 15c.; cloth 30c.

This volume marks the third of the
second series of Westminster Lectures
given in March, 1906, and now being
printed in book form.

The treatment of the subject, as Father
Rickaby points out, is more theological

than philosophical. In the opening chap¬
ter he begins by stating the belief of the
Christians as seen from a study of St.
Luke and the Acts. The Christian,
Father Rickaby contends, holds there is
only one Jesus Christ, who is at once
God and man.

An objection to Father Rickaby’s treat¬
ment of this question may be found in
the fact that he appeals, for the most
part, to the Gospels alone for his proof.
Naturally this plan offers an open front
to attacks on the credibility of the Gos¬
pels, the counteracting of which, as
Father Rickaby says, would demand a
lecture in itself. Realizing this danger,
himself, he clearly states that his object
is tQ prove that Jesus as portrayed in the
Gospels is manifestly God. In addition,
he draws proofs from the Synoptic Gos¬
pels which are more generally admitted.

One of the finest points in this present
discourse is the ease and masterly manner
in which Father Rickaby amasses his
scriptural texts in proof of his thesis. Be¬
sides proving the Divinity of the Son of
God, he also refutes by this means those
men who belong to that school of criti¬
cism which claims that in the Synoptic
Gospels there is no evidence for the Di¬
vinity of Christ. The author claims that
the best antidote for such criticism ’is a

careful searching of the Scriptures. We,
however, beg to differ, since in our
opinion a persual of this little volume
will be a more forcible and quicker means
to the same end.

A. B. Ridgway, ’07.
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One of the first papers to come to the
table this month is the Notre Dame
Scholastic. This paper has always stood
in the first rank among the weeklies that
have graced our Sanctum, and judging
from the appearance of the first issue of
this year, it will not fail to hold its ac¬
customed place. The story “Duda” is
clearly the best piece of literature in the
number. Tt has nature and virility in it.
It breathes forth the spirit of a child of
the slums, whose character is finely por¬
trayed. All in all, I should say that the
story is worthy of the magazine. The
verse in the Scholastic is not up to that
in the monthlies. There is a very good
excuse for a thing of that kind, however,
and we may cheerfully forgive it. In our

opinion, the real trouble with the Scholas¬
tic’s verse is that there is a search after

sprightliness, but good taste is wanting.
It must be remembered that humor does
not lie in slang or cheaply concocted
puns, rhymed in a haphazard way. It
is something deeper than that. It lies at
the bottom of the sensibilities of every
well-constructed man; but at the “Open
Sesame” of the master, it bubbles easily
to the surface. Any verse-smith can
rhyme slang expressions or manufacture
poor jokes; but if you would get true

humor you must above all avoid vul¬
garity.

Looming up bright and attractive
comes the University of Virginia Maga¬
zine; decked in the same Orange and
Blue that former generations of George¬
town men, and even some of those now

present who have survived the passage
of time, have so often and so lustily op¬
posed on the athletic field.

Tt may have been an expression of
modesty—-we know not—but the editor
of this very respectable magazine affirmed
in this first number of the Magazine that
“good college verse is a rarity.” We beg
to take exception to his statement. If he
will look over last year’s files for the
Harvard Monthly, the Williams Lit., the
Bowdoin Quill, the Nassau Lit., our own
humble publication or any other college
magazine of the first rank (we flatter
ourselves that we belong there) he will
acknowledge himself in the wrong, totally
and absolutely.

In the present issue of his Magazine
“Pan and Syrinx” is an ably written
piece of mythological verse. The tale it
tells is pretty and the hardest of critics
could find no fault with the meter. “A
Ballade of Skulls” is good, and on second
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thought, it is not. That sounds ambig¬
uous, I am sure; but what I mean is this:
In a ballade we look for something light,
blithesome and care-free, something of
the “aery, fairy Lillian type that might
“adorn a tale,” but which could never

“point a moralwhereas, in this ballade
the theme is heavy and morose. This,
then, that the theme does not fit the form
is the only fault we are able to find in it.

The story, “The Man With the Green
Eye” is as wildly imaginative a piece of
fiction as we have seen for many a day.
It is without a doubt first-class. The

suspense is kept up till the very end and
attention does not flag. Above all it is
highly original as to plot, and in a college
magazine, this is ever to be striven after.
The other stories are artfully written but
are eclipsed by the first one.

The poem “October” is a pretty picture
but has no principal verb. It was always
our opinion that there must be a leading
verb in any piece of writing to make
sense. We would be very much obliged
to the writer if he would tender us any
information relative to the formation of

r
.

a new school of poets which discards
verbs. True we might pass it by on our

hobby for originality.

We are in receipt of the Richmond
Messenger for October. We say that
we are in receipt of it from being
almost ashamed to say that we read it.
On account of our having made up
our mind to review it, we are forced
to say that we did read it; but it is
nothing to our credit. This is the third
year that we have been intimately con¬
nected with college journalism and in all
that time we have failed to pursue so

poor a magazine as this. Why, man, the
verse in it would drive a man crazy if he
had the least bit of music in his consti¬

tution.
Not only is the verse so terrible but in

even the prose mistake follows mistake
and error error. The plot of one of the
stories is almost wholly cribbed from
another author—Ralph Connor, if I mis¬
take not—who has written something of a
western hermit. But by all the gods, bet¬
ter that than that any college paper should
publish such a story as “The Game.” On
first consideration I knew not whether I
had fallen into a refrigerator or a gi¬
gantic stew-pan of mush.

She declined to meet him at first
because he wore a “mop” of hair in¬
stead of a headgear. This furnishes
a clew for the rest of the story.
We know at once that there is to
be a great game in which he makes five
sixty-yard runs in each half and is finally
borne tenderly from the field, bruised and
bleeding, while she, putting aside all her
maidenly modesty, rushes up to him in
an agony of despair and ensanguines her
new gown with his blood. Later he goes
to see her with his head all iodoform and

gauze; but somehow she manages to
break through the bandage and the stor\
ends thus; “ ‘And to think Dr. Reynolds
said that this shock of hair’—trickling it
lovingly between her fingers—‘saved you
from concussion of the brain.’

I can easily imagine a great, gaunt,
warrior of the gridiron submitting to
having his hair trickled through the fin¬
gers of this paragon of modest maiden¬
hood. It is very easy to conjure up before
one’s imagination the picture of a well-
bred girl attempting to help a doctor ban-
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dage a foot-ball player on the field; or
hold his head in her lap—but if one
should fancy these things it would be my
advice to keep them to himself, as they
don’t look well in print, and might in¬
spire some editor who is not as lenient as

myselt to criticise it roughly.
The gentleman who wrote “The Wash¬

ington Monument in Capitol Square”
might at least have given us a history of
said monument alone, and not wandered
into a discussion of the characters of all
the men who had themselves “sculped”
by its author. Another gentleman has
made a speech and the editorial board of
the Messenger has thought enough of it
to print it. Two flagrant errors caught
my eye. In one passage he speaks of the
“conquest of Texas.” Now I happen to
hail from there myself and in my time I
never heard of the United States or anv

other nation conquering Texas from

Mexico, as he intimates. I always heard
that Texas won her independence from
Mexico in very much the same way as
the United States did from England.
Later on in his speech he says: “He
(Roosevelt) calmly handed it (the rate
bill) over to Mr. Tillman.” As a matter
of fact, the bill was given to Mr.
Tillman by Mr. Aldrich, who was op¬
posing the President, and who thought
he would make it harder for the Presi¬
dent to get the bill through by appointing
one of his (the President’s) personal and
political enemies to the sponsorship of the
bill.

Mr. Editor of the Messenger, please
have pity on our irascibilities next month.
Honestly we haven’t a thing against you;
but you must acknowledge that the paper
for October was in the superlative degree
poor.

R. H. K., ’08.
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Saturday, Oct. 6th, Georgetown, 22,
Gallaudet, o.

The opening game of the foot-ball sea¬
son brought out a small crowd, but those
who braved the stiff northwest wind which
blew over the field were well repaid for
coming. The ’Varsity put up an unusually
good game, considering that Coach
Reilly had only two weeks in which to
train the squad. While the team was

light, the activity of the men and the
speed with which the plays were run off
was far superior to anything of the sort
done since the crack team of two years

ago. The most notable features of the
game were the increased frequency in the
exchange of punts, the absence of line
plunges, and the use of a greater num¬
ber of end runs, by which the ’Varsity
did most of their ground-gaining. The
work of Captain Bocock at quarter was
easily the feature, while Sharp and Hor¬
ton, of the visitors, made a most credit¬
able showing, whose team, by the way,
is much stronger than that of last year.

'fhe line-up and summary:

Georgetown. Position. Gallaudet.
Miller left end Hower
Cullen left tackle Sharp
Munha 11 left guard Vinson

Cogan, Cronin, Buckley.
Woods center Bell
Hodgson ....right guard Cadwell
Morton right tackle Isackson
Lynch right end Shanklin
Bocock ( capt.) quarter back Kutzleb
McLaughlin..left half back. . .O’Donnell
O’Boyle . . . .right half back..Horton (c.)
Stuart ....... full back Underhill

Touchdowns—Morton, McLaughlin,
O’Boyle and Miller. Goals—Stuart and
Hodgson. Referee—B. J. Wefers,
Georgetown. Umpire—R. F. Le Mat,
Washington Athletic Club. Head lines¬
man and timer—W. C. Thatcher. Time
of halves—25 and 20 minutes.

Saturday, Oct. 13th. Georgetown, 28;
Maryland Agricultural College, 0.

The ’Varsity sprung a pleasant sur¬
prise on even her most ardent admirers
in the game with the Farmers, and all
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who witnessed the contest were enthu¬

siastic over the snap and speed shown by
the whole team. It was by far the best
exhibition of foot ball seen on George¬
town field for over two years. The in¬
terference was good, the tackling hard,
and the kicking excellent. The return of
Dutcher to the game inspired all with
confidence as to the ultimate result, and
the grand work of Captain Bocock and
Kerr brought the spectators to their feet
time and again, but all were unprepared
for the many other surprises which fol¬
lowed. Straight foot ball was played
with end runs predominating. The
Agriculturalists successfully executed a
forward pass, the first one of the season,
but gained only about twenty yards on
it. Several other new plays were tried
by them, but without success. The first
touchdown was made by Dutcher after
two minutes of play, and at the end of the
first half 17 points had been scored.
Soon after the beginning of the second
half Coach Reilly decided not to try
for a larger score and sent in the subs,
and the game ended with the ball in our
possession on the visitor’s ten-yard line,
and the score, twenty-eight to nothing.

The line-up and summary:

Georgetown. Position. M. A. C.
Cohn left end Baker
Cullen left tackle. . .Bolan (capt.)

Buckley.
Glennen .... left guard Kluppenyer

Munhall.
Woods center Jameson

Cogan.
Hodgson .... right guard Wilson
Morton right tackle Evans

Stuart.
Kerr, Lynch.. right end Byrd
Bocock, Kane.quarter back Firor

Boyle left half back. .. . Finharty
Bocock. Hatton.

McLaughlin.. right half back. . . Mackall
Roache.

Dutcher full back Doake

Touchdowns — Dutcher, Hodgson,
Morton (2), Bocock. Goals—Hodgson,
3. Umpire—B. J. Wefers, of George¬
town. Referee—Mr. J. B. Wharton, of
Delaware College. Timers—Messrs. W.
Thatcher and J. Mudd. Time of halves
—twenty minutes.

Saturday, Oct. 20th, Georgetown 16.
Mount St. Mary’s, o.

The ’Varsity had little trouble :n

downing the team from Mount St.
Mary’s, although the soggy condition of
the field made fast work almost impossi¬
ble. With longer halves and better field
conditions the score could easily have
been doubled. The visitors were unable to

do anything with our line and were fre¬
quently obliged to punt. The ’Varsity
on the other hand went through their
line without seemingly any trouble, while
Bocock and Kerr time and again skirted
the ends for long and consistent gains.
Early in the game an excellent chance to
score was lost by fumbling the ball and
losing it on downs on the visitors’ six-
yard line, but soon after Bocock, aided
by the superb interference of O’Boyle,
carried the ball forty yards around right
end for the first touchdown. The sec¬

ond touchdown was made after a series
of line plays, McLaughlin carrying the
ball over. The second half was short¬
ened to six minutes of play and Dutcher,
by some of his sensational line plunging,
and Kerr, with his end runs, brought the
ball to St. Mary’s ten-yard line, from
which place Morton carried it over, and
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Bocock kicked goal. The St. Mary’s
men played a plucky game and had one

play deserving of mention. It was a
peculiar tackle-back formation, which
play was called by a zero and invariably
ended up as a quarter back run and noth¬
ing.

The line-up and summary:

Georgetown. Position. Mt. St. Mary’s.
O’Boyle . . . .left end Lauinger
Cullen left tackle Bigley
Glennen ....left guard Chaisty
Woods center Quirck, Moran
Hodgson .... right guard McGraw

Rausher,
Morton right tackle. . .Frommerier

O’Gorman.
Kerr right end O’Brien
Bocock quarter back McCrory
McLaughlin.. left half back Barret

Parker.
Miller, Cohn.,right half back.... Carroll
Kane full back McHugh

Dutcher.

Touchdowns—Bocock, McLaughlin,
and Morton. Goal—Bocock. Referee—
Jack Gass. Lehigh. Umpire—B. J.
Wefers, Georgetown. Timers—Messrs.
Le Mat and Galdon. Head Linesman—
Mr. Thatcher. Time of halves—20 and
6 minutes.

With the end of this series of practice
games, Georgetown’s prospects are far
brighter than they were this time a year

ago. The veterans of last year have
profited by the experience of that un¬
fortunate season, and the improvement
noted in their playing is remarkable. The

new men on the team, and mostly all of
them products of the Prep. School, have
shown their ability to stay in fast com¬

pany, and great things are to be expected
of them. The spirit and dash of the
squad reminds all of the gritty spirit of
the base-ball team of last spring, and
with such a spirit animating the team, a
spirit which alone in years past won

games, and honor, and fame for George¬
town, we need have no fear whatever of
the big games soon to be played.

Crews from three of the College classes
have been out on the river preparing for
the annual class regatta, which will be
held on the first Saturday of November.
The Seniors have decided not to enter a

crew this year, as they find they have not
sufficient time for rowing. The Juniors,
under born-leader Linus Moran, have no

hesitancy in proclaiming their finish, and
the Freshmen, just like all Freshmen, ex¬
pect to come in better than last, but Cap¬
tain La Plante, of the Sophomores, is of
the opinion that history is going to re¬
peat itself this year as it did last year
when the Juniors and Freshmen fought
it out for last place.

Classes in the Gymnasium began on the
twenty-third. This work will not be com¬
pulsory until next year, but already most
of the students have joined the classes.
Teams in indoor base ball and basket ball

are being organized, and it is hoped to
have several fast teams in good shape in¬
side of the month.

T. F. B., ’09,



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 105

FINANCIAL REPORT OF BASE-BALL MANAGEMENT, 1905-1906.

Receipts.
Score Card privilege $ 50.00
Season tickets 249.00
Gate receipts 1,876.75
Guarantees 1,246.00
From the Treasurer in excess of

deposits 511.95

Total receipts $3,933 • 70

N. B. From the above, the base-ball season

shows a deficit of $961.95 of which $511.95
was covered by draught on the general athletic
fund and about $450.00 remains yet unpaid

Expenditures.
Guarantees $1,523.50
Wages 882.35
Transportation 677.38
Hotel bills 477.10
Supplies 213.84
Stationery, telegrams, etc 37-20
Moving bleachers 60.00
Sundries 5.25
Advertising and printing 57.08

Total expenditures recorded... 3,933.70
Bills unpaid for supplies, etc., about..$ 450.00

The season was disastrous, and it will call
for careful and economical work to see that
the base-ball season pays for itself during the
coming year.


