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CHRISTMAS GIFT

GOD’S

I

A starlit

night in Galilee:

O! hear the
“Great

glad hozannas ring,—

glory be, O Lord, to thee;”

The Christ-child is the
*

A

*

shepherds’ king.
*

midnight Mass and tinkling bells,—

A heart in prayer
Where God in

before

a

shrine

childhood’s mystery dwells

With love all human, all

divine.

have changed, but love has not.
Christ, who came that night to lift

The years
And

The clouds of sin which
Ts born

Eve begot,

again, God’s Christmas

gift.

M. D.,

’08.
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Letters From Famous Old Boys
Desiring to introduce

a

novel feature

owned and

occupied by the Young Men’s

in this, the Christmas number, we thought
it would be acceptable to Old Boys and

Christian Association of that place. This
gj;reat-grandfather was an Englishman by

present students to call upon some of our

birth and

loyal and distinguished alumni for words
of greeting and chronicles of their college
days. How well they have responded our
readers may judge for themselves.
The first letter is from James R.
Randall, ’49 to ’55, poet, scholar and edi •
tor, author of the famous war song,
“Maryland, My Maryland.”
In the

city of Baltimore, Md., I was
Domini, 1839, January 1st. I
was the second child, born to John Killen
Randall and his wife, Ruth Maria Ran¬
dall, the first born, a male, having died
in infancy.
My father was of mixed
English and Irish blood. The Randalls
were originally
Saxons, the name hav¬
ing been evolved from Ranulph, Rudolph,
Rodolph, Randulph, Randolph to Ran¬
dall, meaning “Pure Help.” A remote
ancestor migrated from Saxony to Eng¬
land and his sons from England to Vir¬
ginia, one settling in Maryland. My
»

born,

anno

was of Irish extraction,
uncle, John Killen, having been Lord

father’s mother
one

Bishop of Ireland, in the Established
Church. My mother’s grandmother was
one
of “the people of Evangeline,” a
Breton whose parents were driven from
Acadia by the British.
My mother’s
mother married the only son of the once
celebrated Robert Hooper, of Marble¬
head, Mass., the most prominent mer¬
chant of his time and known in Bay State
annals as “King” Hooper.
Up to a re¬
cent period his portrait and that of his
wife, my great-grandmother, were still
on

the

wall

of

his

manor-house,

now

an

Episcopalian, loyal to Great

Britain and the Established Church.

1

therefore, racially, a mingling of
German, English, Irish and French, with
am,
a

bit of Welsh.

J. Randall

The late Hon. Samuel

of Welsh extraction and
did not know the origin of his name until
I informed him.
My mother, like all of
her people in Acadia, Nova Scotia, was
a

staunch

was

Catholic, and all of her

numer¬

baptized in her faith.
In that way 1 became a Catholic and, in
that way, perchance, the hostile English
and Irish in me are religiously pacified.
Mv god-father was Rev. James Ryder,
S. J., and I was baptized by Rev.
Father Scheiber, James Ryder Ran¬
dall.
Father Ryder,
in his epoch,

ous

children

were

one
of the most eminent scholars
and orators of his order.
My mother
used to say that he kissed me on
one
cheek and ever after there was a
was

dimple where his priestly lips had blessed
me.
I was a sturdy infant, but ran the
gamut of nearly all diseases appertain¬
ing to that period of life, and sometimes
was near to death, but by the aid of an
old-fashioned family doctor, or in spite
of him, by the providence of God, I be
came a strong and healthy boy, remain¬
ing so until my constitution was for years
impaired by two cases of pneumonia at
Georgetown College, which came near
terminating fatally. Old Dr. Grafton
Tyler, with God’s aid, pulled me through,
but I was handicapped. The first attack
was when I was about eleven years old.
The infirmarian was a good but queer
lay brother. His favorite expression, in
healthy brogue was, “you may depend
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it.” One night, sitting beside my
gazed upon me intently and then
said: “Faith, its a beautiful corpse you
would make—You may depend upon it.”
Dear Brother Johnny! I have never for¬
gotten you. When I recovered, I gave
him a razor to shear his heavy beard, but
upon

bed he

he told

me

afterward that Father Rector
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JOURNAL.

at the rear end.
He was called “Big
Buster” and I “Little Buster.” In those
times woolen underwear was not worn
and rubber shoes were unknown.
We
was

slept in

a

cold dormitory, in winter, and

had to rise at 5.15 in the morning.
If
we did not get down to the subterranean
wash-room where often the ice had to be
broken to get water for ablution, we
were barred out and were
obliged to wash

thought he should not have it, and it went
away from him, by holy obedience.
Before going to College, in my tenth
year, I had been to school to a Miss Ann
Ready, who taught me my alphabet and
how to read, when I was three years old.
When only six years old I was sent to a
school in the country administered by an

cheeks, and I thought of

aunt of the celebrated soldier—as he be¬

my

in

came

years

to

come—who checked

General Robert E. Lee at Gettysburg.
She got into trouble, and I was glad to
return home, for she was a stern old
maid. Then, when about eight years of

I

sent to the day school of
Professor Clarke, who had, a long time
before, taught Edgar Allan Poe. He was
age,

was

college graduate and a notable scholar.
Pie practiced Solomonian discipline. He
used the rod freely, | and I did not escape
it.
Then at nine years of age, I was
packed off to another country school.
The proprietors were kind and good, but
a

some

all

of the older lads were wicked and
Protestants. I looked upon these

were

separations from home as among the re¬
gretful periods of my life, for I lost the
tender care of my sympathetic and be¬
loved mother and my vigilant aunt, who
w^s like a second mother to me.
Then
at the advice of Father Ryder, I was en¬
tered at Georgetown College, where he
was

President.

It

was a

mistake in

some

respects, for I was too young and should
only have gone there, if possible, seven
years subsequently.
At that time, I was
the youngest and smallest boy who had
ever been received as a student.
Neale,
a giant from
Charles County, Md., led
the ranks, for we marched according to
height, to dinner and elsewhere, and X

at the

pump, on

remains.

Often

the
I

campus, which still
have, in sleet and

with wet shoes and shivering
frame, performed that task while bitter

snow,

tears streamed down and froze upon my

my

mother and

home, wondering why such affection¬

parents as mine were had condemned
boy to such torture. Pneu¬
monia, as I mentioned, came speedily. I
was taken home when convalescent, but
ate

their little

sent back provided with warm un¬
dergarments ; but, when I was sixteen,
another attack closed my college career.
soon

Too

soon,

I

was sent to

South America.

Rio de

Janeiro, in a sailing vessel belong¬
ing to my father and in delicate health,
which continued for

a

At the outbreak of the

number of years.
war between the

States, I had no less than eleven hemor¬
rhages of the lungs and my robust con¬
temporaries predicted that I was doomed
to an early grave; but I have outlived
nearly all of them. “Though doomed to
death, I was destined not to die.”
From the time I knew how to read I
became hungry for all kinds of informa¬
tion to be gathered from books or from
mature individuals.
I was always ask¬

ing curious questions and awaited im¬
patiently the coming of my father with
the daily paper, which was sent to his
office.
The literary talent was devel¬
oped prematurely as was the desire to
rhyme. I was to be poet and editor and
the gristle of both was forming in me.
The poetic instinct first took shape and
for years my mind, such as it is, was
wholly sentimental and worldly. A mere

no
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stripling, I longed to write something,
some day, to be remembered.
I bad but
one

talent and cultivated it

abnormally.

Possibly the shrewd and good Jesuits
keep a record of their boys and some
such expression at this may be opposite
my name at G. T. C., “has a talent for
English composition and nothing else.’’
Whether any other prediction was added
I do not know.
Yet,
of the most brilliant,

I lived to see some
all-round scholars

of my

day die and make no sign. Until
voice was injured by pneumonia, it
was a remarkably sonorous and flexible
organ, and 1 was a good elocutionist at
public expositions. I also wrote poetical
speeches for others. I gained the medal
for English composition when in the
Rhetoric Class and it was only the third
given in sixty years, 1 was told, and
my

won

over

the

whole school.

In

these

days, I understand, it is an annual prize.
No doubt, my compositions would seem
very poor and jejune to me now, but they
were the preparations for better essays,
as my mind expanded.
Emerging from
the Florida wilderness in 1858, for I had
again wandered far from home, I entered
the quiet city of New Olerans and loved
it with romantic and continued fervor, al¬
though the vicissitudes of war drove me
to Georgia, where I married Miss Kate
Hammond, daughter of General M. C.
M. Hammond, and niece of the celebrated
Governor and Senator, James H. Ham¬
mond, of Sonth Carolina, one of the suc¬
cessors of the illustrious John C. Calhoun.
Ordered from Selma, Ala., to Charleston,
I met her
more

on the train and tried to get
intimate with her by a proffer of

the

Augusta, Ga., paper, conveying in¬
telligence of the death of Stonewall
She declined the paper and
Jackson.
was not evidently anxious to know me.
But I married her somg
ward and. for many years,

months after¬
in the blossom
of my days, I edited that very paper and
represented it at Washington in corre¬
spondence. By my faithful and affection¬
ate wife I have had eight children, three
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boys and five girls. Two of the boys and
two girls are safe in heaven.
At Wash¬
ington I became the friend of some of
the most distinguished public men, such
as Alexander H.
Stephens, Benjamin D.
Hill, L. Q. C. Lamar and a number of
others who illustrate
at New

our

annals.

Orleans, before the

livelihood

war,

While

I gained

reluctant clerk in

a shipgravitated with un¬
erring instinct to newspaper work
and the journalistic fraternity.
I wrote
poems for the Sunday Delta, and some
of them will endure, I think, when I pub¬
a

as a

broker's office, but

lish

a

book—if I

strate that

I

do—and

ever

demon¬

not the author of

only
lucky lyric. In passing, I may say
that my first poem to be published was
about Prof. Alexander Dimitry, after
hearing his grand and eloquent lectures
on
Greece at the College.
When the
Washington Evening Star, of that date,
am

one

reached the institution and circulated
around it made a mild sensation.
As I
can

this

conveniently lay my hands on
curiosity, I insert here a poem of

not

sentiment and

romance,

universally commended

which has been

:

EIDOLON.

Ah,

sweet-eyed

Christ!

Thine image

smiles
In its cathedral cell.

Shrined in the heaven-enamored
Of her who never fell.
And if my phantom eyes implore
A

more

arms

benignant beam,

’Tis a nepenthe I would crave
For a memorial dream.
Dear Leonie ! here did’st thou kneel,
That musky summer noon,
As the zephyrs sang their angelus
'Mid the dimpled cheeks of June;
As the sunlight drifted o’er thy brow
A golden wave of grace,

Bright-blending with the miracles
Of that angelic face.
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Adorably madonna-like
By this communion rail,
Thv raptured face, though rich with
youth,
Was spirit-lit and pale.
And oh. those opulent blue eyes—
Those Meccas of despair—
They, they were glorious eden-isles,
Lost in

a

lake of prayer.

Dear Leonie! I

saw thee flit,
Gazelle-like to the street,

And pure,

melodious angels led

Thy dainty, tinkling feet.
My rebel thoughts were petrel-winged,
Attendant upon thee—
Chasing thy lovely, lissom shape,
As arabs of the

sea.

Long did I love thee, belle Creole,
As Gebirs love the sun ;
And in the temple of my soul
Thou wast the Eidolon!

Long did I love thee, belle Creole,
Where corsair billows rise,
And where the silver planets soar
In unfamiliar skies.
Dark Corcovado! did

I not,

I

found thee, yes, 1 found thee, love,—
Beneath the willow tree—
With marble cross and immortelle,
And one word—Leonie !

Circumstances of a peculiar character,
kind of tempest of the soul, incident to
romatic youth, compelled me to accept a
tutorship at the Poydras College, in the
a

parish of Pointe Caipee, La., about ioo
miles up the river. This college was sit¬
uated

what is called the False River.

on

Once the
as

Matthews and others have recited them.
As this poem has been so often mutilated
in publication, in various ways; and
as

“our friends the

even

verted

it to their

Beyond the tropic

seas.

enemy” have

own

uses,

per¬

I herewith

reproduce it accurately, only
having been altered verbally
changing the original form:

line
without

one

MY MARYLAND.

Her

Before the nimble breeze,
’Til memory with them wept away

Mississippi

ran here, but freak¬
is its wont, cleaved another pas¬
sage, about seven miles away, and a beau¬
tiful lake gradually formed, and remains
to this day.
There at twenty-two years
of age, I wrote “My Maryland!” I have
no space to
give particulars, but Brander

ishly,

With heart and soul aflame,
Carve on thy broad, monarchal brow

widly-worshipped name?
Watching the homeward ships go by

in
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The despot’s heel is on thy shore,
His torch

is

at

Maryland!
thy temple door,
Maryland!

Years, years have died and once again

Avenge the patriotic

I saw the spires of home;
Then, armed with an undying hope,
I stood beneath this dome;

And be the

gore

That flecked the

streets of Baltimore,
battle-queen of yore,
Maryland ! My Maryland !

But not within the

pillared aisle,
by the Sacred Sign
Could my bewildered eyes behold
Nor

The loveliness of thine.

The sad November day had come
And eagerly I fled.
To find thee where the maidens deck
The Kingdom of the Dead—

Hark

to

exiled son’s

appeal,
Maryland!
My mother-State, to thee I kneel
Maryland!
an

P'or life and death, for

woe

and weal,

Thy peerless chivalry reveal,
And

gird thy beauteous limbs with steel,
Maryland! My Maryland!

112
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Come! ’tis the red dawn of the day,

Maryland!
Come, with thy panoplied array,
Maryland!
With Ringgold’s spirit for the fray,
With Watson’s blood at Monterey,
With fearless Lowe and Dashing May,
Maryland ! My Maryland !
Thou wilt not

cower

in the dust,

JOURNAL.

Better the fire upon thee roll,
Better the shot, the blade, the
Than crucifiction of the soul,

bowl,

Maryland! My Maryland!
I hear the distant

thunder-hum,

Maryland!
The Old Line bugle, fife and drum,

Maryland!

Maryland!
Thy beaming sword shall never rust,
Maryland!

She is not dead nor deaf nor dumb—
Huzza! She spurns the Northern scum;
She breathes! She burns! She’ll come!
She’ll come!

Remember Carroll’s sacred trust;
Remember Howard’s warlike thrust,

M

And all

thy slumb’rers with the just,
Maryland ! My Maryland !

Dear mother, burst the tyrant

chain,
Maryland!
Virginia should not call in vain,
Maryland!
She meets her sisters on the plain—
“Sic Semper!” ’tis the proud refrain
That baffles minions back amain,

Maryland!
Arise, in majesty again,
Maryland ! My Maryland !

Maryland ! My Maryland!
But I must hurry on, omitting my life
incidents at Augusta, Ga., and other tem¬
porary

residences.

Some rather remarkable

place gradually in
I

soul.

my

determined,

changes took
mind, body and

as

I could

not

rapidly increasing family,
by coquetting with the Aduse on Mt.
support

my

Parnassus,

that

I would educate

and

train
lected

my
intellect on its long-neg¬
prose or practical side, and 1
succeeded.
The poetry or sentiment lay

there

kind of

Alaryland!
bravely meek,
Maryland!
But lo! there surges forth a shriek,
From hill to hill, from creek to creek,
Potomac calls to Chesapeake,
Maryland ! My Maryland !

smouldering fire, but sup¬
pressed and made auxiliary to prose. By
horseback
exercise,
cold-bathing and
open-air pursuits, I became a very robust
and alert man physically. By happening
upon
some few fundamental hygienic
facts, at war with some doctors and phar¬
macists, T am still in possession of phe¬
nomenal health, having rid myself ot
disease so that practically I have no aches
or pains of any kind and am just as eager
to work and as facile in performance as
T was forty >rears ago.
I pushed my in¬
vestigations in different directions against
several so-called scientific “superstitions,”
but must not, for want of space, even
mention them.
But the most important
of all mutations was spiritual, and the

Thou wilt

not

By the

Thou wilt

not crook to

Come ! for thy shield is

bright and strong,
Maryland!
Come! for thy dalliance does thee wrong,
Adaryland!
Come to thine own heroic throng,
Stalking with Liberty along,
And chant thy dauntless slogan song,
A Maryland! My Maryland!
I

see

the blush upon

For thou wast

thy cheek,

ever

yield the Vandal toll,
Adaryland !
his control,

Adaryland !

a

Lord had to cast

me

down to lift

me

up.

and action of a pious sis¬
ter, a good priest and my own poor co¬
operation when I found out that thgre
was only one immortality worth having,
prayer

GEORGETOWN
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and that in the life beyond the grave, i
emerged from most of my worldly ambi¬
tion and, after terrible trials, into the
clear light Of reason and religious prac¬
tice.
God gave me back all of my
eclipsed faculties and enabled me to use
the one little talent I had for the church
and for His honor and glory.
So, for

nearly two decades, I have been a Catho¬
lic writer distinctively, and though, be¬
times, I seemed to be abandoned, I re¬
tained fortitude and cheerfulness, allied
with courage and confidence, which in¬
spirationally led me to open doors when
all doors of opportunity seemed closed
against me. Perhaps this transition per¬
iod may be explained somewhat by the
following poem which partially broke the
bond I had placed upon my gift of inter¬
preting what I feel in verse:

If I have, in rebellious ways,
Profaned my life;
If I have filled my daring days
With worldly strife;
If I have shunned the narrow path,
In crime to fall—
Lead me from th’ abode of wrath
And Pardon all!
Banished from Thee! where shall I find
For my poor soul,
A safe retreat from storms that blind,
Or seas that roll ?
Come to me, Christ, ere I, forlorn,
Sink ’neath the wave,

And,

on

A lost

this blessed Easter Morn,
one

save!

And so striving, even under adverse
environments and not a few sorrowful

experiences and much self-sacrifice, I

en¬

deavor to be faithful to God and useful
to

RESURGAM.
Teach

me,

my

As Thine

Teach
A

my

fellow-men.

Back

once

more

to

Louisiana city that enamored my
romantic youth, I am ending my career
peacefully and cheerfully, with only the
seriousness that comes from the approach
of the final reckoning and the memory of
the

A

me

God, to bear

was

my cross,

borne;

to make of every

crown

loss

of thorn.

Give me Thy patience and
With every breath;
Until my lingering days at
Shall welcome death.
Dear Jesus! I believe that
Did'st rise again.
Install the spirit in me now

Thy strength,

those who

length
Thou

That conquers pain.
Give me the grace to cast aside
All vain desire,
All the fierce throbbing of a pride
That flames like fire.
Give me the calm that Dante wrought
From sensual din;
The peace that errant Wolsey sought
From stalwart sin.
I seek repose upon Thy breast,
With child-like prayer—
Oh, let me find the heavenly rest
And mercv there!'

are no more.

Some of whom

dear to my heart, but now
long mouldering in their garments of
clay, slain in battle. I am willing to work
as long as I can and then fold my hando
and depart, when I can no more labor
for God and Flis people. The germs for
once

this

very

better, nobler life

were no

doubt pre¬

pared at Georgetown College, and my
gratitude is ineffable. Though I may be
no credit to those classic and pious
edifices
the banks of the Potomac,
about the best I could of the
on

I have made
one

talent I

possessed. Recalling the mediation of the
pious Jesuits of my day, I strove at last
to make that talent a stepping-stone to
Eternal Life instead of the mocking “im¬
mortality of this passing showto hark¬
en rather to the choir of angels than the
deluding melody of the Siren. Finally,
if I find mercy and pardon from the Just
Judge, my spirit, like the chambered
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Nautilus, may be free from its prison
house, “leaving the out-worn shell by
Life’s wrestling sea.” Sometimes, I be¬
come disenchanted with this city to which
I had grown enamored, when
“The primrose paths of youth I
tread
With
whom ?
Companions.
What

absent and

the

The duties of my state in life are per¬
formed to the best of my ability and with

loving alacrity and self-denial; but I feel
that, like old Colonel Newcome, my pipe
will presently be out and that
“The grass

above my grave will
long
sigh to midnight winds, but
not to song.”

grow as

And

students were from the South, and
them a majority had served either in

«•

The next article is that of Stephen R.
Mallory, ’69, A. M., ’71, United States
Senator from Florida, who now occupies
the same seat in that assembly as his
father held before him.

of the Confederacy.
older than the average
of Georgetown’s personnel of the present
day, and they had come to College be¬
cause they were impressed with their ed¬

army or navy

rule, they

were

ucational difficulties and were anxious to
learn.
It is needless to say that most of

speedily sup¬
plied the deficiencies of which they had
been painfully conscious.
In those days some of the luxuries now
enjoyed by the student body were want¬
ing. We had no butter on the table for
breakfast and supper, and those meals
on three days of the week consisted of
bread

and

It

:

and

coffee, unlimited in

It sometimes amused

the

us

fellows from

South, who had been hungry for six

Northern

time, to hear some of our
fellow-students criticize the
a

me pleasure to comply with
request for a word concerning Alma

College authorities for their persistent ad¬

Mater of my day.
I entered the College
in November, 1865, when the echoes of
the strife that had shaken the foundations
of our institutions were still resounding

regimen. We could not understand how
they could fret their souls over the sub¬
ject when they had an unlimited supply
of the finest bread in the country, with
fairly good tea and coffee to wash it

your

gives

tea

quantities. The bread was baked at the
College bakery and was of excellent qual¬
ity. On the other three days of the week
and on Sundays, we had, in addition to
the menu named, a dish known locally as
“hash,” but which I have since learned
was
in reality a beef stew.
It’s gravy
was an excellent lubricant and materially
assisted the bread in its progress and
diffusion throughout the student system.
months at

My Dear Editor

of

the
As a

them worked hard and very

they?

are

The cold, the
dead.”
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throughout the land.

Strange to say,
however, within the College walls there
were no evidences of sectional bitterness,
and the war and the merits of the Union
and the Confederate causes were never

subjects of general discussion by the stu¬
dents.

This

was

not due to the absence

of

partisan feeling among them, but
rather to the promptings of good sense
that realized the inutility and folly of such
controversies.

Probably

more

than one-half of the

herence

to

down,

and

“hash”

on

that

breakfast

and

supper

invariable variation of
days out of every seven.
Here
was
something that could be
counted on.
We knew for a certainty
that at early morn and dewy eve we
would have ample pabulum wherewith to
stay our robust appetites, and this was
such a tremendous inprovement on our
experiences of the recent past that the
complaints of our Northern brethren
an

four

seemed trivial and unreasonable.

GEORGE B. CORTELYOU
LL. B.. '95,

LL. D., '03
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argu¬

ment, that the iteration that characterized

breakfast and supper bills of fare,
ill-calculated to excite the enthusiasm

our
was

of a gourmet, it must be admitted that our
dinners were open to no such criticism.

They

were in all respects most satisfac¬
tory, and the memory of the slab of pie

with which each fellow capped
dial meal is delightfully and

his pran¬
conspicu¬

ously interwoven with the sweetest

rem¬

iniscences of student life of those
I would be remiss were I to fail,

days.
after

mentioning that pie, to

say of its creator,
the Brother Baker of that day, that he

genius with an intuitive and in¬
apprehension of the absolutely
perfect proportion of shortening due to
any given quantity of crust, and that his
was

a

fallible

claim

to

distinction

as

foundation

as

if based

true

a

securely established

as

on a

artist

was

that fragile

on

monument as

deep rooted, lofty and awe-inspiring as
“Cheops.”
Foot ball, as now known, had happily
not at

that time been introduced into this

ball with fixed rules
just beginning to win its
in the affections of the people north

country, and base
of

play

wav

was

of Mason and Dixon’s line.

then, and for

The South

thereafter, was
too
absorbed in its struggle for life
against carpet-baggery and kindred evils
to take interest in matters less serious,
and a base-ball player among the students
from the South was a rare exception.
The ball field was that portion of the
Campus just east of the present new
building. The majestic trees that now
many years

line the western border of that field
little more than saplings then, and
space between
wall of the College

were

there

them and the eastern
grounds for a fairly
good infield. But the trees that line the
south side of the roadway from the main
gate were as large then as they are now,
and the three outfielders standing be¬
yond them in what is now the base-ball
field, had to take the long flies either
through, or over, the tops of those trees.
was

It
on

base
that field

was

the
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ball under difficulties, but
could beat all comers, as

we

numerous

Museum, but

trophies, formerly in the

now
in the President’s
will show. A close board fence
then separated the grounds of the College

room,

from those of the
Preparatory students,
and constituted at once a back-stop for
the catcher and a convenient
perch for
a hundred or more shrill-voiced rooters
from the Preps, quite as vociferous, un¬
reasonable and partisan, on the occasion
of match games, as are the habitues of
the bleachers to-day.
Hand ball was a close second to base
ball in the estimation of the students, and
in my

judgment, as an athletic sport its
superior is yet to be devised. It exercises
every muscle of the body, is capable of
developing wonderful skill, agility and
endurance, and is almost absolutely free
from any risk of injury to the player.
Why it has never commended itself to
the lovers of clean, safe and
healthy ath¬
letics in this country is to me a mystery.
In its essentials it is the Jai Alai
of the
Spaniards, of which we got so much er¬
information, about the dose of
Gen. Wood’s career in Cuba, and differs
from it in being less conducive to the
roneous

development of professional players.
The College Alley, one of the best I
have ever seen, stood about sixty feet
east of what is now the new College
building, and about fifty feet south of
the main roadway from the College gate.
The game was played the year round,
snow, ice or rain alone preventing, and
was generally played, three on a side, for
a prize
consisting of a specified number
of Brother Baker’s pies to be purchased
at the College store.
Among those who
were

noted for skill in this

base ball

as

well

as

George Fox, now of Cali¬
fornia, facile princeps in all athletic sports:
Hugh Kelly, of New York, long since
were

; Gabriel Bustamante, of San Luis
Potosi, Mexico; Henry Walters, of Bal¬
timore, Rudolph Pigeon, of Mexico;

dead

George Munce, of Philadelphia, and Al-
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fred Williams, of West Virginia. Others
shone with scarce less lustre on the base¬
ball field, or on the hand-ball alley, but
those I have mentioned were, as I now

remember, exceptionally conspicuous for
excellence in both sports.
As I have indicated, Georgetown’s stu¬

dents, during
life, were, as

my

four

more

its roll a larger proportion of earnest,
serious, conscientious pursuers of knowl¬
edge than Georgetown could boast at
on

that time.
Yet with all their seriousness
of purpose they were, after all, only big
boys, with many of the lesser weaknesses
of their class.

Among their idiosyncracies

was

the

promptness with which any peculiaritv
observable

in

a

newcomer

was

seized

and, if possible, emphasized by
conferring on him some appellation sug¬
gested by that peculiarity.
And, as a
rule, the pseudonym stuck, and in many
instances effectually supplanted its bear¬
er’s legal cognomen during the rest of
his college career.
Thus, the Alfred
Williams whom I have already men¬
tioned as an expert base-ball and hand¬
ball player, and who entered College be¬
fore I did, was promptly dubbed “Pick¬
les,” because of his real or imaginary
weakness for chow-chow, and so effectu¬
ally was he thus rechristened, that I failed
upon,

learn his true name until I had been
associated with him many months. John

to

Hollingsworth,
of
Zanesville,
Ohio
(peace to his ashes), because of some
supposed resemblance to a then prominent
heavyweight pugilist, was unanimously
styled “Joe Coburn,” and so universally
was this
accepted that doubtless many of
his associates who knew him only in his
second term, never suspected that “Joe
Coburn”
ner

was

not his

name.

passed through College

lady whose first name was Florida,
“Plorsefly” Moore, “Toodles” Boyle
“Skinny” Jones may have rediscov¬
ered their first names after leaving Col¬
lege, but their fellow-students never heard
them often enough to be able to recall
young

and
and

them.

of student

mature than
their successors of the present day, and
I mean no invidious reflection on the lat¬
ter when I say that I doubt if any educa¬
tional institution of this country ever had
a

rule,

years

Gibbs Gard¬
as

“Flory”

Gardner, because of his resemblance to

a

JOURNAL.

illustration of the sanction which
sometimes gives to conduct, more
less unreconcilable with pure ethics,

As

an

custom
or

another

idiosyncrasy of the students of
While highday is noteworthy.
minded and honorable to the last degree,
and as scrupulously observant of the
rights of others as they were jealous of
their own, neither they nor the College
authorities seemed to regard it as in any
true sense morally very oblique for a fel¬
low, stealthily and, perhaps, burglar¬
iously, to enter the College kitchen, or
bakery, and get away with all the pies
he cotdd encompass in his embrace.
As
the Highlanders of Rob Roy’s day re¬
garded cattle-lifting as a legitimate and
laudable pursuit, though somewhat risky,
and looked upon the conspicuously suc¬
that

cessful rover as more or less of a hero,
both the students and the Prefects
seemed to view such unlicensed invasions
of the sacred confines of the kitchen, or
so

bakery, merely as the ebullitions of an
enterprising spirit, investing the pie-lifter
with more or less distinction, accord¬
ing to the totality of his spoil. It is true
that if captured the raider suffered the
imposition of five hundred lines with
“jug” attachment until memorized, ten
lines at a time, but as this was little more
than twice the penalty which the overstudious fellow got for occasional indul¬
gence

in

a

“late sleep,” the extra-ethical

feature of the transaction seemed to lack

emphasis.

T will not attempt to account

for this moral phenomenon, nor for the
fact that those students whose scruples

caused them to balk at

lifting a window
opening a door, even for such coveted
spoil as College pie, never balked when
or

raider had returned and

the

successful

was

distributing the fruits of his daring
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exploit. In my “Rhetoric” year one of
my classmates kept the “Rhetoricians” so
bountifully supplied with Brother Baker’s
choicest creations that we were the en¬
vied of the College, and our “raider” was
but little less of a hero than was the

champion College athlete.

“I^heu fugaces!”

It

was

only about

forty years ago, yet I am one of the rela¬
tively very few survivors of that student
body, and scarcely any of the Prefects or
Faculty are alive to-day. Father Early
was President when I entered College,
but
at the expiration of that scholastic year,
he was succeeded by Father Bernard A.
Maguire, who, if I am not mistaken, re¬
tained the Presidency during the re¬
mainder of my College career.
Both
were able men and noted pulpit orators,
and both endeared themselves to the stu
dents by their lovable personal qualities,

and

by their wise and just rule. Father
Healy was Prefect of Studies
during most of my College days. He was
a finished scholar, a remarkable linguist,
and the clearest thinker and expounder of
his thoughts that I have ever met.
He
was Professor of Mental Philosophy dur¬
ing my “Philosophy” year, and the accu¬
racy and scope of his information, and the
facility with which he solved the most
involved and intricate problems of ratioc¬
Patrick F.

ination

were a

marvel to those who

privileged to hear him.
became

President, and, if I

taken, the

were

He afterwards
am

not mis¬

building is a monument to
his energetic and progressive administra¬
tion.
The very important post of Pre¬
fect of Discipline was held by Father
John B. Mullalv, a strict disciplinarian,
but a man of such judgment and discre¬
new

tion that he

was

able to

secure a

cheerful

and

ready observance of the established
rules of discipline and at the same time
retain the personal affection and esteem
of ‘every student.
An incident that oc¬
curred during my graduating year is to
some

I

illustrative of his character.
summoned to his room, one

extent
was

evening, and found him smoking a cigar

and
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apparently enjoying

a

rest.

He

asked me to be seated, tendered me one
of his cigars, and proceeded to business.
He told me that A. and B., two young
men
who stood next to each other in

ranks, were going to have a fight that
evening; that he had, at first, thought ot
preventing the hostile meeting, if possi¬
ble, but he had been observing them for

time, and had concluded to let them
fight it out, as probably the best method
of preserving the peace between them,
for the future; that A., who was from
one of our large cities, tall and well
put
up, though a trifle slender, was constantly
nagging and guying B., who was a big
broad shouldered, raw country lad; that
the thing had reached the limit of B.’s
endurance, and he had given A. such an
insult that a fight was the inevitable con¬
sequence.
He then said, “I want you to
be present and see that it is a fair fight,
and that they do not seriously injure each
other.
A. has many friends who will
doubtless be present; B. is a newcomer
and will have few sympathizers; see that
some

he is

not

give A.

a

overawed, for I think he

can

good licking, if he will, and I

think it best for him to do so.”
Armed
with this authority, I proceeded to the

field of battle, and found

preparations for

the struggle well under way. I knew A.
to be quite proficient with the gloves and
learned with some concern that they had

agreed to fight according to the rules of
the P. R., of which I was pretty certain
B. was as ignorant as a horse.
The result confirmed my fears and
shattered Father Mullaly’s hopes. B. cur
many gashes in the air with wild swings
that would have demolished A., had they
ever hit him, but the latter was cool, agile
and long-armed, and each time that he
evaded B.’s blind rushes, head down and
both arms going, he would fetch B. a
on the jaw that would serve to
straighten him up, and then deliver him

tap

011
the nose or mouth that would
make him blink and pause for a moment’s
reflection on the folly and brutality of

one
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long before the con¬
proposition was
impressed on B.’s mind, and it was very
soon apparent that he would welcome the
suggestion that, under the circumstances,
it would be best to apologize and quit.
This Suggestion I ventured to make, and
the alacrity with which B. acted on it
was
most flattering to my discernment.
Father Mullaly was manifestly disap¬
pointed, when I reported the result to
him, but he made no further comment
than to say that it was another instance
in which justice had not prevailed, but
he was satisfied that the peace would be
preserved thereafter.
He was a typical nature’s nobleman,
with a heart as big, tender and sympa
thetic as a woman’s, yet withal one whose
fidelity to every trust imposed on him,
to every obligation as a man, or a priest,
was absolute and perfect.
I am much tempted, even at the risk
of being voted garrulous and tedious to
refer to others of my contemporaries of
College days, but the length of this papet
admonishes me that I have already tres¬
passed too grievously on the patience of
yourself and your readers, and that for
the present, at least, good manners re¬
quire me “to yield the floor.”
Very sincerely yours,
was not

clusive truth of this last

S. R. Mallory.
Conde B. Pallen, ’80,

A. M., ’83, liter¬
ary critic, editor, and poet, gives us valu¬
able advice, and a pleasant account of
the customs in vogue during his College
days:
Dear

Journal:

An old boy is prone to give advice to
young one.
Tt is so easy to give and
so hard to take council.
A homily full of
wise saws is even now on the point of
a

for a quarter of a century after
college knocks a bit of knowledge into
one’s head, willy nilly.
But the mere

.my pen,

JOURNAL.

reflection

this

point is a sufficient
quietus to the temptation to pour out the
golden treasures of my experience; for
[ know that you, my dear boys, who have
not had a quarter of a century of this
world’s big stick, won’t heed my preach¬
ing for all its excellence and all the good
it would do you, if you would onlydake
it to heart.
I know young people, and
the vantage ground of my experience, so
many years beyond yours, warns me of
the blunder of telling you what you ought
to do
and how you ought to do it.
Human nature is so peculiar that everv
youngster (pardon an old fellow’s way
of putting it) prefers his own search¬
light in exploring the jungle of life, and
on

old fellows who started out with our
little lanterns just as you are about to
do, realize how futile it is to turn our
illumination
upon
the devious paths
we

stretching before
where

we

now

When you get
will understand
of the splendid

you.

are, you

modesty in presence
of youth!
Abandoning the office of preacher I
naturally betake myself to reminiscence.
I jump the chasm of a quarter of a cen¬
tury, and have in my mind’s eye, Hora¬
tio, old Georgetown.
Well it was old
Georgetown in my day, old fashioned
Georgetown. I am glad to recall that
there was nothing new then. Everything
antedated my period many years. There

our

assurance

were

innovations;

no

lived

we

We didn’t

blessed.

even

the

on

good old traditions of the past, and
have that

were

jug¬

gernaut game, that gladiatorial slugging

match, called Rugby. It was foot ball,
genuine foot ball; and the ball was kicked,
when

No bones, no
heads were broken. This is
ancient history, but is is veracious. We
slept in dormitories, and we slept the
sleep of the just; I have never slept so

backs,

our

shins weren’t.

no

well since.

In winter it

Greenland, but it made

was

us

as

cold

as

fit for Arctic

exploration.
Our morning ablutions
were performed in the basement of the

GEORGETOWN
old

North

Building, when

time, and when
—thank

we
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we were on

weren’t the old pump

Heaven it is still

there!—wa5

invigorating lavatory. I can still see
one of my classmates, a youth of much
dignity, but little activity, working the
old pump handle on reiterated winter
mornings, at the sedate function of brush¬
ing his teeth. It was a speaking lesson
in gravity and fortitude.
It was indeed
the simple life and Spartan heroism. And
we throve upon it.
The luxurious days
of sybaritic ease were still a long way off.
We had no rooms; only the Philosophers
(I believe they are called seniors now)
arrived at that dignity, that elevation in
our

Mount Rascal.

ing

a

It

was

worth while be¬

Philosopher in those days of

yore.
denizen of that altitudinous world
made life worth living, and one could
look down upon Rhetoricians (Juniors),
Poets (Sophomores) and other hoi polloi,
who dwelt in dormitories, as the immor
tals looked down from their Olympian

To 1

e a

heights
imagine

the puny race of men ! I
Senior doesn't count much

upon
a

now-a-davs, unless he is

a

crack foot¬

ball player.
If any doughty Senior, who
chances to be a crack foot-ball player,
wishes to take exception to this remark,
I apologize at once; he need not take the
next train to hunt me up.

Yes, it was old Georgetown then, old,
quaint, mellow and delightful.
There
was old
Father Curly with his flowers,
and old Brother Baker and old Brother

Dougherty, who presided over the shoe
repairing department, and the old man
(a hundred years old, it was said) who
sold us confections and tobacco (fruits
and flowers was its savory appellation—
does it still flourish ?), and old Davy, the
one-armed watchman, who saw ghosts
around the walks every night, and the old

Brother, who
served

never

wore

a

hat and ob¬

trappist-like rule of perpetual
silence, and the little old Brother, who
was the guardian of the clothes depart¬
ment and knew everybody by number and
not by name, and old smackum, and old
a
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Johnny—bedad, who simply vegetated—
till one was fairly steeped in antiquity,
and the stream of life seemed pent up in
a
placid eddy that flowed round and
round an unruffled quiet reflecting from
its unbroken surface the studious

they

came

tentment.

getting

days as
and went in peace and con¬
I do not know whether I

am

mellow with time, but I con¬
fess it,—I am prone to be laudator temporis acti. I suppose this is a sign of
advancing age—that period of life when
with no great prospect forward, we begin
to take furtive glances backward.
You
of the younger generation know only the
new
Georgetown, but I remember my
Alma Mater when she was not so stately
arrayed, but in plainer garb; and I love
her as I knew her, and love to think of
her as she appeared to the eyes of my
youth, for the beauty of a mother is not
in the splendor of her array, but in her¬
self.
I know that to you, the younger
generation, she is the same true mother
solicitous only for the welfare, the honor
and the character of her children; and
I know that she as generously and as ten¬
derly gives to you all that she gave to
us, who left her sheltering arms so many
years ago on the way to our pilgrimage of
life.
We only learn to realize these
things after we have achieved some dis¬
tance on the journey and begin to reckon
the present bv the past.
It is difficult to
over

orient ourselves until we stand like
Dante “in this, the middle of our life,” or
like Ulysses we are able to gaze far down
the vistas of experience with an eye
grown

time.
look

keen to the true perspective of
When the day comes for you to

back upon
Georgetown as old
Georgetown, and wish it to be as it was
when you wrere there, you may be sure
that you are arrived at that point of ma¬
turity in life's experience, when wisdom
is ripe in your heart.

CondS B. PaliYn.
Another
of

interesting contribution is that
J. Carroll Payne, ’74, the scholarly
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authority

of
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the

:

My Dkar Editor:
I have been

so busily engaged in set¬
law suit, in which your father, by
the way, represented the other side, that
I had no time for letter writing.
I do
not know exactly what you want in ask¬
ing for a literary contribution from me
for The Journal, but I can at least
twang the old chord we College boys
harped on so constantly every Com¬
mencement Day:
“Forsan et haec olim
meminisse juvabit,” and at the same time
declare that the truth of the quotation
grows in direct proportion to the age of
the party who quotes it.
My College recollections are all rosy.
Human nature is fortunately so consti¬
tuted that time causes us to largely for¬
get the troubles and remember the pleas¬
ures of the past.
There are some things
I have never forgotten about Georgetown
College; one was the constant punish¬
ment imposed for the least infraction of

tling

a

I went to College
and during my three years
as a “small boy” I never spent an afterdinner recess out of “jug,” except on two
the rule of

silence.

very young,

three occasions, and then it was be¬
of some general amnesty arising
from the selection of a new President or
the visit of some power, potentate or
or

cause

plenipotentiary.
I had "cacoethes loquendi” and necessarily paid for it.
Father Bahan, the first Prefect, was fond
of me; we played hand ball and base ball

together and both of us were fond of
long distance skating and out-of-door
sports. He was on our base-ball team,
on the “small boys’ ” side.
He consid¬
ered me, however, incorrigible, owing to
When I
my continuous punishments.
accumulated as many as two thousand
lines, which happened on one occasion,
I was locked up in the infirmary until I
learned them.

Strange to say, when I emerged from
chrysalis stage, dubbed tbe “small

the
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boys’ side,” and entered the much de¬
sired and longed for ranks of the “large
boys,” I, too, like the butterfly, changed
natural tendencies and pronounced char¬
acteristics.
The “jug” saw me no more,
nor was my name ever again read out for
punishment. I don’t think absolute per¬
fection had overtaken me, but discretion
had, and I rapidly developed considerable
shrewdness, so the wary one was not
caught. Dear Father Carroll was first
Prefect, and his affectionate disposition
tempered justice to the shorn lamb—or
was

I

it fox in this case?

becaVne Captain of the “Quick¬
steps” and met with continued victories
over

soon

the “Stonewalls.”

These

were

the

two rival teams inside the

College. They
were bitter adversaries, with years of ac¬
cumulated jealousy and shifting suprem¬
These clubs would
acy behind them.
recruit from the boys coming over from
the “small boys’ ” side and solicit all
newcomers, and partisanship ran high.
After a test of three games each year, the
College team was selected from the two
clubs, and I was' captain of the College
team for three years.

I shall never forget Tom
who took three gold medals in

Sherman,
his gradu¬
ation year.
He was my friend and I his
admirer.
He had a prodigious memory.
When a “small boy,” during one of the
Christmas holidays, he wagered that he
could learn in three days one of Cicero’s
orations by heart and not make a mistake,
and the wager was taken.
Having a
shrewd turn of mind, I stood in with Tom
and heard him recite privately, until sat¬
isfied I could win a handsome thing (for
boys). I began side betting and ulti¬
mately made a neat sum out of those who
were doubting
and were not posted. (It
is a great thing to be posted.)
One of
the bright spots in my College days, when
I was in Poetry
(Junior), was my
friendship with Charlie Herr, which was
deeply colored, you might even say, much
inflamed, because of his sister, with whom
I

was

greatly in love; but

so

timid

was

I

GEORGETOWN
then

(underscore "then”), that I did not

other "Old

even

dare to look it.

line in my

thing

dictionary from Lucretius, which
never forgotten.
It suited her
exactly, so much so that I quoted it, re¬
peated it and scribbled it over my books
as I
thought and dreamed of her. “Parvula pumilio Chariton mea tota merum
sal,” freely translated, "A little, tiny,
pretty, witty, charming darling, She
(Herr)." She married Charlie Niblack
years ago, and doubtless would smile at
my tardy confession should she ever read

were.

I found

a

Latin
I

as

a

have

it.'

“The

loves

of

Youth
Nec

turn

we

our

Youth!

How

in

adore 'em,

quidem

veterum

immemor

amorum.”

life with considerable ease, some
freedom and much enthusiasm. We did

took

have good times, too, if our rooms were
cold little cuddy holes under the eaves of
the “Mountain,” and even if we never
dreamed of the luxury in which you boys

lapped. John Agar and I, with
another, were appointed a committee to
select the College colors, which were
formally adopted and which the boys have
are

worn ever

Journal

since.

I

saw

Sincerely yours,
J. Carroll Payne.

The

following is in the characteristic
style of Robert J. Collier, ’94, editor and
owner of our National
weekly:
Dear Editor

:

Your letter, with its flattering request,
arrived while I was on a shooting trip

in Wyoming, and
had every moment
up

with

my

since my return I have
occupied trying to keep
work and prepare a paper on

mission, which

meets

in Washington, on

November 26th.
If it is at all possible, I hope to make
a little visit to
Georgetown on Tuesday
or

Wednesday of that week.
nothing that would please

There is

me

better than to be numbered among your
Christmas contributors, but my preoccu¬
pations are such that I cannot escape
from them and the best I can do is to
tell you the story of how I endeavored to
carry the standards formed during my
brief tenure of the editorial chair of the

College Journal into execution in the
metropolis.
As so often happens
with young
writers, my literary tastes in College took
a turn in the direction of
preciosity and

the birth of The

I remember the excitement with which I

and

awaited, and the awe with which I read
Francis Thompson’s latest lyric, Alice

some 33 or 34 years ago,

have been a continuous subscriber to it
ever since.
I saw the death of the an¬
cient custom of reading aloud during

meals,

Boys” will contribute some¬
reminder of the days that

behalf of the Periodical Publishers As¬
sociation, to read before the Postal Com¬

John Agar, Clem Manley, Wilcox,
Etheridge, Jack Frost and a Spaniard
named Ruz, among others, were my class¬
mates.
Agar was studious and a splen¬
did fellow; Manley was literary and mus¬
ical, a great chum of mine and much
sought after by the ladies; while the bal¬
ance of us played penny ante poker and

now
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which necessitated

absolute

si¬

lence while eating, and I was indeed glad
to be present at its obsequies.
I suspect that my letter has overstepped
the limits which you expect to give it, so
T close with the hope that some of the

Mevnell’s newest book of essays or

Hen¬
James’s latest cryptic utterance, and
with what reverence I picked up the lease
ry

crumbs let fall from Meredith’s

more’s ascetic literary table.
Such were the clear and high,

or

Pat¬

but ex¬
tremely remote planets by which I elected
to steer my journalistic course, when
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indulgent father entrusted

at the ripe age of twenty-one with
the editorial destinies of a weekly paper.
me,

My apprenticeship was an impatient
one.
In my brain were fermenting plans
for a new “Spectator” or “Athenaeum”
and when finally the epoch making peri¬
odical appeared, there was my dream
true.
come
There was an essay, with
promise of others weekly, under the title
of “The Wares of Autolycus,” from the
exquisite pen of Alice Meynell; there was
the serial story by Henry James, entitled
“The Turn of the Screw,” with a decora¬
tive heading by the doyen of American

artists, John Fa Farge; there were also

other unbelievable contributions,
but to crown all was the cover design
suggested by myself and nobly drawn
by Wenzell—the figure of a Greek god¬
dess carrying tablets and the symbol of
this terrene ball, mounting a classical
staircase, and beneath, in the original
Greek, “Doromee” a fragment from
Sappho. O memories of Easby-Smith !

many

The date of that number

January
27, 1898, and for six weeks thereafter
J continued to dream my amethystine
dream, hut alas, that fragile journalistic
bubble

shattered.

was

On

February
19th, if I remember aright, the Maine
was blown up in Havana Harbor.
The
following morning my Greek goddess had
tucked up her flowing draperies and fled
was soon

JOURNAL.

The Postmaster General, George B.
Cortelvou, LL. B., ’95, pays a gratifying
tribute to Alma Mater in these
terms

My Dear Mr. Editor:

It gives me much pleasure, in acknowl¬
edging your request, to send hearty
Christmas greetings to the present and
former students of Georgetown Univer¬
sity.
When
schools

ing

we

where

have

ent and

photographer

were

in

Georgetown

the

Georgetown Journal, and when the
journalistic turmoil is thickest and the
taunt of “muckraking” hurtles in my di¬
rection, I sometimes think, with

a

the

names

of

some

difficulty in recall¬
are
and what they

the

educational

world.

is

far removed from
that
category.
For generations she
has stood for high mental attainments
and sturdy ideals. There is no mistaking
her position.
Wdiether in the realm of
scholarship, the forum of debate, or upon
the field of athletics, her standard has
been kept aloft. It is to such institutions
of

learning that we must look for much
light that is to illuminate and make
clear the pathway of our National pro¬

of the

gress.
I consider

myself fortunate in being
graduate of the University, and am
glad to take my place with those who
will keep ever to the fore, the Blue and
Gray of old Georgetown.
a

Very sincerely

yours,

Geo. B. Cortelyou.

first

ideal, whose future I first described in

James H. Higgins, LL. B., ’99, LL. M.,
'00, Democratic Governor of Rhode
Island, honors us with a few words:

half

regretful smile, of my Greek goddess
whom I jilted at the foot of the Sacred
Hill.

Dear Mr. Editor

yours,

J. Collier.

:

Hearty greetings to Alma Mater!
have

Robert

they

done

correspond¬
on their wa>

Cuba for the new Collier's.
To this day I am in love with my

Faithfully

hear
have

we

the sanctum in disdain, for a
to

glowing

:

more

than

once

I

felt the inestimable

advantage of the few years I spent at
Washington, where I learned to cherish

GEORGETOWN

fond regard for old Georgetown. Her
graduates in this section of the country
are acquitting themselves creditably and
in a manner to reflect honor upon the
University.
With many thanks for your kind con¬

a

gratulations, I

am

Very respectfully yours,
James H. Higgins.
Thomas E. Sherman, S.
orator

and
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J., ’74, a great
missionary, and son of the

famous
classical

Federal
ears

General,

with

a

very

delights our
appropriate

line from Horace.

“Quo semel est imbuta

recens, serva-

bit adorem Testa din.”

We regret that up until the time The
Journal went to press nothing had been
heard from Justice E. D. White.
We
hope, however, that his article arrives on
time for publication in the January issue.
Hughes Spalding, ’08

GEORGETOWN

124

COLLEGE JOURNAL.

ERGASILUS

LOQUITUR

RONDEAU.
Written

reading the first
Captivi.
(Brgasi-lus loquitur.)

on

scene

of

Plautus’ Duo

Vacation

days are come again,
hunger’s wracking pain.
The patron who has cracked our pate,

Bringing

us

Betakes him off to

And rest his weary,

rusticate,
lawr-stored brain.

How sad his exit for the train,
That used his brimming tumblers
We

drain.

parasites do well to hate,
Vacation days.

From all

we

hear the

same

refrain

:

The gouty lord, the lumbering swain,
Affirm that business, feasts must wait.
And solaced

by an empty plate,
themselves attain
days.

Our very teeth
Vacation

R. H. Kelley, ’08.

The

Wages of Sin is Death

It was nearing Christmas and on this
particular night I was. sitting in my snug
little apartment on Connecticut Avenue
dreaming of the good old days that were,

when all

we

children used to crowd about

the

roaring log fire and joyfully pin our
stockings to the mantle-piece. Alas, for
days that are no more!
My brothers
and sisters
over

exile.

the

are

all married and scattered

States, while I

am

almost

an

I

the youngest of a family of
and when my father and mother

was

seven,

died,

my

me.

While still

relatives failed to understand
quite young the notion
of being a detective took possession of
me.
It was more a youthful fancy than
anything else, but my people took it so
seriously and objected so strenuously that
mere
induced me to
perverseness
cling tenaciously to my resolution. In
this frame of mind it can not be imagined

GEORGETOWN
that I

was
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treated with much considera¬

tion.

Quite the contrary.
Everybody
finally ignored me and left me a prey to
my own strange thoughts.
They treated
me as a necessary evil.
At last, unable to stand it longer, I
ran
away from home and in some way or
another managed to reach Washington.
Why I sought this city in preference to
others is as yet a mystery, but when I
arrived here I felt as if my goal had been
attained, and began efforts to procure a
position. After many fruitless attempts
I managed finally to become installed in
a

detective agency.
For some years,

practically an office
boy and hanger-on, I got along as best I
might. My opportunity came at last and
I grasped it.
The case of Alex. Jack¬
son’s Alibi made poor, patient Silas Wil¬
lingham almost famous. In consequence
my promotion had been rapid and steady
until now I kept my own apartment

125

alter my purpose.
My
her had not changed.
I

with

as

fond

I bade her

a

an

feeling towards
loved her to-day

affection

as

the

summer

sad farewell.

Leaning back in my easy chair with
hands sunk deep in my trousers
pockets and my feet stretched forth to
meet the gratifying heat from the open
fire, I thought and brooded, dimly con¬
scious all the time of hurrying feet and
happy voices which told of the season.
Visions of a small dark-haired girl with
lustrous brown eyes began to flit like
ethereal images through my brain.
I
moved uneasily and shook them off.
I
chased rabbits through the soft snow for
a diversion, but every one had pleading
brown eyes and I released them without
my

harm.

The visions returned and I sat

still

if afraid to

as

they would vanish.
and there to visit the

move,

as

if afraid

I determined then
scenes of my child¬

I had branched

and win her.
My door-bell rang sharply, and with
reluctance I answered the summons.
A

out, like a physician, into a specialist, and
it'was only in the most difficult and unus¬

bright-faced urchin handed me a scrawl
and disappeared.
To tear it open was

ual

the matter of

and owed
my

a

mere

nominal obedience to

former superiors.

instances

that

I

was

People began to look
cess,

some

even

as

called

upon.

hood ; to see

upon me as a suc¬

a

genius.

Mysterious
Suspect foul play.

Ave.

average detective, and I had grown to
love my profession, around which always

certain mysterious charm.
In
spite of all I was not happy.
I longed and yearned for the refining
influence of a little girl in a far-off town.
When I left home years ago, she alone,
almost a child then, knew my secret and
well had she guarded it.
In vain had she
tried to bring about a reconciliation.

second.

It read:

Come at once to Senator
Cullinane’s, at 7734 Mass-.

My rise

had been much higher than that of the

hung

a

H. G. Smith

death.
(Valet).

a

Even her

tears and

entreaties failed to

Without

a

moment’s delay, I donned

overcoat and hurried out into the
crisp night air. This news acted like a
galvanic shock. It conjured up all my
love for the mysterious, the weird, and the
my

horrible.

had lived in the Cap¬
city many years and was universally

Senator Cullinane
ital
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known as the best, most gentle-hearted of
gentlemen. Middle-aged, rich, generous
and kind, he was everywhere beloved. It
seemed preposterous to think that he had
been the victim of foul play, but then
there is no accounting' for crime.
Per¬
haps some political enemy or some per¬
sonal difficulties had been responsible.
My mind was still running in this groove
when I reached my destination.
As I hastily entered the magnificent
mansion my watch indicated eleven. The
hall was dimly lighted, as were several

woman

The door

best of

rooms

on

the second floor.

opened before I found the bell, and a
smart, neatly-dressed man, the valet,
ushered me into the spacious hall.
“Are you Mr. Willingham, the detec¬
tive?” he anxiously asked.
At my nod of affirmation he beckoned
me to
follow, leading the way up the
broad, polished stairs. We paused at the
top.
“Mr. Willingham,” he began, “I am
firmly convinced that the Senator, my em¬
ployer, has been murdered in some very
mysterious and insidious manner. It is
hard to accuse anyone of the crime, but I
have my suspicions.”
“Whom do you suspect?” I demanded.
“His best friend and almost constant

companion.
as

At least, the man who posed
such,” he briefly responded.

“What’s his name?”
“Assecla !

Antonio Assecla !”

I drew in my

breath between my teeth
sharp hiss. I knew the man. He
was a wealthy and influential Cuban, who
frequently hibernated in Washington.
His many scandalous escapades were well
known in police circles, and it was only
the Senator’s influence which had kept
with

a

him out

of serious difficulties

than

occasion.

one

“What

cause

had he for such

on

a

more

deed?”

I asked.

“Why, the grudge is of long standing.
Several years ago both were infatuated
with the same woman.
The foreigner
loved her to the

point of distraction, as
Their quarrels were, fre¬
quent and violent, until Mr. Cullinane
married her; then everything grew calm,
too calm, ominously calm.
Before this
did my master.

they
other

entered their lives

they were the
friends, but after the marriage
neither saw nor mentioned each
until

died.

she

Then their inti¬

macy revived, or seemed to,
trusted that ‘greezer.’
One

but I never
night while
dining I saw him looking at the Senator,
as
a
cat at a charmed sparrow, with
deadly hate and revenge clearly depicted
in his eyes.
I was afraid to say any¬
thing, although I kept my eyes open, for
my master was an exceedingly loyal man
and resented the slightest word against
a

friend.”

“So you think such a cause capable of

producing such

an

effect?”

“In this case,

“Have you

I do.”
called a physician?” I in¬

quired.
“No,” he answered, “I heard the death
struggle and hurried to him. The body
was already growing cold when I reached
the spot; so I thought it,best to call you
first.”
“It is well.

Show

He led

a

the

body.”
it wide.
It opened into the den, a room beauti¬
fully wainscoted with old mission oak
reaching half-way to the ceiling. The
walls were a dark rich red; while the furme

to

me

door and swung

GEORGETOWN

perfectly the hardwood
gorgeous oriental rug cov¬

niture matched

A

fixtures.

ered the mirror-like

floor, and

a

beautiful

lamp of exquisite bronze workmanship
scattered abroad its subdued rays through
a superbly
tinted red shade. Rare paint¬
ings from the hands of the best masters
lent

artistic charm and classical at¬

an

mosphere to the
ings.

more

prosaic surround¬

sleeve with
hand, motioning with the other in
my

the direction of the shadow

side of the table.
Senator stretched at

on

the other

There I found the
full length upon the

rug.
His limbs were convulsively con¬
tracted.
His fixed eyes glared with dis¬

tended

pupils at the ceiling.
There
outward signs of violence. Even
a
closer examination revealed nothing,
excepting a half-consumed cigar, which
were no

had burned

a

small

rug.
I picked it up
the window sill.

round

hole in

and placed it

the-

upon

and

valet to call medical assistance

proceeded to examine minutely the

contents of

the full

the

room.

On the table in

glare of the lamp lay a newlv
rare cigars, of which only

opened box of
three

or

card

was

four had been used.

Assecla’s

lying criss-cross on the top
layer. I picked it up to examine more
closely and, absently placing it in my vest
pocket, sat down to await the surgeon.
Soon he arrived, and like all true wielders
of the knife, was willing, I may say anx¬

ious, after

brief scrutiny of the corpse,
autopsy on the morrow.
On returning home for the night I tele¬
phoned Assecla and luckily found him
in.
He seemed dreadfully grieved and
to hold

an

a

was

all I could do to dissuade him from

visiting the deceased then and there. I
laughingly made mention of the valet’s
groundless suspicions, but carefully
guarded against any personalities in such
a

manner

that he

was

led to believe that

I

thought the death resulted from per¬
fectly natural causes. On the pretense

that

he

had

been

the

Senator’s

best

in

probing the case, acting on the prin¬
ciple that the easiest way to make a man
your dupe is to make him think you are
his. I made an appointment with him for
nine the next morning and hung up the re¬
ceiver.
Retiring at once, I lay awake for
a considerable period thinking of her and
my delayed resolution. In dreamland the
same brown eyes, the same dark hair, the
same charming smile comforted and re¬
assured

me.

Assecla
clock

was

walk

Seeing the futility of further delay, I
sent the

it

friend, I prevailed upon him to aid me

.

My'companion plucked
one
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den

The

me

account

death.

next

morning

Massachusetts

to

handed
full

called

the

as

striking, and during

When
the

on

Post,

of
we

the
-

our brief
Avenue
he

which

entered

second

gave

Senator’s
the

floor

a

sad
little

every¬

thing. even to the arrangement of the
cigars in the box, was as on the preced¬
ing evening. My companion showed no
emotion and asked to see the body, but
this was at the time impossible.
“Very fine cigars,” he said, looking at
the box

on

the table.

“Wonder

who

gave them to him ?
fortune of testing

Once I had the good
the brand, but it is
now
next to impossible to procure any
in this country.”
I looked at him in astonishment.

pleaded ignorance of

He

any knowledge of
the sender, while I at that very moment
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had the card, his card, which had come
with the present.
Besides, unless he sent

them, why did he take it for granted that
they were a gift ? They might have been
purchased through an agent for all he
was supposed to know.
This was a clue,
a valuable clue, and I discreetly held my
peace in hopes of getting a more valuable
one.

“Where
asked.
the

I

the

was

body

showed him the
time

same

placed

found?” he
spot and at
foot over the

my
He examined the lo¬

little round hole.

cality carefully and seemed to be looking
for something.
I changed my posture.
“Ah,” said he, “there is

a burn in the
stroke
must
have
The
come very
suddenly for it appears as if he was smok¬
ing at the time.”

rug.

This
affairs.

indeed

was

a

strange state of

He disclaimed all

knowledge of
cigars, probably thinking that his
friend had destroyed or removed the card

JOURNAL.

“No, it makes no difference,” I echoed.
“Someone probably threw it out.”
With this I turned and walked leisurely
to the window, managing, however,
keep my body between him and the
casing. While scanning the street below,
I carelessly dropped my hands on the
sill, my fingers at the same time closing
firmly on the stump which I had placed
there the night before.
This done and
feeling the man’s eyes upon me, I yawned,
stretched, and then placed my hands
slowly in my pockets, at the same time
leaning lazily back against the wall. I
flattered myself that the acting was ab¬
solutely natural.
“See anything of it?” I drolled.
“Nope,” he said, “Someone picked it
up and threw it away, I suppose, as you
suggested. It was just a foolish fancy of
mine, after all.”

over

to

the

Together we examined the desk. I
feigned disgust at the unreasonable sus¬

before death overtook him, and almost at
the same instant took cognizance of the

picions of the valet which had cost

fact that he

meantime

was

fell to the floor

a

nection between

smoking at the time he
dead

man.

the two

Some

events

con¬

slowly

took

shape in my mind. By a series of
judgments I was on the verge of arriving
at another and more important conclu¬
sion, when his next remark arrested my
train of thought.
“Its strange that that stump can not be
found,” he exclaimed, looking carefully
over the floor.
“Of course, it makes no

difference.

I

was

just

a

bit curious,” he

hastened to add.

Probably it will make
You
an

are

too

honest man, I

difference.
suspicious for

some

curious and

thought.

little

time

which
case,

my

and
I

inconvenience.

discovered

might have

some

a

small

bearing

me no
In the

diary,
on

the

and without notice concealed it in

coat.

It

was

that Mr. Cullinane

not surprising to me

kept one, for he was
precise men who,
profession, had an

of those careful,
matured in the legal

one

infinite

care

for detail.

“Let’s go,” I said.
“I consider this
question settled. There is no use wast¬
ing time over it any longer.”
He nodded approval, and together we
left the place.
“If anything turns up I’ll count on
your assistance,” I called as we parted
before my door.
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and
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over

a pleasure,” he
his shoulder with a smile

In

Hastening behind closed doors, I pulled
the diary.
The last insertion, as I
had almost expected, read :
“Assecla’s
most

little

present

was

enjoyable, although a
premature. They are

the best I ever smoked.
would like to think of

I
an

adequate present for him.
I’ll smoke another and

re¬

tire, for I’m tired to-night.”

This, together with the card, proved
conclusively, to me at least, that Assecla
had sent the box and had some deep
reason for denying it.
It was nearing noon and my plan of
action was practically matured.
I set
to work promptly, dividing the remainder
of the morning and the early afternoon
between my chemical laboratory and th:
gloomy mansion on Massachusetts Ave.,
where the post-mortem had begun. This
was soon brought to an abrupt termina¬
tion by sensational evidence introduced
by myself. Dr. Johnson, the presiding
surgeon, and Mr. Cloud, the chief gov¬
ernment detective, hurriedly returned to
my apartment with me.
From there I
telephoned the Cuban and asked him to
drop in and see me at his earliest possible
convenience, for his advice was needed
in making the funeral arrangements.
Whether

or

than I

he feared

not
am

able to say.

anything is
Let it suf¬

fice that if he did, he decided to put on
a bold
front and was on his way im¬

mediately.
hind

a

Cloud concealed himself be¬

screen

in

one

corner;

while the

and

I

awaited

his

coming in

silence.

bow.

out

more

doctor
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a

few minutes

the stairs, then

on

He

entered

a

we

heard his tread

knock at the door.

and

approached me confi¬
the third party. He
hesitated, and then I saw, or thought I
saw, a fleeting look of terror pass through
his sparkling black eyes. His embarrass¬
ment was only momentary, however, and
then he made me a deep obeisance.

dently until he

saw

“Mr. Assecla, allow

me

to introduce

Dr.

Johnson,” I exclaimed.
He bent low over the proffered hand;
but his eyes nervously sought mine. My
gaze was steady and unresponsive.
His
fell and sought the hearth.
“Yes, Willingham,” he began as if in
response to a question, “a Christmas in
Washington would be too dull and sad
for me. I shall seek the gay metropolis
where everything is on the go day and
night.”
“That’s

natural.

I

shall

try to gel

myself for a few days, but let’s to
business. Dr. Johnson tells me that Sen¬
ator Cullinane, your friend, met a most
mysterious and horrible death. He tells
me that he was, withcfUt the shadow of a
doubt, poisoned.”
I told the last part rapidly, and with
a widly palpitating heart noted its effect.
“What!” he ejaculated in a strange,
choked gurgle.
“Impossible!” “Ridicu¬
away

lous !”

,

greatly agitated and with diffi¬
culty retained his seat.
“Do calm yourself, my dear fellow.
Tt is indeed dreadful, but we had best
talk it over calmly,” put in the doctor.
“Now, Willingham,” he continued, “tell
us what you know.”
He

was
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this

way,” I began. “Someone
a box of cigars.
One
poisoned in a most ingenious

Cullinane

was

It’s end

had been

soaked

in

Hydrocyanic acid, which when wetted
and heated slightly is very volatile. The
unfortunate victim enjoyed the cigars ex¬
ceedingly and when he got the poisoned
one, smoked it with avidity.
The deadly
fumes penetrated his lungs and abdomen,
which is shown by the inflamed condi¬
tion of the membrane.

Death

was

almost

instantaneous; it’s general effect strongly
resembling apoplexy. Now the murderer
must

have known that he

was

of such

a

temperament and have been intimately
connected with him.
The question still

JOURNAL.

remains, who sent the poisoned cigars.

They

the finest brand of Habannas,
exclusively by the aristocracy of
Cuba. Therefore, one of that class must
are

used

so.

But Mr. Assecla’s card,

which, by the

in the box, and
diary both bear testimony

have done

the Senator’s
to

way, was

the fact that he

There

was

need of

had fallen forward in
never

”

nothing
a

death

more.

He

swoon.

He

woke.

Early Christmas eve I was up and
This criminal worried me no
more.
Why should he? I was going
away.

back

home, where I found her—where

I found her—married.

Hughes Spalding, ’08.
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AGAMEMNON
A

long time

A beautiful

ago, so

lady

was

The warrior whose
Was Paris, the

MADE

EASY

the old poets tell us,
stolen from Hellas.

nerve

crafty,

a

in this deed

prince to

my

was so

liking.
is pretty,

The pair went to

Troy where the

A fine beach

was

there, like At-lantic City.

Now after

short time her uncle in Greece

a

striking,

scenery

Began to get worried and mad at his niece.
A

neighbor of his, Agamemnon by name,
a
king, and to him he reported the same.
Agamemnon was angry and swore a great oath,
He’d sail over to Troy and capture them both.
Was

He

was

Should

vexed that such insolent, barbarous folks
come over

So he took

a

to Greece and

brave army and

To kiss his fine wife

was

play practical jokes.

straight sailed

his last

act

As to Helen’s first husband, he, too,

A dark frown he wore, a cane and

that

away.

day.

took the trip,—
a

“dyp.”

Now

Aggie’s good wife w'as named Clytemnestra.
day in September she took a siesta.—
At this point in my story the prologue should end,
But there enters another, a family friend.
These family friends are sometimes the ruin
One

Of homes, even

by promiscuous wooin.
Clytemnestra, the fair, did not scorn his advances,
And together they went to ball games and dances.
{To be continued.)
now,

Clifton

Woods, ’08.
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Open Letters
Editors of
Sirs :
In

The Journal.

ball

October number some un¬
correspondent rose on his hind
legs and brayed forth a letter about the
Freshman quartette.
I will let him know
your

known

that it is not the Freshmen who sometimes
make

night hideous in the quadrangle,
lot of hoarse-voiced Juniors and
Sophomores. Freshmen have no quar¬
tette or “oratario,” but on proper occa¬
sions they can sing. When someone started
a
song during the Virginia game, it
sounded like a smothered squeal, until

but

a

three

or

four Freshmen

came

to the

res¬

The \ame

' thing happened at the
George Washington game.
Who had
the most eleganUturnout at the George
Washington game ? Freshman. In com¬
parison with our carriages and decora¬
tions, to say nothing of the occupants,
everything else looked like a plugged five
cent piece.
Your October correspondent
says he knows nothing about music.
Well, then, let him stop writing letters
cue.

about it.

Let him write

some

old love

The Journal.
will publish this letter,

story or a “pome” for

Hoping

you

Yours,
Veritas.
Messrs Editors
Amid
over a

:

the

general joy and jubilation
highly successful foot-ball season,

I feel somewhat loath to break in with
a

note of criticism.

Indeed, it may seem
a hard-working

unkind to find fault with

management whose only error may be
that of disinterested zeal for the interests
of the

unpleasant consequences.
The foot¬
management’s overzealous exploita¬
tion of grand stand tickets may have
caused some regret on the part of those
who love fair dealing.
to

College.

But zeal oftentimes leads

Messrs. Editors, I
the football manage¬
Virginia and George
Washington games an unlimited supply
of grand stand tickets, with the full
knowledge that their contract with the
buyer could not be fulfilled. Many an
unsuspecting purchaser, having faith in
the integrity of Georgetown, paid $1.50
for a grand stand ticket, assured by the
seller and by the ticket itself that it en¬
In

other

words,

say that
ment sold for the

mean

to

titled him to
further
tickets

a

This delusion

seat.

strengthened
numbered.

A

by

having

“reserved

ticket number 454 was supposed
that a seat was really reserved.
But it

was

the
seat”

to imply

all

a joke.
A “grand stand”
just what it said, a grand
nothing more. At least 400

was

ticket meant
stand

and

credulous victims
hoax.

The

were

taken in

ticket-sellers

on

could

this
look

through the back window and see people
struggling for standing room, and at the
same time would be selling “grand stand”
tickets at $1.50 per.
The writer saw women, who thought
they had bought a reserved seat, pushed
about by the swaying crowds, unable to
get a mere glimpse of the teams, much
less to see their seats, which they persisted
in believing to be somewhere.
Now, Messrs. Editors, this may be high
finance, but it is likewise getting money
under false pretenses; and I think, un-

GEORGETOWN

worthy of Georgetown,
are

in debt.

even

though

COLLEGE

me

for

time, but it is

taking so much of your
important subject.

an

sold

why not be honest about it and
only “admission” tickets? It would
net us a few dollars less, to be sure, but
it would maintain our reputation and our
self-respect.
are

Pardon

we

When all the reserved seats
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Sincerely

sell
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Exist.

EAUNDRY.

for a

yours,

Seat

that

Didn't
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(A Modern Ballad)

There’s a place the fellows speak of as the School of Medi-cine,
Where good athletes used to come from long ago,
But it's been so long since any such have wandered up from there
That we most forget about the place, you know.
But

evening at our door
Billy Cobb of naughty four
one

Stood before

us

and

we

asked him where he’d been

All these years; and then he said,
“I’ve been working on the dead
In our fine and jolly School of

Medi-cine.”
So, it's ho! for the merry duodenum,
And then do a little more,” said Billy Cobb;
Ah, My wonderful precocity
On bone and tuberosity
Would make you wish you had a grave to rob.”
And Billy, can you bum o’ nights and trust to make it up—
Repetitions ? but he sadly shook his head ;
And can’t you have a holiday when Bishops come to town?
But Billy up and spoke to us and said:
O such childish pleasantree
Is alone for such as ye.
In the region where

I came from its a sin
grind and grind and grind;
If you don’t—then never mind—
They will can you at our School of Medi-cine.
“Then, it’s ho! for hexamethylenamina!
You must trituratio well,” said Billy Cobb;
Not to

“For on this and matters clinical
The Faculty is finical.
Fm a student now,” he ended with a sob.

Then we up and looked at Billy and we pondered on his
And we saw him as we knew him long ago—
Much beloved of the watchman, ever up for re-exams,
Saw him then and now, and so our tears must flow.
And we said with streaming eyes,

“Billy, boy,

we

fate,

sympathize

With vour troubles; it’s a blunder to begin
To incite a B. of Arts
And a gentleman of parts
For to enter in that School of Medi-cine”

“But, it’s ho! for pachy, pachy-menengitis
for other things as well,” said Billy Cobb;

And

“Though your lacrymal assistance
I will cherish with persistence,
1 must learn the simple ailments

J. A. Footp, ’06

of the mob.”
(
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Greek,

in

application.

the class of

concession

the

Junior. As a
Faculty have
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Its purpose is to aid their literary improvement, and to chronicle the
news of the University.
It also serves the Society of Alumni as an
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Business Manager:

J. T. McGRAW, Jr., ’09.

seem to have
the whole

on

that the amount of work is not

materially
appreciation of the mat¬
ter taken is a negligible quantity.
If, instead of taking Aeschylus, Plato
and Plautus in Junior we might read
Homer, Virgil and Horace again, to get
an insight into the real beauties of them
we believe all the parties would be better
lessened and the

satisfied.

At this time of

our

course

we

difficulty in reading any
of these authors, and we would be able to
appreciate them to a fuller extent than
when we had to thumb a dictionary for
every word.
All through the course it

:

Washington.
New York.
Philadelphia.
Wisconsin.

tem

By the time this number reaches

our

readers Christmas will be almost at hand.

Christmas is the festival of the

family, it
home-coming, of glad¬
ness, of reconciliation. It is pre-eminently
the time of greeting, and so we feel that
of

his

books

were
dropped, and we
begin the old dictionary
thumbing process all over again to fall
in with the new style.
Certainly we realize that there are a
few who would take advantage of a sys¬
man

must

JOHN P. O’BRIEN, ’95 (A. M)
WM. McALEER, Jr., ’98
FRANCIS X. BODEN, ’00. Ph. D

season

they

case that as soon as we got
somewhat interested in the works of a

Staff Artist:
WM. BYRNES, ’10.

is the

week each; but

has been the

Assistants:

J. B. E. LaPLANTE, ’09.
J. E. CHAPMAN, ’10.

Alumni Correspondents
EUGENE D. F. BRADY, 70

a

would have little

Associate Editors:

CLIF WOODS, ’08

hours

needs

like this, unearth their old transla¬

tions and read their Homer and

Virgil
much the same manner that they
Aeschylus. However, even if this

in very
read
were

the

case

the number of these would

be few, and we

hardly think it fair to
plug away at a
Greek dictionary all his course, getting
nothing out of such masterpieces as the
Iliad and the Aeneid except the mere

it is in order to extend to alumni and Old

make the earnest fellow

Boys, to friends and benefactors, to sub¬
scribers and readers, our earnest and
heartfelt wishes for a Merry Christmas
and a Happy New Year.

translation,

and

all

because

there

are

GEORGETOWN
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some

members of the class who

able to
a

are
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un¬

appreciate the nobler qualities of

This

thing has been discussed pro and
con for a good many years and our point
of view is taken by a number of the
Faculty here at Georgetown. Unluckily
us,

far

for

we

fear that

such

a

have sailed too

we

scheme

to

affect

us,

it

adopted, but still we have
some regard for those who are to follow.
This subject ought to lend itself to seri¬
ous
consideration by the Faculty, and
that, too, in the very near future. Far
better, we say, to be a man of one book
than to have a slip-shod, happy-go-lucky
knowledge of a hundred musty old tomes

even

filled

letics is the sine qua non

of that essential

spirit.
All of the above schools have

work.

for
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were

with

the lore of

Ancient Greece.

“Non multa sed multum.”

a large
though somewhat dis¬
cordant, following, and are ever on the
lookout for recruits. But, Freshie, don’t
be led astray by any such Jack-Ass phil¬
osophy. Ask yourself how many athletes
earn their diplomas, how many “Killers”

and enthusiastic,

even

reach

“Boozers”

senior
have

class, how many
enough to put
night. The answer

sense

themselves in bed at
will throw much

light on College spirit.
boy has college spirit
if he endeavors to accomplish the end for
which he came to college. No one comes
to a college because he wants to do that
To

mind,

our

institution

a

a

favor.

make of himself

He

comes

there to

better man,

morally,
mentally and physically. Consequently
everything is praiseworthy that con¬
a

tributes to that end and damnable that
We often hear the tern.

To the:

College spirit. And it is
used to designate so many

Freshmen,

and

so

varied functions of

the mind and

body that one is at a loss
to determine just what it is.
Some will
say that to have the proper spirit you
must imbibe with more zeal than judg¬
ment at least twice a week; some will
assert that to give evidence of that prec¬
ious quality you must become a social
lion, deck

your

person

with barbarous

clothing and your den with still more
barbarous pictures; others will state, as
a

matter of course,

that devotion

to

Ath¬

doesn’t.

It exhibits

refuse to cheat in
knock

a

home

an

run

more

real

spirit to

examination than to

with the bases filled.

The

plaudits will be absent, to be sure,
vulgar approval doesn’t enter into
our
definition of spirit.
Keep this in
mind. If you wish to have College spirit.
be a man.
And if Athletics or anything
else interferes with your ultimate pur¬
pose, be brave enough to say so. In
consequence your Alma Mater may not
have a winning foot-ball or base-ball

but

team, but she will be content with the

knowledge that she has had part in the
making of a man—a real man.

GEORGETOWN
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of

LAW SCHOOL NOTES.

grief since

we

announced

our

last fare¬

well.

POST GRADUATE.

As

we

first

said, in

response

to

an ur¬

gent appeal from our chief pen pusher
After

month of

masterly silence dur¬
ing which we thought to sink unwept and
unsung into the waters of oblivion, we

disguise of

once more assume our disguise of a
dopester to record class pow-wows. This
vehicle of public opinion is supposed to
explode on the first day of every month,
but they have kindly held back a few

few

short weeks

are

a

constrained to

assume once more our

a chronicler and rattle off a
phony notes. We’ll tell you
frankly, it is’nt our fault. We hate to
see the public suffer and we wish to be
exonerated for all heart-aches and pains
more

bound to

overcome

those who

can

sum¬

the nerve to read our dope.
Among the many reasons that- urged
us to
get into the public eye (after the
manner of the little cinder) and forsake
mon

the

up

secluded

made

nook

into

which

we

had

high backward dive through a
double hook of daggers, is the fact that
the bona fide circulation of Thu Journal
has fallen off some ten thousand copies,
since our determination to hang up that
old twenty-three sign, and readers all
over
the world—also in Rosslyn, are
blending their voices in one gigantic wail
a

we

not

that it

on
was

account
not in

of this article—
on

time, but be¬

they thought it would be cruel to
spring it on the unsuspecting public.
What was not strictly a class event and
yet partook of the nature of one, hap¬
pened just before the Virginia game.
Judge O’Donoghue called the meeting to
urge some action in regard to the musical
expression of college spirit (all other
spirits excluded) at the game. The min¬
utes of the meeting would read something
cause

like this:

Judge O’Donoghue: “Gentlemen”—
Raucous voice:
“Quit kidding your¬
self !”
Cries of “can him !”

Three full-grown

cuspidors cleave the air, order being

re-
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only after J. K. had been thrown

defeated because

The

Chair

proceeds :“We called this
meeting to buy a band.”
Mr. Jenal: “One of brother Dick’s
arm bands?”
(kicked out.)
Voice: “How about the Boston Sym¬
phony or the Georgetown Orchestra?”
Another voice: “Ain’t they cheaper to
buy ’em wholesale?”
The Chair: “A motion to adjourn is in
Cuttle

the

makes

moved in

an

motion

is

and

re¬

unconscious condition.

Mr. Kane: “We will

sing Dixie.”

now

Cries of “kill the traitor!”

The Chair: “Do

we want a brass band,
string band, an arm band or just a
band, and if the band costs one hundred
dollars, what day of the month begins

some

of

At the

us

didn’t have

meeting, a
purchase alarm clocks for the

class

lost.

own

was

Quite
bar

a

exams

same

few members of ’06 took the
during the month of Novem¬

ber and it is the desire of all their friends

that

some

There

are

of ’06 will

is where

The

order.”

band.

motion to

our

out.

JOURNAL.

of

them

at

least may pass.

those who say
ever

we

pass

that no member
the bar. Well here

fool ’em.

Senior

Debating Society, that
ponderous concatenation of mighty
(missing) links, announces as the sub¬
ject of its next question. “Resolved,
That it might be worse. How could it?”
John Duggan, Jr., P. G., ’07.

a

LAW SCHOOL.

with X?”

Fourteen committees

appointed to
ascertain the cost of renting a jews-harp.
Mr. Danahy : “I represent the press.”
are

Simon sings a duet and

is

ex¬

Mr. Lesh rises ’mid cheers and talks

vociferously.
a high dive and de¬
parts via the fire-escape.
Lights out.
Meeting adjourned.
snores

The Chair makes

of

meetings
Mr.

those
was

Yeatman

resolution:
mitted to the

world’s

famous

class

held last week at which
introduced

“No

student

of

for

many a day.
When the
applause and the yells of hoyas

and locomotives which lasted several min¬

after the appearance of Mr. Higgins
subsided, Mr. Daniel W. O’Donohue,
of the Law School Faculty, the fellowstudent and debating chum of the Gover¬
nor-elect, said in introducing him that
only seven years ago this boy Governor
utes

himself for five minutes.

One

tion that the halls of the Law School has
din

Chair: “Order! Order !”

Mr. Fov

Rhode Island, honored us with his pres¬
and was tendered the heartiest ova¬
witnessed

pelled.

to

evening of Thursday, Nov. 22d,
James PI. Higgins, ’99, Governor-elect of
ence

Voice: “Ah?”
Mr.

On the

the

following

shall

be

ad¬

Georgetown-George Wash ¬
ington game unless accompanied by a
full-grown brass band.” The motion was

had

had sat

as a

student in that hall, that but

six years ago

he had carried the colors
Georgetown to victory in joint in¬
tercollegiate debate, and that Georgetown
was proud to welcome back her worthy
son, who had so lately achieved such
great success.
Mr. O’Donohue asked
of old

GEORGETOWN

COLLEGE

whether the nation

might not some day
lay at his feet its greatest honor.
Mr.

Higgins’ remarks were brief, but
very earnest and apposite.
After speak¬
ing for his love for “dear old Alma
Mater” and of the pleasure he derived
from being among us again, he pointed
out the falsity' of the idea that the chances
.

for the young man are not as great as
heretofore, and said that an industrious,
virtuous young man

with a modicum of
intelligence was bound to succeed. He
spoke also of the success of Georgetown
men in Rhode Island, where a diploma
from Georgetown Law School alone is
sufficient for entrance into the bar
aminations.

ex¬

Mr.

Higgins then pleaded
independence in poli¬
tics.
His last topic, and that upon which
he spoke most warmly, was our debating
“To the debating society,”
societies.
said he, “more than to any other single
element in the Law School, I believe, I
for cleanness and

am

indebted

for whatever

modicum of

disgrace I have attained dur¬
ing the past year.” The Governor held
success

or

out much

ing

encouragement to us concern¬

future in joint debate and pre¬
dicted more and greater laurels than have
fallen to Georgetown’s lot in her palmiest
days.
Mr. Higgins is one fully capable of
speaking authoritatively on debating at
Georgetown, for twice has he been on
our
intercollegiate debating teams and
twice has his team been victorious, first
against Columbian University and later
against the strong Wisconsin team, in
our

which contest Mr. O’Donohue
of his

colleagues.

was

one
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debating society.

It is believed

by many that his speech
reawakening of joint de¬
bating at the Law School. It seems to
be a fitting climax to the excellent work
done during the summer by Mr. O’Dono¬
hue and his committee.
The Faculty and
committee have zealously attended to
every possible detail, essential to the in¬
terest of debating, and now success de¬
pends solely on the individual co-opera¬
tion of the student body.
The impor¬
marks the real

tance of individual enthusiasm and effort
can

not be insisted upon

strongly.

They

may

too often or too
require personal

sacrifice at times, but a faithful adher¬
ence to our clear duty in this respect must

inevitably lead to

both of the in¬
glorious in¬
stitution which they represent.
As Gov¬
ernor
Higgins said, there are as good
debaters at Georgetown now as there
ever were, if we will but come out and
.develop our talents. So, for the sake of
yourselves and of old Georgetown, don’t
hide your lights.
Following are the resolutions, drawn
by the committee composed of Messrs.
Daniel O’Donohue,
Jos. A. Lennon,
Michael F. Leahy, Lambert Igoe, Hall
S. Lusk and Chas. H. English, and
which have been adopted by all the de¬
bating clubs of the University.
success

dividual students and of the

RESOLUTIONS

GOVERNING

INTERCOLLE¬

GIATE DEBATES ADOPTED BY THE PRES¬
IDENT

AND

DIRECTORS

OE

GEORGE¬

TOWN UNIVERSITY.

RESOLVED, First, That all members
Junior Debating Socie¬
ties of the Law School, of the Philodemic Society of the College, of the Mor-

of the Senior and

/
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Debating Society of the Graduate

School, of the Debating Society of the
Medical School, and of the Debating So¬

ciety of the Dental School shall be eligi¬
ble to represent Georgetown University
on intercollegiate debates.

this Committee to be decided

by a major¬
ity vote, in default of which the matter
will be referred to the President of the

University for adjudication.
RESOLVED, Third, That this Com¬
charge of entering
into and negotiating for all intercolle¬
giate debates and of making all arrange¬
ments therefor, and of designating the
manner and of making all arrangements
for the selection of intercollegiate de¬
baters, provided, however, that there shall
be three Judges for the preliminary con¬
tests for the selection of intercollegiate
debaters, which Judges shall be selected
by the Intercollegiate Committee on De¬
bates from among the members of the
Faculty of the University. It shall be
the duty of the Judges to decide on the
mittee shall have full

RESOLVED,

That there
Intercollegiate Committee on
Debates, who shall be elected or ap¬
pointed during the month of October of
each year, and shall hold office for one
year or until their successors shall be
elected or appointed.
This committee
shall be composed as follows : One mem¬
ber to be chosen by the Senior Debating
Society of the Law School from among
its members, one member to be chosen
by the Junior Debating Society of the
Law School from among its members,
one member to be chosen by the Philodemic Society from among its members,
one member to be chosen by the Morris
Debating Society of the Graduate School
from among its members, in whose place
a second member chosen by the
Philodemic Society from among its members
shall be

Second,

an

shall be substituted in

case

sentative of the Morris

Debating Societv

Medical School, in default of such choice
the competency of this Committee is to

unimpaired,

member similarly
conditions by the
Debating Society of the Dental School,
one

chosen under similar
and

one

member of the Law School Fac¬

ulty to be appointed by the Honorable
Dean of the Law School, and one mem¬
ber to be the Chancellor of the Philodemic

Society, who is to be the ex-officio Chair¬
of the Committee.
The rulings of

man

three

debaters

and

alternate who

shall represent Georgetown
the Intercollegiate Debate.

University in

RESOLUTIONS

LAW

such repre¬

should not be chosen, one member to be
chosen by the Debating Society of the

be

best

GOVERNING

SCHOOL

DEBATES,

ADOPTED BY THE FACULTY

OE

LAW

THE

TOWN

SCHOOL

OF

GEORCxE-

UNIVERSITY.

RESOLVED, First, That there shall
debating societies at the Law
School of Georgetown University, one
called the “Junior Debating Society,” to
be composed of members from the first
and -second year classes, and the other
called the “Senior Debating Society, to
be composed of members from the third
and fourth year classes.

be. two

RESOLVED, Second, That each So¬
ciety shall immediately organize, adopt
a

constitution and by-laws and elect

cers.

offi¬

GEORGETOWN
RESOLVED, Third, That
School Committee
elected

or

on

the

Law

Debates shall be

appointed during the month

of October of each year, and shall hold
office for one year or until their succes¬
shall

be

elected

appointed. It
composed of five members, two
to be chosen by the Senior Debating So¬
ciety from among its members, two to be
chosen by the Junior Debating Society
from among its members, and the fifth,
sors

as

Chairman of the Com¬

mittee, to be appointed by the Honorable
Dean of the Law School from among
the members of the Law School Faculty.
This Committee shall select the

Judges
and the questions for the three Law
School Debates; the order of speaking,
and the sides to be occupied by the de¬
baters in each debate shall be decided by
said Committee by drawing lots.

RESOLVED, Fourth, That
there
shall he two debating contests each year
between the two societies, one called the
“First Term Debate,” to be held during
the first term of the Law School, the
other called the “Second Term Debate,”
to be held

during the second term of the

Law School.

ably from among the members of
Faculty of the University. It shall
the duty of the Judges to decide on
winning side and also to decide on

the
be
the
the

best two individual debaters.

or

shall be

who shall act
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RESOLVED, Sixth, That there shall
a third debating contest held during
the third term of the Law School, called
be

the “Final Prize Debate.”

The contest¬

ants shall be the best two

individual de¬

baters of the First Term Debate and the
best two individual debaters of the Sec¬
ond Term Debate.

RESOLVED, Seventh, That there
Judges for the Final Prize

shall be three

Debate to be selected in the

the

as

Judges for the First and Second
It shall be their duty to

Term Debates.
decide
shall

on

at

RESOLVED, Fifth, That there shall
be three Judges for each of these De¬
bates, who shall be selected by the Law
School Committee on Debates, prefer¬

the best individual

debater, who

the commencement exercises of

the Law School be awarded the
Prize of not less than
for

Faculty
seventy-five dollars,

debating.
Officers.

The
ferent

Four contestants shall par¬

ticipate in each debate, two of whom
shall be chosen by the Senior Debating
Society from among its members, and
two of whom shall be chosen by the Jun¬
ior Debating Society from among its
members, according to such rules and
qualifications as each society may adopt.

same manner

newly elected officers of the dif¬
debating societies are as follows:

Senior

Debating Society of the Law
President, Wm. F. Condon;
Vice-President, Paul E. Lesh; Secretary,
John H. Zable; Treasurer, Mr. FerbeSchool.

shaw.

Junior Debating Society of the Law
President, H. C. McKenna;
Vice-President, Willard Martin; Secre¬
tary, Wm. H. Metcalf; Treasurer, John
T. Buckley; Sergeant at Arms, Wm. G.
School.

Doonan.
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Philodemic

Society of the College.
President, J. McH. Stuart; Vice-Presi¬
dent, A. B. Ridgway; Rec. Secretary,
E. J. Crummey; Cor. Secretary, A. K.
Lusk; Treasurer, H. Spalding; Censor.
D. P. Dowd, Jr.
The

members

Committee

on

of

Debates

the

Intercollegiate

are as

follows:

John J. O’Hara, S. J., Chancellor
Society; Daniel W.
O’Donohue, of the Law School Faculty;
Charles M. Mattingly, of the Senior So¬
ciety of the Law School; Lambert Igoe,
of the Junior Society of the Law School;
John M. Stewart and Robert H. Kelley,
of the Philodemic Society.
the Philodemic

The members of the Law School Com¬
mittee

on

Debates

are:

Chairman, Daniel W. O’Donohue, of

Faculty; Frank S. Montgomery and
P. J. McKenna, of the Senior
Society; and Lambert Igoe and W. D.
Hall, of the Junior Society.

the

Daniel

Don Carlos

same

and the

articles

its

Ellis, ’08.

cause of its delay would
that The; Journal and

live

are

and

issues

much

sought after in the Medical School.
The term of
the

usual

Ivober,

our

dent of the

Rev.

of

the

convince anyone

was

Dr.

opened with
George M.

Dean, introduced the Presi¬
University, Rev. Father Buel,

who addressed
the

’o6-’o7

ceremonies.

a

few well-chosen words to

student-body, extending

a hearty wel¬
assuring them
that they would not regret having chosen
Georgetown for their Alma Mater.
Thereupon Dr. Kober made a few re¬
marks pointing out that, though there
had been some changes made in the Fac¬
ulty of the Medical Department, he was
certain that they would only tend to
strengthen the same and would certainly
be of benefit to the students.
Dr. Cogan,
Dean of the Dental Department, also
spoke a few words intended more parti¬
cularly for members of that school, and
immediately thereafter lectures com¬
come

to the newcomers and

menced.

On the third of the month

MEDICAL NOTES.

our

former

Class

Owing to

a

slight misunderstanding

the Medical School did not contribute
article to last month’s issue of The;
nal,

of

an

Jour¬

on this account possibly some
readers may have been under the

and

our

impression that this Department of the
University no longer had any interest in
the affairs of The; Journal.
This is not
the case, and we take this opportunity to
assure

our

readers that the medical stu¬

dents evince the greatest

interest in our
publication and patiently wait for every
issue and should a number by chance be
delayed, the many inquiries made about

President, Mr. Murrin, called a
meeting at which the following officers
were
elected:
President, Mr. Ford
Swetnam; Vice-President, Mr. H. R.
Schreiber; Secretary, Mr. Harry Hermesch; Treasurer, Mr. A. E. Acker.
Our
non,

predecessor, Dr. James A. Gan¬
is ministering to the sick at George¬

town

doubt

Hospital, and if
as

to

the

achieved and is

anyone has any
which he has

success

daily achieving, he need
only watch the doctor making his rounds
in the wards.
His genial smile and en¬
gaging manner seem to gain the confi-

GEORGETOWN
(fence of his

May

patients, and altogether he
popular among them.
ever attend him in all his

be very

to

seems

success

efforts!

The lectures this year are more inter¬

Our professors, one
doing everything in their
power to make the course an enjoyable
one, for they, no doubt, well know that
after three years’ hard study along one
line of knowledge a student is apt to lose
esting than
and all,

interest and enthusiasm for his chosen

study

so

caused

by the tobacco smoke, you would
surprised at the appearance of the
Medicos, one and all of whom wear an
expression of seriousness caused by deep
thinking and in keeping with their set¬
tled and dignified demeanor.
be

ever.

are

work, unless his instructors

agreeable

as

can

make his

to stimulate him to

renewed efforts.

Some of the Seniors have been using
their grey matter to

such a degree that
they have been losing hair by the hand¬
ful ; wherefore they hied themselves in
haste unto Dr. J. C. McGuire, Professor
of Dermatology, and besought him to
acquaint them with some remedy which
would be instrumental in warding off
the dire fate which threatened to
lie

graciously acceded to their request
shattering of several

Wilmer, Professor of Ophthal¬
mology, is taking up the late Dr. Bur¬

and thus averted the

nett’s work and is

romances.

delivering a series of
lectures which are meeting with the ap¬
proval and entire satisfaction of the Sen¬
efforts

We thank the doctor for his

on

our

behalf.

Dear reader, we have a secret which
will confine to you, a very weighty
matter which should not be spoken of

whisper. The reason for this
is the fear on the part of some
of our Seniors that their lady friends
might hear of the calamity which
threatens them. We shall not keep you in
suspense any longer.
The fact is that
a

secrecy

some

of

our

students dreaded the total

loss of their hirsute adornment, techni¬

cally

termed

alopecia

The

appointment of Dr. John A. Foote
position of lecturer on Materia
Medica was hailed with pleasure by the

to

the

whole Medical School, for the doctor has

we

above

over¬

take them.

Dr.

ior Class.
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and

commonly

called baldness.

Should you perchance come down to

always been popular and the general con¬
sensus of opinion seems to be that he is
the right man in the right place.
Our

hustling Vice-President is having
nowadays keeping track of
the clinic lists and assignments to cases
in the different hospitals.
When anyone
is in doubt about anything pertaining to
clinic work the advice I always give is:
his hands full

“Ask

Mr.

Schreiber.”

He is better at

giving out information when you want
it, and want it in a hurry, than is Mr.
Foster, the published of the Standard
Guide Book.

the

stronghold of medical knowledge on
H St., between 9th and 10th, one of these
wintry days, as soon as your eyes had
accustomed themselves to the gloom

Dr. O’Hara, President of the Class of
’06, paid us one or two visits during the
past month. He expects to take up the

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.
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actual

practice of his profession shortly
Pennsylvania. Good
luck, Jim!

in his home State of

The following gentlemen were

elected

officers of the Second Year Class at

a

meeting:
President, J. F. Byrne; Vice-President,
H. E. Gavnor; Secretary, I. J. Woisard;
Treasurer, C. J. Boehs.
recent

There in

a

no

Cardiac

doubt

Muscle.”

It

seems

someone

pulled his heart strings and he got his
presents back.
Now he’s joined the
Monogram Club.
Penichet,

Mr.

of

the

same

class,

is

thinking of specializing in Bacteriology.
Since he at last succeeded in making a
“Hanging Drop Preparation” he votes it
one of the greatest branches of medicine.
Before
say a

we

go

to press we would like to

few words touching

familiar to all of

though

our

upon a

subject

students and al¬

have read appeals from many
abler pens relating to the same topic, it
is our opinion that a few words from this
source

you

will not be taken amiss.

reference to The)

from

We have

Journal, gentlemen!
It is our opinion that there are a number
of the students attending the Medical
School who can send their subscription
for The: Journal and have not done so.
It is these same men whom this appeal is
addressed to, and we earnestly beseech
them to do their full duty as loyal sons
of Georgetown and add their mite to sup¬
port the University publication.
Jos. L. Fre;y, ’07.

to be a scarcity of news
department this month, no

seems

this

doubt due to the fact that the students
have

been

dollar metal

kept busy making hundred
plates and bridges. No stu¬

dent will be allowed to take his

who

has

finished

not

all

his

exams

required

work.

going the rounds

rumor

originated in the Sopho¬
more ranks, that Mr. Gay nor is trying to
discover the “Origin and insertion of the

which

There

Dr.

Watling, former Dean of the De¬

partment of Dentistry, of the University
of

Michigan, called during the month
the afternoon looking over the
school.
Dr. Watling has resigned from
active practice and is now living in Wash¬
ington.
and spent

Dr. Dawson will

of lectures

commence

his

course

Operative Technic, Wed¬
nesday, November 28.
on

John McCarthy, ’07, has been quite
with the grippe for the past two
weeks. Jack certainly has had his share
of sickness.
We hope he will be up and
sick

with

us soon.

Casteel

joined the foot-ball squad last
hope he will do a few things
to the George Washington team, if he
gets into the game on Thanksgiving day.
week and

I

we

wonder what has

happened to Dr.
Ramsburg, our professor of Oral Sur¬
gery? We have had no lectures in this
subject this term. We hope that Dr.
Ramsburg will soon resume his interest¬
ing talks.
Last month three of
involved in
who

a

our

men

thought they had arrived at

when it

was

sional air.

became

bet with four medical men,
proper to assume a

The result

was

an age

profes¬

that all

seven

GEORGETOWN

COLLEGE

allowed their upper lips to sprout.
But
after two weeks trial, when it was found

impossible to

hay, the bet was
wishing to cause hard
feeling I withhold the names.

called off.

grow

Not

It would be

a great boom to the Infirm¬
if the Faculty put in a few extra
chairs.
At present it is a case of first

ary

first served.

come,

SwEkN^Y, ’07.
COLLEGE NOTES.
“Now is the winter of

Shakespeare tells

as

notice the

us,

discontent,”
and this month

our

restless

submission to the inevitable.
On

Saturday evening, October 28, we
repaired to the Chapel for our annual
retreat.
Father Woods, professor of Ec¬
clesiastical History at Woodstock Col¬
lege, came down to Georgetown, and in
a series of
eloquent and interesting ser¬
mons, made this retreat one that will long
be remembered by those who attended.
Thursday morning saw the ending of the
retreat, which was fitly brought to a close
by the general reception of the Blessed
Sacrament, by the student body.
The
remainder of-the day was free.
The

same

afternoon the

class

crews

held their annual regatta on the Potomac.
An unusual gathering of devoted parti¬
sans

stationed themselves

on
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enthusiasm

prevailed from the start to
(of the Freshmen). When the
Sophomores won out by a narrow margin
from the Juniors, pandemonium reigned

the finish

for

a

while, and the din of the vociferous

devotees of

aquatics, while it lasted, com¬
pletely upset the minute calculations of
Brother Dick, who was engaged at that
time in drawing up a revised edition
of the “Black List.”

Saturday, November 4th, was the an¬
holiday, but as it had been
looked forward to, and regarded as only
due, it was not appreciated so much as
nual retreat

feeling which is
beginning to creep over the student body,
as visions of joyous home-comings and
Christmas dinners loom up in the dis¬
The ravages of home-sickness are
tance.
stamped on the features of the first-year
men, while the “old boys” pass these
dreary days with patience and habitual
we

JOURNAL.

the upper

porches of Ryan Hall, and the wildest

it would have

been, had it come like one
pleasant surprises with which
Rector occasionally ( ?) greets us.

of those
the

On November 3, a
dents

where

number of the stu¬
accompanied the team to Norfolk,
we

defeated North Carolina.

Mr.

Moran and Mr. Wall

“chaperoned” the
boys, and the trip down was very pleas¬
ant.
All arrangements had been made
for the fellows to return on the Saturday
evening boat. So, when the time came to
start they were all gathered on the wharf
waiting for Mr. Moran and Mr. Wall to
appear.
The two prefects had gone out
for a short ride in Ryan’s machine, and
just as they came within sight of the
boat, which was about to start, something
in the carburetter or the monkey wrench,
or
some
mechanical part, got out of
order, and the men, refusing to embark
without Mr. Moran and Mr. Wall, were

compelled to wait until Sunday night.
By far, the greatest day of this month,
was
Virginia day, November 10.
A
record breaking crowd was assembled on
Georgetown field and both bleachers were
filled to overflowing. The overflow sur-
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rounded the whole field, and even the
ancient “band-box” had

Credit is due

to the

spectators.
management for the
some

they handled the crowds, and
was
expressed on every
There is but one thing which will
out the Virginia game, and that

way

faction

victory

on

satis¬
side.
wipe
is a

a

holiday

much needed rest

vember 26
our

was

friends the

November

on

was

22, and
obtained.
No¬

St. Catherine’s day,

and
philosophers, Junior and

Senior, watched the lower classmen
journey reluctantly to the class-rooms.
The Seniors held their Public Circle
on

Saturday, Nov.

men

24,

and all the College

10

Edward O’Gorman

suddenly called home by the death
The Journal wishes to
extend its condolence to him, and his
Class of ’09 has drawn up the following

was

of his mother.

resolutions:

Having heard of the death of

the

mother of Edward M. O’Gorman, we, his

classmates, wish to express our most sin¬
and heartfelt

sympathy. As a token
of our sorrow for our classmate, we re¬
solve that a copy of these resolutions be
sent to him and his bereaved family, and
also be published in the Georgetown
College Journal.
Charles M. Stuart, Jr., ’09.
A. V. Lynch, Jr., ’09.
W. P. Culicin, ’09.
cere

On Sunday evening, Nov. 18th, the old
St. Vincent de Paul Association was re¬
stored and reorganized.
Fifty-one stu¬
dents assembled in the Philodemic Room,
where an election was held with the fol¬

lowing results:

among

the

on

St. Vincent de Paul work

poor,

and

on

the part which

should take in bettering the
conditions of our less fortunate fellow-

•educated

men

citizens.
Nov. 28th the Junior Class gave its
public examination on Specimen in Minor
The whole class occupied the
Logic.
stage in Gaston Hall, and were publicly
“quizzed” by six members of the Faculty.
Senior and Sophomore were present as

spectators.

attended.

On November

President, B. Jeffs, ’08; Vice-Presi¬
dent, P. Dolin, To; Secretary, L. Moran,
’08; Treasurer, V. Lynch, ’09; Keeper of
Wardrobe, C. McArdle, To.
Immediately after the election, Judge
W. H. DeLacey, LL. M., ’84, of the Juve¬
nile Court, gave an eloquent and instruc¬
tive address

Thanksgiving.

Father Minister presented us with a
welcome

JOURNAL.

At a meeting of
Nov. 5th, Messrs A.
Hood and P. Dolin

the editorial board
B. Ridgway, J. H.
resigned from The
Journal staff. To fill the vacancies D.
P. Dowd, Jr., was elected editor-in-chief,
and J. T. McGraw, E. La Plante and W.
Chapman business manager and assis¬
tants, respectively.

Thanksgiving Day
ous

was

day here within the

oldest inhabitants.

the most glori¬
of the

memory

The crowd

was

lar¬

ger, happier and more elegantly attired
than at any previous foot-ball game. The

automobiles, fours-in-hand, etc., beggar
The visitors from distant
description.
cities was another happy feature. Ed.
Monohan came from Louisville, Ky.,
Norman Degnon, from Troy, N. Y.,
Frank Hays, from somewhere afar off.
Parties came from Boston and Albany.
The Freshmen had by far the most strik¬
ing and elegant turnouts. Their vehicles
would be hard to describe or to classify,
but anyhow they were grand.
The Law
School, two hundred and fifty strong,
marched from the city, preceded by their
banner and

a

brass band.
G. Hebron,

’09.

GEORGETOWN

With
The
has

curator

come

into

of the
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the Old

College archive*

possession of

a rare

old

book, published by subscription in 1808
at Bernard Dornin’s Book Store,
136
Pearl St., New York City. Among the
subscribers

are

the

entire

Faculty and
ed¬
J.,
Archbishop of Bal¬

many students of Georgetown. The
itor is the Rev. Francis Neale, S.
brother of the second
timore.

Rev. Robert

dent of the
scribers.

Molyneux, Presi¬
College, heads the list of sub¬

Another subscriber is the Rev.

Anthony Kohlman, a great man in his
day at Georgetown, and later an eminent
teacher and theological
authority in
Rome. After him comes James Wallace,
teacher of Mathematics, who was after¬
wards professor in the University of

South Carolina.

His book

standard work in the

on

Globes

was

early part of last
century. The name of James Ord calls
up a romantic history.
Ord came to
Georgetown very young, and after com¬
pleting his classical studies, entered the
Jesuit Novitiate, which was the present
ancient dwelling house near the Univer¬
sity hospital. After teaching two years
in the College he decided he had no voca¬
a
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Boys

tion to the priesthood, and took up the.
study of law. His descendants have all
been prominent in the army and navy
Our readers will recall

and in civil life.
that he is

regarded by many as the son
George IV of England and his wife,

of

Mrs. Fitzherbert.

Other subscribers

are

Fenwicks, Benedict, afterwards
Bishop of Boston and founder of Holy
Cross College, and George, for many
years teacher of Rhetoric at Georgetown.
the

.

The father of the Fenwicks

public
of the District. Then there is
Ignatius F. Young, whose family was
one of the four original owners of the
land on which Washington is situated,
Wm. Brent, son of the Mayor of Wash¬
ington, a descendant of the Virginia
Brents to whom James II (1686) gave
the royal patent that they should not be
disturbed in the practice of their religion,
William and Richard Seton, sons of
was

surveyor

Mother Seton, founder of the Sisters of
Charity in America.
A Third Year Law School

man

and

a

good friend of The; Journal has kindly
supplied us with the following news
items:

GEORGETOWN
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Charles H.
winner of

the
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cash

prize for the best
essay in the P. G. Class, is practising law
in Erie, Pa.
Thomas Doar, Law, ’06, has made a

He has been
elected chairman of the Barron County
Republican Committee, with headquarters
at Cumberland, Wis.
good

start

in politics.

Philip A. Slattery, Law, ’06, has begun
do wonderful things as a young at¬
torney of St. Joseph, Mo.
to

J. C. Landry, P. G. Coll., ’06, Coxof
“Landry’s Accommodation
Train,” is studying law with his father,
Judge Landry of Dorchester, New Bruns¬
wick, Ca.

.swain

Edward S. Monohan, P. G. Coll., ’06,
is

leading the simple life on his ancestral
acres in St. Matthews, Ky.
Incidentally
he is farming the acres.
The

following Old Boys have been dis¬
studying law at Harvard: Seth
Shephard, ’03, bow on the famous ’03
crew, famous, also, for his wonderful
knowledge of the Odes of Pindar (Oh!
Eds.) ; Charles McCarthy, ’05, a great

covered

end

on

Fairfax S. McCandlish, Law, ’06, has

English, P. G. Law, ’06,

the foot-ball team of the

same

Joe Brennan, ’05; Joe Lawler, ’06,
hand-organ fame, great debater, ora¬
tor and story-writer, and Jim Morgan,’06,
general favorite and captain of the base¬
year;

of

ball team for two successive years.

returned to

Washington as Secretary to
Congressman Jones, of Virginia.
Edward N. Hopewell, Law, ’06, who
has

begun practice in Washington, made
effective argument in Justice
Bundy’s court a short time ago.

a

very

Robert A.

Kennedy, Law, ’06, winner
special prize for the best essay in
Third Year, also of the Edward Thomp¬
son
prize, is studying for his Doctor’s
degree at the Catholic University.
of the

P. Moran
very

Barry, ’01, is managing a
successful real estate business in

Norfolk, Va. He was here for the Vir¬
ginia game, and is as enthusiastic as ever
for Georgetown and her athletic glories.
On

Wednesday morning, Nov. 28th, a
Old Boy, Rev. John Abel Morgan,
S. J., was buried in the College cemetery.
Father Morgan died at Gonzaga College,
in this city.
He was here first as a boy
in the early fifties, then, after the war,
as a student of Philosophy, and later, in
1873, as Professor of Poetry.
Father
Morgan came of an old Maryland family,
which traces its ancestry back to the first
settlement of the colony.

very

From Northampton,
newsy,

Mass.,

comes

this

welcome letter:

Messrs. Editors

:

Find enclosed check to settle for my

Journal.

Kindly tell Joe Reilly that the

James B. Malone, Law, ’06, who was
here for the Virginia game, opened an
office at Springfield, Ohio, on Dec. 1st.

traditions embodied in the vcords of

John D. Wade, Law, ’06, who rowed
the ’04 crew*- has accepted a very re¬
sponsible position in his home city.

traditions, I

on

an

old

Georgetown song call for Virginia’s
(alas! Eds.)
Hoping that the
present generation will live up to these
defeat

am,

Yours very

much for Georgetown,
Jog Lynch, ’02.
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“Old

Boys” editor might
following notes. They have not
appeared as yet: Frederick A. Carlon,
’02, has given up business and begun the
study of Dentistry in Indianapolis.
George Le Guere Mullaly, ’02, is receiv¬
ing some very favorable notices for his
use

the

dramatic work in the New York dailies.

Carlon and Mullaly were editors of The;
Journal “in illo tempore.” Dr. P. M.
Lynch, Med., ’01, is to marry Miss May
Cashman, a Kenwood graduate, Nov.
29th. The wedding will be at the Sacred
Heart Church, Springfield, Mass., where
the doctor has been practicing since 1901.
Rev. John I. Casey, ’99, is at present lo¬
cated at Lennox, Mass.
Rev. T. F.
Cullom, ’99, is stationed at St. Patrick’s
Church, Providence. He is an ex-editor
of The; Journal, the best The; Journal
ever had,
always excepting, of course,
the present board. Rev. W. H. D. Hig¬
gins, ’97, recently ordained in Rome, is
now

in Lincoln, Neb.

Vale, until U. of

V. is “buried.”
Dr. David
one

Henry Hazen, M. D., ’73,

of the best-known members of the

medical

profession in Washington, died
Wednesday, Nov. 7th, at his residence,
407 Sixth Street southwest.
Dr. Hazen was born in 1846 in Upper
Mount Bethel, Northampton County, Pa.
At the age of sixteen he entered Belvidere
Academy, Belvidere, N. J.
Later he
taught school in order to return and finish
his education at the academy. After hav¬
ing saved sufficient money to continue his
studies, in 1870 he came to Washington,
where he had since resided.

Upon his arrival in Washington he
Department

matriculated at the Medical
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of

Georgetown University, graduating
high honors in 1873. In order to
perfect himself as a physician, Dr. Hazen
was resident physician at the Washing¬
ton Asylum for two years.
He also oc¬
cupied the same post at the Naval Hos¬
pital for a time. Gov. Shepard appointed
him physician to the poor in December,
1873, which position he held for three
with

years.

Afterward he

was appointed contract
of the army at the Washington
Arsenal, performing this duty for four
years.
Following this appointment, Dr.
Hazen devoted himself to private prac¬

surgeon

tice.
He served

as a

member of the board of

education from

1890 to 1900, proposing
improvements in the existing edu¬
cational systems.
He was a member of
many

the

Medical Association of the District

of Columbia, the American Medical As¬

sociation, the Medical Society of the Dis¬
trict of Columbia, and the Board of
Trade.
Thomas Clemant Nelson, '96, was
married, Nov. 21st, to Miss Maude Pearl.
The ceremony was

performed in Lakin,

Kansas, where Mr. Nelson is Bank Au¬
ditor.

Congratulations and

The Sixth Ohio
was

the

scene

last month.

of

a

The victor

Democrats

years!

Congressional district
great political battle

Denver, A. B., ’92.
the

many

was

Mr. M. R.

The battle

cry

of

and

Independents was.
“Denver, the Dauntless!” The Clinton
Co. Democrat of Wilmington, Ohio,
says:

Mathew Rombach Denver, by the in¬
decree of the anti-gang, un-

exorable
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bossed electors, is the Congressman-elect
from the Sixth district.

This

splendid result was accomplished
by the combined efforts of the unbossed
elements in all parties.
It is not a Democratic party victory,
but it is a splendid victory for those who
stand for the political reforms which
were inaugurated in Ohio by the election
of John M. Pattison to the Governorship
last fall, and it is a personal victory for
Mr. Denver. The result is a magnificent
testimonial to his high character and
great personal worth.
On

Wednesday, Nov. 14th, at the resi¬

dence of the bride, Miss Katherine Evans
was married to Mr. James Richard Wat¬

kins, A. B., ’97, LL. M., 1900, Secretary
the University Law School.
Rev.

of

uncle of Mr. Watkins,
followed
reception at Rauscher’s.

James Boyle,
officiated.

by

a

an

The ceremony was

Thomas

J. L. O’Neill, ’99,
June,
Congregation of St. Paul.

dained in New York last

of the

was
a

or¬

priest

Father

O’Neill will be stationed this year at
Paulist College near Brookland.

the

George E. Harbin, Jr., ’02, after gradu¬
ating in Electrical Engineering at the
Catholic University two years ago, is now
with the Westinghouse General Electric
Company, Pittsburg, Pa.
Miss

Mary Digges Lee, daughter of

Mrs. Charles Carroll Lee, of New York,
who has taken a house in Washington

for the season, was married at noon, Nov.

27th, to Outerbridge Horsey, ’96, of
Maryland. The ceremony was performed
in St. Anthony’s Chapel, attached to St.

Matthew’s Catholic Church, and was the
first ceremony of any kind to take place
within its walls.
The Rev. Thomas S.

Lee, uncle of the bride, officiated.
The ushers who seated the guests, con¬
sisting only of the relatives of the bride
and

bridegroom

and

few intimate

a

friends, were Robert J. Collier, ’94, and
James Parrish Lee, of New York, brother
of the bride, and Lee Horsey and Charles
L. C. Horsey, brothers of the

bridegroom,
Maryland.
Among the guests were his eminence,
Cardinal Gibbons, Archbishop Farley, of
New York; Mr. Justice and Mrs. White,
Mr. and Mrs. Herbert D. Robbins, Mr.
and Mrs. W. E. Montgomery, Miss
Iselin, Miss Moran, Miss Bryce, Miss
Parrish, and S. L. Parrish, all of New
York; and Mr. and Mrs. Columbus
O’Donnell Lee and Hon. John Lee Carroll, former Governor of Maryland, all

both of

of Baltimore.

The following

editorial is taken from
19th. It is in
praise of a worthy alumnus, Judge de
Courcey, A. B., ’78, A. M., ’89,
LL.D., ’04:
the Boston Herald of Nov.

Judge Charles A. de Courcey, the new
the State charities conference,
never takes anything for granted. When
head of

he ascended the bench he determined that

judge ought, if he could help it, to
a prisoner to a place he himself had
not seen.
He personally inspected all
the prisons.
Then he felt that he could
intelligently pass upon a criminal case.
He is considered one of our leading

no

send

authorities

on

that

new

science of soci¬

ology in which penol cgy and charity have
been scientifically merged.
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John Edward Laughlin, A. B., ’oo, a
very successful young lawyer of Pitts¬
burg, Pa., was married on Wednesday,
Dec. 2ist, to Miss Marie Rose Kelly, of
Altoona, Pa. So far as The) Journal
knows this is the first matrimonial event
in the Class of 1900.
On

Congratulations!

Sunday, Nov. 25th, Mr. Robert J.

Collier, ’94, publisher of Collier’s Week¬
ly, and Mr. Conde M. Nast, ’94, Business
Manager of the same publication, made
a short visit to the College.
If Mr. Nor¬
man

Hapgood had

have been

came,

there would

trio hard to beat in great

a

view of the

antiquity of the Magna Charta
frequency with which, during the
past ten centuries, it has been the subject
of discussion, study and controversy of
the ablest and most profound thinkers, it
should be presented at this late era in so
entirely a new light.
As Mr. Payne is a distinguished alum¬
nus (’76) of Georgetown University, this
paper inures to the credit of the alma
and the

mater.

He liars consented to allow

me

to

present the same to you for publication
in your Journal, should you see fit to
do so, and you are at liberty to so use the
same.

and

good journalism. Mr. Collier gener¬
ously provided for the purchase of a firstclass X-ray machine for the University
Hospital.
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WlNRlLLD P. Jone)S.
Mr.

Payne is, as Mr. Jones says above,
distinguished graduate of Georgetown,
taking during his college course twelve
a

Mr. Winfield P.

Jones, A. B., 01, of
Payne, Jones and Jones,
Atlanta, Ga., sends us the following very
welcome letter concerning his colleague,
Mr. Jno. Carroll Payne, A. B. ’76.
Al¬
though he says nothing of himself, Mr.
Jones was quite a “big gun” at George¬
town, winning the Merrick Debate medal
the law firm of

before he left the old walls.

He writes:

Georgetown Journal,
Washington, D. C.
Gpntrpmpn
I

am

cover,

an

:

you, under separate
address of Mr. Jno. Carroll

sending

Payne before the Georgia Bar Associa¬
tion at its 23d annual session, entitled,
“Magna Charta, In its True Light and
Actual Relations to the Liberties of the

English People.”
This paper has, by reason of its depth,
research and literary excellence, created
a

profound impression upon the legal pro¬
It is really remarkable that, in

fession.

medals.

The following are items from Brook

land, D. C.:
Vincent D.

Hennessey, A. M., ’06, is
studying sociology and economics at the
Catholic University in connection with
his work at the Law School.
A. J. Pater, A. M., ’06, is studying
history and philosophy at the Catholic
University with a view of taking the
Ph. D.
Mr.

Jesse Corcoran Adkins, LL. B.;
’99, LL. M., ’00, Assistant U. S. At¬
torney for the District, sends us the ap¬
pended pithy and modest communication:
Mr. F. J.

Hartnett,

Washington, D. C.
De)ar Sir:
I

am

afraid if you want to hear
Old Boys only, you

“illustrious”

from
have
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The Old Boys

wasted time in

writing me, for I am not
probably never shall be.
However, if you want to hear from all
Old Boys, I will tell you in a short space
what has happened to me.
P. S. I enclose one dollar for subscrip¬
tion of Tup Journal.
(Many Thanks.
in that class and

Editor does not wish to

convey the impression that we seek to
hear only from the high and mighty Old

Georgetown has at heart the wel¬
sons.
Merry Christmas,
everybody!
F. J. H.artnltt, ’09.
Boys.

fare of all her

Eds.)

Classic Tales

hy Famous Authors.

By

This collection is

one

F. B. DeBarard.

names
as

of Milton and

some

whose

that should be found in every

reached

outward

however, that

home; the
appearance is unique and be¬
fitting so rare a collection.
It is at¬
tractively bound in a mist grey and
half morocco in red; the design on the
cover
of each volume is symbolical of
its contents.
The green page ruling,
which is something new in bookmaking,
is a scientific protection for the eye and
adds greatly to its value.
Many steel
engravings and water colors are con¬
spicuous throughout the set. There is a
general preface and introduction in the
first volume, and a critical synopsis in
each volume of the work contained there¬
in.

In the twentieth volume there

is

a

general index to the authors, their tales
of dififerent orders, etc.
The mechani¬
cal make-up of the whole is excellent.
As we peruse the contents of the dif¬
ferent

volumes

we

see

the

immortal

short of
covers

Tennyson,

as

well

fame perhaps has not

high. We do not mean to say,
anything that has fallen
the best has crept between the

so

of this commendable work.

best in the collection has been

discriminately.

In

many

The

sought in¬

cases an au¬

thor’s fame may rest solely upon the fact
that he has written much ; there are some,

of sustained effort,
“yield” does not excel a few
short specimens ; specimens, nevertheless,
that are strokes of genius. The aim has
been to choose the “one supreme effort”
of the author whenever possible. In this
library the contents are widely varied, for
its literature finds expressions in accents
grave and gay, in tones lofty and tender,
however, not capable

whose

in flashes of wit and touches of humor

suited to every mood and taste. There
tales of barbarians and savages, tales

are

of the battle, camp

and siege, tales of

GEORGETOWN
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fairyland and fairy tales of gods and
There

heroes.

are

occult tales, and tales

France, of the stage, of the
Orient, all literature of a most delightful
kind, literature that will survive because
of olden

his name,

that he, however glorified and

honored abroad, is held in so slight es¬
teem at home.
However, barring this

oversight which

we

market, the work

has

mendable, to

forth refined

gold.
thing, nevertheless, that
impressed us as a grave oversight in so
general and complete a collection, namely,
the absence of the tales of Edgar Allan
Poe.
Not one story of the famous poet
and literateur is to be seen throughout
come

the work.

one

It

seems

inconsistent that the

feel

will be

sure

rec¬

tified before the last edition is put on

it has stood the crucible test of time and

There is
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say

on

the whole is

the least.

It is

dition to the works of its kind.

compilation it stands alone.

the

com¬

an

ad¬

As

a

It displays

refined and finished taste, it saves the
book lover the annoying and invariably
a

impossible task of choosing what is “fit,”
as it is only at great expenditure of time
and money that the average reader can
The work

editor who spent so much labor and care¬
ful delineation in his endeavor to give us

choose the best of

“classic tales” should overlook Poe; Poe,
the immortal, the king of short-story

selection not formal

writers, the first

“survival of the fittest,” the consensus of

who put the short
story on a firm basis, the man who not
man

is the outcome of

possibly

more

an

author.

chastening process of
or premeditated, but
drastic. It represents the
a

the criterion for all successes, a criterion
which thus far has not only not been

minds, and not merely the personal
opinion of a single mind. The “Classic
Library” represents only tales possessed
of some real quality, intellectual strength,
imagination, beauty of diction, or dra¬
matic power.
It represents not a few

approached, but

“flowers of literature” that have survived

only first made
tales

have

a success

been

of them, whose

translated

into

every

language of Europe, but who has set

up

that will live to be
guiding star of
short-story writers of all nations. It is
an
overwhelming and painful truth to the
few in Poe’s own country who still revere
one

both the forerunner and

many

the frosts of criticism and

now

for the

first time stand forth in proper company
to be admired

by all.
D. P. D.,

Jr., 08.
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LXCHAiNG
The exchange man

feels happy. Yes,
might be more than one thing that
makes him happy; but at least one of
them is that he has several really good
magazines to criticise. Last month he
was beguiled into doing something that
is neither good taste nor good writing.
Exasperated by the exceedingly poor
quality of several papers which he had
intended to review he got by degrees hot¬
it

ter till at last came the straw that broke

the camel’s back.

He succumbed to the

temptation; but now that it is all over
qualms of conscience have overtaken him.
Possibly it is that the Christmas season
is drawing near.
Nobody likes to be
rude

or

uncivil at that time of the year.

That is why he is rejoicing.
There is no
need of overstepping the bounds of civil¬

ity

now;

cast his

for the magazines that he has
of uniform high

eye upon are

standard.

The

stories

are

all

well

worked up from good, interesting plots,
and the verse is redolent of the autumn
the
and
Thanksgiving turkey.
Especially is this true of the verse in the
St. Mary’s Chimes.
The young ladies
at Notre Dame seem to have a preference

fields

for the French forms, such as triolets and
rondeaus.
If all the verse that is writ¬

forms were as good as that
appearing in the Chimes they would be
ten in these

forgotten as French forms and become
entirely English. A sonnet entitled “The
Autumn Wind,” by Miss Carden, is very
fine.
We fail to find a single flaw in it,
whereas its beauties are many. There is
something simple and very sweet about
it which defies definition, but which takes
a hold on the reader and forces him to
read it

again and slower. The rondeau
a good surprise in
the ending. Even though it does not por¬
tray anything as fine as “The Autumn
Wind,” it has in it the spirit of the day.
“Then and Now” has

Our review would be all too brief should
we fail to say a vvord in favor of “Tides,”
by Miss Bransom. Not in verse alone is
the merit of the Chimes, for the story,
“The Story of the Night Wind,” is very
well written.
When half through it we
thought we knew just how it would end,

but

as

a

matter

of fact

we

found

our¬

selves very

much mistaken. It is hon¬
estly very readable.
Another magazine that we always wel¬
come to our desk, and which at the same
time fills us with envy, is the Williams
Lit.
As a usual thing we drop all others
for the Lit if we want to find some good
readable verse or prose.
In the present
issue appears a story with the peculiar
title of “Apis Mellefica, Eros.”
Despite
the burden it is forced to bear because of
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its

title, which we have not yet trans¬
lated, it will* not fail to hold the reader

through its few pages.
That, to our
mind, is a great point in the favor of any
story. Another good story, even though
it does possess a modicum of what is
commonly denominated “slush” is “When
the Salt Hath Lost its Savor.”
that it

was

“slushy,” but

we

We said

would like

to be allowed to take that back.

Some

indeed

might call it that, but after think¬
ing it over for a while we withdraw our
hasty opinion. Of course, being a love
story, it must have a little flavor of the
tender passion, but here it is so delicately
introduced as not to produce a bad im¬
pression, but on the contrary it leaves a
good taste in the mouth, even though the
ending is not so happy as might be de¬
sired by lovers of pure romance.
In our
mind that is another good point, for a
few tears, cast on the paper at the right
time, often produce an effect not to be
gotten by any other means.
Of the
verse, “Her Castle,” and “The Spinner
of Dreams”
Both
on

are

we

know not which is best.

first-class.

There is

Walt Whitman, parts

must

an

essay

of which
plead guilty of skipping. What

we
we

did read of it
of

155

JOURNAL.

late

seems

book

to be

more a

review

Whitman

by Mr.
Perry. As a review it appears to be verv
good, but like many another exchange
editor, we beg leave to pass it over for
want of energy to dig through it.
Of those magazines that put in their ap¬
pearance every week or two, the Inlander
is away and beyond the best.
What
pleases most of all is the attractive looks
of the paper.
They have a good artist
on the staff and to judge by appearances
he never shirks his duty.
We know not
whether to give the laurel to him or to
a

the writers.

on

While the

lander is not all

verse

in the In¬

might expect in a
magazine where the stories and other
prose articles are of such uniform high
character, once in a while they do come
to the front with something worth the
paper it is written on.
“Let Us Forget”
is as fine a piece of verse as one would
find in a long search through the columns
of any college publication.
Not only is
the meter most admirably suited to the
theme, which is thoughtful and sad, but
the theme is very tender and possesses
merit in that it has human feeling in it.
R. H. KexpEY, ’o8.
one
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CLASS REGATTA,

feet.

Thursday, Nov. ist.
Contrary to all the expectations of the
knowing ones in the College, the Sopho ¬
mores
race

won

was

the class race, and a prettier
never
seen
on
the Potomac.

From the start to the finish there

never

water between the Sophomores
and the Juniors, and the race was won
only in the last ten strokes when the
was

open

superior form and training of Captain
La Plante’s men brought them victory.
The Freshmen finished a bad third, and
were
never in the running.
From the
starting gun to the finish line the Sopho¬
mores and Juniors fought it out; at one
time the Juniors would be ahead and then
again the Sophomores would lead. At
the bridge they were about equal, but
soon the Juniors obtained the lead, which
they held until the Sophomores, by a
grand spurt, pulled ahead with the last
ten strokes and won out by a good four

JOURNAL.

Such

exciting finish was unex¬
pected and great credit must be given to
the several

an

crews

for the faithful

manner

in which

they trained under circumstances
disadvantageous. The line-up:
Sophomores—Culkin, bow; C. Stuart,
2; La Plante, 3; Fitzpatrick, 4; Benziger, 5 ; Lynch, 6; Montgomery, 7; Fitz¬
gerald, stroke; de Guigne, coxswain.
Juniors—Kelly, bow; Smith, 2; O’Neil,
3; Cruttimey, 4; Riley, 5; Spalding, 6;
Moran, 7; Dowd, stroke; Jeffs, cox¬
most

swain.

Freshmen—Baillargeon, bow; McKin¬
C. Pallen, 3; Duff, 4; T. Stuart,
5; Murray, 6; Cronin, 7; Chapman,
stroke; Byrne, coxswain.
ney, 2;

FOOT BALL.

Saturday, Nov. 27th, Georgetown, 6;
Washington and Lee, 5.
Georgetown had its first real test of
the

season

in the game

with Washington

GEORGETOWN
and

COLLEGE

Le.e, and it

was satisfactory in every
As both teams were about equal
in weight and neither able to do any con¬
sistent ground-gaining, punting was al¬
most continually in order, and in this
part of the game Hodgson far surpassed
his opponents, keeping the ball out of
dangerous territory all the time. The
forward pass was successfully worked
twice; the end plays were well run off;
and the line men were drilled to perfec¬
The great feature of the game,
tion.
however, was the playing of Kerr. His
handling of punts in the background, his
getting down the field under Hodgson’s
mighty lifts, his tackling and interfer¬
ence, and his sensational 90-yard run,
which gave us our only touchdown, was

respect.

the finest exhibition of foot ball

here

seen

for many a

day. Bocock and Miller also
distinguished themselves, Bocock making
some nice end runs, and Miller by his
tackling. It was about the middle of the
first half that Kerr’s run, the great plav
of the game, brought us victory.
Mooman kicked to our 20-yard line and Kerr
received the ball. He started up the field
with good interference, but toward the
center of the gridiron the Washington
and Lee players broke in around him. By
twisting and dodging he got away only
to be tackled by one of them.
No sooner
had he pushed that man off than he was
tackled again, but eluding the grasp 01
this last

one

his field

was

clear and he

planted the ball squarely behind the up¬
rights. Bocock kicked an easy goal. For
the remainder of the half neither
could

do

much

worked out
them

20

a

side

although the visitors

nice fake kick which netted

yards.

When time

was

called

at
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the end of the first half the

score was:

Georgetown, 6; Washington and Lee, O.
Both teams

much refreshed for

were

the second half.

Straight foot ball was
tried for a time but to no advantage, and
there was a continual exchange of punts.
Fumbling a punt gave the visitors the
ball on our 30-yard line and they tried
a
place kick which failed.
The ball
bounded strangely and Dow, of the visi¬
tors, fell on it on our 8-yard line. Three
plays and Mooman was over for a touch¬
down but failed to kick goal. After this
neither side could gain much, and when
time

was

called the ball

was

in the mid¬

dle of the field.

The

line-up and summary:
Georgetown.
Positions.
W. & L.
O’Boyle
left end
DowT
Cullen
left tackle
Whittington
Glennon
.left guard
White
.

.

.

O’Gorman.
Woods
center

Hodgson
Morton

.

.

Hoge
Dinges
Osbourne

.right guard
right tackle

Stuart.
Kerr

right end

Jackson
Hopkins.
Bocock
quarter back.
C. Bagley
McLaughlin, left half back.. T. Bagley
Miller
right half back
Streit
Dutcher

....

..

.

.

.

full back

Mooman

Touchdowns
Kerr
and
Mooman.
Goal—Bocock. Referee—Mr. Jack Gass,
of Lehigh.
Umpire — Mr. Le Mat.
Timers—Messrs. Thatcher, Spaldings,
and Marshall,
Washington and Lee.
Head linesman—Mr. Westervelt.
Time
—

of

halves—25 and

20

minutes.

Saturday, Nov. 3d, Georgetown,
North Carolina, o.
The game with

4;

North Carolina was
played at Norfolk, Va., and it was due
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That the

score

fault

was

not doubled
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we won.
was

due

no

and this time
lina

was

be

no one was

off-side.

uncertain whether the

fake

Caro¬

play

was

not, but Bocock met the
ball with his toe and sent is as squarelv
to

a

on

our

a

game

kind of

2-yard line shows what
they played.

of

Captain Bocock who,
shortly after the game opened, kicked a
beautiful goal from the field from the
15-yard line, but the officials would not
allow it, claiming that we had too many
men on the line.
Nothing undaunted he
tried for it again from the 25-yard line,
to

downs

JOURNAL.

or

between the posts as could be, and this
time the four points were credited to us.

Line-up and

summary:

U. of N. C.

Georgetown.
Positions.
McLaughlin., .left end
Cullen
Glennon

Wood s

left tackle.
left guard
center

Davis
..

.Singleterry
J. Morrow
Rogers

right guard.. Thompson
right tackle.... McIntosh
right end
O’Boyle
L . Pitman
Bocock (capt.) quarter back
Mann
Hodgson

..

Morton

T. Morrow

Devine,Miller, left half back... .McNeil
Stewart
Dutcher

right half back... Dunlap
full back...Story (capt.)

The punting of Hodgson was magnificent

Score—Georgetown, 4.
Goal from
grand work must be attributed field
Referee
Bocock.
Trenchard,
a
great part of our success.
Princeton
Umpire—Fultz, Brown,
Carolina far outweighed Georgetown
Head linesman—Mr. Thatcher. Lines¬
and from the standpoint of straight foot¬
men—Dugan and Kerr. Timers—Mr.
Simon and Mr. Ryan. Time of halves—
ball probably had the better of us; twice
thirty and twenty-five minutes.
they had the ball on our 2-yard line but
each time lost it on downs.
They also
Saturday, Nov. 10th, Georgetown, 0;
tried for a goal from the field several
Virginia, 12.
times but missed each one.
Their play¬
For the first time in five years George¬
ing was not as consistent as ours, and town and Virginia met in foot ball and
they lost considerable ground by fumbles. the contest was one of the best and hard¬
Captain Story and McNeil excelled for est-fought ever seen on Georgetown
the Carolinians, and were nearly always
Field, Virginia winning by a score of
good for gains. For Georgetown, Bo¬ 12 to o. It was a real foot-ball game,
cock; Dutcher, and Devine were a power #and Georgetown, though defeated, cov¬
on the offense, and on the defense several
ered herself with a glory no less than
times prevented a touchdown.
Devine that of Virginia. It was a contest be¬
one time got the ball on Carolina’s for¬
tween the mature, experienced players of
ward pass, as also did Bocock.
In the Virginia and the light, young and inex¬
second half Devine had to retire because
perienced defenders of Georgetown. The
of an injury to his leg, and Miller who
’Varsity has been pitted against such
replaced him did some clever work. superior weight in the two preceding
Great credit is due to the team as a whole
games that it was not at all in the proper
for the way in which they played to¬
condition for a game with Virginia, and
gether, and the fact that they were twice to this fact can in a great measure be
able to hold the heavy Carolinians for
attributed the victory of Virginia. But
and to his
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Randolph and Johnson, of the Vir¬
ginians, belong the credit of the winning
to

of the game.

ideal for foot ball, and the
those truly Georgetown
crowds that baffle description.
On the
stands to the west were grouped the sup¬
porters of Georgetown, such a mass of
beauty and chivalry as gather in Wash¬
On
ington only on Georgetown Field.
The

crowd

day

one

was

of

the eastern side assembled the cohorts of

Virginia, less
none

numerous, perhaps, but
the less strong in feeling or bright

with color, their

yellow chrysanthemums
waving defiance to the blue and gray
across

the

field.

At

each

end

were

grouped carriages and automobiles, while
men and boys sought for standing room
along the side lines, and from the hill
on the north black-robed maidens eyed
with envy their more fortunate neighbors
whose place of vantage was Gaston Hall.
The game began. Virginia won the
toss

and

chose

to

defend

the northern

goal.

Hodgson kicked off to Johnson,
who returned the ball io yards, but that
was
all Virginia could get and they
punted. Then followed an exchange of
punts, and Georgetown, by a series of
line plays, carried the ball within strik¬
ing distance of Virginia’s goal when they
were penalized,
and one chance for a
touchdown

was

lost.

Bocock

tried
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a

drop kick for goal, but the ball went wide.
Then the ball changed hands often until
Virginia got a chance for a free kick for
goal from the 28-yard line, but missed.
Hodgson then punted out from the 15yard line to Randolph, who by a fine run
of sixty yards, aided by good interfer¬
ence, ran through the whole Georgetown
team for the first touchdown, falling with

the ball

the extreme end of the

goal
punted out to Johnson,
who heeled the catch, and Randolph
kicked the goal.
Score—Virginia, 6;
Georgetown, o.
line.

on

He then

For the

rest of this

half neither side

goal line. On the punts,
Hodgson and Randolph were on about
equal terms. Bocock made a nice run for
25-yards, Johnson went around the end
twice, each time for 20 yards, and Ranolpli got around right end for 35 yards.
ndolph tried a place kick from the 19rd line, but the ball was blocked and
Kerr fell on it.
On the next play time
came

was

near

a

called.

The second half.

Johnson kicked off
Morton, who ran back 15 yards. Then
a series of plays through Virginia’s line
by O’Boyle, Bocock, Kane, Kerr and
to

Devine advanced the ball 70

yards, but
lacking for the final effort,
and, when almost on the point of scoring,
lost the ball on downs.
This magnifi¬
cent work of Georgetown brought the
crowd to a high state of excitement, and
her chances of scoring in the entire game
were never brighter. Virginia was unable
to do much on the next few plays, was
penalized and obliged to punt.
Then
Georgetown, not being able to gain, at¬
tempted to punt, but the kick was blocked.
On the first down Randolph took the ball
and by a fine piece of dodging went over
the goal line after a run of 35 yards.
He
then punted out to Johnson, who heeled
the kick, and Randolph kicked goal.
Score—Virginia, 12; Georgetown, o.
Georgetown again made a valiant try
for a score, but again were not strong
enough for the final effort. The forward
pass was tried several times, but with no
the team

was

GEORGETOWN

1G0

COLLEGE

The dodging and end runs of
Randolph > and Johnson were the great
features of the game, for these two men
did all the ground-gaining for Virginia
success.

that

was

worth while.

called the ball

was

in

When time

Virginia’s

was

posses¬

sion in the middle of the field.

Line-up and
Georgetown.
McLaughlin.

.

summary:

.

Virginia.
Meyers

Position.
left end

.

Cullen
Glennon

left tackle
left guard

Buckley

center

Hodgson

right guard

Stuart
Morton
Kerr
Bocock (Capt.)

right tackle

Woods
.

.

.

.Vaughn
Gloth
Spear

Williams

.

....

Dabney

Maddox
right end
quarterback... Randolph

Fletcher
left half back. .Johnson

Devine
Stuart

(Capt.)
right halfback. Saniforth
Randolph

O’Boyle

full back

Dutcher
Kane

Neff

Touchdowns—Randolph,

2.
Goals
touchdown—Randolph, 2.
Um¬
pire—Mr. Olcott, of Yale University.
Referee—Mr. Gass, of Lehigh Univer¬
sity. Chief timer—Mr. W. C. Thatcher.
Head linesman—Mr. R. R. Brown, of
Dartmouth.
Time of halves—Thirty

from

minutes each.

Thursday, Nov. 29th, Georgetown, 16;
George Washington, 6.
Again did Georgetown show George
Washington what kind of foot ball she
plays. If ever George Washington ex¬
pected to win, it was on Thanksgiving
Day, and if ever they were decisively
beaten it
student

was

then.

From her unlimited

body and the “District reserves”
George Washington presented a heavier

JOURNAL.

and stronger team than ever before, but
like wheat before the wind it fell before
the fierce

onslaughts of the slender sons
Georgetown.
The only occasion
George Washington had to cheer was be¬
fore the game and when they scored near
the end of the game.
In the first half
Georgetown played them off their feet,
and in the second half went through
them at will for long and consistent gains.
Seldom did George Washington display
any of that great ability that was said to
be theirs, and the only real good work
they did was toward the end of the game
when they shifted their line-up and with
a bit of luck their superior weight told
and they did succeed in getting a touch¬

of

down.

Georgetown

never

played

a

headier

or

stronger game. The whole team deserves
more credit than words can give; their
defense

superb and their offense ir¬
Captain Bocock ran his team
splendidly, and his repertoire of plays
and the daring with which they were exe¬
cuted had the Hatchetites completely at
his mercy.
To Jim Kerr, O’Boyle,
Hodgson and Dutcher too much praise
cannot be given; to Kerr, whose magnifi¬
cent runs of 65 and 75 yards for touch¬
downs
will
never
be forgotten; to
O’Boyle for his great interference and
end runs; to Hodgson, who has never had
a superior as a kicker in Georgetown, and
whose place kick from the 44-yard line
has not been equalled in years on George¬
town
Field; and to Dutcher, whose
tackles and line plunges were a feature
of the game.
Miller and McLaughlin at
was

resistible.

the ends far outclassed their opponents,
while Stuart, Morton, Cullen and Woods,
on

the line, were more than a match for

|
\
the h eavy men

GEORGETOWN

COEEEGE

who opposed them. Buck-
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but Dutcher

Georgetown

nailed

him in

his

tracks.

penalized for holding.
Steenerson punted to Bocock who re¬
turned the ball ten yards.
Dutcher got
ten
guished themselves several times. George¬
yards and O’Boyle five yards.
town’s victory was a great personal one
Georgetown fumbled on the thirty-yard
line.
Steenerson punted and Kerr re¬
for Coach Reilly.
of
play
has
His style
turned the ball fifteen yards.
been criticised by some foot-ball critics of
Dutcher
the city, but the way in which his team
got five yards and Hodgson punted.
showed up the much vaunted new game,
George Washington could not gain and
which George Washington was supposed
Steenerson punted to Kerr. Georgetown
to play, proved that the criticisms were
then worked the forward pass for fifteen
as undeserved as we
always knew them yards, Bocock to O’Boyle. Kerr got ten
to be.
When certain sporting writers of
yards. George Washington was penal¬
some of the city papers learn as much
ized fifteen yards.
Georgetown then
about foot ball as Coach Reilly, then, and
worked the ball to their eight-yard line
not till then, will they be qualified to criti¬
but lost it on downs. Steenerson punted
cise and condemn the style of game
to Bocock who signalled for a free catch
and kic'k.
The ball was on their fortyplayed at Georgetown.
George Washington won the toss and four-yard line and Hodgson drove it
decided to defend the northern goal, with
squarely between the goal posts.
a
strong wind in their favor, giving
Score—Georgetown, 4; George Wash¬
Georgetown the ball. Hodgson kicked ington, o.
off to Sutton, who returned the ball onl>
Sutton kicked off and Dutcher re¬
five yards. They got one first down and
turned the ball twenty yards.
O’Boyle
then had to punt. Kerr returned the ball
made eight yards and then Hodgson
twenty yards, but soon Hodgson punted
punted. George Washington got fifteen
to Sutton who had advanced only three
yards on a double pass and time was
yards when he was downed.
George called.
The second half.
Sutton kicked off
Washington got another first down but
had to punt. Hodgson soon returned the
to McLaughlin who came back thirty-five
punt to Moore who was downed almost
yards. On the next play Kerr was given
in his tracks.
the ball and ran sixty-five yards with the
Steenerson again punted,
Kerr receiving the ball.
Georgetown whole George Washington team at his
was penalized ten yards for
hurdling, and heels, for a touchdown. Bocock kicked
O’Bovle pulled off the first of his sensa¬
goal.
tional runs, going around left end for
Score—Georgetown, 10; George Wash¬
thirty-five yards. Soon we had to punt. ington, o.
It was just ten minutes after this that
George Washington tried the forward
Kerr
pass but Cullen got the ball.
Hodgson
again made a spectacular dash of
again punted to Sutton. Steenerson at¬ seventy-five yards for our second touch¬
The ball had changed hands
tempted a quarter back kick to Sutton down.
t center, never played a better game,
and Cogan, Kane and Grogan, who went
into) the game toward the last, distin¬

ley,

was
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Bocock gave Kerr
the ball on the next play and with superb
interference he got away and after elud
ing several Hatchetites in the background
he scored
kicked

our

last touchdown.

Bocock

difficult

goal.
Score—Georgetown, 16; George Wash¬
ington, o.
Hodgson again kicked off to Sutton.
George Washington could gain but littlte.
Georgetown got the ball and Bocock tried
a
drop kick from the thirty-yard line,
a

but missed

it.

Steenerson kicked out.

Dutcher got ten yards.
made a sensational run of
a

touchdown, but it

Then O’Boyle
forty yards for

was not

allowed

For the rest of the game

a

quarter-back kick.

as

George Washington’s coach had signalled
for a change in his line-up.
Here Mc¬
Dermott took Steenerson’s place at quar¬
ter, Lorando giving way to Steenerson
at end.
George Washington then started
to go through our line.
They got five
yards on a forward pass. Georgetown
was penalized and
George Washington
had the ball on our four-yard line and
in three trials they shoved their full back
over.
Steenerson kicked goal.
Score—Georgetown, 16; George Wash¬
ington, 6.
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let

Georgetown
George Washington have the ball most

of the time.

When time

was

called it

w.vs

Georgetown’s ball in midfield.
Line-up and summary:
Georgetown
Position.
Geo. Wash’n.
Miller

left end

Grogan

Lorando

Steenerson.

Cullen
Woods

left
.left

.

.

.

tackle..

guard.

.

....

Morris

..

Morton

Buckley
Cogan
Hodgson.

..center

.

.

.right guard.

.

.

.

Vierra

Stuart

..right tackle.. Sommers
McLaughlin. right end
Gunning
Bocock (Capt.).quarter back.. Steenerson
..

.

O’Boyle

.

.

McDermott
.left half back,
Beard

.

Kerr

Dutcher
Kane

.

.

Wright
.right half back...Sutton

.

.

.

full

back

,

.

.

Licaroni

Touchdowns—Kerr (2) and Licaroni.
Goals from touchdown—Bocock (2) and
Goal from field—Hodgson.
Steenerson.
Referee—Mr. McCarthy, Pennsylvania.

Umpire—Mr. Hurley, Harvard.

Head

linesman—Mr. Suter, Princeton.
As¬
sistant linesmen—“Doc” White, George¬
town, and Mr. Henderson, George Wash¬

ington.

Timekeeper—Mr.

Thatcher.

Time of halves—30 minutes each.
Thos. F. Boyle,

’09.

