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THE POET

Some call you mad. Oh, then, let me
Be mad that I may say and know
Immortal thoughts and songs like thee

Before I go.

Your soul knew unsung melody
And voices, sweeter to your ears
Than heard Ulysses on the sea

In Grecian years.

The blind old bard! He knew full well
The Epic note undimmed, undying.
He knew the wine-dark sea’s long swell

Tho’ naught descrying.

And Shelley rapt and passion-pale—
His soul still felt the lyric ring,
As if for him the nightingale

Did ever sing.

Then honor to the poet give,
Nor lightly speak above his head.
Tho' he is gone, his song will live

When you are dead.
G. Hpbron, ’08.
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Caxton
It was the winter of 1878, perhaps the

severest that London had felt in a decade.
I cannot recall the exact date, but it is
of small consequence; let it suffice that
at the time I was but one year married
and was living comfortably at my home
in Threadneedle Street. I well remem¬

ber it was at luncheon. I had scarcely
sat down when an exclamation from an

adjoining room drew my attention to my
wife who, pale as death, perused a copy
of the Standard. When I approached
she handed me the paper without a word
The flaring headline, Murder, Foul a)id
Atrociousimmediately caught my eye,
and there followed a long and thrilling
account of the murder of my intimate and
beloved friend Walter Nettleton. Re¬

gaining at length my composure, I pro
ceeded to the details. Walter Nettleton.
as I stated before, was my intimate
friend despite the fact that he was nearly
twenty years my senior. His daughter
Bernardine and myself were as brother
and sister, and I assure you no darker
calamity than this could have befallen
me. In a twinkling I put on my over¬
coat and almost ran to Hyde Park where,
in the mansion of the deceased, I was
well aware Bernardine Nettleton stood
in need of a condoling friend. I found
her frantic and all my efforts to console
her were fruitless.

Shortly after Bernardine’s birth her
mother died and so this lone girl had
known no other love than that of the
fond parent who thus untimely was

separated from her. The need of a
woman at hand was quite evident, and I
lost no time in summoning my wife to
the house in Hyde Park. All I could
possibly do was accomplished and I sat
down exhausted to review with more

precision the terrible facts in what was
announced by the city authorities to be
the most atrocious murder in history of
London crime.

Walter Nettleton was of noble lineage
as well as of untold wealth. In all
London he had not one known enemy, as
he had long since retired from business
and his social appearances were few. It
seems he left his home on the previous
afternoon at 3.00 o’clock for a walk in
the park, as was his custom, and that was
the last time he was seen alive. Out by
the outskirts of the city, in the gas-house
district, some laborers asserted that at 5.30
o’clock the most hideous and inhuman
cries were heard in the vicinity of an old
uninhabited hut that was situated in the
shadow of the large gas house. The
laborers, who were foreigners, were so
•terrified by the gruesome yells that they
took to flight and from a distance viewed
the hut in question. As to what followed
the evidence was conflicting. No two
agreed on the same point; some asserting
that the cries stopped immediately, and
others that they were prolonged indefin¬
itely. All, however, agreed that at least
three men came from the hut and made
their escape between the time the cries
began and ceased. Before long, however.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 20?

the authorities intervened and found the
hut empty, blit the walls and low ceiling
were besmeared with blood, and every¬

thing gave evidence of a terrific struggle.
A se’areh for the victim immediately set
in and very soon the fjody of a man,
fearfully mutilated and with head beaten
to a pulp, was picked up within ioo feet
of the hut. At the morgue it was identi¬
fied by the clothes to be Mr. Walter Net-
tleton of Hyde Park. His daughter also
testified to the clothes as those worn by
her father on the fateful afternoon. No

conceivable motive could be assigned for
the crime and the detectives were work¬

ing wholly in the dark. Such were the
facts in the case of Walter Nettleton, and,
baffled beyond belief, I pondered how and
why anyone could have taken the life of
so charming and excellent a man.

It was not till that night, when I was
on my way home, having left my wrife to
comfort the wretched Bernardine, that
1 thought of my future course of action,
so taken up had I been with the facts
themselves. Revenge was the first thing
that came to my mind; the slayers of
Walter Nettleton would pay dearly for
their crime if I had to spend the rest of
my days and my fortune to effect it. For
the first time, I say, I thought of re¬

venge, and out of the gloom I saw one

ray of light—Geoffrey Caxton—my fel¬
low at Oxford, by profession a consulting
detective of Scotland Yard. If there was

one man under the sun who could give
me the satisfaction of seeing the mur¬
derers on the scaffold, it was he.

It is fitting that I here and now de¬
scribe as far as I am able (for it is al¬
most impossible) the strange character

and peculiar methods of my eccentric
friend Caxton. As I said before, he was 4

a graduate of Oxford; we were in the
same class and even rowed on the same

crew, hut long as I knew him, I had
never fully known him. With Caxton
the study of crime was a passion and
although he had a yearly income of many
thousand pounds, he continued in the
practice of his chosen profession. He
did not drink nor smoke nor enjoy the
pleasures of other men. He remained
apart. His was to search into the unhal¬
lowed depths and labyrinths of crime;
his was the unravelling of the weird and
phantasmagoric. To Caxton human na¬
ture was as a book which he read with-

amazing intuition ; the motives and work¬
ings of the human heart were as clear to
him as day. In Scotland Yard he held
the dignified office of consultor, and
when others failed the solution was left
for him. His methods it is true had caused
some criticism, but if we are to judge by
results, Caxton's unprecedented achieve¬
ments placed him far above his col¬
leagues.

I gained admittance to his quarters,
and not finding him at home proceeded to
make myself comfortable till his arrival.
I did not have long to wait. Already I
could hear his steady tread on the stairs
and the next moment he stood in the

doorway. His tall, gaunt figure was

modestly attired in a brown tweed suit;
he wore no overcoat. Passively for an in¬
stant he stood, and I could feel his pene¬

trating green eyes reading (though not
offensively) the reason of my unseason¬
able visit.
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“Well, Bradley! what's so important
that you must needs miss your dinner on

my account?”
“A very sorry state of affairs, Caxton.”
“Of course you refer to Nettleton?”
“I do! and I’ve come for your assist¬

ance—”

“I’m sorry, Bradley—”
“But, he is my friend, Caxton, and his

daughter is left alone in this miserable
affair. I must do something, and the
least I can do is to see justice done. Come
now, consider, for friendship’s sake, you
can abandon your present affair till
later?”

“I’ll tell you, I’m bound in that direc¬
tion this evening after I have a bit to
eat. I haven’t touched food in forty-
eight hours. We will drop in at Nettle-
ton’s and if it proves of sufficient im¬
portance, I may be able to help you.”

And so that evening at eight a somber-
looking butler ushered us to a room off
of the parlor where lay the remains of
Walter Nettleton. Presently Bernardine
appeared, in deep mourning. Dejection
and grief had added to her beauty and
made her an object of pity. Now Cax¬
ton, to use the paradoxical expression,was
“a man without a heartall emotion
outside of the ordinary trend was a'
nonentity in him, but try as I would, not
to believe it, the more certain was I that
there was more than sympathy or con¬
cern in Caxton’s expression on seeing
Bernardine Nettleton. I will not de¬
scribe the rest of the evening. It was
short. Caxton was permitted to examine
the corpse; the rooms of the entire house
before he left. He had an account of

the habits, friends and acquaintances of

the deceased. Bernardine spoke as little
as possible, but I felt sure that she found
solace and comfort in the tall, strong
person of Geoffrey Caxton. To be true
he was little over thirty and of striking
appearance, but I did not think love pos¬
sible under the circumstances. However,
grief brings many together. Needless to
say, on our leaving, when Caxton an¬
nounced his intention of “taking up the
case,” I was not in the least surprised.
I knew it the first time their eyes met.

The following is an account of the
next three days, which I have taken from
my diary :

Monday morning—Both of us went to
the outskirts of the city to the scene of
the murder. The hut and surroundings
were closely guarded, but Caxton’s cre¬
dentials gained us admittance. He im¬
mediately began his investigations, and
with marvelous agility proceeded from
place to place. The paper did not half
describe the ghastly picture of the blood-
besmeared hut. There were numerous

evidences of a struggle, but the blood¬
stained finger-marks predominated. Cax¬
ton proceeded from one to the other with
his magnifying glass and in a very short
time he had gone over the walls, ceiling
and floor. Taking a piece of bloody
plaster with him, he left the hut to con¬
tinue investigation on the outside. I was

glad to get away, for the horrible sight
sickened me. Leading from the door
there were many tracks of retreating
footsteps which had been kept undis¬
turbed since the coroner’s arrival. To

my astonishment Caxton ignored these
and continued his search in the opposite
direction, where we found some slight
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trail, and in following this we were soon
over two miles from the hut. At times
Caxton made such rapid progress that
I had to run to keep up with him. Sud¬
denly he stopped and picked up a shoe.
It was without doubt a Chinaman’s and
Caxton seemed elated over his clue. As
noon approached a slight fall of rain put
an end to our progress, all tracks being
obliterated, but Caxton though he said
nothing seemed very well satisfied with
the progress we were making. At lunch
I could not get a word from him, so
absorbed was he in thought. After we

spent an hour in his private chemical
laboratory we set off to visit some of
Nettleton’s friends. We visited four

parties, but that occupied the remainder
of the day. Besides his two attorneys
we saw Martin Kidwell, a cousin of Net-
tletons, as well as his most intimate
friend Monsieur Du Bar, who was con¬

ducting the funeral and most of his
affairs. M. Du Bar had known Nettleton
for years and seemed very sad over the
loss of his friend. I had often met him
at Nettleton’s home, but never knew him
intimately.

That night Caxton insisted on being
alone. He left the house at 7.20 and
came home at 3.00 a. m. the next morn¬

ing covered from head to foot with mud.
He seemed high strung and excited, and
when I retired for the night he was still
sitting by the fire staring into space.
The following day we met at breakfast.
He announced his departure for the Bank
of England and would meet me at the
Nettleton home at 11.00 a. m.

Tuesday morning—The third day since
Walter Nettleton’s death, and Bernardine

after a paroxysm of grief remained dis¬
tressingly silent. We were sitting in the
morning room awaiting the coming of
Caxton. No matter what he had to tell
would be of little interest to her, as it was

only on my pressing it that Caxton was

employed. Accordingly when he was
announced little was expected of the
visit.

“Good morning, Miss Nettleton. I
thought I’d drop in as I have a few
things to straighten out.”

“You are always welcome, Mr. Caxton
I always look forward to some light on

my father’s mysterious end. Mr. Bradley
has been telling me of the latest develop¬
ments.”

“So! well, first of all, you will pardon
my asking, but when is the funeral to
take place?”

“It was expected to-day, but we were

going to wait till later.”
“If it were possible, I wish you would

hasten the funeral as much as you are
able as a great deal depends on this.”

“But doesn’t it seem disrespectful to
father?”

“My dear Miss Nettleton, the man
whom you are abouf to bury is not your
father; your father to-day is alive and
well and is very likely to stay that way.”

Dumbstruck I sank into a chair and
stared at Caxton in wonder. He had

gone to Bernardine’s aid, who was on the
point of swooning. It was some time
before she could compose herself. Beg¬
ging him to repeat it again and again
she wept for joy as he told her that hei
father not only lived but that he felt sure
that he could recover him. “I cannot

explain now, but believe me it is neces-
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sary that the supposed Mr. Nettleton be
buried this afternoon if possible, and,
what is more important, not a soul must
know of what I told you. It is neces¬

sary to bring' about your father’s return
to go through the mock funeral without
anyone knowing the truth but yourself.
Mr. Bradley will keep it secret. If all
goes well I hope to have my net woven
around the conspirators and within forty-
eight hours to have them at the mercy
of the law, and your father in his home.”
With a few more hurried instructions
Caxton left. M. Du Bar was immediately
notified, and when Bernardine expressed
her desire to have her father interred im¬

mediately he was not the least disturbed
and made not the slightest objection.

Tuesday afternoon—At four o’clock
friends and relatives gathered around to
witness the last rites of the dead. Quite
a number were present and Bernardine,
in accordance with strict orders from

Caxton, wept with well feigned grief
■over the supposed remains of her father.
Just before the ceremony was over I
happened to look around the room and
caught a glimpse of the retreating figure
■of Caxton. An hour later after the mock
funeral I accompanied Bernardine to her
home.

The effect of Caxton’s words on Ber¬
nardine was marvelous, she was all in¬
terest and glad at heart.

“Do you think he will possibly save
father. Mr. Bradley? He said he was
positive that he lived !”

“I am as much in the dark as you are
Bernardine, but I have great faith in
Caxton, lie is capable of almost anything.
If he is sure that your father lives, trust

him to find him,” and if Bernardine did
not say she had faith in him she surely
looked it. From her conversation at

dinner it was also evident that her ad¬
miration for Caxton was growing more
and more.

Tuesday, ii.oo P. M.—Caxton hus¬
tled me off into the night. We ran
up side streets and down alleys. I knew
nothing of where I was or what was

awaiting me, as Caxton talked very little
when intent on the chase, and all I could
do was to follow. Before we left the
house he presented me with a brace of
pistols and warned me that I would need
them. Presently we came to the wharves
and two men, whom I afterward learned
were from Scotland Yard, stepped out of
the dark to meet us.

“The hoat is ready, sir,” spoke up one
of them “and so far all’s well.” Caxton

barely nodded. We both got in the row¬
boat at hand and leaving the two on

shore pushed out into the Thames. The
night was black and damp and everything
was uncomfortably quiet. A thick fog had
settled on the river and the light on the
wharves was barely visible. We drifted
out to midstream. Caxton said not a word,
but watched, never once raising his eves.
We remained thus for over an hour, and,
chilled to the bone, 1 began to wish I was
back again in my home. Presently, how¬
ever, Caxton stirred. The click of oar¬

locks was faintly audible. It became more
distinct. Soon the splash of the water
could be heard. It grew nearer and nearer
until out of the gloom we could discern
the outlines of a phantom row-boat.
Three an'en were aboard. They approached
in silence, and in silence they passed us.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 211

As soon as they were gone we rowed
easily behind them. On account of the
fog we could not see, but we followed the
sound of their oars. I do not know how
far we went, but soon we reached rough
water and stopped. I soon found out
that we were at the outlet of a sewer:

one of the many great channels that con¬
duct London’s filth into the Thames. The
boat ahead, to my consternation, made a
roundabout approach to the outlet. As
they reached the stone wall they drew in
their oars and by means of some grip on
the wall dragged their boat against the
tumult of out-rushing water into the
mouth of the sewer and disappeared. By
Caxton's prompting I quickly rowed in
pursuit. On reaching the same point we
found a wire cable along the wall that
had served them as a grip. The out¬
pour of water had tremendous power and
with no little difficulty we turned our
boat in after the manner of our predeces¬
sors and immediately were enveloped in
darkness. The wire cable that lay close
to the side of the wall was the only guide
we had and we made little progress
against the mad mill race. On we went
in the dark, farther and farther, until I
thought my arm would give out, but
Caxton was unyielding and insisted on
pursuit. Our efforts were soon rewarded.
A light was discernible ahead. It grew
brighter and brighter until at last we
drew' up near the mouth of a cave. In
the obstreperous water our approach was

not noticed. We drew closer and peering
in saw four men. Two were white men,

evidently those who just arrived. The
third was a Chinaman of enormous pro¬

portions. and the fourth was Walter

Nettleton, pale and haggard, tied in a
chair. I will not attempt to tell you of
my surprise. I only sat back in the boat
and held to the cable wondering what
Caxton’s next move would be. He
seemed not in the least surprised at the
presence of Nettleton, but remained in
the same calm that had held him for the

past two days. I know not how long we
waited but it seemed an eternity. From
what I could judge Caxton was waiting
for the enemy to make the first move,
and he did. One of the smaller men

approached the opening and started to
untie the rope of his boat, but he had no
more than touched it when Caxton drew

up out of the dark and grabbing him
by the neck hurled him into the flood.
His stiffled cry alarmed the others and
the second approached the opening and
met the same fate as the first. The time
had come to act, and Caxton springing
into the cave met the huge Chinaman in
open encounter. A pistol was of little
account at such close quarters. It was
man to man, and never will I forget what
followed if I live ten score years. Net¬
tleton overjoyed at the sight of assistance
strained under his bonds in viewing the
contest that was to decide his fate. I
was kept busy holding the boat, our onlv
means of conveyance, and to try to pick
the Chinaman out with my pistol would
he dangerous for Caxton, so the outcome
depended wholly on himself. But he was
not lacking. At first the yellow man’s bulk
prevailed, but the grit and stamina of
the Oxford oarsman was once more dis¬

played and his opponent soon weakened,
and, though struggling desperately, at last
was forced to submission. I could not
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suppress a shout of joy. The Chinaman
was bound and placed in the bottom of
the boat. Nettleton was freed, and bidding
a fond farewell to the dismal cave, we

released our hold and were borne swiftly
through the dark channel out into the
Thames.

The Chinaman was turned over to the
men at the wharves and by four o’clock
Walter Nettleton was back in his home.
Bernardine had stayed up all night wait¬
ing for us. After the happy meeting of
father and daughter, Caxton instructed
Bernardine to send a note to Monsieur
Du Bar, asking him to come immediately,
fy.it to say nothing of her father. In the
meantime we retired to a rear room

where Caxton endeavored to remove

some of the dirt from his clothing. “I
must look respectable to meet Monsieur
Du Bar,” he remarked. So far he had
made no explanation of the case, and
though Bernardine was satisfied that her
father was returned, I was more curious.

“It is all very simple,” he said “from
start to finish, if you review each step
carefully. First of all, when we entered
the hut on the day following the supposed
murder, the appearance of the walls and
ceiling at once raised my suspicion. It
must have been a terrific struggle, indeed.
The bloody finger marks on the walls
were so high that they could have only
been placed there by a very tall man.

Upon investigation with my glass I found
the foot impressions of only one man on
the floor of the hut, and these were of a

peculiar kind, while, if you remember,
leading from the door were numerous
footprints. I naturally suspected a ruse.
After all the bod}7 that was found was

beaten beyond recognition, and the
clothes could easily have been changed.
The numerous and well-made footprints
outside were no doubt part of the ruse to
mislead pursuers, and as they were put
there to mislead, they were, in all proba¬
bility, headed in the opposite direction to
the real trail. That, as you know, I found
as well as the Chinaman’s shoe which fitted

exactly the imprints on the trail and those
in the hut. Rain put an end to our in¬
vestigation in this line. The next step
was to examine the blood on the plaster
that I had taken from the hut, and, as I
suspected, it was not human blood at all,
but that of a pig. As you no doubt know,
the corpuscles of the pig’s blood resemble
very much those of man, and the distinc¬
tion is very slight. This ruse is a com¬
mon one and is often employed to avert
suspicion from the criminal. It was

quite evident, therefore, that Nettleton
lived; but where he was, and what the
motive was of those who wished him to

be supposed dead, was yet to be learned.
The question cui bono was next to
attract my attention, and so I proceeded
to the. friends of Nettleton, who were not
numerous. The attorneys were beyond
suspicion. His cousin, Kidwell, was hardly
to be considered, but Monsieur Du Bar
was a trifle nervous. His yellow com¬
plexion, the watery film over his eyes, the
nervous twitching of the neck and head
told me plainer than words that he was
an opium fiend. My long dealing with
these people had made me familiar with
their habits. If you reflect, all of the
opium 'dens’ in London are conducted
by Chinamen, and the coincidence that
Monsieur Du Bar was implicated with
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Chinamen and that a Chinaman was con¬

nected with the Nettleton affair, did not

escape mv notice. Accordingly that night,
till three o’clock the following morning,
1 prowled about the opium ‘dens’
(which I have visited not infrequently).
It was by a mere accident that I happened
upon the right one so soon. On the
street I collided with a Chinaman of

gigantic build and was almost carried off
my feet. Now Chinamen are not usually
large men, but this one I say was enor¬
mous. I followed him and found that he

was the proprietor of a ‘den.’ With
some difficulty I got in by a rear entrance
and found Monsieur Du Bar on a couch
under the influence of the powerful drug
M. Du Bar, Nettleton’s most intimate
friend, was, therefore, acquainted with a
Chinaman who fitted the description of
the Chinaman implicated in Nettleton’s
disappearance. The next move was to
consider the finances of Mr. Nettleton,
and at the Bank of England I learned
that for the past year he periodically
drew enormous sums up till one month
before his disappearance. From what I
learned of Nettleton’s habits, he was far
from extravagant. On further investiga¬
tion I found that, contrary to popular
opinion. Monsieur Du Bar’s finances were

very low and later that he had lost every¬

thing by gambling. The rest you know.
It was very simple for a grief-stricken

girl to be misled by the clothes of her
parent, especially when Monsieur Du Bar
gave strong testimony of his friend’s
identity.”

“But what was the motive in all this?”

“Evidently blackmail or some threat
beforehand. To these threats he yielded
for a time, it seems, but finally put a stop
to it, whereupon he is abducted, a bat¬
tered and torn corpse is put in his clothes
and a fictitious murder is carried out to

satisfy the people that he is dead. After
some time in that dirty cave perhaps he
would be willing to sign over most of
his fortune. It was a deep game, but
opium fiends, steeped in crime, stop at
nothing.”

“But what of those inhuman and
hideous yells ?”

“My dear Bradley, a Chinaman opium
eater is the nearest approach to the beast
that we have, but, if I am not mistaken,
Monsieur Du Bar is at the door.”

Monsieur Du Bar was announced, en¬

tered, was securely handcuffed by Cax-
ton, and before he could recover from
his surprise was hustled off by two depu¬
ties, who, at Caxton’s orders, had waited
outside.

It was scarcely daybreak when Caxton
left, and from that time to this I have
not seen him.

D. P. D., Jr.
(To be Continued.)
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A Visit to the Capitol
1

I had been laboring- with more or less
success on the speeches of Demosthenes
and Cicero, when I suddenly grew curious
as to whether our own great speakers
compared favorably with the master ora¬
tors of antiquity. I had been especially
interested in a graphic description of
the memorable debate between Demos¬
thenes and Aeschines, how people from
all over Greece and the Grecian colonies
flocked to Athens to witness the battle of
the giants; how, when Aeschines spoke,
the multitude said “He will surely win
but, when Demosthenes drew them under
the magic spell of his eloquence they
said nothing, but listened in rapt amaze¬
ment. I was curious to see if the debates
in our Senate partook of this character,
and so one afternoon, during the Browns¬
ville debate, I wandered down to the Cap¬
itol. A great crowd of sight-seers were

hurrying here and there through the lofty
halls. There was a bevy of school
teachers from Massachusetts, all wearing
eye-glasses, and all talking at the same
time. I paused a moment in Statuary
Hall to listen to them. They were telling
the guide much more than he knew about
Charles Sumner and some other notable
from Massachusetts, whose marble
statues grace tbe hall. Then there was
a group of Westerners gathered around
the beautiful statue of Father Marquette,
listening to the monotonous tones of a

guide. He was telling them how when
the statue was first placed by Wisconsin
in the hall it was guarded continually

through fear that the A. P. A. Society
would destroy it. In short there seemed
to be in the moving multitudes every type
of form and feature which our broad
land produces; fierce and dangerous look¬
ing men from Texas; “I-own-the-uni-
verse,” men from New York; great mou¬
staches from Kentucky; windy men from
Chicago; cultured people from Boston;
judges, colonels, legislators, clerks, nig¬
gers, all moving hither and thither.

After studying the crowd for a short
while I proceeded leisurely to the visitors’
gallery of the Senate chamber. I was
very fortunate in getting a seat, as the
crowds soon began to pour in till every
seat was occupied with visitors as awed,
apparently, and eager as myself. At first
there was a sort of general go-as-you-
please talk among the Senators about “the
order of the day” and “unanimous con¬
sent" and “I yield to the Senator from
Ohio,” etc., etc. During this part of the
proceedings I kept gazing with wide eyes
at the venerable body below me. There
was a feeble old man, bent with age, in a
far corner, who was pointed out to me as
the great Senator Platt, a man who I had
expected to look like a roaring lion. A
young lady near me whispered to her
companion, “What lovely hair Senator
La Pollette has.” After admiring for a
brief space Senator La Follette’s hair my
attention was attracted to a very old man
on the Democratic side who (horribile
diet it!) seemed to be chewing tobacco.
It was, I learned, the venerable Senator
1 ’ettus from Alabama.
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Then there was Senator Lodge, whom
I recognized by his carefully trimmed
whiskers, and whom Senator Tillman in
his Senatorial negro minstrel show desig¬
nated as the negro preacher from Massa¬
chusetts.

After the preliminary “yielding” and
“giving notice,” etc., the great and unique
Senator from South Carolina arose amid
a .hush on the floor and in the galleries,
lie read for a few moments from pre¬
pared notes. As he read I noticed that
one side of his face was turned towards
the paper. My neighbor explained this
by telling me that Senator Tillman long
ago lost the sight of one eye. The
speaker was ill at ease while he read, re¬

minding one of a person who had ne¬

glected practice in reading in his earl\
youth. So he threw aside the paper and
launched forth into a stream of raw,

overpowering natural eloquence. I then
understood why the name of “Pitchfork”
had been given to him. Now I have lis¬
tened to elocution teachers telling us how
we should move the hands and arms to

express certain emotions; how we should
have the palms upward for certain feel¬
ings and downward for others. Senator
Tillman did the opposite of all this. In
fact, his closed fists were generally raised
violently above his head in defiance or

imprecation. Id is voice was not modu¬
lated as the elocution rules direct. It was

often a high shriek, but no one seemed to
note the gestures or the tones. Every
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neck in the galleries was stretched and
every eye was riveted on the speaker, as
he described in terrible pictures the scenes
in South Carolina immediately following
the war, when the State was dominated
by the negroes, or in the tremendous pas¬
sage where he justified lynching for cer¬
tain crimes. During his ferocious at¬
tack on Senator Spooner, that calm and
dark-lined personage sat just in front as
if peacefully listening to the strains of a
soothing melody. After Senator Tillman
had finished everybody seemed to take a
breath. Senator Spooner then rose and
with impressive dignity said that he
would not be led into the use of abusive

epithets. His language was more polished
than that of Senator Tillman. His argu¬
ment seemed keener and shrewder, but
it lacked the natural fire and unreserved

outpouring.
Well, as T left the gallery with the

crowd I tried to call up in fancy Demos¬
thenes and the Agora, and Cicero and
the Forum. I recalled all I had heard about
Cicero’s grace and wonderful periodic
language; all that I had heard of Demos¬
thenes’ mastery of all the arts of oratory,
and F tried to think that what I had heard
was very inferior to the eloquence of the
ancients. But, somehow, as I walked
out of the Capitol I could not help feeling
that the speeches of our Senate have the
same old power of facinating the crowd
and swaying the hearts of men.

J. Montgomery, ’09.
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THE NIGHT HERD

A cloud of dust, a distant hum,
While salmon skies to ashes burn,
While shade and light as one become—
The herders to their vigil turn.

O’er desert stretch, o’er grassy plains
The riders near their charges creep—
Near yon black avalanche that gains
The low-lands with majestic sweep.

The silence and the heaped up shades
Of hill and hollow round them weave

A mystery. The trodden blades
Upon their passing seem to grieve.

Nor song, nor cheer, nor laugh, nor shout
Escapes these workers of the wild.
No midnight feast and merry rout
Conspire to make their lives more mild.

They ride by night in humble state;
But, oh, their silence speaks content
Beyond the ken of worldly great,
Unknown to wise and opulent.

T. L. Law, ’08.

College Days Fifty Years Ago
Patriotic celebrations were prominent

features of college life fifty years ago.
An unwritten law required each of the
three debating societies then in existence
separately and severally to honor the
Fourth of July and Washington’s Birth¬
day. The Junior Society (the Philhis-
torian) lead off with its celebration, plac¬
ing upon the College platform two or

three of its most distinguished members,
one to read either the Declaration of In¬

dependence or Washington’s Farewell
Address; the other gave a historically-
constructed oration on the glories of our
land or the virtues of the Father of his
Country. Two hours later the Philon-
omosian had its innings, similarly fur¬
nishing reader and orator both. About
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5 P. M. the Philademic claimed its place
in the glories of the day. If the collegians
of that day did not develop into patriotic
citizens it certainly was not through
lack of opportunity to familiarize them¬
selves with the principles of the immortal
Declaration and the achievements of
General Washington.

It was not unusual for distinguished
speakers to be invited to take part in the
Philodemic celebration. A frequent and
favored guest was George Washington
Parke Custis, the adopted son of Wash¬
ington, and, at that time, the proprietor of
the now sadly-historic Arlington. He
was known among his admirers of the
day as the old man eloquent. If readi¬
ness to begin, fluency in continuing and
inability to stop be elements of genuine
eloquence, richly did Arlington’s master
merit the title bestowed on him. On one

exceptionally hot Fouth of July—remem¬
ber, reader, that commencement day was
reckoned early if it came before the 25th
of July—Mr. Custis, in the evening, in a
crowded hall, where the guests assembled
were sweltering under the heat of the
clay, continued on, despite the usual de¬
vices employed to bring him to a full stop,
to-wit, vociferous applause, shrill cries
and even cat-calls. As a final means to

bring on the peroration of his eloquent
address, the brass band led by William
Withers, Jr., deservedly a favorite of Col¬
lege men of that era, was sent out into
the quadrangle to drown the speaker.
The contest, oratorical and instrumental,
lasted fully half an hour, when utterly
winded, the old man eloquent reluctantly
closed his oration. Mr. Withers, men¬

tioned above, was, in the decade follow

ing the days we write of, brought into
close touch with our Nation’s great trag¬
edy. He was leading the orchestra in
Ford’s Theatre on the night of President
Lincoln’s assassination, and though at the
moment unaware of the extent of the

tragedy, he attempted to bar the escape
of John Wilkes Booth, the assassin, and
he bore to his grave, into which he was
lowered a few months since, the scar of
the wound made by the dagger of the
madman.

Another feature of distant College days
now happily fallen into innocuous desue¬
tude was known as confinement in the

tower, or “being locked up.” It was a
punishment inflicted for grave breaches
of discipline, yet not regarded as suffi¬
ciently serious to merit expulsion. That
it bore an historic name which had cast

a halo of romance round many a head
rendered it not more agreeable to the
victim, who, under this penalty, was re¬
manded to an upper room in one of the
towers of the old North Building, or fail¬
ing accommodations there, to a room in
the upper story of the Infirmary. There
be times we know which try the souls of
men. These were times which tried the

fidelity of friends. As the culprit was
kept in solitary confinement and restricted
to the exceedingly meagre fare of bread
and water three times a day, and also
denied communication with any fel¬
low-student outside, many devices, need¬
ing external co-operation, were used to
supplement the meagreness of the pris¬
oner’s fare. One instance in particular
I recall. A genial, deservedly-popular
student, of Falstaff build and rotundity,
and known therefor as “Buster,” a valiant
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trencherman, found himself a prisoner
in solitary confinement. Perchance he
had foreseen the approaching- experience
which he was to have—we cannot say

enjoy-—and had provided himself with a

strong- fishing line. This, on a signal
given from below by friends, he would
lower, and then proceed to draw up care¬

fully to his window a somewhat more

palatable meal wrapped in a napkin. As
it dangled before an open window on the
floor below, a convalescent student,
wholly unmindful of the distinction be¬
tween meum and tuum, drew it to him¬
self, feasting upon the delicacies that had
been provided for “Buster.” “Buster,”
it may be added, gave a good account
of himself on the field of Gettysburg, as a
member of a regiment from his adopted
State of Texas, and in one or two, sad to
say, ineffectual attempts to escape when a

prisoner of war under Federal authority,
showed that the ingenuity of college days
had not been lost, but had rather sharp¬
ened the more serious demands of a Con¬
federate prisoner.

No picture of College days fifty years

ago would be, not to say complete, but
even reasonably faithful, which did not
give some delineation in chiaro oscuro

(largely oscuro) of that feature of col¬
lege life made familiar in the succeed¬
ing decade to the boys of the fifties
as the Commissary Department of the
Confederate States of America. In
his very interesting letter of the Decem¬
ber issue, Senator Mallory, of Florida,
makes mention of the fact that the stu¬

dents from the South entering George-
1

town at the close of the war found the

College table not only abundant, but of

the Waldorf-Astoria standard. Just here
it may be noted thqt the lads of the fifties
had not undergone the Spartan novice¬
ship which Lee's Misercibles had passed
through, and secondly, the table in the
decade of the sixties wa's far superior to
that at which the men of the fifties sat.

Confirmation of Senator Mallory’s opin¬
ion is found in the pages of the brave
John E. Dooley, where he records that
on many a night, wrapped in his shoddy
blanket, and drawing tighter the buckle
of his cartridge belt to stay the gnawing
of hunger, his thoughts reverted to col¬
lege hash.

Horologically we had three meals a

day. Gastronomically it may fairly be
questioned if we had one. The breakfast
invariably consisted of coffee or tea and
dry bread, abundant, but not toothsome.
The mid-day meal constructively fur¬
nished one dish of meat, before which we
venture to say the embalmed beef fur¬
nished to the Spanish war veterans would
not condescend even the most remote

recognition. Supper was an encore of
breakfast, plus butter, at which meal stu¬
dents with prevision not infrequently
would butter two slices of bread, and if
fortune, in conjunction with Brother Tom
McMahon, the refectorian, would supply
them with the two-pronged steel fork,
the far-seeing collegian would impale the
said cuts of buttered bread on the under

side of the table, trusting to the same

providence and the inadvertence of afore¬
said Brother McMahon, to find it there
(horrcsco refevens!) on the following
morning, on which occasion he would re¬

gale himself with buttered bread to the
envy of his less provident companions.
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An occasional variation of the supper
menu was enjoyed by those whose places
in ranks set them at a table with students
from Louisiana, to whom their fathers,
sugar planters, had sent casks of syrup
and molasses, generously shared by these
sons of the Pelican State with their

neighbors at table. After the lapse of
half a century Robin Ruff holds in sweet,
albeit viscous memory the names of Felix
Belloc and Jules des Chappelles. Yet be
it remembered on this Spartan diet was
built up men who stormed the heights of
Gettysburg and met the onslaught at Bull
Run.

Our dessert ought not to be passed by
without remembrance. Unvaryingly it was
dried-apple pie, baked in oblong pans and
served, after dissection, in slabs, the num¬
ber determined by the men sitting at table
expectant. The corner slabs, around
which rose encrusted more of the pastry,
were reckoned the choice slabs. In later

days it fell to the lot of Robin Ruff to
give, at a summer school, abstruse lectures
on Ontology, and the most fitting illus¬
tration he was ever able to find for
non-ens was the center slab of one of
these college pies. Perhaps their true in¬
wardness may become best known to our
readers by an effusion, rung—shall we
say—from the poetic soul or the vacuous
stomach of the collegian of that day:
Of all mean things beneath the skies,
The meanest is dried-apple pies.
The farmer takes his poorest fruit,
Gnarled and wormy and rotten to boot.
And on a dirty string they’re strung
And in the garret window hung,
And there they serve as a roost for flies
Until they're made into apple pies.
Tread on my corns, or tell me lies,
But don’t pass me dried-apple pies.

Robin Ruff.
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A FAREWELL

The thirteenth of this month, old friend,
Will see our parting- day,

And seven long weeks of fast I’ll spend,
While you are locked away.

No plays, no cards, and no pink teas,
And not a single ball;

But what care I for all of these?
I’ll miss you most of all.

I said the same last year, I know,
And then my promise broke,

But I’ve resolved this Lent to go
Without a single smoke.

D., 1910

Open Letters
(N. B.—The Editors again announce

that they disclaim all responsibility for
these open letters. They invite and wel¬
come letters and criticisms which are

within the limits of decorum and which
will not necessarily result in bloodshed.
—Eds.)

Editors or Tup Journal:
I was speaking to a well-known phy¬

sician the other day, who put me in pos¬
session of some startling facts concern¬

ing the terrible epidemic of Shortstori-
itis which to-day is spreading over the
country. This disease, he informed me,

lately discovered, is contagious to a de¬
gree and is absolutely incurable. He
defines Shortstoriitis as “an unfit and

putrid misadaptation of cheap imagina¬
tion to distorted plot.” The victim never
dies immediately. Death comes after a

long time, usually from the blow of an
axe. The symptons are, a tendency to¬
wards melancholy and a disinclination to
shave. So whenever you see a voluble
individual suddenly growing mute, and
when he meanders through the bosky
dells en deshabille, except for a seven-
weeks’ growth of hair, good friend, be¬
ware! he is working out his shortstori.

If you should get a copy of it in print
you would see something like this: About
ten lines of spurious imagery clothed in
bad English, as an introduction; a quota¬
tion from the Prometheus Bound, or a

citation from Carrie Nation’s “Origin
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of Ideas,” will probably adorn the intro¬
duction. Quotations always look learned
and, besides, the more obscure the con¬

nection the higher the author is in the
reader's estimation.

The next move is a case of mistaken

identity. Somebody gets in the wrong
room, (ordinarily he is kicked out, but
in this case it is necessary to have a
Shortstori to acomplish it). Not less
than seven men are murdered in the at¬

tempt. There is the inevitable “woman
in the case” who without any doubt “de¬
fies description.” The reader is supposed
to take this in a favorable sense—that’s

part of the Stori. You will hear over

again the splash of those waves on the
seashore (that have been splashed so

often). You will see again that much
overworked moon; you will see that
athletic figure, looking for the thou¬
sandth time into her “lustrous brown

eves;” you will see him drink in Heaven’s
(?!!) own bliss from those bottomless
wells of her soul’s delight!!!

Will some one of you readers suggest
an antidote for this disease?

Aristarchus.

Gentlemen :

The Georgetown CoeeEGE Journal
is published by a committee of the stu¬
dents. * * * Its purpose is to aid
their literary improvement and to chron¬
icle the news of the University.”

The above-quoted declaration of inten¬
tion is surely lived up to in your COLLEGE
Journal. I would say “our College Jour¬
nal,” did not this preamble expressly de¬
clare, and the contents of the book clearly

denote, that the magazine purposes “to
aid their (the committee’s or the College
students’) literary improvement. “Un¬
der such an arrangement what is more
fitting than that the professional depart¬
ments of the institution should become

the bait wherewith the College students
might angle for literary success?

I have before me the January Journal
and note that some of the contributing
committeemen are not, and were not, stu¬
dents of any school of the University.
And yet, far from permitting the medi¬
cine and law men to participate in the
construction of this issue, The Journal
management continues to use the down¬
town schools as subject matters for criti¬
cal essays.

This time it is the Law School. The
four hundred students of the E street

institution are urged to co-operate with
the one hundred under-graduates of the
Heights. Even the Law School athletes
are treated in a surly manner because,
perhaps, they did not commit hari-kari
in order to have the vaunted “G’s” carved
on their tombstones. Is it not time that
the College Journal encourage the
movement toward solidfication, by becom¬
ing the organ, not of a committee; not of
the undergraduates, but of the entire stu¬
dent body? In union is strength.

, Lawman.

Boston, Jan. 14th.
Dear Sirs:

The continued publication in The
Journal of the Notes of the Post Grad¬
uate Class of the Law School is highly
offensive to many graduates of George-
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town. The; Journal is primarily a Col¬
lege paper and space in its columns is
courteously given to the professional
schools for notices which may prove of
value and assistance to the members of
these schools. A misuse such as that of
the correspondent of the class mentioned
should not be tolerated. His notes serve

no purpose save that they act as a vehicle
for his attempts at humor, and the Eng¬
lish used by him to clothe such attempts
is not fit to be published in a college
paper, which has for its aim an advance¬
ment in literary appreciation among the
students of the college in which it is
published. The failure of an appearance
of a complaint by a member of the Post-
Graduate Class of the Law School has
compelled me to take this action, which
I insist, is not only on my own behalf,
but on behalf of many well-wishing grad¬
uates of Georgetown.

Very truly yours,
A Graduate;.

Philadelphia, Jan. ioth.
Editors or The; Journal :

The appeal for argument in the fra¬
ternity problem, which appeared in the
October issue of The; Journal, had a

very laudable purpose. Without a doubt
the best and most speedy way of settling
such school problems is by exciting a
popular interest in the subject at issue.
This is most easily attained by a frank
and fair discussion, so I will consider the
question briefly. First of all, the Fra¬
ternity, we understand, pleaded a right
to existence on the ground that they were
not banded together for any criminal pur¬
pose. Now such a reply might have

answered the requirements of a few cen¬
turies ago, but the present day demands
that an institution not only shall not be
criminal, but shall be of some practical
good. In the fraternities under discus¬
sion we have failed to see any good. On
the contrary statistics show that the aver¬
age fraternity man is below the non¬
fraternity man in scholastic standing, and
that the fraternity does not tend toward
helping along the school in its primal
purposes, but encourages dependency and
makes weaklings. They have no uplift¬
ing influence either in school matters or
literary life.

The statement that fraternities are only
“labeled cliques” is true, but the fact that
they are “labeled” is one of the greatest
causes of difficulty. In ordinary cliques
one is at liberty to separate himself if he
finds the companionship of any other
member undesirable, or if some man of
the clique is a man of doubtful principles,
he is not compelled to support him. From
the fraternities, on the other hand, a man

cannot easily separate himself. Even
though he finds his associates undesirable
he is forced by the nature and laws of
his fraternity to stand by, and even aid
and abet, some member whose principles
he cannot respect.

It amounts to this : An independent man
who acts according to his own convic¬
tions, and within the dictates'of conscience,
is not eligible to a fraternity, for, the
very fact that he must act in accordance
with the fraternities’ dictates, whether
they conflict with his own or not, shows
that he has no choice.

C.
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It has been rumored that
if rowing is not supported

Aquatics, with more zeal than it is at

present, that branch of ath¬
letics will soon be defunct at Georgetown,
and if one stops to think for a moment
it seems very likely. To be convinced of
this, consider the cost of developing an
Eight and the conditions under which the
necessary money is obtained. The ex¬

pense of running the crew for one year
is rtiore than four thousand dollars. Foot
ball, base ball and track athletics support
themselyes, and the net proceeds of all
these go towards supporting the crew.
In addition to this, the resources of the
College store, to say nothing of the con¬
stant demands on the Alumni, are neces¬

sary to keep the navy out of debt. And
what is the reason of such an effort? It
is because rowing is the only recognized
clean sport ; it is the sport of gentlemen,
and “ringers” are unheard of in its ranks.
The Alumni, despite all discouraging re¬
sults, have fought to keep the crew on a
firm basis. They have recognized the
importance and benefit of aquatics, and
in consequence have been forward in their
support, both moral and financial. They
have been instrumental in procuring our
boat-house, our shells, our launch. In a

word, they have backed the crew since
its very infancy. And what is the re¬
sult? Not more than sixteen regular
candidates have appeared for daily prac¬
tise. Under the existing conditions, such
delinquency is shameful. The crew this
year has better opportunities than it ever
had before. Besides the excellent quar¬
ters that the oarsmen are now occupying
in the Ryan Gymnasium, there is a new
boat-house, a new launch, a new shell and
a thoroughly competent coach.

Last year sixty men reported on the
first squad, and the outcome at Pough¬
keepsie was not startling. But what kind
of a crew can be expected from sixteen
men? It is unfair, to say the least, to a
new coach to be tardy in offering your
services; it is unfair to yourself to dis¬
regard the opportunity to physically ben¬
efit yourself; it is unfair to all those who,
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though they may not be big and strong
enough to row, would, nevertheless, see

good, manly sport encouraged at George¬
town.

It is embarrassing
at times to be forced to

"Rkjectpo MSS. reject the manuscripts
of capable writers.

Pieces of verse, short stories and essays,
struck off in a few moments, are subjected
for consideration and invariably are re¬

jected. It is in justice to the writers
themselves, who are capable of better,
that these do not appear in print; it is
in justice to ourselves that we do not pub¬
lish the crude unfinished efforts of an idle

moment. We cannot be expected to do
more. The object of The; Journal is
to aid the student’s literary improvement.
It is published by a committee who tend
to its mechanical make-up, not by a trust
who monopolize its literary yield. Con¬
tributions from the student body are to be
encouraged, and no one is more zealous
than the editors in soliciting such.

Last month we

pointed out the neces-
Colle;gl Spirit sity of affiliated spirit
and the; Cre;w. in University life to

accomplish anything
in the field of endeavor. Every George¬
town man should feel some sort of affec¬
tion for every other Georgetown man,
and be ever ready to aid him in any little
altercation or difficulty. We should be
more clannish, as if we were all in the
same boat, there to survive or perish.
To bring about this result it is plain that
we must know each other, and that well.
The means for this end have already been

put on foot, and are in the form of
social functions (of dances), which will
serve a two-fold purpose; firstly, to
benefit the crew, and secondly, to bring
the students into more intimate relations.

Manager Stuart and Captain Rice have
the proper idea. The crew has not hither¬
to been self-supporting, but these two
men are going to show that it is not only
possible, but even practicable. The crew
needs the assistance, and this is a perfectly
reasonable and valid method of procur¬
ing it. It is not a give-me-something-
for-nothing arrangement. Everyone will
get a due return. Last year, it is under¬
stood, that some of the Alumni and even

some of the University Faculty, objected
to getting “fleeced at a banquet,” as they
expressed it, “to support the aquatics.’’
The Athletic Association does not wish
to fleece anyone, and will accept only
those donations given freely, and be¬
sides will offer an adequate return.
Everyone should be willing, and even
anxious, to comply with this arrangement.
Those who are too old and stiff to dance
should come around to the Arlington on
the night of the twelfth and look at the
young people, and remember that once
they were just as young, just as spry,
and just as foolish.

It is the committee's plan to give three
such dances each year, one near Thanks¬
giving, another after the midyear exami¬
nations, and the other sometime after
Easter. Our President is quite reason¬
able in such matters, and it is our firm
conviction that when he realizes all the
benefits occurring from it, the friendships
it will bind, the identity of interests it
will create, the University spirit it will
foster, and last of all, but not least, the
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pretty girls it will please, he will not only
give his sanction and endorsement, but
will also be a welcome and pleased spec¬
tator.

All. both Faculty and students, should
unite to make this a success. It is the
first, and is consequently the most diffi¬

cult to manage. On it depends the fate
of the successive affairs. Give Mr. Rice
and Mr. Stuart your moral as well as

your financial support. It you can’t give
both, why then give either one or the
other.
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EDITORIAL

REVERIES

The past month has been one of real
hard work, and I dare say every student
tore January off his calendar with a sigh
of genuine relief. As luck would have
it, John Drew, Marie Cahill and David
Warfield all settled here in one week, per¬

haps the best “board” we have had so
far this season. Many a time did I tear
myself away from my books and look
across the wall (from my window) for
consolation, for they have less chance to
get out than we have.

Georgetown Spirit will show! The
“Tyro,” guardian of many a stalwart
Eight has found a watery grave, but
Robert Collier, ’96, our notable alumnus,
arises to the occasion and presents a first-
class motor boat.

>jc ^

Speaking of support, did you ever stop
to think how loyal our alumni are to us?
When we lost our elegant boat-house it
was the alumni who procured a new one.
When funds were low last June and the

trip to Pougkeepsie was dubious, the hat
was passed around at the alumni ban¬
quet for the $700 necessary for the trip.
Now our launch has deteriorated and an

alumnus comes around the next day with
a new one. We owe them something in
return, and all they ask is for us to go
out on the field or on the river with that
same Georgetown spirit. Results will
follow.

'i' -h 'h

Edgar Allen Poe seems to be the topic
in all discussions of matters literary. It is
Poe’s life and environment that appeals
for the man and his works are one. They
cannot be separated. He is the incarna¬
tion of his works and they, the indelible
lines that make him live for us. I was

talking with a friend the other day who
insisted that Poe’s tales were “possessed
of a grewsomeness that did not fall short
of disgusting.” In the greater number
of his lengthy tales it is true that some
are almost too horrible, but it must k
taken into account that these were written
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to meet the popular demand. Poe is seen
at his best in his simple and less grew-
some tales, where, for intervals the dark
melancholy that o’er shadowed his career
is discarded and the charming nature that
lies below is brought within close range.
Despite the uncharitable few who still
cling to the narrow point of view, Poe is
coming to his own, or, as someone tersely
remarked: “These very people, by con¬
tinually throwing stones at Edgar Allen
Poe, are raising him a monument.”

* * ❖ * * *

Did you ever notice when we have one
of those old-time Down East snow storms
what an effect it has on the fellows?

Anything that resembles real winter is
welcome in winter time. The eternal
“fitness of things” again !

>:< * * * * ^

Most of the present student body re¬
member Father Cunningham, who taught
Freshmen two years ago. There is good
authority for the statement that he was
down in the Jamaica earthquake, but for¬
tunately escaped. I can almost see him
now, with that perpetual smile that made
our labors so easy, viewing the disaster
with nothing more to say than “Well,
well!”

>{c

Marie Cahill, the actress, in founding
a library at Georgetown, has made a
propitious beginning with the valuable
Bell edition of Shakespeare. It is prob¬
able that the Dramatic Society at George¬
town, which has long been defunct, will
be rejuvenated. It is in order for some
one to make the effort and thus co¬

operate with her to complete the work so
ably started.

Is it necessary for a crew coach to
know how to swear? This is the point
at issue in all rowing circles. It is dis¬
puted whether the ear of the ordinary
oarsman, when under pressure of a thirty-
six stroke, is sensible to the impressions
of ordinary language. I remember times
when we didn’t need any steam heat in
the boat-house; not summer time, either.

^ 'i' 'i' 'J' ^

Although there are many points in
vSenator Tillman’s speeches worthy of
attack, the stand he has taken in regard
to the Race Question is certainly an
admirable one. The question is one that
we cannot ignore. Sooner or later it must
be faced, and if we continue to put it off
the whole matter will eventually be culmi¬
nated in war. We have excluded the

yellow race from our country—why must
we tolearte the black? Education will
never make the black man white, and
social equality means annihilation of race

integrity. Disfranchisement is unconsti¬
tutional and if it were adopted, it could
only be mending matters half way.
Wholesale removal seems to be the one

way left, for the races differ generically,
and it is obvious that both cannot in¬
habit the same country on an equality,
either one or the other must be sup.

planted.
^ ^ ^ ^

Many physicians of national fame have
condemned the habit of osculation as un¬

sanitary. Mr. Chambers, however, in his
late novel, “The Fighting Chance,” where
his protagonistes kiss under water (com¬
ing up after a dive) has conceived a situ¬
ation where there is no possible chance
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of contagion. This submarine process
may be very efficacious, but how about
some of us who are not expert swimmers ?

* * * * *

While visiting a certain county jail
in New York State I came in contact with
a number of inmates who were awaiting
trial for every charge from petty larceny
to manslaughter. Surprised at the im¬
partial treatment of these prisoners, I
asked the jailer did he not feel enmity
toward a suspected murderer. “Sir,” he
replied, “with us a man or woman is
innocent until proven guilty.” How

smooth everything would be if some

people were half so charitable?
* * * * * * *

That un-looked-for course served at
the Gridiron Dinner in Washington only
goes to show that latent hostilities cannot

always be smothered over by the gilt of
diplomacy. In vino veritas!

* * * * * *

I was informed lately that our Trinity
friends are about to make their debut in

College journalism. Look before you
leap ! Ability is in abundance, but effort
is very scarce.

D. P. D., Jr., ’08.
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Dear Dad :—How is your rheumatism ?
I would have heaved a missive in your
direction sooner but you know me—or at
least you think you do. I never was a
prize pen pusher anyway, and besides I’ve
been trying to push a few lines of pre¬
digested French into my think-tank, so the
chef can'f call me names. However, to¬
night my right wing got a hunch and I
thought I’d hand it to you straight and
not spar around for a soft spot to land.
I hope mother and her maw arrived home
safe. Mother is the real candy—I guess
it’s because you have been feeding her so
much taffy—and she won’t melt either.
She was afraid she would be touched
with such a large roll, and I was of the
same opinion, so I persuaded her to ease
me all but a ten spot. But Dad, you wise
old guy, next time you want to give your
dear old mother-in-law the frosty mit,
please don't palm her off on your’s truly.
She almost broke up the parade when
she asked my room-mate to show her the
$50,000 Chair of American History you
had given the College. Now, wouldn’t
that make you pass out real bubbles of
bliss ?

You never would tell me how you hap¬

pened to go into the pretzel business.
However, I was talking to your old class¬
mate, Prof. Bunne, the other day. I’m
on, Dad, but don’t you worry, I won't
blow. On the level, though, you must
have been a beaut.

I’m determined to do all I can in the
firm’s interest while here, and “Pike’s
Prize Pretzels” are getting a name. I
handed the gang a spiel about “Pike’s
pretzels” taking the blue ribbon at Milwau¬
kee and they’ve made a hit. I’m the prime
push in the Phi Tapa Keg fraternity—
the largest and best here—and they use
vour pretzels and blue ribbon exclusively.
By the way, Dad, while returning from
a demonstrating trip, loaded down with
blue ribbon pretzels, some damage was
done to the carriage. I have ordered the
bill sent to you, so please square it.

I’ve got a course in drawing every
night, in which I’m very much interested
—some nights I can draw anything and
other nights I can’t even draw my breath.
I’m afraid I’ll lose my voice some of
these nights saying “I’ll pass.”

Another of my subjects is ethnology—
a study of the races—and it is by far the
most interesting of them all, requiring
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good sound judgment and discretion.
The books are very rare and hard to get.
I think the book-makers have a union to

keep up the prices. I was very much in¬
terested in the sixth race last Saturday.
I thought I could kill it, but there was a

mis-print in the book and I failed to cash
in.

I’ll have to tell you about our apart¬
ments. My room-mate and I are camped
in a wigwam of six rooms and bath on
the top floor of Carroll Hall. I’ve always
heard you say there was always room at
the top, and that is the reason I went up
there. There are two elevators in the

building, the rear one being used only for
carting up packages and sometimes
bundles. The other night my room-mate
came in full of your blue ribbon pretzels,
and the janitor steered him into the rear
elevator. The bill for furnishing up the
flat is headed your direction, and I don’t
want you to side-step it. Now don’t get
nervous. When it arrives just get a
strangle hold, look it full in the face, ink
up a few pink slips and pass them to me.

Dad, I've got to tell you about my
room-mate. His name is Oswald O’Hen-

nesy, and he has a fine family tree;
but he isn't over-burdened with the real
coin of the realm. He comes from Bos¬

ton, and naturally his people came over on
the Mayflower, but that isn’t all. One of
his ancestors built the boat and after¬
wards soaked it for a meal ticket. Too

bad he did it, because this fellow hasn’t
had a good square feed since Adam was a

baby. He is a good scout, though, Dad,
parts his hair in the middle, smokes cigar¬
ettes, wears glasses and—now, Dad,
please don’t be sore when I spring this
one—wears a red necktie. His father is
a bean-tree planter up in Boston. I took
him out in my careless cart the other
day and it was his first trip. Talk about
happy, he was as happy as was John
Smith when Pocahontas went his bail.

I went to church this morning and the
pastor announced that a collection would
be taken up for the children’s home—I
had no children to give, so I handed him
fifty.

Kindly make a little note and allow for
that when you start that next ray of sun¬
shine in my direction. I’ve a lot more to
tell you, Dad, but the drawing class is
about to hold a session and I’ll have to

hurry, because I want to be there when
Prof. Hart calls the roll.

Affectionately,
Peter, Jr.

P. S.—I think I owe that drug store
man about fifteen plunks for gasoline-
bought on Sunday. When convenient,
please hand it to him, because, Dad, he
sure has a fine life saving station, and I
want to be in right with him.

PETER, Jr.

(To Be Continued.)



LAW SCHOOL DEBATE.
The first public debate between the

newly-formed Senior and Junior Debat¬
ing Societies of the Law School, held at
Gaston Hall, on the evening of February
2d, was a most felicitous demonstration
of the merits of the new system, for not
only were the externals, such as attend¬
ance and music, all that could be desired,
but the contest itself was of exceptionally
high order. The speeches were literary,
the argumentation cogent, while the ora¬
torical aspect of the entire debate calls
forth special praise. The importance
which these public debates have this year
assumed, causes positions on them to be
coveted by many of the most able de¬
baters in the school and, as a result, the
teams pitted against one another on

Saturday the 2d, were thoroughly repre¬
sentative.

The question debated was: Resolved,
“That the United States Government
should own and operate interstate rail¬
roads.” Mr. Willard Martin, ’08, the
vice-president of the Junior Debating

Society, presided. The representatives
of the Senior Society, Messrs. Charles
M. Mattingly, ’07, Md., and Paul E
Lesh, ’06, D. C., upheld the affirmative,
while the negative was defended by
Messrs. Henry C. McKenna, ’08, Mass.,
and E. McHenry Gallaher, ’08, D. C., of
the Junior Society. The judges were
Hon. Harry M. Clabaugh, Chief Justice,
Supreme Court of the District of Colum¬
bia, Hon. Daniel W. Baker, United
States Attornev for the District of
Columbia, and Rev. Charles Macksey,
S. J., Prefect of Schools of Georgetown
College. They awarded the decision to
the negative, which was the side upheld
by the representatives of the Junior So¬
ciety. The two best individual contest-
ants.who are to take part in the final con¬
test for the $100 purse were also selected.
They are Mr. Lesh, of the Senior So¬
ciety, and Mr. Gallaher, of the Junior.

The victory gained by the Junior So¬
ciety is a most fitting reward for the zeal
and earnestness which its members have
evinced. Week after week have they at-
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tended the meetings in large numbers,
have taken active interest in all proced-
ings and not only have they brought
forth, regularly, carefully prepared weekly
debates, but they have made the free-floor
discussion an edifying feature of the
school. Much of this is due to the first-

year class, which has manifested wonder¬
ful spirit and contains a large number of
very able fully developed debaters, besides
much good material. Too much praise
cannot be bestowed upon them. On the
other hand, a burden of blame falls
heavily on our elders, and their defeat,
to use a homely phrase, serves them right.
The writer does not wish to appear in
a false light, as crowing over victory,
since he happens to be a member of the
victorious society. He wishes the matter
to be viewed fairly as it stands. Neither
does he wish to reflect discredit upon the
able, worthy and eloquent gentlemen,
who upheld the affirmative. But the so¬

ciety which they represent should con¬
sider the defeat, while a most honorable
one to the debators themselves, a well
merited rebuke to the laxity of the
organization. This society should stand
as a model to the younger. Instead of
that, it is in every way its inferior. The
members will not attend the meetings in
any respectable numbers, interest is lack¬
ing and factions rule. We hope that this
society will take a lesson from the lively,
spirited body in the main hall, and will
take adequate steps in contributing their
share to the continued success of the new

dispensation, which up to this time owes
its wonderful progress entirely to the
Junior Society.

Much gratitude is extended to the Uni¬
versity Orchestra and to the soloists

Messrs. Donald S. Edmonds, ’08, and
James F. Kelly, ’08, and their accom¬
panist Mr. Charles C. Dunn, ’07, for the
pleasing musical program rendered.

The following gentlemen have been
elected to take part in the Second Term
Debate, to be held probably in the later
part of March.

Senior Society:
Mr. William A. Crawford, '07, D. C.
Mr. Frank P. Jenal, ’07, Neb.

Junior Society:
Mr. Lambert Igoe, ’08, Ill.
Mr. Grosvenor M. Jones, ’07, Ohio.
Mr. Erwin R. Effler, 08, Ohio.

Alternate.

Don Carlos Ellis, ’08.

MEDICAL NOTES.

When we wrote our Notes for the last
issue of The Journal, Christmas, with
all its joys and freedom from studies,
loomed up before us and we were all
expectation and could with difficulty ap¬

ply ourselves to our work.
At present writing all these things are

but pleasant memories and we realize
more and more, as the days go by, that
Vv e are on our last lap and it behooves
ns to get busy and hustle for our sheep¬
skins.

Drs. Johnson and McGuire have given
us opportunities to display our prowess
and we hope that none of us are any the
worse for having met them in the ex¬
amination room. Both examinations met

with the approval of the boys, and we
take it that this argues well for the sup¬

position that all were successful.
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The Senior Class has commenced the
course in Operative Surgery, and, judg¬
ing from the way the members are devot¬
ing themselves to their work, one would
think that one and all intended to take

up the study of surgery as a specialty.
Up to now we have not heard any more
of the proposed debating society, but shall
no doubt soon be able to tell our readers

something definite in regard to this mat¬
ter.

The distinguished lecturer, Dr. Rose-
nan, of the Marine Hospital Service, is
delivering a series of lectures on Tropical
Diseases. His course is a very interest¬
ing one, all the more so, since he has had
great experience in the treatment of said
diseases and is therefore able to give his
own views on the same.

Ophthalmology has come and gone
like all good things do, and it is our sin¬
cere wish that Dr. Wilmer will be edified
when he corrects the papers.

Anybody notice the rank odor about
the College building immediately after
our return from the holidays? Several
of the Seniors put their heads together
and decided to invest in gum-shoes and
try if possible to locate the origin of the
odor in question. At first they were un¬
successful, but finally succeeded in tracing
a couple of Freshmen, and then the mys¬

tery was solved. No doubt the reader
has guessed the cause of the detective
work ere this, but for the sake of those
who have not we’ll divulge the secret.
Several of our Massachusetts Freshmen
had brought back a couple of boxes of
Christmas cigars and the combustion of
these within the close confines of the

College building was what led up to the
investigation.

It has been whispered by those in a
position to know the truth in the matter,
that Mr. Reynard, of the Senior Class,
is making some experiments to substan¬
tiate the claim that matter is indestruc¬
tible.

According to latest advices from his
laboratory, he was using a hen’s egg for
some such experiment and succeeded in
proving to his own satisfaction, and that
of his friends, that such articles as cloth¬
ing, etc., are destructible, but that the
emanations from a superannuated hen’s
egg are practically indestructible.

We await subsequent reports from said
laboratory with the greatest interest and
profoundest regard for the authority
from whom they emanate.

It has been a great satisfaction to the
many friends of Mr. Schreiber to learn
that he is still doing business at the old
stand, and that the Commissioners of the
District saw fit to uphold him in his
fight for justice.

From present indications we feel
able to say that the outlook for a good
and brilliant class representing the Medi¬
cal Department, on Commencement Day,
is excellent, and if the class keeps up its
work we feel confident that all the mem¬

bers will be there.

The Freshmen have started their work
under Dr. Johnson’s supervision, and, it is
our opinion, that they will have an ex¬
cellent course in one of the fundamental
branches of medicine.

If a Senior can give them any advice,
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it is that they apply themselves as much
as possible to the particular branch just
referred to, because the subjects taken
up in the later years are intimately con¬
nected with the same, and a good knowl¬
edge of the former makes it easier for
one to master the latter.

The Sophomores and Juniors have not
been very much in evidence lately, and so
we shall not be able to report any of their
doings in this issue.

Dr. Walter A. Wells has commenced
a course of lectures on Laryngology and
will continue the same until the end of
the term.

Before completing this tale of woe
of the doings and happenings at the
stronghold of Medical Knowledge, we
wish to pay a tribute to our Class presi¬
dent for the masterful and. diplomatic
way in which he has handled several
questions of importance to the Senior
Class, and which, we are happy to say,
he has solved to the satisfaction of all
concerned.

Jos. L. Frey, ’07.

DENTAL NOTES.

On Jan. 3rd the school re-opened for
the session of 1907. Most of the stu¬
dents spent the holidays at home. The
death of Dr. E. G. Harris, ’06, was a

great shock to the whole school. Dr.
Harris had been home passing the holi¬
days at Frederick, Md. He wras return¬
ing to his practice in Washington on the
ill-fated train when the terrible accident

happened at Terra Cotta. He was
brought to Washington and taken to the

Casualty Hospital, where it was found
that he was suffering from a fractured
skull, from which he died the following
afternoon. Dr. Harris received his degree
from Georgetown last June, after hav¬
ing made a very successful course at the
Dental School. He was one of the most

popular and beloved of men and was
making a success of his profession.

Dr. E. W. Pardee, ’06, paid a visit to
the school during the early part of Janu¬
ary. He came to Washington to attend
the funeral of Dr. Harris, who was his
room-mate while at school. Dr. Pardee
is practicing in Providence, R. I.

John A. McCarthy, ’07, owing to ill
health, has decided to give up the study
of dentistry, and has gone to Goldfield,
Nevada, where he is to take up mining
with his brother.

The Juniors had their first real taste
of dentistry last week when they faced
an examination in Prosthetics, which, to
say the least, is not extremely easy. How¬
ever, the results were satisfactory, as all
passed.

The Freshmen have completed their
course in Histology and Osteology, and
they will consequently have more time
to themselves than formerly.

The Seniors will be happy when their
course in general Pathology is completed.
They will then be able to spend every af¬
ternoon in the Infirmary, thereby enlarg¬
ing their knowledge of Operative Dentis¬
try.

Sweeney, ’07.
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COLLEGE NOTES.

School re-opened Jan. 4th, repetitions
began immediately and the mid-year ex¬
aminations began Monday, the 14th, and
ended Thursday, the 31st. Friday was
Examination Holiday.

Robert Hayne, ’08, has left school and
is now at Yale. Hayne was a member of
The Journal staff, one of the 1908 Re¬
lay Four and a prominent candidate for
his class crew until taken sick last fall.

Chris. De Guigne, ’09, has left George¬
town to go to Harvard. De Guigne, be¬
sides being an honor man in his class,
was coxswain of his class crew and a

promising candidate for the same posi¬
tion on the 'Varsity this year.

Some of us didn’t go out much of even¬

ings last month, so we had ample oppor¬

tunity to take in the Wednesday and Sat¬
urday evening exhibitions in the
Gym. The Georgetown Gym. is one
of the best basket-ball halls in the Dis¬

trict, and visiting teams are more than
willing to come to the Heights to play
the strenuous game.

On Saturday evening, Jan. 26, the first
public exhibition of indoor sports ever
held at Georgetown took place in the
Ryan Gym., in the form of a tournament.
The Georgetown Faculty was present and
a few invited guests. Strange to say,
very few of the students cared to remain
at the College that night. The crack
Georgetown Preps defeated the Y. M.
C. A. Yankees in a beautiful game, 22-11.
The Georgetown ’Varsity defeated a team
from Carroll Institute 32-6, and two of
Prof. Joyce’s Carroll Institute pupils gave

a six-minute exhibition wrestling bout
between the halves.

Other games held in the Gym. this
month were those between Georgetown
and Peck Chapel, won by the former,
Georgetown and Y. M. C. A. Reserves,
won by Georgetown, and Georgetown
and Shamrocks, resulting in a 16-16 tie.

During the cold spell many took ad¬
vantage of the skating that is usually so
rare in Washington. For eight days
lovers of the sport enjoyed a treat out at
the zoo.

What has become of the 5 o’clock
study-hall petition ? There have been
numerous inquiries for it lately, but Mr.
McCann refuses 11s an interview.

On Jan. 19, our old friend, Theodore
Woodward—who has held offices in the

College for the last fifteen years, from
trainer of the track team and valet of
our teams sent abroad, to his present
situation of expert pantryman—hired a

gang of duskies and shifted the foot-ball
bleachers to their old position on the base¬
ball field. The men were lined up out¬
side the g'ates waiting for their tips until
quite late in the evening, as Manager Mc¬
Laughlin and Treasurer Stuart had en¬

gagements at Trinity.

Cards are out for the Georgetown
Crew Benefit Ball to be given at the Ar¬
lington, Tuesday evening, Feb. 12. Plans
are being made for a concert to be given
by the Georgetown Mandolin and Glee
Club at the same party. As we go to
press we ask pardon for not knowing the
patronesses and others for the evening.
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The embryo Georgetown actors, as

'twere, who appeared in the fighting roles
of the Columbia Foot-ball Eleven in

“Strongheart,” at the National the week
of Jan. 28, reminded us of the “Players”
in Plamlet—they were so different. Not
mentioning any names,, but one of the
Georgetown-Columbia team, being recog¬
nized by a fellow-student seated in the
front row of the orchestra, the civilian
yelled, “Hello, John,” whereupon the ac¬
tor foot-ball player couldn’t keep a

straight face, the show was threatened
with a riot, and Robert Edeson, in a cur¬

tain speech, remarked: “I thought that
I was the only Indian here to-night, but
I see there is another present.” What’s
that, Fitzergald!

A certain youth sent home so many
milk and cream bills last year that his
stern father remarked it would be

cheaper to send his son a cow.

Some competent man, who can and will
do things, should revive the Glee Club.
Besides being a source of pleasure to the
students, it would be a safety valve for
the existing evil of the angry sextette
which causes so much comment and suf¬

fering among us.

The Debating Societies throw open
their doors on their first regular meeting
nights after the examinations.

John Eckenrode, ’08, was at school for
a few days last month. He is slowly re¬
covering from the effects of his long ill¬
ness last fall and hopes to return to Col¬
lege for good after the examinations, or
at latest,'next September. Wm. Vlyman,
’06. was also at the College for a day. He

is now a teacher in a High School in
Madison, Wisconsin.

The Junior Class is without a Presi¬
dent. Two presidents this year and one
last are now in other fields and up to the
present writing no one has been found to
take the position.

On Saturday, Feb. 2nd, the examina¬
tion results were publicly announced in
Gaston Hall to the Faculty and assembled
students. After the reading of the marks
the Prefect of Studies gave a strong ad¬
dress on the subject of study and disci¬
pline. He ably defended the Faculty on
the firm stand they have taken against the
abuse of night permissions. He showed
how it was to the advantage of the stu¬
dents themselves that these abuses should
be strictly dealt with, lest the privilege
be wholly withdrawn.

It has been announced that the base¬
ball team will be permitted to take the
trip to Worcester to play Holy Cross.
On the way home they will play a game
at Fordham.

The following changes have been made
in the mathematics’ course for the second
term: Mr. Miley will teach Mechanics;
Mr. Lauterbach will take charge of
Analytical Geometry, and Father Hed¬
rick of Spherical Trigonometry.

The late elections of the Philodemic

Society resulted as follows: President,
John Stuart; Vice-President, Blaine Cop
penger; Recording Secretary, Edward
Crummey ; Corresponding Secretary, Ad¬
dison Lusk; Treasurer, Howard Smith;
Censor, Denis Dowd.

Cuff F. Woods, ’08.
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With the Old Boys
The thirteenth annual reunion of the

Philadelphia Alumni, on January 17th, a+
the University Club, must have been
highly enjoyable, to judge from the clas
sical and savory menu, which follows:—

Societatis Collegii Georgiopolitani
Alumnorum Philadelphiensium Coena,
cujus ut seqitur Ordo:

1. Littore natae cui nomen, “Holly.”
(Hujusmodi caudam Gallus non potest

movere.)
2. Jus quod jura dat juribus.

(Xeres me genuit.)
3. Olfacti, more Meuniere, adstantibus

pomis terrae recentioribus.
(Ibi ego bibendum ubi piscis edendus.)

4. Lumbus socii Mariae pisonibus
comitatus.

(Ego fui totus rectus donee injecerunt
in me Kirsch wasser.)

5. Scolpax Assum.
(Spumans Superior Ed. Renault.)

6. Glacies cum placentis.
7. Infusio cocci Arabici.

(Cylindri quibusdam Societatis Patribus
intervallo Scholarum valde gratiosi.)
The French Question:

Rev. Thomas J. Campbell, S. J.

Eloquar an sileam? Patior dum diri-
gat auctor.

As will be seen from the following
circular letter, New England has formed
a Georgetown Club. The first meeting
was strikingly successful and enthusi¬
astic.

Georgetown Ceub or New Engeand.

Boston, January 17, 1907.
M

Dear Sir:—At a preliminary meet¬
ing held in Boston, January 16, 1907, the
first steps were taken towards the forma¬
tion of a Georgetown Club of New Eng¬
land. This club is to include in its mem¬

bership all men, residents of New Eng¬
land, who, at any time, attended George¬
town University in any of its depart¬
ments. As your name appears on the
list we take pleasure in inviting you to be¬
come a member of the new organization.

Arrangements have been perfected for
the first regular meeting to be held at
Young’s Hotel, Boston, February 2.
Dinner will be served at 6 P. M. As the
time is necessarily short it is important
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that you give this matter your immediate
attention and advise us not later than

January 26 whether or not you intend to
be present. We would also urge you to
take the matter up with any men in your
neighborhood who have ever attended
Georgetown.

Mr. Justice De Courcey, of the Super¬
ior Court of Massachusetts, will preside
as toast-master, and the list of speakers
will include Governor Higgins, of Rhode
Island, and other distinguished and inter¬
esting members of the club. Music from
a select orchestra, college songs, and
other pleasing features will add to the
enjoyment of the evening. There is
every indication of a large attendance
Come and swell the gathering.

Committee:

John R. Slattery, ’85.
Francis J. McLaughlin, ’83.
Charles J. Martell, L., 1900.
Alexandria A. Macdonald, .M., ’95.
Clarence E. Fitzpatrick, ’04,

Sec. Pro Tern.
938 South Street,

Roslindale, Mass.

Loyal Sons of the Blue and Gray,
Alma Mater Calls;

Let every Georgetown man be there.

The following account of the banquet is
taken from a Boston paper:

The first banquet of the recently-or¬
ganized New England Association of
Georgetown University Alumni was held
last night at Young’s Plotel. It was a
big success in every particular and at¬
tracted a large gathering of old George¬
town men from all parts of New Eng¬
land.

The banquet hall was decorated with
the blue and gray of Georgetown and
the stars and stripes. College songs and
cheers were given with a will.

Judge Charles A. De Courcey was the
toast-master. He told of the purposes
of the organization and how it was in¬
tended to do much for Georgetown.

Among the speakers were Rev. David
H. Buel, S. J., president of the Univer¬
sity; Rev. John D. Whitney and Rev. J.
Havens Richards, S. J., ex-presidents;
Hon. Joseph D. Fallon, William A. Mur¬
phy, Joseph PI. Murphy, Dr. Francis M.
Furlong, U. S. N.; John D. McLaughlin,
Assistant Corporation Counsel of Boston;
Hon. William G. McKechnie, of Spring-
field, and John H. O’Brien.

The election of officers resulted as

follows: Hon. Charles A. De Courcey,
’78, President; Dr. John R. Slattery, ’85,
Gov. James H. Pliggins, of Rhode Island,
John B. Madigan, ’83, of Maine, Gen.
Samuel Breck, ’67, U. S. A., Dr. Morrill
and Hon. Joseph D. Fallon, Vice-Presi¬
dents; C. E. Fitzpatrick, ’04, Secretary;
Dr. Alexandria A. McDonald, ’85, Treas¬
urer; Francis J. McLaughlin, ’83, C.
Wodbury Gorman, of Rhode Island,
Charles J. Martell, ’00, Bartholomew A.
Buckley, ’04, Benedict F. Maher, ’97,
and M. R. Donovan, Executive Commit¬
tee.

The committee in charge of the ban¬
quet consisted of Judge De Courcey, Dr,
Slattery, Dr. McDonald, Messrs. Fitz¬
patrick, Martell and F. J. McLaughlin.
There were ninety-five members present.

Among the later graduates of the Med¬
ical School, who are fast winning distinc¬
tion in their chosen profession, is Dr.
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W. W. Alleger, ’go, Chief of the Medical
Division in the U. S. Pension Bureau.
Dr. Alleger also lectures in the U. S.
College of Vetrinary Surgeons and in
the Medical Department of Howard Uni¬
versity. At one time he did a great deal
of research work for the Miscroscopical
Society, and has become a recognized au¬
thority In this line of work.

Lester Murphy, Law, ’06, has recently
been elected Probate Judge in Providence,
R. 1.

Branch Bocock, Law, ’06, has secured
an excellent position in the Law Depart¬
ment of the Southern Railway at Athens
Ga.

An old graduate writes apropos of Mr.
Randall’s paper in our January number:
“I have read with great interest Mr.
James R. Randall’s charming account of
former Georgetown students and
teachers. Of those far-off times and
events I cannot say with Aeneas, “magna
pars fui,” but I can say “fui.” I noted but
one inaccuracy, inadvertent of course, in
Mr. Randall’s recollections. Wm. E.
Smith, who, as a young man, was en¬
dowed with every good gift, is described
by Mr. Randall as having fallen short of
the promise of his youth, dying while oc-

cupying some petty municipal office. As
a matter of fact, Wm. F. Smith became
Mayor of Philadelphia, an office not
petty, but exalted, in the eyes of Phila¬
delphians.”

The editor of the Triennial Catalogue
has been notified of the death, on Aug.
i, 1906, of Mr. Edward George Farrell,
LL. B., ’97, LL. M., ’98. Mr. Farrell at

the time o£ his death held the responsible
office of copy editor in the Government
Printing Office.

Robert T. Kennedy, LL. B., ’06, has
been admitted to the District Bar. Mr.

Kennedy won the essay prize in his third
year at the Law School, and the Edward
Thompson prize. In connection with his
law work he is studying for the Doctor’s
Degree at the Catholic University.

Martin Conboy, LL. B., ’98, LL. M.,
’99, is practicing law with the firm of
Greggs, ex-Attorney-General, and Bald¬
win, of New York. He is meeting with
great success.

John F. Wessel, A. B., ’96, is with the
General Electric Company of Baltimore,
Md., as an electrical engineer. Seeing
that he creditably completed a four years’
course in his chosen profession in two
years at the Boston School of Technol¬
ogy, and that he has been received into
one of the largest firms in the country,
Mr. Wessel is to be complemented on
his industry and ability.

J. C. Brooks, LL. B., ’06, and J. B.
Carter, LL. B., ’06, have drawn up part¬
nership papers and are practicing law in
the District, at the Fendall Building.

Mr. M. J. Leahy, LL. B., ’06, after de¬
voting three laborious years to the intri¬
cacies of the law, has joined the Domini¬
can Order. He is now at the Dominican

Novitiate, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Mr. Charles H. English, LL. B., ’05, is
practicing law in Erie, Pennsylvania. Mr.
English achieved fame as an inter-col¬
legiate debater.
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The following is from Dr. Charles
Maddox Hammet, M. D., ’92:

Dear Sir:—Your letter received, and
it will give me pleasure to give you the
facts and dates of my life, but you can
put them together to suit yourself. As
you probably know, I’m a son of the late
Dr. Charles M. Hammet. Was born in

1871 and graduated from Georgetown
Medical College in 1892. Took Post-
Graduate course in the Eye and Ear In¬
firmary of New York City, and since
then have been practicing the specialty of
eye and ear in Washington. Am mem¬
ber of Medical Society, Medical Asso¬
ciation, also of Clinical Society of the
District and am now Opthalmologist at
Providence Hospital. If there are any
more facts you would like to have I will
supply them with pleasure. Wishing the
Old Boys every success.

Very truly,
C. M. Hammet, M. D.

It gives The Journal great pleasure
to announce the marriage of Mr. Freder¬
ick S. Tyler, LL. B., ’06, to the daughter
of Mr. A. A. Adee, Assistant Secretary
of State. Health, happiness and the best
of everything!!

Mr. Charles McCarthy, A. B., ’05, has
been chosen treasurer of the East Wash¬

ington Savings Bank. Mr. McCarthy
was graduated in law at Harvard Uni¬
versity, and is, no doubt, skilled in such
matters as promissory notes and all the
various ins and outs of a banking house.

Dr. J. E. Bastion, M. D., ’06, is sta¬
tioned at Providence Hospital, together
with Dr. J. A. Foote, M. D., ’06.

Dr. J. A. Gannon, M. D., ’06, and Dr.
R. I. Nussa, of the same year, are sta¬
tioned at Georgetown University Hospi¬
tal.

Dr. J. C. Blackistone, M. D., '06, is
stationed at Garfield Hospital.

Dr. F. B. Burke, M. D., ’06, is prac¬

tising in the city. Dr. M. J. Cooney,
M. D., ’06, is stationed at St. Francis’
Hospital, Bridgeport, Conneticut. Dr.
A. E. Craig, M. D., ’06, is at the Child-
dren’s Hospital in the city.

Dr. W. P. Kirby, M. D., ’06, has passed
the State Board in Philadelphia, where
he will practise.

Dr. A. F. Mulvanity, M. D., ’06, is sta¬
tioned at the Washington Asylum, to¬
gether with Dr. M. T. Sweeney, M. D.,
’06, and Dr. J. R. Verbrycke, of the same
year.

Dr. J. F. O’Hara, M. D., ’06, is sta¬
tioned at the Georgetown University
Hospital.

Dr. U. H. Reidt, M. D., ’06, is serving
at a prominent hospital in Lancaster, Pa.

We have the following very interesting
reminder of old days at Georgetown from
Mr. Michael J. Collert, A. B., ’83, LL B.,
’85, LL. M., ’86, and A. M., ’89. He
writes:

Dear Sir
I am requested to give an

account of some of the Old Boys of
Georgetown College of my time. I en¬
tered Georgetown in the fall of 1880, and
graduated in June, 1883.

Father Guldner was our instructor in

I
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what we called the Philosophy, or Senior
Class. Father Doonan was then Presi¬
dent of the University. We had quite
a large class for those days. The mem¬
bers of the class were J. Smith Brennan,
now a prominent citizen of Wilmington,
Delaware ; Francis A. Brogan, practising
law in Omaha, Nebraska. Brogan was
a winner of the Merrick Debating medal,
and one of the best men of the class. Ed.
Farrell was born in Lexington, Ken¬
tucky, and is now practising law in his
native city. Charlie Helm hailed from
Peru, Indiana, and is now a physician at
that place.

John B. Madigan, whom we all affec¬
tionately knew as “Boulos,” came from
Houlton, Aroostook County, Maine, and
is now State Senator. Frank and John
McLaughlin both came from Boston and
they are still located in that ancient burg.
John is now Assistant Corporation Coun¬
sel of his native city. Isaac Nordlinger
was born at Georgetown, almost within
the shadow of the College, and is now
practising law in this city. Jim O’Neill
came to us from Atlanta, Georgia, where,
after his graduation, he continued to
practise law successfully for a long time.
He was at one time City Solicitor at that
place, but I am informed he has recently
moved to New York to practise his pro¬
fession.

“Barney” Mulligan, one of the greatest
athletes that Georgetown ever produced,
came from the city of Brotherly Love,
and is still living there engaged in mer¬
cantile pursuits. Arthur McDermott,
although born in Washington, has for a

long time lived in New York City. Fred
Tete came from Brooklyn, New York,
and I have entirely lost track of him.

lie is the only member of my class from
whom I have not heard since he left Col¬

lege.
These, I believe, are all the members

of the Class of 1883 who remained until
the finish, except your humble servant. I
graduated from the Law Department of
Georgetown in 1886, and have been prac¬

ticing law here with more or less success
since June the first, 1886. I am still
connected with Old Georgetown as one
of the instructors at the Law School, and
make my home in this city.

Very truly yours,
M. J. Colbert.

Francis M. Foy, A. B., ’04, A. M., ’06.,
is studying for the doctor’s degree at the
Catholic University, in connection with
his work at the Law School.

William Joseph Murphy, LL. B., ’97,
is a post-graduate student at the Catholic
University of America, and occupies the
post of assistant librarian.

Both Mr. Brooks, LL. B., ’06, and Mr.
Carter were admitted to the bar soon after

graduating and since they had met with
such success working together at the
Moot Court of the Law School, they de¬
cided to keep the team going.

Lawrence F. Nolan, LL.B., ’06, not
long ago passed the bar examination at
his home in Pawtucket, Rhode Island.
Mr. Nolan is one of the most fortunate
of the graduates of last year, in that he
is associated with Mr. John Fitzgerald,
LL.B., ’95, LL. M., ’96, and Mr. James
II. Higgins, LL.B., ’99, LL.M., 1900,
now Governor of Rhode Island.
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We have the privilege and honor of
quoting the following letter from the
Honorable Edward Douglass White, As¬
sociate Justice of the Supreme Court of
the United States, President of the Gen¬
eral Alumni Association, LL. D., ’92, and
a loyal Old Boy of the fifties:

Dear Sir:—

Thanks for your very kind letter of
the eleventh instant. I have always felt
a very great reluctance to preparing
sketches to be published concerning my¬
self; indeed, that reluctance has been so

great that I have invariably abstained
from doing so. You will find in the Con¬
gressional Record a brief statement which
was prepared when I was a member of
the Senate, and in the Digest to the
Lawyers’ Co-operative Edition of the
Reports of the Supreme Court of the
United States there is a sketch written

by someone in New Orleans. I wish I
could oblige you further. With many
thanks and my best wishes,

Very truly yours,
E. D. White.

Joseph P. Burg, Law, ’94, is secretary
to Congressman Goulden, of New York.

Frank W. Loder, Law, ’05, a member
of the invincible Law relay team, was in

town during the holidays. He is en¬

gaged in successful newspaper work in
Pittsburg. The inhabitants of Pittsburg
are so law-abiding that, financially, there
is more in newspaper work than in the
practice of law.

Phil Grau, Law, ’04, was in Washing
ton during the early part of last month.
He and Frank Boden are holding aloft
the Georgetown standard in Michigan.

J. W. Hallahan, Law, ’99, argued an
important case before the Supreme Court
a short while ago. He is very busy and
very successful in his practice in Phila¬
delphia.

“Shades” Brady, ’98, was here for a few
days during the holidays. “Shades” is
resting from arduous application to law,
but he is not idle. He has started an in¬

teresting and profitable chicken farm in
Connecticut, far removed from any con¬
siderable number of colored people.

Charles Cox, Law, ’04, has returned
to Washington for the winter. He spent
the summer in Northern Canada with
Dr. Alexander Graham Bell, the inventor,
who announces that he will soon solve
the problem of aereal flight.

F. J. Hartnett. ’09.
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In looking over the exchanges for the
month we find that many of the ex-men
have taken a decided brace and are awak¬

ening to a realization of their duties as
exchange editors. Some, however, still
persist in devoting a half a page of their
valuable space to a somewhat lengthy dis¬
cussion of a half dozen college magazines.
The task of the ex-man is by no means a
pleasant one, but we fail to understand
how anyone, after wading through the
usual collection of essays, short stories,
versifications and editorials found in the

average college publication, can give a
clear, honest, disinterested opinion of the
merits and demerits of a periodical in a
couple of lines. If our exchange columns
are to be merely an acknowledgment of
the receipt of other magazines—well and
good; but if some attempt at literary criti¬
cism is expected, why not try, at least, to
give the author of an article some idea
of what we really do think of his “effort.”
For what benefit is it to the artist to be

told that his or her composition is read¬
able or that it is an imposition upon the
reading public—and what educational
profit does the editor reap, if after the
perusal of a choice bit of fiction or verse
his criticism finds expression in the words
good or bad. If our exchange notes are
to be allowed to degenerate to a point
where they are of no service to anyone,
then why should we have them? The
fact that such exchanges do appear, and
that, too, in some of our prominent col¬
lege papers is no excuse for their exis¬
tence. We would suggest that the edi¬
tors of these columns GET BUSY.

We note with pleasure the departure
of the Nassau Literary Magazine from
the old and beaten path. The editors in
their desire to make the Lit more alluring
to the undergraduates of Princeton have
had recourse to illustrations, which surely
ought to serve as a “drawing card” for
they are always pleasing to the eye. We
were rather surprised to learn of the gen-
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eral apathy of the student body to a
magazine of such sterling qualities, for,
indeed, we fail to find, among the “men¬
tal reactions” of its contributors, any¬

thing deserving of censure. The verse
of this number is some of the best we

have seen. There are eleven poems in
the Lit and not one of them, but that
might give even the Ereshmen, who “all
year lament their luck in being stung” a
few moments of pleasure. The opening
poem, “My Lady Nicotine,” is deserving
of the prominent place it occupies. The
author has combined melody with thought
and has given us the fruit of his labor in
a few well-executed stanzas. The story,
“The Golden Apples,” is by far the best
story of the month. While the theme is
not at all new it is written in a mature

style that bears the traces of conscious
art, and the dialogue is especially well
handled. The fact that it is written by a

graduate of twenty-five years ago does
not detract from its literary merit. The
following is one of the shorter poems
found in the Lit.

THE END OF THE YEAR.
The melancholy time is here

Between the purple and the gold
Of Autumn, and the Winter’s cold

White snows; and earth is brown and
sere.

Dead are the burrs upon the ground,
The dead boughs line the evening gray,
The long low branches creek and sway.

The dead leaves crackle all around.

The lustre from the sunset dies,
The low soft laughter of the Fall
Is hushed, and Winter lays a pall

O’er the dead year with whispered sighs.
James Arthur MuleEr.

What we consider real poetry has ap¬

peared in the January issue of the Spring
Hill Review, in the form of a rondeau
entitled, “When I Am Dead.” It is sel¬
dom, if ever, one sees among the produc¬
tions in college journalism poetry of such
moral, intellectual and aesthetic literary
value. In its unique blending of noble
sentiment and imagination, and above all,
in its manner of expression, it bids fair
to stand as the supreme rondeau of the
year. My ! My ! how great minds do hit
upon the same thoughts and identical
modes of expression. We thought so
highly of a similar piece of poetry that
it occupied a very prominent position in
our own humble publication in October.
We extend to the Review our congratu¬
lations upon its choice selections and to
the author of “WHEN I AM DEAD”
our sympathy.

It has been a long time —such a very

long time—since we have enjoyed the ex¬
quisite pleasure of a glance at the “Uni¬
versity LIatchet,” from George Washing¬
ton, that we must needs glean the fol¬
lowing from “College Topics,” of the
University7 of Virginia:

“The George Washington University
Hatchet says : “ 'A debate has been defi¬
nitely arangecl with the University of
North Carolina, to take place in Wash¬
ington about the middle of April. Efforts
were made to arrange debates with
Georgetown and the University of Vir¬
ginia. Georgetown replied that their de¬
bating interests were in such a formative
state this year that they would not indulge
in any intercollegiate debates—wise
Georgetown ! Virginia replied that they
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were unable to handle more than two de¬
bates this year.

“ ‘Note: Virginia has since this ar¬

ranged a third debate—this cold wave
must have struck Virginia a long time be¬
fore it reached here, perceptibly affecting
the lower extremities of some of the in¬
habitants of said State.’ ”

The editor of the Topics passes this
terrible thrust by without comment—no
doubt, considering the source from which
the accusation was hurled, and we must

perforce do the same, except to note in
passing that the “Hatchet” was probably
misinformed, and to refer the editor to
the December and January issues of The;
Journal, pp. 140-141, and 187, respec¬
tively.

We take this opportunity of commend¬
ing “The White and Gold,” of Mills Col¬
lege, California. The material is well
selected, the poems being of the shorter
type. The editor of the exchanges, while
a little severe at times, is honest in her
expressions and unhesitatingly gives her
opinion in a way that makes her notes
interesting and real.

The “Common Room,” a new institu¬
tion at Harvard, is being enthusiastically
patronized by the students in the dormi¬
tory buildings. These rooms serve as a

meeting place for the students. They
are supplied by the College authorities
and are furnished and governed by a
committee of the students.

Prof.' Brandt, of Berlin University, who
represented Germany in the recent
Franklin celebration in Philadelphia, has
lately given an address containing a

glowing tribute on American university
life, especially the methods of research
work.

Mrs. Russell Sage lately gave $1,000,000
to the Troy Polytechnic Institute. For
ten years Russell Sage was a trustee of
this institution. His early home was in
Troy and he represented the city in Con¬
gress for two terms.

It is announced on authority that
Cambridge University, England, will
send a crew next summer to row with
Harvard.

Certain students of Wisconsin Uni¬

versity lately passed the Civil Service ex¬
amination, but were refused employment
by the State Legislature. They are in¬
dignant. Senator La Follette will prob¬
ably air the matter in the Senate.

Andrew Carnegie has given to Yale
University $40,000.00 to build a swim¬
ming pool as an annex to the gymnasium.
This is the first gift made to Yale bv
Mr. Carnegie.

On May 30th, the Syracuse ’Varsity
eight will race the Wisconsin eight on
Lake Madison. It will be the first time
for an Eastern crew to go West.

At the hundredth anniversary of Gen.
R. E. Lee’s birth, celebrated at Washing¬
ton and Lee College of which Gen. Lee
was a long time President, the grand
oration was delivered by Charles Francis
Adams. Mr. Adams astonished and de¬

lighted his audience by declaring that,
had he been a Virginian, he would have
made the same choice as Lee in the Civil
War.
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The Carnegie lake at Princeton is
causing trouble. It has been discovered
that owing to the shallowness of the
water the lake will be unfit for rowing.

At Bucktiell each department of ath¬
letics is under the direction of a member
of the faculty, and the finances are all
audited by a member of the faculty.

Undergraduates at Harvard are still
awaiting patiently for the report of the
Board of Overseers, which will allow or
abolish intercollegiate contests.

Yale will soon build a Stadium in imi¬
tation of Harvard, the cost of which will
be covered by the lately discovered secret
athletic fund of Walter Camp ($100,000) .

It is reported that the Rhodes scholars
from the United States, studying at Ox¬

ford, are doing well in athletics, but
poorly in studies.

The authorities of Columbia are still

holding out against foot ball, notwith¬
standing student mass meetings, demon¬
strations and petitions.

Fordham has issued its first University
publication, a notable book on “Pastoral
Medicine,” by two distinguished gradu¬
ates of the university.

In the January issue of the Educational
Review it is stated that in Germany,
when students from classical and non

classical schools meet in the professional
or technical colleges the classical students
always win out owing to superior mental
training.

B. Jeffs, ’08.
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As far as athletics are concerned the

past month has been as dull and dead as
the month of January always has been,
and, no doubt, always will be. To be
sure lots of preliminary work has been
going on in the different branches of
athletics, but not with the same spirit
and interest to which we were accustomed
in years past. We miss the crowd of
spectators at the running track, but more
than that do we miss the old familiar
sound of many, many feet jogging or
sprinting down the course. The track
team has been doing constant training but
the size of the squad is such that it can
hardly be perceived. So far it has con¬
sisted only of College men, and the Col¬
lege cannot be expected to furnish a very
large squad of track athletes. One thing
is certain, and that is that if the College
which forms but a sixth part of the Uni¬
versity numerically contains five-sixths
of the athletes that represent our Univer¬

sity in intercollegiate contests, then the
professional schools are not doing their
duty. Rather let them heed the call of
duty now and then, than the afternoon
promenade on F Street. The next month
will, it is hoped, bring out some of the
material that is known to be in the Uni¬

versity, and it is quite possible that
Georgetown’s showing at her indoor meet
will be equal to that of former years.

The indoor meet is coming on nicelv
and Manager Crummey has a fine list of
contests arranged. As usual, relay races
will predominate, and the ’Varsity team
will be pitted against that of Virginia.
The fifty-yard invitation promises to at¬
tract more stars of the college world than
any other event of the evening. The
inter-class races have been arranged for.
and also some high-class inter-scholastic
relays.
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The list of events follow:

Novice events—50-yard dash ( scratch ),
600-yard run (handicap).

Events for schoolboys—50-yard dash
(handicap), 440-yard run (handicap),
relay races for schools.

Collegiate events—50-yard dash, 880-
yard run.

Relay races for colleges.
Handicap events—50-yard dash, 50-

yard hurdle, 440-vard run, running high
jump, one-mile run, putting 16-pound
shot, pole-vault.

Relay races for clubs.
^ A relay team representing the College
and tomposed of Miller, Cohn, O’Boyle,
and Captain Montgomery, defeated the
relay team of Richmond College at the
Richmond meet on the twenty-sixth. The
time was the best made in the meet, and
the showing made was considered quite
satisfactory. Heffernan won the shot-
put.

The basket-ball team has been picked
and the following were chosen: Rice,
Simon, Downey, Shumm, Mullens, La-
velle, Pallen, and Murray. Manager
Stuart has arranged a schedule including
a series with Virginia and George Wash¬
ington. Interest in the sport is develop¬
ing as expected, and a decided awaken¬
ing on the part of the students is ex¬
pected soon. At present basket ball is
not recognized by the Association, but
has the same status as has the reserve

base-ball team, that is, without recogni¬
tion on the Executive Board of the Ath¬
letic Association, and dependent on itself
for support. However, in a year or so it
is probable that the sport will receive the

recognition it deserves, and that it will,
is the wish of practically the entire stu¬
dent body.

Saturday, Feb. 9th—Georgetown, 22;
Virginia, 11.

A victory well-earned was the result
of the first basket-ball game ever played
by a Georgetown team. The plav
throughout the game was good. George¬
town excelled in team play, and, in the
second period fairly ran away with the
visitors.

Virginia took the lead at the start,
mainly through the superb work of Cap¬
tain Glenn, who scored several goals
from the field. Toward the middle of
the half the Georgetown team got to¬
gether and succeeded in cutting down
Virginia’s lead until at the close of the
half the score stood 10 to 9 in favor of
the local collegians.

Both teams seemed to be on a par in
their play during this half and the large
crowd of rooters enthused. A great deal
of spirit was shown by the Georgetown
crowd during the intermission and the
cheering reminded one of the hair-rais¬
ing foot-ball games that took place on the
local field the past season. Virginia also
had a small squad of rooters present and
they did their best to make themselves
heard over their more numerous rivals.

Shortly after the opening of the second
half Georgetown’s superiority became
evident, and through the work of Dow¬
ney and Rice gained a lead over Vir¬
ginia which the visitors were unable to
cope with. Virginia’s team work fell off
sadly during this half, and as a result
the worn out Southerners were an easy

mark.
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The battle royal between Downey, of
Georgetown, and Ackisson, of Virginia,
the two giant centers, was the cause of
much merriment. The odds were in the

favor of the local man, Downey fully
living up to the claims of his admirers
that he is the best center in the District.
Sam Simon, the base-ball star, and Cap¬
tain Schumm displayed great headwork
during this half, and it was largely
through their work that Downey and
Pallen were enabled to score so many

goals from the field. Bill Rice, captain
of the Georgetown crew last year, made
his first appearance with the local quint
last night, and his work stamps him as a

coming star in Washington basket-ball
circles.

Captain Glenn and Hawkins did the
best work for Virginia and drew well-
earned applause.
Georgetown. Positions. Virginia.
Schumm (Capt.)..R. E Hawkins
Pallen L. F. .Glenn (Capt.)
Downey Center . . . .Ackisson
W. Rice R. G Williams
Simon L. G Ashby

Goals—Downey, 4; Rice, 3; Glenn, 3 ;
Schumm, 2; Pallen, 1; Hawkins, 1. Free
throws—Schumm, 2; Hawkins, 3.

Practice on the machines is the daily
work of the crew candidates. All the
veterans are out, but the absence of many

new aspirants for aquatic honors is
greatly regretted. For the consistent de¬
velopment of winning ’Varsity crews
there must be a quantity of new material
each year, as well as the quality of other
years. Even though the absence of new
men may not be of any disadvantage to
this year's crew, still their presence would
be a great aid to it and a strong incentive
to some wise veteran.

A new racing shell is now being built
in New York, and through the generosity
of Mr. Robert J. Collier, ’94, a fast motor
boat for coaching purposes will be added
to the present equipment of the boat
house.

Dr. James O’Hara has accepted the
position of base-ball coach for this year.
With such a coach, and with all but three
of last year’s team in the University, the
success of our base-ball season is as¬

sured. Dr. O’Hara has proven himself
the best base-ball coach Georgetown ever
had, and his selection has met with wide¬
spread approval. The usual schedule of
Easter week games has been arranged,
and four games are to be played awav
from home. As the season opens earlier
than usual this year, the men will be
called out for a little work in the gym¬
nasium the middle of this month.

Thos. F. Boyle, ’09.
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The Washington Alumni Banquet
Sons of Georgetown, alma mater,
Swift Potomac’s lovely daughter,
Ever watching by the water,

Smiles on us to-day.
Now her children gather ’round her,
Lo, with garlands they have crowned her,
Reverent hands and fond enwound her

With the Blue and Gray.

Three hundred sons of Georgetown
joined in the chorus of the College hymn
last night in Rauscher’s, at the conclu¬
sion of the annual banquet of the George¬
town Alumni Association. From every
State in the Union “Old Boys” gathered
around the great table to renew the ac¬

quaintances of their college days. Never
in the annals of the association has a

larger number of graduates attended at
a banquet, nor has more enthusiasm and
good-fellowship been evinced. Lawyers
and medicos, men of arts and men of
science, priests and laymen mingled with
unusual freedom, relegating the class dif¬
ferences to the background.

At the head of the table Justice White,
President of the Alumni Association, pre¬
sided as toastmaster, with Very Rev.
David Hillhouse Buel, President of the
University, as guest of honor on his
right, and Justice Shepard, of the law
faculty, on the left. Blue and gray rib¬
bon, the colors of the University, adorned
the walls and the tables, while the souve¬

nirs, a programme containing the songs
and yells of the College, were tastefully
arranged in appropriate manner.

During the dinner a section of the Ma¬
rine Band played the songs, and was
augmented between the courses by a full
chorus. In a happy speech which was
received with great enthusiasm, Justice
White♦introduced Father Buel. With a

brief introduction, he plunged into a talk
on Georgetown and its needs. He said
in part:

“I am so loaded down with facts about

Georgetown that my only difficulty now
is to pick out those that I most want to
say and to leave the rest for another
time. First of all, a word as to the
strides that are being made among our
alumni. 1 do not mean strides to the
front of the various professions, for in
this respect our men need no commen¬

tary from me, but in regard to organiza¬
tion.

“The Boston society, recently organ¬
ized, promises to be one of the healthiest
in the country, and it was surprising to
me on attending the banquet to see so

many New Englanders gathers under one
roof in Boston. I have been asked by
a great number of persons as to the se¬
cret of the Georgetown spirit. Some of
our most distinguished citizens have tried
to wring from me the secret. On Thanks¬
giving Day after an athletic contest the
captain of one of our greatest colleges
said to me: ‘If we had such spirit at
our place it would spell invincible.’

“The elements of the Georgetown spirit
are three : The first is respect for author¬
ity among our students, a respect which
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encourages not only a finer discipline, but
in the last analysis makes respect for the
College. The second is a recognized
vigor in adverse circumstances, a faculty
of never being discouraged, a courage
that makes us fight hardest for the old
place when skies are the most lowering
and catastrophe is threatening. In short,
it means that we do not know when we

are beaten, which means that we are
never beaten. The third element is the
determination of our men to keep alive
our spirit and our banquet to-night is a
demonstration of this. Let us keep it
alive; teacher, graduate, and student must
combine to do it. And with this im¬

pressed on you I will close.”
John Agar, of the Class of ’78, a class

which is well known to the alumni from
the fact that it established This Journal,
chose the colors, and organized the boat
club, was next called on by Justice White.
Mr. Agar is a member of the New York
bar, and after a few remarks to the law¬
yers he said in part:

“It is the function of educated men,

and especially devolves on Georgetown
men, to uphold the national as well as the
Georgetown spirit. It is their duty to
guard the future and see that its growth
out of the glorious present is one of
health and right. Our country is growing
so rapidly and the increased population
will furnish so many perplexing ques¬
tions that the country will need you soon.
Now we have perfect liberty of speech, of
life, and of property, but the day may
come when men are needed to guard
these.

“Time may bring about a complete con¬
solidation of power in the country. Indi¬

cations point to an untimate government
control. Municipalities and the general
government may in time be consolidated,
and then men of your stamp will be
needed to make the country as fine as it
is to-day.”

Judge Shepard followed Mr. Agar in a
short speech, in which he told of the
work that had been done by the Law De¬
partment, besides wittingly making the
toastmaster the main figure of several
well told stories. Dr. Foote, of the med¬
ical School, was next called on. He spoke
as a representative of the younger doc¬
tors.

Among those present were:
Dr. Roy D. Adams, Dr. Samuel S.

Adams, John G. Agar, Lorenzo Bailey,
Hon. D. W. Baker, Dr. Frank Baker,
George Barrie McKimmey Barton, Jr.,
Gen. John C. Black, Edward Brady, S.
Breckinridge, Dr. Frank Biscoe, Dr. J. B.
Briscoe, Rev. Aloysius Brosnan, John J.
Brosnan, Aldis B. Browne, Rev. David
II. Buel, Bartholomew Butler, Dr. Wil¬
liam F. Byrns, Joseph H. Cahill, J. Bar¬
rett Carter, Rufus Choate, Harry M.
Clabaugh, W. N. Cogan, M. J. Colbert,
Watson E. Coleman, Joseph E. Colli-
fiower, William F. Columbus, Rev. John
A. Conway, Elaine Coppinger, Conor
Coppinger, J. M. Cuneo, Hon. William
II. De Lacy, Dr. Florence Donohue, Rev.
James H. Doonan, Vernon M. Dorsey,
Patrick H. Dowling, Herbert S. Doyle,
John Hadley Doyle, Charles C. Dunn,
J. S. Easby-Smith, Don Carlos Ellis,
Francis M. Voy, Dr. John A. Foote, Dr.
George N. French, Dr. Henry D. Fry,
Creed M. Fulton, Dr. J. A. Gannon,
Washington Gardner, Isaac S. George,
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Ralph Given, Edward A. Griffith, Dr.
W. C. Gwynn, Patrick J. ITaltigan,
George E. Hamilton, Rev. J. T. Hedrick,
C. S. Hillyer, Edward Hood, George P.
Hoover, W illiam D. Horigan, James B.
Horigan, Delfin Jaranilla, James K. Jones,
jr., John Lewis Johnson, Dr. Joseph
Taber Johnson, Rev. Mr. Kennedy, Rob¬
ert j. Kennedy, Dr. George M. Kober,
John S. Larcombe, Joseph A. Lennon,
Dr. Thomas Lowe, Hall S. Lusk, J. Nota
McGill, Dr. A. J. Mclntire, Rev. Charles
Macksey, Dr. D’Arcyr Magee, C. C. Ma-
grucler, sr., Dr. E. P. Magruder, C. Gol¬
den Miller, Dr. John E. Moran, Janies D.
Morgan, W. G. Morgan, Joseph, F. Mor¬
ton, Dr. S. B. Muncaster, Dr. Joseph J.
Mundell, C. J. Murphy, J. W. Murphy,
J. S. Murrin, Conde Nast, George O’Con¬
nor, Daniel W. O’Donoghue, Rev. Martin
O’Donoghue, Rev. T. L. O’Neil, Gen.
R. M. O’Reilly, James A. O’Shea, Dr. S.
Logan Owens, J. M. Pearson, Albert H.
Pike, Julius I. Peyser, Rev. Patrick Quill,
W. P'. Quicksall, G. C. Reid, Franz H.
Ridgwav, F. DeS. Roach, Dr. William E.
Rogers, Seth Shepard, Andrew J. Ship-
man, H. W. Sohon, Dr. William N.
Spriggs, J. P\ Sullivan, Anson S. Taylor,
James PI. Taylor, James D. Thomas, Dr.
William Tindall, G. Van Casteel, Fred¬

erick Van Dyne, Dr. George Tully
Vaughn, Dr. J. Russell Verbrycke,
Charles IT. Walsh, E. J. Walsh, Richard
J. Watkins, Dr. Samuel E. Watkins,
Joseph I. Weller, Hon. E. D. White,
Francis P. White, Dr. William A. White.
Dr. Weaker A. Wills, W. H. Wilmer, Dr.
William C. Woodward, Hon. Dan T.
Wright, and Dr. Thomas S. Lee.

Washington Herald, Feb. ioth.

The past month has been remarkable
for the enthusiasm displayed in Alumni
re-unions. The Philadelphia society has
been in existence for years, and its mem¬
bers are of the old conservative school.
There was a classic flavor in its Latin
menu and a touch of antiquity in its
quaint, illuminated programme. The
New England banquet in Boston had
about it the freshness and enthusiasm of

youth, of first youth, as the society is just
one month old. We noticed how repre¬
sentative the meeting was of all the years
from 1858 to 1906. There were present
two former Rectors of the University,
Fathers Richards and Whitney, and the
present Rector, Father Buel. The Wash¬
ington banquet, Feb. 9th, surpassed all
previous records in attendance and en¬
thusiasm.


