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THE GOOD OLD DAYS.

(Read at the New England Alumni Banquet.)

What harmonies in human hearts may be,
Rossini in his oft-loved William Tell
Is proof: Therein sweet sounds together dwell
Of mountain crags and shepherds on the lea.

But to his heart was dear one melody—
The pastoral tones that through the oboe’s shell
Recurrent sound ^nd sweet; as if to quell
All sense delights and breathe eternity.

That symphony is kindred to our lives;
For unto us are countless harmonies
Of knowledge grown from more to more, and praise
Of earnest life; yet best our love revives
One constant song—our hearts in varied keys
Oft sing—of Georgetown and the good old days.

Michael Earls, ’97., S. J.
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Sir John Lubbock’s hundred Best Books.

To criticise fairly a man of Sir John
Lubbock’s calibre is a task calling foryears
of hard apprenticeship, a task which re¬

quires a vast and varied amount of eru¬
dition, and an appreciation of the great
masters of letters, born of personal con¬
tact and sympathetic intimacy. Few
have the leisure, and fewer the qualifica¬
tions necessary to an adequate judgment
of the monuments of the human mind.
A man with a reputation to lose would be
slow to commit himself on such a propo¬
sition. Sir John Lubbock has done this.
He has drawn up his well-known list of
the “Hundred Best Books,” and a hun¬
dred thousand amendments have been
offered thereto. In this carnival of opin¬
ion a little, mild audacity on our part can
do no harm.

“Quot capita, tot sententiae,” was, per¬
haps, never so true as in the present case.
Temperament, education, bent, prejudice
—all are factors to be reckoned with in
the selection of a list of books; but the
most vital determinant is, we think, the
point of view of the one who selects. If we
scan the broad field of literature through
the eyes of a particular profession or class
or religion our view must be colored ac¬
cordingly. For the lawyer Blackstone
will stand at the head of the list, for the
Mohammedan the Koran, for the Chris¬
tian the Bible, for the Socialist Karl
Marx’s “Capital.” Yet who would set
his hand and seal to a list composed after
this fashion?

According to what standard are we to

make up a list of the world’s best works?
Aside from particular and special objects
to be attained the Hundred Best Books

ought to be those of most universal and
constant appeal, comprising what is
known as representative literature, vol¬
umes of crystalized world-thought, pro¬
ductions which have stood the test of time
and are marked “sterling.” Did Sir John
propose such a list ? The fact that he was
speaking to workingmen is prima facie
evidence that he did not. And yet a
mere glance at his list satisfies us that
he prescribed for no special class. What
place would Firdusi or Mills’ Logic have
in a workingman’s library? It appears,
therefore, that Sir John intended to ex¬
press his judgment on the world’s litera¬
ture, irrespective of class or creed, of age
or race. He seems to have aimed at giv¬
ing the best specimens in the various
departments of letters, whether they are
enshrined in the mystic symbols of the
East or in the soberer tongues of the
West, whether they were inspired in the
dimness of the past or conceived in the
light of modern times. All he sought
was the highest thought of the best minds
of the race in most splendid drapery of
their respective tongues.

If this conclusion is correct, and it
seems to be, we have certain mild stric¬
tures to make on Sir John’s list. In the
first place the number is too high. It
must include productions which look
awkward beside works of real genius. If
the number were limited to twenty-five
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there would be less danger of inequality.
The absurdity of putting “Cook’s Voy¬
ages” and Lewes’ “History of Philoso¬
phy in the select society of the “Iliad”
and the “Divine Comedy” is apparent;
but the list calls for one hundred, and
different tastes will put different works
in the remaining seventy-five spaces, and
for every one of these seventy-five ten
others might stand with equal right. In
these cases any decision is more or less
arbitrary, and no man can justly be
blamed for according a niche to this
or that writer, from whom he may have
drawn solace or congenial diversion.

In this connection there is one thing
in the list before us wide open to objec¬
tion. We note the most remarkable fact

that, aside from the towering world-poets
—whom the most plodding school-boy
would blush to ignore—Sir John doffs
his cap exclusively to poets who chant in
the king’s English, with the single and
saving exception of Heine. How about
Schiller, Petrarch and the great host of
silver tongues? “Here is pansies,” Sir
John; “that’s for thought.” There is
something wrong here and it’s more ser¬
ious than a matter of taste.

There are three names among Sir
John’s Modern Philosophers who need
no justification: Francis Bacon, with
his eqoch-making, “Novum Organum;”
Descartes, with his great work, “Discours
sur la Methode,” and Adam Smith, with
his immortal “Wealth of Nations.”
Mills’ “Logic” and “Political Economy
Darwin’s “Origin of Speciesthe ideal¬
ist Berkeley’s “Human Knowledge;” the
sensist Locke’s “Human Understanding,”
seem to us but reflexes of personal taste
and an index to Sir John’s own mind.

This being so, we can well understand
how St. Thomas Aquinas came to be
omitted; but we connot realize how
Emanuel Kant, who surely towers head
and shoulders above even Bacon and

Descartes, could be so grossly slighted.
The Classics certainly merit a large

representation, but, we suspect, not so
large as they enjoy in the list. Of course,
tradition and custom have thrown a kind
of sacred halo around them, which only
iconoclasts dare to dispel, but, however
heretical it may sound, we submit that,
as moralists, Marcus Aurelius and Epic¬
tetus might well yield place to scores, as
Lucretius might gracefully to many
poets. As historians, strictly so-called,
it seems pretty well established that
Thucydides and Tacitus are the only
ancients worthy the name. Whatever
credit may be due to Herodotus as the
“Father of History,” as the former of
Greek prose, or as a charming narrator,
and whatever praise may be forthcoming
to Xenophon for the purity and simplicity
of his style, neither has any claim to
place beside Thucydides as an-historian.
“The nonsense of Herodotus,” says Ma¬
caulay, “is that of a baby; the nonsense
of Xenophon is that of a dotard.” The
one is charming in his way, the other is
offensive.

But, whatever fond fault there be in
introducing Herodotus and Xenophon in¬
to the charmed circle of the “hundred
best books,” there is something radically
wrong in the selection of modern his¬
tories. Once more, they must all be Sir
John’s countrymen—as if no other land
in the broad world were fertile in this
respect. This, however, is but a trifle
compared with the quality of history w«
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are invited to drink in at the pure and
uncorrupted fountains of Gibbon’s pagan-
mad “Decline and Fall,” and Hume’s
sophistical and bigoted “History of Eng¬
land.” “They were seduced from truth,”
it has been said, “not by their imagina¬
tion, but by their reason”—surely rather
questionable praise for those to whom Sir
John sends us for our knowledge of the
past. No exception can be taken to
Green’s “Short History of England. It
is certainly a book of the highest order,
both in style and manner. We have in
mind one other English history that
might have been mentioned,^ viz., Dr.
Lingard’s History of England.” The
style is “sans peur et sans reproche.” Its
truth has been tried in the fire and not

found wanting. This group of historians
is one place in the list where we suspect
that, perhaps, Sir John did not intend to
prescribe representative works after all,
but that he was guided rather by the
qualities that make for popularity.

To go through every book mentioned
would be an endless and an unsatisfac¬

tory task. It would be sheer presumption
to discourse on the great Eastern poems
or to pass on a number of other un¬
familiar works mentioned in the list. But
there is no satisfaction in repeating the
opinions, either original or borrowed, of
others, and so we are content to proceed.
But there is yet another thing in the list
that is too obvious to escape notice, and
too flagrant to escape censure. We mean
Sir John’s naive little trouble-saving de¬
vice of using the mere names of literary
giants, instead of their best works. The
magic sound of Shakespeare is very non¬
committal and “covereth a multitude
of sins.” Homer might stand for the

“Iliad,” the “Odyssey,” or both. “Scott’s
Novels,” no doubt, includes his best.
Thus does the shrewd Sir John avoid the
baffling difficulty of saying, straight out,
whether “Hamlet,” “Macbeth,” or “Lear"
is the greatest drama of the Bard of
Avon, and whether “Ivanhoe,” “Kenil¬
worth,” the “Antiquary,” or “Quentin
Durward” bears off the palm. Yet with¬
al, we are not sure but Sir John acted
wisely in thus simply putting down the
magic names of these literary conjurers
and leaving the choice of any special one
of their master-works to individual judg¬
ment. The task is an exceedingly diffi¬
cult one. But, at any rate, he might have
employed the name of the Stagirite in
the same way, for it is practically im¬
possible to say precisely which of his
admirable works deserves greatest praise.

We have, perhaps, written too much
already, but it may not be amiss to note
just what works in the present list can
not properly be omitted from any re¬
spectable list of the world’s greatest
books. The following certainly bear the
passport of universal approval and may
well be suffered to pass without inspec¬
tion : The Bible, Aristotle, Imitation,
Pascal’s Pensees, St. Augustine’s Con¬
fessions, Pilgrim’s Progress, Plato’s Dia¬
logues, De Corona, Horace, Cicero, Ho¬
mer, Virgil, Niebelungen Lied, Mal¬
lory’s Morte d’Arthur, Aeschylus, Sopho¬
cles, Euripides, Aristophanes, Thucydi¬
des, Tacitus, Novum Organum, Wealth
of Nations, Descartes’ Discours sur la
Methode, Shakespeare, Milton, Dante,
Chaucer, Goethe, Gulliver’s Travels,
Robinson Crusoe, Cervantes, Boswell’s
Life of Johnson, Burke, Bacon’s, Ad¬
dison’s, Plumes, Montaigne’s, Macaulay's
and Emerson’s Essays, Moliere, Vanity
Fair, David Copperfield, Adam Bede,
and Scott’s Novels.

Erwin R. Heeler, P. G.
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HORACE I, ODE IV.

“Solivitur acris hiems grata vice veris et Favoni.”

The warm west winds of the welcome spring
Have loosed keen winter’s hold,

And from their props into the sea
The dry ships now are rolled.

The flocks forsake their bedded stalls,
The husbandman his fire;

No longer does the rime’s white cloak
The fertile meads attire.

Lo! Nymphs and comely Graces, ’neath
The silvery moon o’er head,

Join hands in alternating dance,
By Cytherea led.

Whilst lordly Vulcan, all aglow
Before the smithy-fires,

Makes blaze the Cyclops’ toilsome forge,
And heavenly strength inspires.

‘Tis meet a crown of myrtle green
Each glistening head should wear;

Or one of flowering blossoms, which
The frost-freed gardens bear.

To-day, within some shady grove,
To Faunus should we slay

A tender lamb, or spotless kid,
Which e’er his choice may say.

For Pallid Death, with equal knock,
Must pay his direful call

Unto the poor man’s lowly hut,
The monarch’s royal hall.

Bles’t Sestius! The narrow span
Of Life forbids us view

The hope of works our length of days
Will never see us do.

For soon dark night will be thy shroud,
The empty shades thy peers;

And Pluto’s shadowy realm will be
Thy home for endless years.

And thither, once thou hast arrived,
Thou shalt not cast the dice

For mastery of generous wine,
In Pluto’s paradise.

Peter J. Doein, To.
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CaxtOll—(Concluded.)

Seven long years have passed since the
Nettleton sensation. That event which
caused such a furor at the time has long
since been forgotten by all save the par¬
ticipants, between whom it is seldom if
ever mentioned. Nettleton has aged con¬

siderably and his once jet black hair is
now gray. Caxton has not been seen
since that cold, stormy night in ’78, when
he left us. I inquired at Scotland Yard
and at the few places where I would be
likely to get information as to his where¬
abouts, but everywhere I was confronted
with the same blank expression that made
me give up hope of ever seeing him
again. Du Bar is serving a long term
in prison. And Bernardine, has she
changed? That, dear reader, I can not
tell. To me she is the same noble girl
that she has been since a child. But

now, perhaps she is a trifle matured.
The undeveloped lines of girlhood have
blossomed into beautiful and radiant
womanhood. She is older, too, in her
ways; more serious than she formerly
was. Perhaps it was her father’s trouble
that occasioned this, and perhaps, it was
Caxton. Seven long years, weary languid
years, and the beautiful lady has not
married, and I alone understand the
reason why. It was not like Bernardine
to be indiscreet, but she might well con¬
fide in me, her companion since child¬
hood. And so when she would inquire
for Caxton it was with frank and open
inquiry. I knew she longed to see and

know more of this strange man who
came so abruptly into her life and so

abruptly left it. Before she met him she
was calm and placid, but the peculiar
fascination he had for her left her bur¬
dened with an intense interest. As years

passed on their meeting seemed like a
mere scene in the play of life, but a scene
nevertheless, that was marked with lines
indelible. Five, six, almost seven years
had come and gone and all hope of ever
seeing Caxton again had disappeared.

I used to tell her stories of Oxford,
stories in which Caxton was intimately
concerned, and she would listen with 1

willing intenseness such as would en¬
courage my efforts to portray for her
bits of the former life of the man for
whom she yearned. But afterwards I
perceived that the effect of such was only
to make her sad, and hence I spoke of
Caxton no more, being unwilling to re¬
vive an interest, the gratification of which
I felt in my heart could never be realized.

To all appearances she was happy. She
attended such social functions as were

inevitable with a cheerfulness that was

hardly feigned, and in the seventh year
I hoped that the wound which I dared
not by any word reopen, would eventually
be healed. But my hopes were all in
vain. A party composed of Bernardine,
her father, a number of friends, and my¬
self were about to journey north to a
private park east of Manchester, where
we would stop for some time at the Club
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house, cricket being the main attraction.
I say we were about to start when one of
the gentlemen present, with all innocence
and in what connection I can not recall,
mentioned Caxton. Then it was that I
saw Bernardine flush in spite of herself.
Then it was that I realized that time had
not yet, at least, obliterated some latent
memories. For a good part of the way
she spoke little, but as such lapses were
not unusual with her, the party took no
notice.

Under the existing conditions traveling
was bad arid a considerable part of the
journey must needs be made by the stage
coach, an inadequate and wearisome
means of conveyance that was still used,
and had done long service since the days
of good Queen Anne. But to a jolly party
nothing is disagreeable and we managed
to keep up a lively discussion for four
or five stops. At night-fall, however, it
was different. Then the trials of such
a journey were much more manifest,
when one’s view was confined to the
narrow limits of the coach. In some

parts the road was extremely rough, and
“hold-ups” were not uncommon along
such territory. In fact, during the pre¬
vious month no less than five times were

travelers subjected to the humiliating
ordeal of lining up before masked horse¬
men who relieved them of their valuables
and galloped off without more ado. It
was a simple proceeding, and was usually
effected without any friction more odious
than an occasional grumble. Scotland
Yard men, it was said, were investiga¬
ting matters, but as yet no one was called
to account for the outrages. The pas¬
sengers were quiet. The majority of
them were of our party, the only others

being two elderly ladies who were with¬
out escort, and a little old grey-bearded
man, decrepit and with bent shoulders.
Apparently he dozed and was resignedly
unconscious of his surroundings. The
elderly ladies appeared extremely bored.
Those of our party were silent and al!
attempts at conversation were greeted
with scant approval in the form of mono-
svlables. A grating of the brakes and
gruff voices from without brought us all
to our senses, and before we could com¬

prehend the situation we were filing out
in response to commands from a masked
somebody at the door, who waved a rusty,
but treacherous looking horse pistol. The
men folks of the party were summoned
first, all except the little old man in the
far end, from whom they anticipated no
retaliation. But all things come to him
who waits, and usually when one least
expects them, and so when all had de¬
parted from the coach save Bernardine
and the little grey beard, he, the latter,
to the astonishment of all, whipped out
a repeater and opened fire on the masked
horsemen, immediately throwing them
into confusion. Bernardine retreated
farther in the coach and the little old
man drawing a second pistol, continued
from his point of vantage to unhorse with
marvelous skill, many of the attacking
party. The driver still at his post, im¬
mediately took up the cue and being, no
doubt, well disciplined in the first law of
nature, laid the lash on his horses. Amid
much interchange of shot they rattled off
down the road at breakneck speed and,
excepting a few broken windows, escaped
intact.

It is unnecessary to detail the rest of
the proceedings. Needless to say, we
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were disincumbered of any such trifles
as money, time pieces or jewelry, and as
is meet on such occasions, we were all
very obliging.

Now, Bernardine was a brave girl and
of remarkably steady nerve. Without a
doubt she admired the courageous dis¬
play of the little old man, as did all of
us. They were now well beyond pur¬
suit and after a word on their fortunate

escape, being sensible passengers, pro¬
ceeded to adapt themselves to the situa¬
tion and be content to finish the journey,
lately interrupted, which was the only
thing left to do under the circumstances.
Highwaymen never did personal injury
to travelers unless resistance was offered,
and there was little likelihood of her
father or friends coming to any more
serious mishap than a disagreeable delay,
in which case she could only wait for
them at the next mail station. A half
hour passed without incident. The little
old man was not talkative and sat in the
far end of the car, content to mind his
own business. And Bernardine in turn

became silent, for she was thinking, as
she always was when she had the op¬

portunity. Now, there is nothing crimi¬
nal in a harmless reverie, and Bernardine
was thinking of long ago, thinking of a
tall broad-shouldered individual who had
crossed her path only once. A man, one
of the many rational bipeds with which
England swarmed, yet with something
distinctly different about him. Was it
dignity? Was it—she turned uncon¬
sciously to the other end of the coach and
beheld her fellow passenger, not a little
grey-haired, stooped shouldered man, but
the object of her reverie, no one else but
Geoffrey Caxton. Was she dreaming?

No, that was not possible, for he rose
and was approaching to greet her. Spell¬
bound she proffered him her hand, and,
I dare say, reddened a trifle, as is pardon¬
able in a crisis of such moment. But
Caxton was calm. There was a sugges¬
tion of a smile lurking about his mouth,
and he appeared to revel in the effect of
his sudden appearance. I always sus¬
pected Caxton of being a little conceited,
only a little, mind you, but of that in¬
dispensable amount common to men of
strong temperament.

“Miss Nettleton, this is a pleasure in¬
deed !”

“Really, I can hardly believe my eyes!”
“If there is any question of doubting

their veracity, let me vouch for them, for
I have been admiring them for the last
ten minutes, trying to overcome your
persistence in not looking about.”

“Of course you were that ridiculous
little old man? What a clever change
artist. I would not have known you for
the world.”

“A bit of false hair, my dear Miss
Nettleton, and a little practice at stoop¬
ing the shoulders will work wonders at
times. Ordinarily, people do not observe
beyond the more evident details. But tell
me how you have been all the time since
I last saw you, and where you are stop¬
ping?

“London in season, Bath or Nice in
the spring, and back again to London
with monotonous regularity, and you?”

“I have been in India; a very strange
case; international affair.”

“I might have known from your tan-
then immediately realizing her improptu
remark, “so that accounts for your un¬
ceremonious departure. How unkind of
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you to go away without even notifying
your friends.”

“But my friends, my dear Miss Nettle-
ton, I dare say, will see all they want of
me for a good while now, for I am de¬
termined to inflict my presence in London
for at least three months.”

And Bernardine wondered if she would
be considered among his friends. By
the time Bob Hendricks drew his horses

up at the next mail station his two pas¬
sengers were on much more intimate
terms than when they started. The cou¬
ple alighted at the inn and had dinner—
that is to say, they ordered dinner. But
as a matter of fact, instead of eating, they
talked and talked about themselves, de¬
lightfully oblivious of everything about
them.

It was close on to midnight when we
arrived at the inn where Bernardine and
Caxton were waiting for us. Our mis¬
adventure had left us little the worse off.
To be sure, the two elderly ladies were

indignant, but for the rest of us, though
we were bereft of our purses, we were
not robbed of our good spirits, and as
the outcome was not serious, all passed
the matter by as a huge joke. When I
entered the inn Bernardine and Caxton
were sitting by a small table in the far
end indulging in mutual admiration. Of
course, Caxton’s appearance made more
excitement, and after preliminary con¬
gratulations and handsshake, we par¬
took of a slight eolation, as a short delay
was necessary for the mail. Soon we
were all back in the coach again and from
there to Manchester Caxton entertained
us with snatches of his experiences in
India. It was the first time I ever heard
Caxton speak of himself, but perhaps that

was because Bernardine requested him.
How he came to be traveling over the
same road with us in disguise, he did not
explain; perhaps he forgot. At any rate
we were soon at our destination. The
clubhouse was within a private park, but
though the hour was late, there were

many present to welcome us. The last
I saw of Caxton he was with Bernardine
and her father, and from all appearances
was likely to stay. But the night was

exceedingly warm, and I found content¬
ment in a cigar and a walk about the ex¬
tensive verandas.

On the following day many more peo¬
ple arrived and a cricket match afforded
amusement for many. I found Caxton
and after a long heart to heart talk was

aware, not from any word of his, that
there was more on his mind than busi¬
ness. We were walking through the
parlors on the main floor when suddenly
Caxton stopped. I followed the direc¬
tion of his eyes and saw sitting at a table
across the room a lady and a man. The
lady was Bernardine Nettleton, and the
man was Monsieur Du Bar.

All that afternoon Caxton remained in
his room, and was only visited by two
men, whom I afterwards learned were his
aides de camp from Scotland Yard. Upon
investigation I was informed that M. Du
Bar, through some powerful influence,
had his sentence shortened and was re¬

leased from prison two months before.
M. Du Bar’s friends must indeed be in¬
fluential if he could be civilly treated by a
host such as ours. How Bernardine came

to be talking with him I could not im¬
agine, but felt certain that her father did
not know of it. At dinner she appeared
worried, and later that night Caxton
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drew her away from the rfest of- the com¬
pany. They were on the veranda for
over an hour, and I had given them up
for the evening, when Caxton plucked my
sleeve. We left the room.

“Bradley, have three good horses sad¬
dled immediately. Don’t delay, and on

your way out tell those two gentlemen at
the door I would speak with them.”

I was surprised at his orders, but lost
no time in fulfilling them, being well
aware of the importance of any of Cax-
ton’s moves. In less than five minutes
the horses were ready and standing at the
main entrance. Caxton beckoned me to

the shadow of the veranda, where he and
Bernardine were conversing in an under¬
tone, and here we three remained in
silence. In the next few minutes the two

aides that I sent to Caxton galloped down
the driveway and out through the gates.
All again was silence. Soon, however,
the distant rumble of wheels could be

heard, and then the heavy stage coach
on its night trip passed along the road
in the direction the horsemen had taken.
Five minutes after all three of us mounted
and galloped after the stage coach. Now,
dear reader, perhaps you are mystified by
this procession of horses, stage coach and
horses, but at the time I myself was no
better off. But the situation in brief was

this: Bernardine’s relations with M. Du
Bar were certainly not friendly, and Cax¬
ton made it his business to find out the
real nature of them; hence their talk on
the veranda, and by drawing her out as
only he could do he collected the follow¬
ing facts: M. Du Bar, not steeped suffi¬
ciently in crime, dared to aspire to the
hand of Bernardine, in which attempt to
be sure, his advances met with instant

disfavor. M. Du Bar, with his charac¬
teristic rescality, had procured a note
written by Bernardine to her father, in
which she appoints to meet him in such
a room at such an inn. The word
“father” being skillfully erased and
“Frank” carefully inserted, and we have
a letter that if brought to light by some
of Du Bar’s influential friends would fur¬
nish excellent material for scandal. But
if M. Du Bar was a beast, Caxton was a

hound whom he could not escape. There
were more motives than one why he
should regain that little scented note, and
as we galloped on I felt in my bones that
he. would succeed, whatever his aim
might be.

We soon overtook the coach and can¬

tered slowly behind, not caring to be
seen. Before we had gone far Caxton
informed me that the stage coach would
be “held up” at some point within the
next three miles, at which event I wa*

to remain in the rear with Bernardine,
while he went ahead. It was fortunate
that he spoke so soon, for the next mo¬
ment the coach stopped and we could see
by the dim light of the lamps, the figures
of mounted horsemen. Caxton dashed
ahead and opened fire, but the highway¬
men fearing a trap turned their horses
down the road in flight. Caxton was not
far behind, and a quick exchange of shots
followed. Bernardine, refusing to re¬
main behind, was soon in the chase aild,
believe me, I had all I could do to keep
up with her. We flew past the stage and
dashed ahead after Caxton who was

riding like grim death upon a confused
trio not fifty feet in the lead. Caxton
again fired and one of the three fell from
his horse to the road side. As he did
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so his mask slipped off, and Caxton,
drawing up his horse on his haunches,
dismounted like a flash. As I drew up,
I recognized the man as M. Du Bar.
He emptied his revolver at Caxton, but
only succeeded in hitting his horse. A
short struggle followed, and Caxton with
little difficulty proceeded to tear his cloth¬
ing, evidently in search for something of
great importance. At last from the lin¬
ing of Du Bar’s vest he took a small

.scented note, and standing up to examine
it, gave Du Bar an opportunity to escape,
and that worthy was not tardy in taking
it. He ran to his horse and quickly
dashed away. To my surprise, Caxton,
who was usually inexorable, made no at¬
tempt to hinder him. Then it was that
I thought of his aides who went ahead.
By this time, no doubt, they had taker
Du Bar’s colleagues into custody and
were waiting for him. The clatter of
his horse’s roofs resounded through the
woods. Presently Caxton looked up from
the note and smiled.

“I was employed to put a stop to the
stage coach “hold-ups,” but I did not
think that at the same time I could be
of any service to you!”

“There is nothing in the world you
could do for me that I would appreciate
more. I don’t know how I can thank
you,” she replied..

“Supposing I were to ask you for
something in return ?”

The coach was approaching and I
strode off to meet it, but Caxton hear;
it not, and little he cared. In loving em¬
brace he held that beautiful lady who
for seven long years had wandered with
him in his travels. After a long and
cruel career he had found a haven that
offered him comfort for a restless spirit,
a breast that beat in concord with his
own. And as I looked at that comely
picture on the moonlit road, I wondered
which of the two was most blest, Ber-
nardine or Caxton.

D. P. D., Jr., ’08.
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THE WIND OE MARCH.

Blow in thy loud and boisterous might,
Herald of welcome spring!

Come forth from out the Northern night,
And hopes of summer bring,

Thrilling with life the brooding trees,

Waking the silent glen.
Come! for a voice is on the breeze

Singing of May again.

G. Hebron, ’09.

The Iron Post.

In the ancient city of Vienna opposite
the tower of St. Stephens there is to be
seen a curious old land-mark known in
the city’s history as the Stock im Eisen.
Long ago it marked the boundary of the
royal forest and was but a stout oaken
post; but for ages there has been driven
into it every size and shape of nail until
naught but their heads are visible and
the old post is completely cased with an
iron shell which has saved it from death

by rot, of which old posts usually die.
Around the bottom is an iron chain fas¬
tened by a huge and strangely fashioned
lock of ancient workmanship.

* * *

Ten strokes boomed slowly out from

the great bell of the cathedral. With a
rattle of chains the massive portcullis
fell into place, and the city was closed for
the night. Far out on the plain beyond
the city gates the sound of the bell
struck dismay into the hearts of Rein-
bert, the lock-smith’s apprentice, and
Dorothea, daughter of the master lock¬
smith. For hither had they come in the
early evening to meet in secret, since by
the law of the guild the humble ap¬

prentice was forbidden to lift his eyes
to his master’s daughter. But Reinbert’s
heart had long ago been captured by the
bright eyes of Dorothea, and though the
master frowned stern disapproval, they
had continued, in the many ways known
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to lovers since the world began, to plight
their troth.

As the hour tolled Reinbert gave a

cry of dismay, and taking the hand of
Dorothea they ran with what speed they
could towards the city gate, although
they knew that every night it fell on the
last stroke, remaining closed until morn¬
ing, and none might come or go without
order from the governor.

Grievous indeed would be the plight
of the lock-smith’s daughter if no way
were found of entering the city. What
a disgrace for Reinbert’s betrothed, the
daughter of a wealthy citizen, to be with¬
out the city walls and away from her
father’s roof for a whole night in com¬

pany with an apprentice!
Though now they could plainly see

that the gates were closed they still ran.
in the vain hope of finding the wicket
open, and as they approached nearer to
the portal the panic-stricken Reinbert and
Dorothea suddenly perceived a stranger
striding along by the base of the wall,
black-cloaked and stately, with clear-cut
yet repellent features and eyes that
seemed to flash fire. “Now, doubtless,”
said Reinbert to Dorothea, “this is some

noble personage who has the right of
passing the gates, and perchance, if he
knows our plight, he may give us en¬
trance.” But in his soul Reinbert shud¬
dered at the stranger’s aspect and burn¬
ing eyes. Still, putting down his fears,
with all respect he addressed him and told
his story. The stranger listened gravely
and as Reinbert finished, of a sudden he
leaned forward and whispered, “service
for service, and if I pass you and your
betrothed within the gates then upon the
salvation of your soul you will never

miss Mass on any Sunday in your life.
This swear to me.” And Reinbert,
though he scrupled, swore, for it was a

holy promise, and as he took the oath
the portcullis rose up noiselessly, and
without hands, admitting the wondering
pair, and as they passed within, the
stranger seemed to disappear silently in
the darkness behind them. Though Rein¬
bert had it in his mind for a long time
afterward that he heqrd something that
sounded strangely like a laugh close to
his ear and the brush of something in
the air, as the portcullis dropped into
place as silently as it had risen. He also
wondered much that they passed the
watch as if they were invisible and
pointed this out to Dorothea who only
laughed joyfully and said that it mattered
naught since they had passed the gates.
And so they made their way in safety
to their homes, she to her father’s house
and he to the chamber over the lock¬
smith’s forge room, where he slept.

* * *

A ruddy glare filled the long, low-
ceilinged room, the apprentices’ hammers
clanged with deafening din, and to Rein¬
bert, who sat at his table fashioning a
lock, the hissing and roaring of the great
bellows seemed like the fiery breathing of
a midgard serpent. Even the master-
smith himself, as he stooped over the
forge, seemed to be glowing with a red
heat even as the iron he was welding.
In truth, so like did the master seem to
red-hot metal in the glow of the fire
that Reinbert stopped to look at him, and
as he did so the heavy door near where
he sat opened quickly, and Reinbert was
siezed with that same chill of fear he had
felt two weeks before.
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For the same stranger who had ad¬
mitted him and Dorothea to the gates
strode silently into the room, seeming
not to see him, and asking from the other
apprentices to see the master-locksmith,
who came immediately to him.

A lock and chain was required, and
would he undertake the work ? Of a cer¬

tainty he would. And thereupon the
stranger began to explain with flowing
eloquence the nature of the lock, describ¬
ing with a wonderful knowledge the
many details of how the springs should
be bent, how tempered, how united, until
the heads of master and apprentices be¬
gan to swim when they thought of the
wonderful construction, and while they
admitted the possibility of such a lock,
they confessed themselves unable to fash¬
ion such a masterpiece.

“What,” said the stranger, in a sneering
manner, “and do you call yourselves mas¬
ters and apprentices, not knowing how
to undertake a task that the youngest one
of you could do in an hour? Oh, ye are
masters in good sooth! Why, if I mis¬
take not, there is your youngest appren¬
tice,” here he pointed to the amazed Rein-
bert, “and unless his looks deceive me, he
can do this thing for me.” Speaking thus,
he called forth the now astounded Rein-
bert and explained to him the plan of the
lock, telling him that unless he saved the
honor of the smiths all the world should
know their disgrace, but if he finished it
within two hours no master would refuse
him his daughter.

“And assuredly,” said the smith, in¬
tervening, “Dorothea shall be yours if
you can accomplish this wonderful
thing.”

Now, while these things were being

said, Reinbert thought deeply. And it
seemed to him that the narrow room wid*
ened out into an immense plain, beautiful
things were on all sides; he was prosper¬
ous, rich and happy; by many voices was
he called the master of masters; he saw

Dorothea approaching, his beloved, her
locks entwined with the bridal wreath and
he saw himself living to a ripe old age,
the most honored of all. And at this
moment also he heard his master’s voice

promising Dorothea to him if he could
perform such a well-nigh impossible task.
Eagerly he assented and immediately set
to his task.

And to Reinbert himself and the awe¬

struck apprentices and master, who were

grouped at the far-end of the room, in the
shadow of the great bellows, it seemed
as if he worked with a hundred arms, the
hammer-blows seemed to multiply as if
unseen hands were laboring, the forge
flared with a fierce heat and the stranger,
who stood by watching near the red flare
of the flames, seemed enveloped in a pil¬
lar of fire, while shafts of light reflected
back from his gleaming eyes.

An hour went by and with a few deft
strokes of the hammer the work was

done. Silently the master and appren¬
tices came forward, mouths wide open
with amazement and shaking their heads,
for “By St. Michael,” swore they all,
such a master-piece of skill had never
been seen before, and the master lock¬
smith ascribed the achievement to the

bubbling tip of the spirit of Reinbert’s
love for Dorothea.

The stranger said nothing, but taking
up the lock went ahead, the master, Rein¬
bert, the apprentices and all the members
of the family following, until they came
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to the place where the huge post, now
called the Stock im Eisen, marked the
boundary of the royal forest. Here the
stranger placed around the post an iron
chain and fastened it with Reinbert’s
lock. And afterwards, with much re¬

joicing, they returned home, but when
they had come, to their utter amazement,
they discovered that the stranger had dis¬
appeared, taking with him the key to the
wonderful lock.

* * *

Now Reinbert has been married nearly
a year to his beloved Dorothea when the
government issued a proclamation stat¬
ing that whatever smith could fashion
a key which would open the lock would
receive his writ of mastership. For many
indeed had attempted to do this, but none
so far had succeeded, and all the smiths
looked to Reinbert who had made the
lock to work out such a key.

And so Reinbert announced himself as

a candidate and went at once to his work¬

shop. Now since he had made the lock
all that he had attempted in this regard
had resulted in marvelous pieces of iron¬
working. But now, for the first time,
his work did not succeed. The fire
blazed and he wrought and hammered,
but as many times as he had given the
key the proper form, upon putting it in
the furnace to temper it, it came out
twisted and turned.

Anger mounted within him and he
cursed Loki, the imp of fire, who worked
such evil.

At last after many attempts he formed
the key, thrust it in the fire and leaning
over closely to see what ruined his work,
was turned to stone with fear, for a
twisted, claw-like hand, issuing from the

white heat seized the key and crushed it
out of shape, and in the very white-hot
center of the furnace he saw the evil face
of the stranger eyeing him with that
malevolent glare that so repelled him on
that first night without the city. Rein¬
bert’s breath came and went with a hiss¬

ing noise. A trembling seized him, but
suddenly he was angered at the thought
of his work being ruined and he thrust
the tongs savagely at the grinning face.
It was of no avail, for the face
and claw still remained fixedly grinning
until quickly taking out the key he fash¬
ioned it again and thrust it in head fore¬
most. After a while he pulled it from
the fire and found that though the head
was bent out of shape, the key itself was
unharmed.

“Now, thou fiend, Loki,” he cried into
the fire, “thou who distorted the hammer
of Thor in the welding, begone. Thou
art overcome.” And he was filled with

joy, and going from his shop he an¬
nounced that he was ready for the test.

Upon the following day the officials
and the entire city marched in procession
to the post and Reinbert opened the lock.
Thereupon a great joy filled him. He
laughed aloud and, overcome with glad¬
ness at his success, threw the key high
into the air. And thereat a strange thing
happened, for the key remained, and did
not come down again. The people looked
at each other in wonder, then they ex¬
amined the ground everywhere, but the
key was nowhere to be found. But Rein¬
bert promised to make a new one, and
to show that he could open the lock he
drove a nail into the post. And since
then every smith has done this on leaving
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Vienna, until the post is of a truth an
iron one.

Now Reinbert up to this time had
strictly kept his promise to the stranger
whom he knew to be Loki, the fire-devil,
and to whom his soul was forfeit if he
broke his oath. He had attended Holy
Mass upon every Sunday, and he and
Dorothea were very happy. But with
the great wealth that came to him he
began to drink too plentifully of the
Vienna wine. He took great pleasure in
gambling, and lived riotously, though he
never omitted to fulfill his vow. This

gaming came nigh to be his ruin, for
at last upon one stormy night he lingered
too long at the gaming table. He won
continually and was in great good humor
until looking at the clock he gasped in
dismay, for already he was late for Mass.
Leaping from the table he rushed bare¬
headed to the church, but the door was
closed and an old woman sitting by the
steps told him that Mass was already
over.

Then an unutterable and fearful an¬

guish seized upon him, he reeled, and
rushing back to his comrades he cried out
that his soul was lost, as he had broken
his promise and missed Mass. But they
in turn laughed aloud and pointed out
that as Mass began at half past eleven
by the clock, and as it was now only
three-quarters past, the Mass could not
be over. Filled with hope he speeded
back. The church door was open, but
even as he entered the priest left the altar

and the Mass was over. Now, indeed,
he was sick at heart and turned to go
when the old woman sitting by the stepi
cast off her hood, and disclosed the fear¬
ful countenance of the stranger, Loki, the
devil of fire. He shrieked, but the fiend
seized him by the arms, and with a shud¬
der he felt his soul departing from him.

“O God and thou mighty angel who
hast also a grievance against this Loki,
help me!” he shrieked again, though he
knew that sinning greatly he should ex¬

pect no help. The fiend snarled and
tightened his grip, but there came a
blinding flash, a mighty roar of flame, a
thundrous voice that split the very sky-
dome, and in the great glare that blinded
him, lighting up the heavens, Reinbert
could see St. Michael combating with
Loki and striking huge crashing blow*
with his great blade.

Then Reinbert found himself standing
in the snow, and ringing still in his ears
was the sound of the archangel’s voice,
bidding him to cease his wild life. And
Reinbert went silently home through the
night and told it all to Dorothea who,
now that he was safe, cared naught for
Loki or the other fiends, but prayed de¬
voutly to God and to St. Michael thank¬
ing them for this boon.

* * *

So the post stands now to-day, un¬
touched, and the lock has never been
opened all these long years, since no
smith would face the anger of Loki.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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Mortalia Facta Peribunt.

“The boast of heraldry, the pomp of
power,

And all that beauty all that wealth e’er
gave,

Await alike the inevitable hour
The paths of glory lead but to the

grave.”
This thought of Horace about the mor¬

tal condition of earthly things is a fre¬
quent theme with all poets and literary
writers, ancient and modern. They lin¬
ger with a sort of melancholy fascination
on the certainty of death and the decay
of human accomplishment and glory.
Horace, in his odes, seems to take a sort
of cynical pleasure in ever recalling the
sure and stealthy coming of death.

‘‘Pallida more aequo pulsat pede pau-
perum tabernas Regumque turres.”

And when the poets turn their atten¬
tion to the history of the world, to the
triumphs of nations, to the achievements
of heroes, they seem to see, as with a sec¬
ond sight, death and oblivion waiting for
glorious names and thrilling victories. It
is like the refrain of an old song, from
Horace and Juvenal to Shakespeare and
Tennyson.

A Grecian youth sought to enthrall the
world. He chafed at the narrow limits
of Pella and wept because there were no
more worlds to conquer. Whoever loosed
the Gordian knot would be the victor of
victors; so he drew his sword and cut it
in two. But in the very zenith of his
glory and renown a dread disease laid

him low. Alexander never returned from
the city built by the Brick Layers.

The Carthagenian smote the uncon¬
quered Romans in many a pitched battle.
He performed the unheard of feat of
transporting an army across the Alps in
midwinter. But his Nemesis was await¬
ing him on the seashore of Africa, when
crushed and beaten, he sought the pro¬
tection of a proud Barbarian king. And
so of him the poet says:

“Expende Hannibalem! quot libras in-
venies in summo duce?”

Weigh Hannibal now! how many
pounds will you find in that consummate
leader ?

Thus the masters of Epic song and'
Satire and Elegy see in every great hu¬
man career the path of glory that leads-
but to the grave. A striking example
of this poetic tendency is found in the
beautiful tale of Henry at the grave of
King Arthur, in the well-known poem by
Aubrey de Vere.

The tournament was over. In the

great House of Plantagenet baron and
knight were gathered around the banquet
board as the guests of the king. At the
head of the table sat the monarch, be¬
loved by all for his goodness and valor,,
and famed for his great wisdom. The
house resounded with good cheer, and
loud was the laughter and pleasant the
songs and the jests that passed swiftly
round from man to man. One alone in
that wide hall, somewhat removed from
the gay throng, sat strange and stem*
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The harper looked with severe eye on
the merry company the while in some
unknown tongue he poured out a mourn¬
ful dirge. The sad strains, forlorn and
slow were the poor wreck of music which
long centuries ago were prized and played
in Britain before the Saxon sword had
stained the snowy hills.

Suddenly the king turned to the bard
and with thunderous voice exclaimed:
“Strike other chords. Whate’er thy words
and notes, they sound the dirge of festi¬
val. Warriors, not monks, are we. Thy
mournful melodies so sounding of grief
make poor music in my ears.”

One moment the harper’s eye with
martial fire shone; no more. His lips,
now compressed in ire, wore a disdainful
smile, while fiercer and fiercer he tore the
soul from the resounding wires. Louder
pealed the strains, wilder and more en¬
trancing. Now across the walls in bat-
the array pass warlike hosts, flashing hel¬
mets cloven in twain, and swords like
meteors, glancing o’er hill and plain,
each measure as it rushes forth mightier
than the last, captivating the hearts of
the company, as some great angel of
Heaven with outspread pinions pursuing
an evil host to ruin.

Meanwhile the bard, cool and stern,
looked proudly on the proud company,
fixing on the astonished crowd a victor’s
stare, until all the princes springing up
from their places cried out with one ac¬
cord: “Of all the living or the dead, is
he chieftain or crowned head that dares
to claim such eternal fame as this?”
Quietly the harper bowed his head as if
awed to mention such a mighty name and
whispered, “King Arthur.”

“Where ruled this king ?” asked Henry.

“He held the sceptre of this isle and
crushed the Saxons ’neath his heel,” an¬

swered the bard.
“His tomb?” next inquired Plantage-

net.

Slowly the man made answer: “He
sleeps in yonder pile.”

That night at the middle hour the king
with all his train went forth once again
upon the tourney grounds, now silent and
deserted. They marched in pairs, while
like a red torch-light the moon sinking,
in her wane showed the gloomy towers of
the old castle in dark outline.

“Through Glastonbury’s cloister dim
The midnight winds were sighing;

Chanting a low funereal hymn
For those in silence lying,

Death’s gentle flock, ’mid shadows grim
Fast bound and unreplying.”

Out on the midnight air floated the
strains of the murmuring organ. Hard
by the monks were chanting their Hours,
and as the waves of the music swayed in
alternation, the smooth swell upbore like
incense their prayers to Heaven.

To the gray arches of this old abbey
now came the princely band. They found
the grave, and with swift strokes soon

pierced through earth and stone until
e’er long they reached an oaken cell and
cross on which was engraved: “Here
sleeps King Arthur well in the Isle of
Avalon.”

A strange thing then happened. From
the mail and the heavy swords which each
wore there gleamed forth a sudden light,
and the proud crests on their helmets
bowed of their own accord. Down o’er
the coffin bent a priest, when the monarch
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interrupting, cried out: “Great King!
in my youth I made a solemn vow to
greet the mightiest of the sons of earth;
to kneel at his feet, gaze on his brow, and
ask' a blessing of him. Therefore, my

king, though thou art dead, till noontide
thou shalt take my royal place!”

They rolled away the massive lid, but
strange indeed was the scene beneath.
No kingly brow was .there, no manly
form gazed out upon them, but in its

stead poor dust. Ashes o’er ashes, fold
on fold, but wait—a wreath of hair is
there. Queen Guenevere’s hair! Like
beautiful gold it surmounted the ashes of
the once great Arthur. For Time,
though always stern, is also just, and
humblest things are the last to feel hit
sway, even in death. A warrior touched
that wreath; from bright sunshine it
melted into dust.

Cu*. F. Woods, ’08.
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DISTANCE LENDS ENCHANTMENT.

She glided down the street,
A creature sweet and fair,
With her trim and dainty feet,
And her gleam of golden hair;
She looked so passing sweet,
I could not choose but stare.

A veil enwound her brow,

And as she nearer drew

(The thought o’erwhelms me now)
A gentle zephyr blew
The veil. Alas! Wow! Wow!

’Twas distance charmed the view.

G. Hebron, ’09.

The Blue and Grey at Woodlawn.
On the threshold of four score and

ten, Mrs Louise Beauchamp Hughes, the
foundress of our Art Cabinet, was called
to the better life and happier home. Her
summons came gently, almost impercepti¬
bly, on the seventh of January, at the
Park Avenue Hotel, in New York, where
she had occupied apartments for several
years past. The last rites of religion had
been solicitously administered to her by
the Rev. Jeremiah M. Prendergast, S. J.

As she was herself most sweetly con¬
siderate and sympathetic, so her friendi
were thoughtful and tender in every de¬
tail of her death and interment In ful¬
fillment of her oft-repeated wishes, her
funeral obsequies were hallowed with the
complete service of the Catholic Church
in all its beauty, impressiveness and con¬
solation. The solemn High Mass of
Requiem was celebrated in St. Francii
Xavier’s, at ten o’clock, on Thursday, the



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 273

tenth. Her friends who ministered at
the altar were the Rev. J. M. Prender-
gast, S. J., as celebrant, the Rev. Henry
J. Shandelle, representing Georgetown
University, as deacon and the Rev. David
B. Walker, S. J., Assistant Pastor of
the church, as sub deacon. The music,
an inspiration of liturgical and artistic
perfection, with the exquisite melody of
Perosi’s Offertory, was rendered by the
male quartette of the famous choir under
the direction of the Rev. John B. Jungck,
S. J., the master of Gregorian. One who
during her life was so keenly vibrant to
every sublime emotion and every thrill of
harmony, must have felt gratified at this
response to her tastes and desires. For
the eulogy pronounced by Father Pren-
dergast, the poetry of the “Dream ot
Gerontius” heightened the effect of the
solemn thought.

After the absolution, the funeral cor¬

tege proceeded in carriages to Wood-
lawn Cemetery. In this most sumptuous
city of the dead, Mrs. Hughes had erected
a mausoleum, in which her own tomb

opposite that of her adopted daughter
Solita, received her remains, and here
Father Shandelle performed the conclud¬
ing part of the burial service. Upon
the white marble was placed George¬
town’s floral tribute of crossed palms and
violets bound with streamers of blue and

grey, symbolic of the ardent love she
bore both to her country and her college.

Among those in attendance at the fun¬
eral with her other devoted friends, were
Mrs. D. Butterfield, the widow of the
distinguished General, close to her by «,
life-long attachment, J. J. Darlington,LL.
D., of this city, and her faithful nurse,
Miss E. M. Mangan. Linked with the
memory of these last years of Mrs.
Hughes, which as the trustee of her
person he has rendered so secure and
comfortable, and especially with the de¬
tails of her funeral, is the name of An¬
drew J. Shipman, ex-president of our
New York Alumni, in this respect also
a worthy and admirable representative of
Georgetown.
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College Days Fifty Years Ago.

For a right understanding of college
life fifty years ago it is necessary to bear
in mind that this life was then largely
intramural; hence as attendance at the
theatre was almost a prohibited pleasure
the alternative of introducing theatrical
amusements within college walls was
naturally resorted, to. The general ver¬
dict probably is that amateur theatricals
are as ingeniously devised mode of ex¬
quisite torture. Yet so creditably did
College Thespians in Georgetown enact
their respective rolls, that we do not hesi¬
tate to say that many a boy who in the
fifties saw our College Junius Booth,
Harvey Bowtree, of England, in the
character of the Hunchback King Rich¬
ard, our Edwin Booth, William M.
Smith, of Philadelphia, portraying the
Melancholy Dane, or Jim Dougherty, as
the Wandering Minstrel, will admit that
in after days he paid good American
money to witness performances on the
legitimate stage not half so mentorious.
Indeed, it is thrilling after the lapse of
half a century to recall the quickening of
heart beat and blood pulsation wrought
by the clanging of Macbeth’s scale ar¬
mor, and the fine frenzy of the despair¬
ing Richard on the field of Bosworth as

he declared his willingness to exchange
his kingdom for a horse. Meritorious
as was the acting, crude and primitive
were the stage settings. The theatre was
none other than the old study hall from
which daylight was excluded by heavy

quilts tacked over the windows. Thus
not light only, but every suspicion of air
and ventilation was withheld. Ordinar¬
ily each play was preceded by a dress re¬
hearsal before faculty and students. On
one such occasion when our Richard III,
Harvey Bowtree, delivered with magnifi¬
cent effect Shakespeare’s climax. “A
horse ! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!"
some would-be wag among the irreve¬
rent students called out from the all but
Cimmerian darkness, “Would not a jack¬
ass do ?” Promptly, whether originating
or adapting the rejoinder, our Harvey re¬
plied, “Certainly, sir, I did not know yon
were in the house.”

The programme of the first commence¬
ment, that of 1854, attended by the writer,
offers opportunities for some personal
reminiscences. It may be here remarked
that in those early days commencements,
like most else in college life, partook of
the heroic, beginning at 8 o’clock on a
summer day in the closing weeks of July,
offering the patient audience latitude of
selection from twenty-four and more
speeches, closing at 3 o’clock in the after¬
noon. The programme of ’54 opens with
a poem, “The American Boy,” delivered
by H. Pinckney Northrop, of South Car¬
olina, now the much esteemed Bishop of
the See of Charleston, in his native State,
Close upon the young speaker came
Charles B. Kenney, still vigorous in ac¬
tive life and most loyal among George¬
town’s devoted sons.
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Lower down on the programme comes
one whose name is not reproduced. Irony
of Fate! His graduating essay is en¬
titled, “First Principles in Morals,” which
(miserable dictu !) landed him a few years
later in the penitentiary. These already
mentioned preceded on the programme
one whose famous war lyric, “Maryland,”
has made his name a household word,
not only in the Southland, but through¬

out a restored Union. Yet another

speaker of the day, Robert Ray, returned
to Washington, at the close of the civil
war, a Senator from his native State of
Louisiana.

Memories of our theatrical pleasures
instinctively call to our lips, as a
prayer to God, the commendation in
Hamlet, “See the players well bestowed.”

Robin Ruff.
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WIND OF THE SOUTH.

Wind of the South, I’m lonely,
I sigh, alas, in vain

To know the bliss from your sweet kiss
In the arms of Spring again.

Wind of the South, caress me,

Croon me your lullaby
Of roses rare, in gardens fair,

Under a clear summer sky.
Law.

Open Letters.

Dear Editors:
The ambiguous obscure, far-fetched

open letter of last month, signed “Law¬
man,” requires an answer, not because
there is a word of truth in it, but for the
simple reason that there may be others
among our readers, although it is ex¬
tremely improbable, as grossly ignorant
as the person who perpetrated that ar¬
ticle.

The Coeeege Journal, as the name
implies, is to aid the literary improvement
of College men. This was and is its
primary purpose. Law men and Medical
men are supposed to have undergone that
training before they entered a profes¬

sional school. The four hundred men at

the Law School, whom the distinguished
author vaunts in the face of the one hun¬
dred undergraduates, have no organ for
their own literary development, nor for
chronicling their own news, so they were
given space in The College Journal. It
is clear that no department has any
grounds for a grievance.

The editors of The Journal, however,
have not kept this in view, nor do they
wish to. It has always accepted and al¬
ways will accept any article for publica¬
tion written by a Law student.

It is strange that in the very issue in
which this gentleman makes his com-
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plaint, an article should have appeared
written for The Journal by a Law stu¬
dent.

In all fairness I ask the “Lawman” did
The Journal ever reject anything- he
ever wrote for it?

He refutes himself when he says that
Law men are not permitted to participate
in the construction of The Journal, for
if he really meant what he said why did
he write the open letter, fully expecting
that it would be accepted?

When a man proves himself inconsis¬
tent, it is customary to place him on the
shelf, but before this is done I wish to

say something of the cynical, snarling
manner with which our friend regarded
the editorial written in behalf of unity
between the Law School and the College.
This article was written in the best of

good faith, as any unbiased, thinking
man could readily perceive; and we flat¬
ter ourselves that it has accomplished its
full share of good. Ail of our acquain¬
tances at the Law School have made
manifest their approbation, and think the
idea justified by the prevailing conditions.

It is impossible to please everyone, and
we will be extremely gratified, not to say

perfectly satisfied, if we may place all the
displeased in a category made up exclu¬
sively of men of such caliber as the one
who composed the article signed “Law¬
man.” If we can do this, knowing as we
do that his are not the sentiments of our

lawyer brothers, we rest content that our

duty has been well and diplomatically per¬
formed. We would advise our friend to

purchase a barrel and dwell in it like
Diogenes of old.

Pennsylvania, Feb. 28.
Messrs. Editors:

I avail myself of the invitation pub¬
lished in your last number asking for con¬
tributions for your Open Letter Depart¬
ment. You will remark that I make my
address very indefinite. I do this pur¬
posely for self-protection, in order that
no member of your board may discover
my exact whereabouts. My object in
writing to you is to inquire what in the
name of Heaven is the use of a College
paper, which no one reads except the
board of editors. Whenever a college
paper comes into my possession I always
lament the loss of so much good paper
and ink. College papers, I am told, are
all on the verge of bankruptcy. They
live, not on the subscription of readers,
but on the advertisements of a few easy,

good-natured business men. How do
they help the literary development of the
students ?- It is well-known that they are
controlled by a few students, and these
not the most literary. If I had my way
I would suppress the whole lot of them
and thereby force students to turn to
their books for literary development.

Inquirer.

Dear Journal:
According to the latest reports, the

Sophomores have decided not to enter a

relay tearn in the inter-class race. Com¬
ing as it does from such a source, it is
not a surprise. No one ever accused that
particular class, as a class, of being game.
Individually we like every fellow in ’09;
and taken thus they possess every manly
quality, but collectively—well, we can’t
say anything, but if we could, we would
assert boldly that they fall far short of
what they could and should be.
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Lest anyone should question our right
of thus criticizing such a distinguished
body of gentlemen we will outline our po¬
sition.

Last fall when the class crews were on
the river, the Juniors and Freshmen were
greatly handicapped. Both boats were
composed of inexperienced oarsmen, for
the most part of men who never entered
a boat before. The “Sophs.,” on the other
hand, had almost an entire crew of vete¬
rans, three of these being ‘Varsity men.
Their opponents had practically no
chance, as the result clearly demon¬
strated ; but we didn’t quit, we didn’t lose
our nerve, we didn’t give numberless ex¬
cuses about a lack of available material.
On the contrary, we stuck to it like men,
and, although beaten, preserved the honor
and character of our classes. For three

long months the lusty victors crowed and
gloated. Great honor, indeed, for sea¬
soned athletes to defeat two boatloads of

cripples!
As soon, however, as the indoor meet

hove in sight, their star began to decline.
When questioned about their relay team,
they became a veritable bed of bivalves.
Now, just before the meet we are in¬
formed that they have crawled after the
the fashion of a craw-fish.

They may say that they have no prom¬

ising material, yet proportionally they are
much better qualified in this particular
respect than were the two other classes
on the river last fall. Besides, how do
they know whether they have the mate¬
rial or not when they have not even made
an effort to find out?

No, “Sophs.,” that will not do. You
have shown yourselves in a light that
does you a grave injustice. You will go
down in the traditions of the College as
the only class in years that has failed in
a duty where ability was not lacking.
Individually, you are men that may well
hold yourselves up before the eyes of
anyone; collectively, you should bow
your heads and solemnly swear to take
a good example from your elders and
your juniors. If we may use a slang
expression, we would suggest that in the
class-room, in the refectory and on the
athletic field, you would get wise to your¬
selves, lest perchance someone, judging
from appearances only, should be led to
believe that you are not sportsmen, that
you are afraid to compete when you have
not a certain chance of being the victors.

Stop the “rough-housing,” nip in the
bud your internal dissensions, and do
something.

Amicus.
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Those cynics who were
Roosevelt’s entertaining Hopes of the

Opinion. suppression of foot ball
were dealt a hard blow by

some statements of President Roosevelt,
in his late Harvard Union address.

Heretofore everything wore an evil as¬
pect for the lovers of the sport, but now
all their fears have taken wing, the

cynics’ faint spark of hope is extinguished
and there is moral certainty that hence¬
forth foot ball will thrive, despite all pro¬
test. Such is the weight of the Presi¬
dent’s opinion, that it is calculated to
overrule all opposition. The pedant or
“blue stocking” is not our President’s
conception of an educated man. He is
rather for a training embracing the in¬
tellectual and physical powers, and hence
we have his ardent defense of true, manly
sport.

Speaking of foot ball, the President
says:

It is to my mind simple nonsense, a
mere confession of weakness, to desire
to abolish a game because tendencies
show themselves, or practices grow up,
which prove that the game ought to be
reformed.

If necessary, let the college authorities
interfere to stop any excess or perver¬
sion, making their interference as little
officious as possible, and yet as rigorous
as is necessary to achieve the end. But
there is no justification for stopping a
thoroughly manly sport because it is
sometimes abused, when the experience
of every good preparatory school shows
that the abuse is in no shape necessarily
attendant upon the game.

The mention of the
The) License; liberty of the press re-
oe the Press, calls a question that has

never received the at¬
tention it deserves. The trial of a fa¬
mous case in New York has revived this
topic, and the publication of disgusting
details in many newspapers throughout
the country has called forth just indig¬
nation.
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The sensational editors argue no harm
is done to the mature, and that the young
should not be permitted to read these
details. This argument is even more
sophistical than plausible.

In the first place to prevent an evil, it
is required, when possible, to remove the
occasion.

Again, it is useless to deny that human
nature is human nature. When an arti¬
cle is easy to procure, and is besides a
forbidden fruit, it is morally impossible
to keep the young and impetuous away
from it.

Lastly, it is a worn-out argument, long
since exploded, to assert that if a thing
does no harm, it is permissible. If a
thing does no good, it has no place in
Society.

The publication of such details as those
now being placed before the public are
harmful to all except the hopelessly lost.
They humiliate and crush to earth the
innocent relatives; chey disclose and lay
open as a gaping, festering wound, hor¬
rible vices and disgusting habits, the ex¬
istence of which thousands would not

otherwise even suspect. These details
show that nature’s fair raiment may
clothe a body internally infected and
foul. They disclose the lower, baser side
of human nature without any of its sav¬

ing graces. They paint American so¬
ciety in the eyes of Europe as a blood¬
thirsty monster, clamoring for the very
lives of the innocent. In fact, they are
a disgrace and an insult to every indi¬
vidual, to every family, and to the United
States.

Canada, as yet uncorrupted by mis¬
used wealth and voluptuous luxurious¬

ness, has taught us a lesson that should
make every one of us blush for shame.
She has expressed her disapprobation,
and has even forbidden any American
newspapers containing the disgusting de¬
tails to be brought within her boundaries.
Ordinarily, such a slight and such an
evident mark of disapproval would have
awakened just resentment, or have forced
us to acknowledge the justice of the
grounds of our sister country’s action.

President Roosevelt, Secretary Cortel-
you, and all other deep thinkers, uphold
Canada. Every cautious husband and
father secretes such newspapers from the
eyes of his young children, every loving
wife and mother can not but be shocked
at the glaring headlines and suggestive
quotations, and every sincere minister of
the gospel is chagrined and grieved at
their apparent helplessness to check the
circulation of such an evil.

There should be some way, there must
be some way, there is a way of remedy¬
ing an abused privilege. The moral tone
of a nation can not be endangered to sat¬
isfy the morbid curiosity of the vulgar.

There is at present a
Systems of discussion going on in
Teaching. educational reviews in re¬

gard to the relative merits
of the tutorial system and the lecture sys¬
tem in teaching. In the lecture system
the professor discusses learnedly certain
excellences of an author, and the class,
generally a large one, listens and takes
notes, mental or written. Rarely, if ever,
are lessons heard. The only test of pro¬

ficiency or knowledge of the matter is
the examination at the end of the term

or year. On the other hand in the tutor-
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ial system the teacher hears daily recita¬
tions and as many students as possible
are reached daily. The anticipation of
being asked a lesson every day is, without
doubt, a great incentive to study, and the
certainty of never reciting till examina¬
tion time is in most cases a premium on

neglect. The lecture system seems to be
the proper one for Post Graduate work,
when a man has finished his College
course and when for love of the work he

is pursuing special lines of reading and
study. The lecture system in Under¬
graduate classes has, we think, intro¬
duced into our American colleges the
universal practice of “cramming” just
before examinations, with the aid of
“trots.” What is “crammed” evaporates
immediately after examination. In some

professional schools we learn that they
have introduced the daily recitation un¬
der the form of the “quiz.”
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EDITORIAL

REVERIES

Present day tendencies in poetry and
fiction aim to dispense with the minute
delineation of character that we find in

Thackeray and Scott. A few charac¬
teristics are given us which only suggest;
true, it is the easiest course, both for
author and reader. But the easiest
course is not always the best. In Thack¬
eray we find strong, well-defined person¬
ages, but in the present age we have but
shadows which depend, not on their own
blurred lines, but on the subject sentient
who fancies them to fit his own ideals,
regardless of what they may be. The ef¬
fect of literature upon an age is evident
and the one can be the measure for the
other. If either is bad, the other is sure
to feel its degrading influence.

* * *

The theory held by some old Scholas¬
tic Philosopher that the human embryo
was a vegetable, is, no doubt, the founda¬
tion for that comprehensive term, “cab¬
bage-head.”

* * *

In every community there is bound to
creep in a class of ostentatious indivi¬

duals who suffer from a peculiar malady
called “rush - of - breath - to - the - face.”
Whether in forensic clamor or in the
babble of the market place, you will hear
some voice above all others. It would
indeed be a blessing if some kind friend
(who has survived) would administer a
dose of that “common sense” so very
uncommon among men.

* * *

Shelley held that all truth was merely
a combination of impossibilities; probably
the criterion in vogue in our House of
Misrep resen tatives ?

* * *

The Open Letter column, lately inaug¬
urated, has been somewhat disappointing.
Out of a collection of six hundred full-
grown, well-equipped knockers, it is to be
regretted that so few have put their sen¬
timents on paper. When you are in one
of those wrought-up moods and feel that
you must needs bite your neighbor’s ear
off, why pen a few lines and mail them
to us. You will feel proud of yourself;
besides we enjoy them. Everybody loves
a knocker!
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Have you ever rnet that fellow who
continuously harangues about “long
hours” and insufficient time for good
reading and the improvement of one’s
style? You will find that he is the fel¬
low who devours Diamond Dick and

Jesse James literature. De gustibus, non
dispntandum.

* * *

On the 27th of last month, all over the
Union, people celebrated the centennial
of the birth of Henry Wadsworth Long¬
fellow. Longfellow was a poet of the
people, his song was a household service,
and will live as long as there are true lov¬
ers of the “simple, the sensuous and the
passioniate.” His life was a model one,
ennobled by virtue, brightened by pros¬

perity and kindness.

“He did not find his sleep less sweet
For music in some neighboring street;
Nor rustling hear in every breeze
The laurels of Miltiades.”

* * *

Strange, isn’t it, that in all this talk
of the peculiar disorders of Thaw’s brain
someone dosen’t deny the suppositum?

* * *

Senator Beveridge, in his Child Labor
bill, has supported an issue that ought to
evoke sympathy in every American
heart. This matter is of Federal con¬

cern ; it is not a State affair. There are
certain issues which the States can not

handle, as the Legislatures are in the
power of special interests and public
opinion is incapable of coping with these.
Child labor is a national evil and in con¬

sequence demands a national remedy.
* * *

A young lady from Mount Holyoke
College asks, “Does The Georgetown

College Journal disapprove of fiction?”
No, madame.

* * *

The honor system-, in vogue at many
of our leading universities, is gradually
being found of little use. The name sounds
nice, but in fact there is very little in
it. The end in view one would imagine
would be to prevent “cribbing” or cheat¬
ing, and no honest man will object to
having his interests guarded. The honor
system has been all very fine in theory,
but it has not been so in practice, for it
is a well-known fact that the habit of

cheating continues, and will continue un¬
til some more drastic measures are taken.
One might know on the face of it that
an honest man is not going to cheat,
whether you put him on his word or not
and at the same time a dishonest man

will cheat, whether you put him on his
word or not. The system seems only to
be a way of letting the faculty wash theii
hands of the matter.

* *

It is quite evident that Mark Twain
and those much talked of fifteen white
suits have not yet reached Pittsburg.

* * *

Can humor, though clothed in slang,
treated artistically, still be called litera¬
ture? There are those who grow red in
the face and wax eloquent in its con¬
demnation, and there are others who are

not quite so extreme. As a matter of
fact, the structure of the language of
conversation in the United States is not

sufficiently Addisonian to please some of
the more erudite; but withal, some of
our noted literateurs in holding the mir¬
ror up to nature have voiced their senti¬
ments in conversational style, marked by
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colloquial expressions and provincialisms.
Who would condemn James Whitcomb
Riley’s “Raggedy Man” or “Our Hired
Girl,” the language *of which is so dis¬
torted as to be hardly recognized as

English, and, the same holds for all our
dialects. True art lies in depicting na¬
ture as she is. The medium of expres¬
sion is immaterial; it is rather the man¬
ner in which it is treated.

* * *

If one will take the trouble to notice,
there are many marked inaccuracies in
the English language. To cite a common
example, take the words reliable and de¬
pendable. The verbs from which they
are formed are to rely upon and to de¬
pend upon, and hence the adjectives
should be relyuponable and dependupon-
able. Of course usage will sanction any¬
thing, but there is such a thing as usage
degenerating.

* * *

Did you ever notice any of those
worthies who stand around and “knock”

aspiring athletes? They prefer to get
their shoulders at some fashionable tailor.

On February the twenty-first, in Gas¬
ton Hall, four of Professor Joyce’s young
saplings gave an exhibition of lung power
to an appreciative audience.

5<s ;(c ^

If anything serious happened from the
late war “bugaboo,” we could thank the
press for it. The daily papers, instead
of printing the sentiments of the people,
make the sentiments for them, and thus
control the feelings of all those who are
willing to be led. At this stage of our
existence, a war with Japan would not
be the best thing that could befall us.

* * *

Is Bernard Shaw greater than Shake¬
speare? This is a question that has oc¬
casioned no little comment, not that there
is any comparison between them, but as
a matter of fact, Bernard Shaw speaks
disparagingly and patronizingly of Shake¬
speare. One way of attracting public at¬
tention is to shock public feeling.

D. P. D., Jr., ’08.
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LAW SCHOOL NOTES.

POST GRADUATE SCHOOL.

Certain rumors have come to our ears,

or, I should say percolated through the
raw cotton of our incredulity and in-
pinged upon our tympana, the tenor of
which seems to be that this modest little
column of ours is open to the charge of
flippancy and frivolity—yes even savor¬

ing of slang, and sundfy hints have been
dropped in close proximity to our toes,
which have made it apparent even to our
own egregious obtusitv that some old
antediluvian moth-eaten alumnus would

prefer a page of notes of the Doric type,
whose stern calm massiveness would be
more in keeping with his own ponderous
mentalities. Alas, our worst fears are
realized. We felt it in our skeleton that
this puny offspring of bird-like intelli¬
gence would rattle as futilly upon the
majestic intellect of some old moss back
as No. 12 shot upon the tender cuticle of
a rhinoceros. We knew that some great

simple mind would regard our iridescent,
opalescent, evanescent, effervescent ebul¬
litions much as the noble St. Bernard
regards the playful gambols of a brindle
catlet, or as the prehistoric mastodon
would gaze upon the gyrations of an
acrobatic flea. However, be this as it
may, and much as we regret that an all¬
wise Providence furnished us with but a

bare post-prandial coffee spoon full of
brains while this gouty old alumnus got
whole hogsheads full of the gray matter,
we can no more change our style of im¬
parting wisdom to an ungrateful world
than can a Senegambian swap his epi¬
dermis, or a pickle, its warts. We can
only do our diminutive best to titillate
the palates of luckless weights of our
own boy’s size, bantam-weight powers of
ratiocination. We can only admire
the Brobdinagian proportions of our
neighbors and superiors through green
Liliputian eyes and cuss the cruel fate
that has condemned us to meander for¬
ever through these forbidden realms of
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slang—exiled from the upper intellec¬
tual ether.

We know our notes did not completely
harmonize with the other highly intellec¬
tual contents of this pure souled publica¬
tion, but we hoped that the discord would
not be too apparent to the naked ear of
the reader. However, the fates decreed
against us and we find that we’re “stung.”
(Wot?) And so after informing the
world at large that the Class has elected
officers for the final term, we will bid the
public a fond farewell—cash in our
chips and gently shuffle off as it were,
afraid lest someone else might get out
his little hammer and join the anvil
chorus. The officers of P. G. ’07, are
R. E. Crowley, R. I., president, John
Molloy, A. M., Porto Rico, vice-presi¬
dent, George Thionidies, Syria, secretary
and treasurer, and S. S. Grogan, Ph. D ,

bouncer.

John Duggan, Jr., P. G., ’07.

LAW NOTES.

Writing Law Notes is rapidly becoming
a very exalted and extremely hazardous
undertaking. They are actually being
read, and not by the students alone. A
graduate, my fellows, one who has re¬
ceived his laurels, has deigned to peruse
them, or at least that part of them issu¬
ing from the pen of our senior contem¬
porary. Nor has he stopped here. Even
an inferior work might at times be read
by a great authority. But he has done
more. He has considered them worthy
of criticism, harsh criticism, it is true,
but nevertheless, criticism. Might not

our breasts justly swell with pride at
being thus suddenly brought into the
lime light of higher criticism? And
might not all humble commentators of
Law School events hope at some time
to partake of this honor? The compli¬
ment is all the greater when we realize
that from the maize of short stories, im¬
mortal creations that they are, poems
that make the shades of our Longfellows
and our Wordsworths weep for joy,
thankful at what they had escaped, ath¬
letic notes, fresh from the city press, the
Law Notes should have been singled out
for criticism. Negro dialect, Irish dia¬
lect, even the literary style of a Herald
correspondent is passed by unnoticed, and
it remains for the Law School to bring
forth a production, which, rivaling
George Ade in his “Fables in Slang/'
alone deserves the inspection and com¬
ment of “A Graduate.”

The fact that the Senior Debating So¬
ciety has been endeavoring to make a

scapegoat of their president of the first
term is a hopeful sign. It portends that
its members are awakening to a sense of
duty and propriety. Naturally, their first
move is to look for some broad pair of
shoulders to bear the blame. We hope
the awakening may be a permanent one.
Our societies are in a formative state
this year, and if we do not root out*
from our midst any lingering suspicion
of factional rule and somnolence, what
may we hope for the future? “Arise,
awake, or be forever fallen.”

On Saturday evening, March 23d, the
two debating societies again meet in pub¬
lic debate, the second of the year. As
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announced in last month’s issue, the de¬
baters are as follows: From the Senior

Society; William A. Crawford, ’07, D. C ,

and Frank P. Jenal, ’07, Neb., and from
the Junior Society; Lambert Igoe, ’08,
Ill., and Grosvenor M. Jones, ’07, Ohio,
with Erwin R. Effler, ’08, also of Ohio,
as alternate. The Junior Society will up¬
hold the negative of the question: "Re¬
solved, That the United States should
restrict the immigration of Japanese into
American territory as the immigration of
Chinese is now restricted.”

At the recent election in the Junior
Society, the following gentlemen were
elected as officers for this term:

President, Jas. Spiller, ’09, Tex., vice-
president, Martin F. Connelly, ’09, Mass.,
secretary, Bernard M. Focke, ’09, Ohio,
treasurer, Harry J. Divine, ’o7, Wis.,
sergeant-at-arms, Richard J. Hennessy,
’09, Wyo.

From the record which the Freshmen
established for earnest work during the
first term, we prophesy great achieve¬
ments for the second.

^Shakespeare is my authority for the
purity of this expression, Mr. Graduate.

D. C. Ellis, ’08.

MEDICAL NOTES.

On Tuesday, February 12th, the Medi¬
cal School was favored with a visit by
Dr. Theodore Schott, an eminent Ger¬
man physician and professor, and an ac¬
knowledged authority on diseases of the
heart. He lectured to a numerous and

attentive audience, including many prac¬
titioners, on Acute Overstrain of the
heart. His lecture showed originality of
research and gave one an insight into the
results of the many years of work which
the doctor and his brother devoted to the
study of this subject. His method of
treatment is well-known throughout the
world and it must be conceded that the
same has been productive of some re¬
markable results.

The; Journal wishes him signal suc¬
cess in his course of lectures and hopes
that his short stay at Georgetown was as
pleasant and agreeable for him as his
very excellent lecture was for us.

The men of the Senior and Junior
Classes have been feeling considerably
easier since they received the returns
from the recent examinations, and they
had good cause to feel elated, for the
marks compare very favorably indeed
with those of preceding classes.

If we can keep up the good work we’ll
have plain sailing, and that parchment
won’t seem so very far away.

Mr. Pearson, of the Senior Class, was
made to ride the goat on a certain event¬
ful night a short time ago, and as a re¬
sult he will soon publish his experience
for the benefit of those who have never

been there. Mr. Quinn was master of
ceremonies, and Mr. Reynard aided him
ably in his efforts. From all we’ve been
able to gather from chance remarks, it
must have been an event to be remem¬

bered.

Mr. Acker is commencing to worry as
to what disposition he should make of the



288 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

class funds. Responsibility weighs heav¬
ily upon him.

A rather amusing incident has fur¬
nished a topic of conversation for the
members of the Class of ’09. It
seems the President of said class at¬

tempted to benefit his classmates by
distributing among them admission
tickets to the crew dance. . He sub¬

sequently found out that he was only
supposed, to have given out invitations
and that his mistake would cost him three
dollars per ticket. Consequently he ear¬
nestly besought his beloved classmates to
return the ‘tickets and accept the invita¬
tions in their stead. This being his first
offense in that line they consented to re¬
turn his generous “ ?” donations.

The: Journal extends its condolence
to Mr. Griffin, of the Sophomore Class,
in his present bereavement, owing to the
death of his aunt.

The above mentioned class wishes to

assure Dr. D’Arcy Magee of its appre¬
ciation of his efforts for the benefit of its

members, and greatly regrets any seem¬

ing discourtesy toward him. The boys
know that he is with them and they want
him to feel that they are also with him.
[♦p j i : ; i ■ 1 i

Mr. Humphrey has earned something
of a reputation because of his proficiency
with the knife, and his classmates assure
us that lie can find obscure structures al¬
most at will, and that he “succeeds where
others fail.”

We are pleased to note that Dr. Paul
Johnson has recovered from his recent
injury. The Class of ’09 congratulates

him on his recovery and its members
welcome his renewed efforts to assist
them in their work in the dissecting
room.

Mr. Swetnam, of the Senior Class, has
been conducting a series of experiments
relative to the effect of alcohol upon the
human system. From all we have been
able to gather on this subject it would
seem that his studies have been conducted
with great thoroughness and originality.
He started out with the determination to

accept no authority upon the subject, but
to study the 'effects of the drug in ques¬
tion at close range and from personal
observation. He has had such success

by this method of investigation that now
he is looked upon as authority by his
classmates, and his opinion always car¬
ries great weight.

Dr. Rosenan is still continuing his
course on tropical diseases, and an excel¬
lent course it is.

The Juniors have started their course
in the study of “bugs and things,” and
we wish them lots of success in theii

trip in the wilds of “bugology.”

Our genial Vice-President, Mr
Schreiber, will enter upon his duties at
Garfield Hospital the first of next month,
and he takes with him the best wishes
of his classmates and of The: Journal in
particular.

Some apprehension was felt for Mr.
B—ne, of the Senior Class, recently. It
was generally noted that he was absent
at regular intervals and that he would re-
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turn with an absent-minded air and a

far-away look in his eagle eye. Some
thought the recent examination had run

him down to such an extent that he re¬

quired a rest at intervals, while others
held that he searched the surrounding
country for inspiration, ideas, etc. What¬
ever the purpose of disappearance now
and then, one thing is certain, he always
returns with an assortment of jokes, some
good and some otherwise; some new and
some—well, you know.

It is a fact, known only to a few, that
the Senior Class embodies wit and mirth
of a high order, and if congratulations on
the same are forthcoming in such pro¬
fuseness in the coming month as was not¬
able during the past, we threaten to pub¬
lish some of them and enlighten the
world to that degree. So beware!
Things are' progressing favorably and
harmoniously at the Medical School, and
the embryo physicians are looking to¬
ward the finals with sang froid (more
or less) which in truth is the only phil¬
osophical way of facing anything.

Jos. L. Frky, ’07.

i!
DENTAL NOTES.

Dr. Tucker, traveling agent for Park,
Davis & Co., gave a very interesting lec¬
ture at the College during the month of
January on the value of anaesthetics as
used in Denistry. He spoke particularly
on the advantages of cocaine and adren¬
aline chloride. Those who attended
were richer by a package of tooth pow¬
der, of which he had an abundant supply.

Dr. Ramsburg has completed his course
of lectures on Oral Surgery, and will
hold his examination on the subject dur¬
ing the first part of March.

Dr. Harris White will not be seen at

the College this year as he is too busy
with his sporting goods house to give his
course in Matallurgy. Dr. Bowles will
take his place.

There seems to be need of a detective
when three engines are broken during
the short space of a week. One of them
certainly Could, not have been broken
through carelessness or by accident; it
seems to htfve been ruined maliciously or
through some mean inclination to de¬
stroy.

Wednesday evening, Feb. 21st, the stu¬
dents attended a smoker and exhibit held

by the American Cabinet Co., at the Hotel
Montrose. They seemed to enjoy the
particular brands of “perfectos” more
than the display of cabinets and baskets.

M. J. S., ’07.

HIT
COLLEGE NOTES.

The Merrick Debate held in Gaston
Hall on the eve of Washington’s Birth¬
day, was one of the best debates in years.
The question: Resolved, That the
powers vested by the Constitution in the
Federal Government should be enlarged
by a further restriction of the Sov¬
ereignty of the individual States,” is one
of vital importance. The four debaters,
Thomas Aloysius McCann, ’07, of New
York, Edward Joseph Crummey, ’08,
also of New York, J. Addison Knox
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Lusk, ’08, of Washington, D. C., and
Hughes Spaulding, ’08, of Georgia,
chosen as they were from the best debat¬
ers in the Philodemic Society, ably bore
out their reputations, and the Judges will
have a difficult task awarding the laurel
to the victor. The winner will be an¬

nounced, as is customary, on Class Day,
next June.

The Judges were all men active in the
government of the country and learned in
the lore of debates. General John C.
Black was chairman of the board and

gave a speech which closed the exercises.
His fellow judges were the Hon. J. War¬
ren Keifer, member of Congress from
Ohio, and the Hon. Washington Gardi¬
ner, member of Congress from Michigan.
The arrangements committee deserve
much credit for the attractive program
of the evening, which included selections
by Washington’s first orchestra, and foi
the beautiful decorations in the Hall.
Howard G. Smith, ’08, was chairman of
this committee, and the ushers for the
occasion were in charge of J. Linus
Moran, ’08.

The following is a complete list of the
winners of the Merrick medal:

1875 James M. Hagan, '‘77, Ky.
1876 Bell W. Etheridge, ’76, Tenn.
1877 William F. Smith, ’78, Md.
1878 Eugene S. Ives, ’78, Va.
1879 Daniel W. Lawler, ’80, Wis.
1880 Conde B. Fallen, ’80, Mo.
1881 Denis A. Shanahan, ’82, Va.
1882 Francis A. Brogan, ’83, Kan.
1883 James F. O’Neill, ’83, Ga.
1884 Augustin de Yturbide, ’84, Mex.
1885 John R. Slattery, ’85, Mass.
1886 Joseph M. Dohan, ’86, Penn.

1887 Joseph W. Singleton, ’88, N. Y.
1888 James P. Montgomery, ’88, Cal.
1889 Thomas B. Lantry, ’89, N. Y.
1890 C. Albert White, ’90, D. C.
1891 James E. Duross, ’91, N. Y.
1892 Patrick PI. O’Donnell, ’92, Ind.
1893 Patrick J. Carlon, ’93, N. Y.
1894 Robert J. Collier, ’94, N. Y.
1895 J. Neal Power, ’95, Cal.
1896 Francis E. Slattery, ’96, Mass.
1897 Benedict F. Maher, ’97, Me.
1898 Thomas J. O’Neill, ’99, N. Y.
1899 Robert G. Cauthorn, ’99, Ind.
1900 Joseph L. McAleer, ’00, Penn.
1901 R. Winfield Jones, ’01, Va.
1902 George C. Reid, ’02, D. C.
I9°3 John H. O’Brien, ’04, Mass.
1904 Jozach Miller, ’04, Tex.
I9°5 Joseph IT. Lawler, ’06, Conn.
1906 John McHugh Stuart, ’07, N.Y.

Hardly less important • among the
month’s doings was the Crew Benefit
Dance at the Arlington, on Shrove Tide,
which wound up the social affairs of the
University previous to Lent. Manager
John McHugh Stuart of the Crew was
in charge, assisted by a committee of
the presidents of the several classes of
the College, Law, Medical, and Dental
Schools, and the assistant manager.

Among the patronesses were Mrs. Les¬
lie Shaw, wife of the Ex-Secretary
of the Treasury and her daughter, the
Baroness von Plumgarten and daughter,
Mrs. Buell of New York, niece to the
Rector of Georgetown, Mrs. Hadley
Doyle, Mrs. Easby-Smith, and Mrs.
Maurice Francis Egan and daughters.
The hall was decorated with crossed

sweeps and Georgetown seals and pen-
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nants. The event was also a success

financially.

On February 9, a good crowd from the
College and a few from the Law School
saw Georgetown play her first big game
of basket ball in the history of the school,
and incidentally “trim” her good natured
old rival Virginia, by the score of 22-11.
in the Light Infantry Hall of this city.
The Georgetown boys held Virginia in
the'first half and ran away from them in
the second, winning handily. The
Georgetown Preps, had a more difficult
time with the Columbia Stars, against
whom they put up a star game as a pre¬

liminary to the ’varsity contest. The
Preps, won 13-11.

On the annual holiday of Washington’s
Birthday, a party from the College jour¬
neyed to Alexandria to take part in the
celebration there. The program con¬
sisted of a street parade of three citi¬
zens on horse-back, a band concert in the
main and only square, and for the
Georgetown party a skate in the skating
rink. The concert was interrupted by
the brass horn becoming frozen. The
rink is the- fashionable amusement place
of the town and should be painted blue
and gray, as it is owned by one George¬
town man and run by another.

A year ago there appeared in these
columns an obituary notice of the Glee
Club. Lately there is every hope of this
institution being born again and waxing
strong. With Mr. Anglim as director, a
meeting was held about the middle of the.
month and half a hundred candidates
answered the first call. About the same

time the untiring efforts of Mr. Charles
Stuart brought about a meeting of can¬
didates for the Mandolin Club. A canvas

will be made of the down-town schools
for talent for these two “Laugerbunds”
and immediately after Easter, George¬
town will give a Glee and Mandolin Con¬
cert at the Willard.

Among the candidates for the “band”
are noted—the Stuart brothers, Moran,
Fitzpatrick, Hebron, R. Daly, V. Daly
Schumm, Diamond, Benson, Ryan, Ash,
Del Vaille, Maguersta, Pallen, Clark and
Smith.

Our faculty director of athletics, Fr.
Charles J. Macksey, S. J., was the special
speaker of the evening at a banquet at
Maryland Agricultural College last
month, tie made an impressive speech
on “Pure Athletics,” and was warmly ap¬
plauded.

Considefing the heavy falls of snow
in Washington this winter and the fine
snow-balling on Georgetown Heights,
there has been an unusually small number
of windows broken this winter. With
such opportunities as the quadrangle af¬
fords and the many windows on all sides,
this speaks very poorly for Georgetown
marksmanship.

On the evening of the eighteenth, Mr.
Miley, assistant director of the Observa¬
tory at Georgetown, took a party of star
pupils (no joke meant) up to the obser¬
vatory to gaze at spots on the moon. As
Father Hedrick, the Senior Astronomer,
was not working that evening, some dif¬
ficulty was experienced in breaking in,
notwithstanding most of those present
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were North Building lodgers. While Mr.
Miley was gone for the key to the build¬
ing, Messrs. McLaughlin, Smith, Reilly,
and Fitzpatrick danced and sang to their
own accompaniment a selection on the
sun dial by moonlight. When at length
an entrance was made, and the monstrous
telescope was put in position great sights
were revealed to the eyes of the College
youth present. The expedition lasted a
little over two hours, and all expressed
themselves as satisfied with the present
instruments and the earnest work of the
men in charge.

Georgetown came very near losing a
well-known figure on the athletic field this
winter. This was not a member of one

of the teams, not one of the coaches, but
the tall, straight, kindly old man, famil¬
iarly known to all frequenters of George¬
town games for the last fifteen years, as
Brother Caesar, so called on account of
his resemblance to the great Julius.
Brother Caesar takes great interest in
Georgetown teams, especially the crew,
whose development he watches daily from
the first days on the machines in January
to the day before the crew leaves in June
for Poughkeepsie. He has just recov¬
ered from a severe attack of pneumonia.

A skating holiday was granted on the
nineteenth. The snow had just spoiled
the ice-skating the day before, so nearly
all repaired to the big roller-skating rink
at Convention Hall. This rink is one of
the largest indoor skating halls in the
world and is liberally patronized by the
Georgetown boys. Wednesday is a fa¬
vorite day at the rink, but Friday after¬
noon is the banner time and has come to

be called Georgetown Day.

Leo Fitzpatrick and “Bill” O’Connell,
two ex-members of the present ’08 Class,
have been forwarded invitations to com¬

pete in the fat men’s race, to be held as
a special feature of our indoor meet on
March 9. Those who remember their
former appearances on the Georgetown
track will readily see that they are eligi¬
ble. O’Connell is at present sporting
editor of the “Corning Leader,” while
Fitzpatrick is busy turning down offers
to go on the stage from David Belasco
and Charles Frohman, on account of his
recent appearance in “The Man from In¬
dia,” presented at Fordham University
last month.

Communications are expected any day
from Bobby Bull and Jimmy Shelley,
who were with us lasf year, but are now
in jail—I mean military school; and from
Joe Parrott, the former philanthropist of
the Junior Class, who now runs an ex¬
tensive ranch in California. I wonder if
he still smokes the 3-B pipe, which won
the prize last year in the strength con¬
test.

O’Gorman is missing. For informa¬
tion see Brother Dick at the College
Store.

We can not win forever, and George¬
town has at last succumbed to George
Washington. It was on Wednesday
night, Feb. 27, that the two met at basket¬
ball in Carroll Institute Hall, in this city.
After the closest game in which either
team ever participated, George Washing¬
ton won by two points, 18-16. A large
crowd from the College and a much
larger following from the Law and Medi-
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cine Schools, were on hand and applauded
the brilliant work of both teams.

On Sunday, March 4th, the Rector’s
feast day, the heads of the University
Schools dined with the College Faculty.
There were present Chief Justice Cla-
baugh, Dean of the Law School, Dr.
Kober, Dean of the Medical School, Dr.
Cogan, Dean of the Dental School, R. J.

Watkins, Secretary of the Law School,
Judge De Lacy, of the Juvenile Court,
Messrs Hamilton and Colbert, Professors
in the Law School, Dr. Lee, Professor in
the Medical School, and Dr. Groyn, At¬
tending Physician at the College and As¬
sociate Surgeon at the Hospital.

Clie. F. Woods, ’08.

With the Old Boys.
It is astonishing what a feeling of fel¬

lowship and good-will exists between the
men of Georgetown. This has been re¬
peatedly impressed upon The Journal
Board by the kind and courteous manner
in which the graduates reply to the edi¬
tor’s letters of inquiry. “He is from
Georgetown ; give him a hand,” seems to
be the general spirit among the Alumni
body, and the editor of Old Boys takes
this opportunity to thank all the grad¬
uates to whom he has written for the

prompt replies to his troublesome notes.
We have the following from Dr. Wade

Atkinson, M. D., ’89, a very successful
and well-known physician in the District
and in medical circles. He writes:

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir :

Yours at hand. In fact, it has been at
hand for a few days, but this is the first
opportunity I have had to answer it. A
physician's life is a very busy one, and I
am sure you will pardon my short-com¬
ings both as regards my tardiness in writ¬
ing and the scarcity of matter that I have
collected. To be brief, I was born in
North Carolina, passed the State Medical
Board of North Carolina, but deciding
not to practise there, came to Washing¬
ton, entered the Georgetown Medical
School and graduated in 1889. After¬
wards I went into private practise in the
city, first spending, however, a year at
the Emergency Hospital.
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Concerning' my class-mates, I know lit¬
tle more than their whereabouts. Albert
P. Betts is practising in Ohio; William
P. Compton is in the city making a
specialty of the nose and throat; Martin
F. Gallagher is connected with the U. S.
Bureau of Pensions, as is Joseph F.
Howard. George Lochboehler is prac¬
tising in the District; George Schott from
Holland I have lost all track of, and also
of Richard Barrington, who hails from
the Emerald Isle. William Woodward,
the valedictorian of the class, is now
Health Officer for the District; Louis
Carman is in the Medical Department of
the Pension Bureau; Daniel Gentsch is
practising in Ohio; Albert Jackson is
practising in New York, and Tom
O’Reilly in Pennsylvania.

At the time of my graduation I had
a position at the Pension Office and at¬
tended the night classes.

Since then I understand they have
done away with night school.

Father Richards awarded the degrees.
I hope this will be satisfactory.

Yours sincerely,
Wade; Atkinson, M. D.

William Randall Owings, A. B., ’oi,
A. M., ’02, LL. B., ’04, Ph. L., ’04, LL.
M., ’05, Ph. D., ’05, is practising law
very successfully in Boston. Mr. Ow¬
ings passed the State Board with flying
colors.

J. Newton Baker, LL. B., ’04, LL. M.,
’05, in connection with his work at the
Department of Agriculture, is taking a
course of Civil Law at the Catholic Uni¬

versity.

Henry Fletcher Pierce, LL. B., ’04,
holds a very responsible position in the
Law Department of the Southern Rail¬
way.

Harry T. Sweeney, LL. B., ’04, is
practising law in the District at the
Fendall Building.

Joseph McManus, LL. B., ’04, is prac¬
tising law in the District at the Century
Building.

William T. Bride, LL. B., ’04, is prac¬

tising law in the District at the Columbia
Building.

Joseph C. Stack, LL. B., ’04, in con¬
nection with his law practise at the Pa¬
cific Building, is taking a course of Pat¬
ent Law at Columbia University.

Robert Gregg Skerrett, LL. B., ’91, is
a Submarine Specialist at the Univer-
sitat Strasse, Berlin, Germany. Mr.
Skerrett was for a time in the Navy De¬
partment.

John Aloysius Saul, LL. B., ’91, LL
M., ’92,-is practising law in the District
at the Fendall Bunding.

William F. Meyers, LL. B., ’91, LL
M., ’92, is practising law at the District
Building, is secretary to the Commis¬
sioner and has charge of the Congres¬
sional work.

Walter H. Klopfer, LL. B., ’91, LI..
M., ’94, and Leon Adler, LL. B., ’91, and
LL. M., ’92, are practising in the law de¬
partment of the Pension' Bureau.

Alexander Muncaster, LL. B., ’91, LL
M., ’92, is practising law in the District
at 482 Louisiana Avenue.
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William H. Baden, LL. B., ’91, LL.
M., ’92, in addition to his law practise
holds a position as Secretary of the
Washington Real Estate Company.

We have the following from Mr. Nel¬
son Wilson, LL. B., ’04, LL. M., ’05, one
of the rising young lawyers in the city.
Knowing Mr. Wilson, we feel safe in
predicting success for him.

He writes:

Editor of Old Boys.

Dear Sir:
In reply to your request for informa¬

tion, I may truly say that I have nothing
to relate concerning myself beyond the
fact that I graduated at the Georgetown
Law School in 1904, and am now prac¬

tising. The graduating class of which
I was a member was a very large one,
and I can only give you a few names.

Mr. Asa Gracie, A. B., ’oi, A. M., ’02,
and LL. B., ’04, is practising law in Little
Rock, Arkansas. Mr. Harry Quinn is at
the Century Building in the city. Mr.
John Raymond Weyrich is assistant to
the District Attorney at the Police Court,
City Hall. Mr. Arthur Mackley is at
the War Department. Mr. Alexander
Rorke is at the Pension Office. Mr. John
Francis Heffernan is practising law in
New York City. Mr. Garfield Street is
the cashier at the North Savings Bank.
Mr. James Anderson is an examiner at
the Patent Office. Mr. Howard M. Et-
chison is practising law with Leo. Sim¬
mons, LL. B.,' ’90, in the District. Mr
Francis Leary is with the District Title
Insurance Company. Mr. Richard Pey¬
ton Whitely is practising law in the Colo¬

rado Building. Mr. Garfield Charles is
a clerk at the Capitol. Mr. Roy A. Wil¬
liams is with the Southern Railway. Col.
Francis Joseph Carmody, as you may
know, died in the city on the 16th of
February. Mr. Ignatius Costigan is
practising law in the city. Mr. Ronald
Clark is practising in Houlton, Maine.
Mr. Charles Gates is in the Redemption
Division of the Treasury Department.
Mr. Richard Curtin and Mr. Joseph L.
Tepper are practising law in the District.
Mr. George Pitts is a Patent Attorney
in the Ouray Building. Mr. Cyrus Jul-
lien is with the New York Title Insurance
Company at 146 Broadway, New York.
Mr. Daniel Millrick is in the Law De¬
partment of the Land Office. Mr. John
Ivrantz is a special attorney for the De¬
partment of Justice. Mr. Edmund Brady
is practising law in the Century Building.
Mr. Joseph Roth is with the Lawyers
Title Company of Norfolk, Virginia.

I trust this will be of use to you.
Nelson Wilson.

Frank J. Hogan, LL. B., ’02, is prac¬
tising law in the city at the Colorado
Building with the firm of Baker, Hogan
and Shea.

George E. Sullivan, LL. B., ’02, is
practising in the city and is very success¬
ful.

John Warren Adams, LL. B., ’02, is
practising law in Aeturas, California.

Robert S. Blewett, LL. B., ’02, is prac¬

tising law in Seattle, Washington.

Frank Sprigg Perry, LL. B-, ’02, is
assistant to the District Attorney, and
practising law in the city.
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Charles F. Digges, LL. B., ’02, is prac¬
tising law in the city and has an enviable
reputation as a pleader.

David Rothchild, LL. B., ’02, is assist¬
ant to the District Attorney and prac¬
tising in the city.

Thomas Donovan Flynn, LL. B., ’02,
is practising law in New Orleans and has
political aspirations.

We are in receipt of the following from
Dr. Harrison Crook, M. D., ’78, one of
the foremost physicians in the District:

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir :

Your letter has recalled many pleasant
memories of the long ago. Some of
them were sad but on the whole they
were bright, and I wish I could repay
you for an hour of pleasant dreaming by
sending a full account of my class-mates.
But memory, like woman, is fickle. How¬
ever, I have done the best I could.

Of my entire class I can only remem¬
ber a few. Dr. T. P. Timmins is making
a specialty of women’s diseases in Bos¬
ton, and is very successful. Dr. James
P. Lewis never practised medicine and
died a few years ago. Dr. Arthur Adams
was what is commonly called a rolling
stone, never settled anywhere, and I have
lost track of him.

This is the sum total of my knowledge
concerning my class-mates.

After graduating, I was demonstrator
of Anatomy ‘for five years at the College,
and afterwards Professor of Clinical
Medicine. I still hold the position of
Clinical Surgeon at Providence Hospital

and am an associate surgeon at George¬
town University Hospital.

If I can oblige you any further let me
know.

Very truly yours,
Harrison Crook, M. D.

The following items were given us by
Mr. William Donnelly, A. B., ’91. Soon
after graduating, Mr. Donnelly entered
the real estate firm of Heiskel and Mc-
Leran, and now holds a very responsible
and important position.

Raymond Angelo Heiskell, A. B., ’91,
is practising law in the District at the
Century Building.

Charles P. Neill, A. B., ’91, is the U. S.
Commissioner of Labor.

Ernest Renard Smith, A. B., ’91, is
engaged in business at Norfolk, Va.

Fenwick Joseph Stewart, A. B., ’91, is
an electrical engineer and is practising
in New York City.

Alfred DuCharme is a professional
capitalist in Detroit.

Henry B. Kauffman, A. B., ’91, is prac¬
tising medicine in New Mexico.

Charles E. Duross is practising law in
New York City.

We have the appended letter from Mr.
Charles Albert White, A. B., ’90, LL. B.,
’92, LL. M., ’93, a very successful lawyer
in the District. Mr. White completed
both his College and Law School courses
very brilliantly, won second prize in Phil¬
osophy in the Senior Class and was the
first student from the District to win the
Merrick Debate medal. He writes:
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Editor of Old Boys.
Dear vSir:

I received your interesting letter and
request for “news” a few days ago, but
this is the first chance I have had to an¬

swer.

You may attribute the scarcity of mat¬
ter and the absence of detail to my mem¬

ory and circumstances.
The one thing to be noticed about the

Class of ’90 is that they are all doing well
in their chosen lines of work. Edward
O’Brien is practising law very success¬
fully in New York City. Charles E.
Duress is in the real estate business in
the same city. William G. McKechnie is
practising law in Springfield, Mass. Jo¬
seph F. McKaig is a well-to-do physician
in the city. Daniel Baker is now the
District Attorney. Charles McNeir is
practising law in the city and represent¬
ing a New York corporation. Alexander
Wolf is practising law in the District, as
is Thomas Huyck. James F. Brady is
practising law in Chicago with Pat.
O’.Donnell.

I forgot to mention that Edward
O’Brien is the son of Justice Dennis
O’Brien, of the Court of Appeals, in the
State of New York.

Very sincerely,
C. A. White.

Mr. Edward T. Cantwell, LL. B., ’04,
is in the postal service and secretary of
the National Association of Letter Car¬
riers.

Mr. John F. Heffernan, LL. B., ’04,
' is practising law in the city, and is the
Legal Assistant at the Treasury Depart¬
ment.

Mr. James Edwin Dillard, LL. B., ’04,
is practising law in the city, as is Joseph
L. Tepper, LL. B., ’04.

Air. Edmund L. Brady is practising
law with the firm of Hamilton and Col¬
bert, of the city.

We have the honor of printing the fol¬
lowing letter from Dr. Walter A. Wells,
M. D., ’91, a very successful and well-
known ear and throat specialist in the
city. He writes:

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir :

Answering your very kind communi¬
cation just received, I regret to say that
while my life does not present anything
of salient interest, nevertheless I venture
to subjoin a few facts which may satisfy
in part your desire for information.

Dr. Presley C. Hunt is practising in
the city, also Dr. John T. Cole. Dr. Al-
vah W. Jones, the valedictorian of the
class, I have lost track of. Dr. H. R.
Street is in the Government service. Dr.

Henry Fisher is in the army, and Dr. P.
J. Gallagher is in the Medical Depart¬
ment of the Pension Bureau.

Dr. J. Stoutenberg is practising in the
city, also Dr. John Henry Junghaus, Dr.
JefTerson Bradfield and Dr. H. C. Dufifey.

This is all that I can recall concerning
my fellow classmen.

About myself there is little to tell.
After graduating I spent a few years at
the Marine Hospital with Dr. Hamilton
who was professor at the Medical School.
Soon after, I went with him in the Marine
Hospital Service at Chicago, where I
completed a Post Graduate course. Then
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came two years of study abroad, and
afterwards, private practise in Washing¬
ton.

I am Professor of Laryngology and
Otology at the Georgetown Medical
School, throat and ear surgeon at Gar¬
field Hospital and Georgetown, and as¬
sociate attending physician at the Episco
pal Eye, Ear and Throat Hospital.

Extending cordial greetings through
you to all the “Old Boys,” I remain

Yours fraternally,
Walter A. Weees, M. D,

We have the following news items of
the Class of ’04, Medicine, from Dr. Roy
Delapaine Adams. Dr. Adams is a ris¬
ing physician in the city and occupies the
chair in Embryology at the Medical
School.

Dr. De Hoven Sharp, the valedictorian
of the Class of ’04, Medicine, died a short
while ago from blood poisoning brought
on by an injury received while attending
a patient.

Dr. Ralph Hamilton is practising in
the city and has the chair of Physics at
the Medical School.

Dr. Mahlon Ashford was at the George¬
town Hospital from 1904-05 and is now

practising in the city.
Dr. Joseph Kaveney is on the staff at

the Emergency Hospital and practising
in the city.

Dr. Timothy Sullivan is married and
practising in the city.

Dr. J. Hough is a resident physician at
the Government Hospital for the Insane
and has become a noted nerve specialist.

Dr. James Hilton is stationed at Provi¬
dence Hospital and practising in the city.

Dr. John N. Constas has a very suc¬
cessful practise in the city.

Dr. Michael Kett is rapidly becoming
an authority on all medical subjects, in
Denver, Colorado. In his college days
Dr. Kett was known as the silver-tongued
orator from the West.

The following letter is from Mr. F. P.
Martin, LL. B., ’83, a very successful
lawyer of Johnstown, Pa.:

Editor Old Boys’ Column.
Dear Sir :

Your letter requesting me to give some
reminiscences of the boys who were with
with me at dear old Georgetown and
some account of myself has been re¬
ceived. To speak of the days “between
this time and that sweet time of grace”
would be a delight to me, if I had the
data and the facts. Unfortunately all
my Georgetown treasures, photographs
and addresses of old friends, were swept
away, together with all my worldly goods,
in the Johnstown flood of May 31, 1889.

I can not say that I belonged to any
particular class in the College proper. I
was somewhat of a free lance. Being of
more years than any other student at
the time I was placed in a special class,
under the care of good Father Flynn and
Mr. Goeding, now Father Goeding. This
class was given more privileges than
others, and probably was required to do
less work. On entering the College, I
might say that I had just left the machine
shop and the railroad. I had served my
time as a machinist and had done extra
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work as a fireman and engineer on the
Lehigh and Susquehanna R. R.

I entered the College in September,
1880. In the fall of 1882 I matriculated
at the Law School. There were four of
us who attended the Law School and
boarded at the College—Tom Dolan, of
Toledo, Ohio; X. P. Smith, of Norfolk,
Va., both dead; Pap Wright, of Georgia,
and myself. We were the first to enjoy
the privilege of passing out of the gates
and returning after night. This privi¬
lege was granted by the worthy President,
Father James A. Doonan, whom I had
the pleasure of meeting at the Washing¬
ton Banquet Feb. 9th. It was our first
meeting since he handed me my sheep¬
skin, June 6, 1883. I believe I am the first
and last to get a degree after one year in
the Law Department at Georgetown. My
class in the Law School may be called
1883 or 1884. I was admitted to the
District Bar June 4, 1883, two days be¬
fore my graduation, and to the Bar of
Pennsylvania in February, 1884, at Eas¬
ton. In September, 1885, I accepted a
position in the Corporation Department
at Ilarrisburg, under Governor Robert
E. Pattison, and retained that position
until January, 1887. In September, 1887,
I came to Johnstown, where I have fol¬
lowed the law ever since.

I was disappointed in not meeting some
members of 1883 at the banquet in Wash¬
ington. M. J. Colbert is the only one
whom I met who had been in the College
during my time.

Occasionally I meet Edward J. (Bar¬
ney) Mulligan, of Philadelphia, now a
successful merchant. Barney—lovingly
so-called—was the real thing behind the
bat. No pillows for his hands. No

armored plate encased his head. He
could take them from a cannon placed on
the slab, and ask the gunner to load upagain. Steal second? Never on Mulligan.As a swatter he lead the team. Everyclass has its favorite, and the boys of
1880-’83 cling to Mulligan. We had our
great games then as now. The princi¬
pal ones were with the Middies and Na¬
tionals of Washington. With Mulliganbehind the bat, the Blue and Gray was
never lowered. It was nailed to the
mast.

James Hussey, now Father Hussey, of
Hazelton, Pa., is a much loved pastor.
It was to him that the people in the hard
coal regions looked to hold the miners in
check in the great strike of 1902. The
public press has sung his praises.
Thomas Gallagher, of whom George¬
town may well be proud, ranks high as a
physician in Philadelphia. Now and
then I meet William Lackey (Wilton
Lackaye), who is steadily advancing in
his chosen profession.

I dislike very much to talk of myself.
By hard work I have pushed ahead and
think that I hold a fair position at the
bar. In 1896 I was a candidate for State
Senator on the Democratic ticket for this
district. It is strongly Republican. I was
not elected, but I led the National ticket
in both counties of the district. In 1898
I was a candidate for District Attorney.
Gov. Stone, Republican, carried Cambria
County by 2,300, and I lost by 556. At
present I am city chairman of the Demo¬
cratic party, and I had the pleasure of
electing our Mayor. The city is Repub¬
lican by 700 to 800.

I am sending you under separate cover
an account of my experience in the great

1
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flood of 1889, also an account of several
trials which I conducted. If you see fit
to use any part or parts of them you mav
do so. One of the morning- papers of
Feb. 18th contained a photo of my resi¬
dence. I enclose it. Please hand it to

my dear friend, Father Quill.
Trusting that the foregoing will an¬

swer your request, I am,
Yours truly,

F. P. Martin.

Mr. W. F. Fox, ’97, is conducting
a very successful bond business in Cin¬
cinnati, Ohio. His wife, who is a

Georgetown lady, a descendant of a fa¬
mous teacher of French in the College,
called last month.

On Feb. 16, in Washington, died Col.
Francis J. Carmody, LL. B., ’04, U. S.
District Attorney for the Southern Dis¬
trict of New York.

On Feb. 15th, Captain DeBarth W.
Gardiner, U. S. A.,.retired, an Old Boy
of the fifties, died at Gardiner, Md.

We have received, too late for publica¬
tion, a very interesting letter from Mr.
Oswald Dundas, of Philadelphia, a for¬
mer student of the forties. It will appear
in the April number.

We have learned from the daily
papers that the earliest graduate of the
College, Mr. John T. Doyle, ’38, died last
month at Menlo Park, Cal. We hope to
give a sketch of Mr. Doyle’s life in our

next number.

The following former professors of
Georgetown have died within the last
two months: Rev. Joseph M. Ardea, at
the time of his death the oldest Jesuit in
the world. Father Ardea taught Philoso¬
phy here in the early forties and again in
the fifties. He left hosts of friends in
Philadelphia and Baltimore. Rev. Law¬
rence Kavanagh. Father Kavanagh
taught at Georgetown in the eighties and
later in 1900-01. Rev. Wm. Dougherty,
who had the chair of Sociology in the
Post Graduate course in 1895.
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“Omne tulit punctum qui miscuit untile
dulci

Lectorem delectando pariterque mo-
nendo.” —Horace, Ars P6et.

In the foregoing lines, Horace seems,

unwittingly, to express the twofold aim
and ideal of a college paper. According
to him, that college paper wins every
prize which judiciously intermingles use¬
ful matter with entertaining matter, pleas¬
ing. as well as instructing, the reader.
Under useful or didactic matter would
come, I suppose, in the first place, essays.
The danger in a multitude of essays is
that they may make the paper too dry
and funereal. Besides when one wishes
an authoritative statement on a serious
subject in Literature, in History, in Criti¬
cism, he does not invariably go to a col¬
lege magazine. He prefers to consult the
encyclopedias or the recognized authors.
So, in our humble opinion, much care

should be taken in the selection of sub¬
jects for essays in order to avoid heavi¬

ness and ameteur treatment of great
topics. Under “utile” might also be
classed the alumni news and the college
notes, which, if properly handled, will
afford information which everybody
eagerly accepts. Indeed it is doubtful
whether the news departments of a col¬
lege paper should come under “utile” or
“dulce.” - The entertaining part of the
paper would include, we think, first the
short stories. Of course the short story
need not be a masterpiece of literature.
It pleases generally because it is a liter¬
ary curiosity and because it gives free
range to all the literary faculties, in¬
vention, imagination, description, charac¬
terization, etc. In regard to verse, Hor¬
ace says in another part of the “Ars
Poetica” that its end is to please, but that
if it is inferior or slipshod it is like a
sweet perfume turned' rank, or like a bit¬
ter drop in honey. With those prelimi¬
nary remarks we proceed not without tre¬
pidation to the delicate task of comment¬
ing on last month’s exchanges.
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In .general the prose work seemed good,
giving evidence, however, of the dullness
and dreariness which hangs over things
in February. It was not to be expected
that the muse would be moved to any

great extent, and, so, the poetry seems
frosty and foggy. However, we must
say that the Smith College Journal is an
exception. In the poem, “Nocturne,”
there is a beauty and melody seldom met
with in college verse, and the metre is
well chosen, and specially adapted to the
theme. There is a simple charm and
swing about the whole that carries us

pleasantly to the end, without the jar
generally found in verse of this kind, and
caused by the introduction of some crude
and bombastic expressions, that appear
to be unwillingly dragged in to help fill
in a line. Beauty and simplicity are
found together in good poetry, and we
notice that very often the most beautiful
thought is expressed in the simplest lan¬
guage.

“Mounos Eisaei,” in the Columbia
Monthly, is another of the few good
poems of the month. It breathes the
melancholy of Poe, and attracts by its
sorrowful metre and its general air of
tender sadness. “Orpheus,” from the
same paper, is also good. It has a stately
metre, and a heroic swing that is espe¬
cially commendable.

The Labarum, a quarterly from Mt.
St. Joseph College, has a piece of verse
called a “Song” gracefully and skillfully
written. “My Good Angel,” from the
same paper, is a prayer of Thanksgiving,
deserving much praise for its beauty and
simplicity.

The “Lee Number” of the University
of Virginia is unique and notable. It is
filled with high-class, interesting essays
and poems on the great Southern leader,

The Bowdoin Quill has a capital storv,
“The Honour of France.” The plot
could he worked up much better, we
think.

The Amherst Literary Monthly pub¬
lishes a strong- and well-handled essay on
Wordsworth’s Theory of Poetry.

Rockefeller's gift of $43,000,000 for
educational purposes is to be distributed,
according to an exchange, among col¬
leges and institutions that are not mori¬
bund. One institution in each State will
be so generously favored that the poorer

colleges will have to close. This looks
like Standard Oil methods applied to edu¬
cation.

President Eliot, of Harvard, is re¬

ported to have said that essentially there
is no difference of opinion between him
and President Roosevelt in regard to foot
ball. Very likely President Eliot is re¬

ferring to his present opinion.

George Washington University has
started a popular subscription which now
amounts to $89,000. The students of
the university have promised $10,000.

There are four universities in the
United States which publish daily papers;
many more have weekly publications,
Some of them are mere bulletins, an¬

nouncing the exercises of the day or
week, the times of meeting of various
societies and the ordinary athletic gos¬
sip. Others, however, have good, en-



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 303

lightening editorial comment and inter¬
esting college controversy.

The oldest Greek letter college frater¬
nity in the United States is Kappa Al¬
pha, founded in 1825 at Union College.
The fraternity having the largest mem¬
bership is Delta Kappa Epsilon, founded
at Yale in 1844. Its membership is 16,-
250.

•

The College Entrance Examination
hoard is increasing in membership every

year. The only eastern colleges which
have not joined the board are Amherst,
Bowdoin, Dartmouth, Princeton and
Yale. The uniform entrance examina¬
tions ,are drawn up after consultation be¬
tween representatives of colleges and
preparatory schools. Persons capable of
judging say that these examinations are
sane and fair, free from the extrava¬

gances which filled the old college en¬
trance schedules. Last year 2,500 candi¬
dates were examined by the board.

The daily papers have announced that
Princeton is to receive a gift of money
larger than any heretofore bestowed on
any university in the world.

Harpers Weekly has two exhaustive
editorials on what is called the “Prince¬
ton Experiment” in teaching. It consists
in introducing the tutor system, as it pre¬
vails in Oxford, England. Without
abolishing altogether the lecture system,
the classes have been divided into groups
of ten or twelve and over the groups a
tutor is placed, who hears recitations and
explains difficulties. This system Presi¬
dent Eliot, of Harvard, has called “an
interesting, but expensive, experiment.”

G. TIpbron, ’09.
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BASKET BALL.

Although basket ball at Georgetown
is not rated as a ’Varsity game, yet the
attention it has attracted so far has been
far greater than was ever expected. On
Wednesday, Eeb. 27, George Washing¬
ton won from Georgetown’s team in the
last second of play by a score of eighteen
to sixteen. The game was fast through¬
out, and the result was in doubt until the
very end. On Saturday, March 2, George¬
town retaliated by defeating George
Washington by a score of fifteen to thir
teen. Interest in the second game was
even greater than that displayed in the
first, although it was not quite so good
a contest. That the game, although not
on a ’Varsity standing, has aroused so
much interest is highly pleasing to all
concerned, and will, no doubt, aid in
placing it, at some future time, among
the ’Varsity sports.

Line up:

Georgetown. G. Washington.
Fallen right forward . . Echelberger,
Schumm. .‘.left forward F. Rice

Prosperi
Downey. . . center . .. .Prosperi, F. Rice
Simon right guard Johnson
W. Rice...left guard Whiting

THE GYMNASIUM.

That the Ryan gymnasium has filled
a long-felt want at Georgetown, and that
it is appreciated, is shown by the con¬
stant presence there of so many of the
students. The equipment of the build¬
ing is complete in every detail. The floor
itself, one of the largest and best in the
South, is in great demand for games of
basket ball and indoor base ball, while
the clubs, wands, dumb-bells, rings and
machines are the best procurable. The
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running track, although an exact copy,
on a reduced scale, of what is perhaps
the best indoor track in the country, has
not sufficient stretch to be available for

’Varsity training. The lower floor of the
building contains locker rooms, several
series of shower baths, rowing, fencing,
and boxing rooms, a room for ’Varsity
teams, and one for visiting teams, the
Director’s office, and a trophy room fin¬
ished in oak and containing the trophies
won by ’Varsity teams of many years.
Taken all in all, the building is as com¬

plete as could be desired, and is admirably
adapted to the needs of the school.

The real important work of the gym¬
nasium is that done under the direction

of Prof. Maurice A. Joyce, director of
the gymnasium. On four days of the
week are held regular classes in physical
drill, and it has been the aim of the di¬
rector, from the very beginning, to get
the students interested in this work. As
the drill has not been made compulsory,
the attendance on such days has not been
as large as desired, but as the realization
of the value of a regular drill dawns on
the boys, so, no doubt, will the attend¬
ance increase.

A regular systematic training such as
Director Joyce gives will do more for
the consistent and symmetrical develop¬
ment of the body than any other kind of
gymnasium work. Unregulated work
may be done in a gymnasium every day.
but the result can in nowise compare
to those obtained by a regular attendance
at the drill. Mr. Joyce does not believe
in tricks of skill, as they are too danger¬
ous, but he does insist upon the body¬
building work.

The system, as taught by the director,
is complete and thorough and reaches
every muscle of the body. The aim oi
the drill is not a mere muscular develop¬
ment, but also a development of the
powers of endurance. With this princi¬
ple in mind, his first aim is to develop
the lungs. Then attention is given to
the muscles of the back. The exercises
here used, draw the shoulders back, ex¬

pand the chest, and hold the spine erect,
tints insuring a perfect carriage. More
attention is given to the exercise of the
muscles of the back than to those of the
chest as this posterior work, as it is
called, will produce the greater lung ca¬

pacity, and at the same time holds the
body erect instead of causing round
shoulders and a flat chest. In this part
of the drill the chest weights are used,
and also the dumb-bells and wands. The
trunk being considered the most impor¬
tant part of the body, all these exercises,
are given by a number of moderately
rapid movements with medium weights,
and especial care is given to the develop¬
ment of the abdominal muscles.

The entire physical drill will take up
about a half hour, and is never contin¬
ued to a point of exhaustion, although it
may produce a slight fatigue. With
regular attendance at these drills and by
an undivided attention while at them, a

systematic development will be quickly
obtained. The results so far have in
some cases been remarkable, and there
can be no doubt whatever of the efficiency
of the drill. There is not an unnecessary
movement in the entire drill, and as the
time consumed is not great, it is hoped
that the regular attendance will steadily
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increase. If its importance were ’ only
realized by all who need it, the classes
would be much larger than they are at
present. It is quite probable that next
year the drill will be made compulsory
for all those who need just such work for
the more perfect development of the body.
But whether it is made compulsory or
not, it is the earnest wish of the director,
that all realize its importance and give
the attention due to such a very neces¬

sary and important work.

The following letter will be of interest
to all students of the past three years:

Joseph F. Morton, Esq.,
No. 42, The Plymouth,

Washington, D. C.
My Dear Morton :

Owing to the fact that I have been out
of town, I have been delayed in thank¬
ing you and the other boys of the George¬
town 1906 Foot-ball Team, for their
keenly appreciated kindness in presenting
me with a Foot-ball Fob. I now wish
to thank you, and, through you, to thank
the other fellows.

I assure you that nothing has ever
touched a more tender chord in my feel¬
ings than did the action of you fellows
in thus honoring me. My endeavors for
Old Georgetown have been of a feeble
nature and only spasmodically success¬
ful. It is a source of great pleasure,
however, to know that I have come

through my College days possessed of
such a valuable and honorable asset as

the regard and friendship of old College
mates. We have all fought hard and
faithfully for Georgetown, and during

those trying fights we have borne with
and helped one another as becomes gen¬
tlemen who fight for a common cause.
I have seen you in the hour of victory
and I have seen you when suffering from
the pangs of defeat, but through it all I
have grown to cherish, to honor and to
respect you. I treasure very highly the
manner in which you have honored me,
not only because of the honor, hut also,
because your token stands as a daily re¬
minder of the happiest days of my life;
days that I will see no more and can only
look upon as pleasures of the past; days
that had their ups and downs for you
and for me; days of worry and days of
gladness, which have, however, been ulti¬
mately crowned with joy and sunshine
because you have brought home to me a
realization of the fact that I have your

regard and friendship. I will carry
through life with me the satisfaction of
knowing that you have appreciated the
sincerity of my feeble endeavors, and
have not judged me by the often-times
unsuccessful results of my undertakings.

Again I wish to thank you for the
honor you have bestowed upon me.
Should there ever be anything my mea¬

ger ability can in any way aid in or ac¬
complish ' for you or for Old George¬
town, I am,

Yours to command,
J. B. Bocock.

The Indoor Meet on Saturday, March
9th, in Convention Hall, was a great suc¬
cess in every way. The crowd which
filled the vast hall was good natured, ap¬

preciative and often enthusiastic. The
relay races were, of course, the interest-
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ing and dramatic features. The George¬
town Prep, team won the championship
of the District from the Army and Navy
Preparatory School. In fact, George¬
town won all its relay races with the
exception of Freshmen, which lost to
George Washington Freshmen. The re¬

lay race with Virginia was terrifically ex¬

citing from start to finish. O’Boyle, the
last Georgetown man, came in but two or
three feet ahead of his opponent. And
then pandemonium was let loose. Such a

closely contested race and such a finish
had never been witnessed before in Con¬
vention Hall. We regret that time and
space prevent us from giving all the
interesting details of the Meet.

March 23, Maryland Agricultural Col¬
lege, at Georgetown; 28, Columbia, at
Georgetown; 30, Princeton, at George¬
town.

April 1, Princeton, at Georgetown; 2,
Yale, at Georgetown; 4, Syracuse, at
Georgetown; 5, Pennsylvania, at George¬
town ; 6, Pennsylvania, at Georgetown;
9, Virginia Military Institute, at George¬
town; 12, Dartmouth, at Georgetown; 13,
Virginia, at Georgetown; 16, North
Carolina, at Georgetown; 17, Gallaudet
College, at Georgetown; 18, Trinity at
Georgetown; 19, Holy Cross, at Worces¬
ter; 27, Fordham, at New York; 29, An¬
dover, at Andover.

May 4, Virginia, at Charlottesville; 8,
Washington and Lee, at Georgetown; 11.
George Washington, at Georgetown; 25,
George Washington at Georgetown.

The following is the schedule of the
base-ball games, as officially announced: T. F. Boypp, ’09.


