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FROM THE FRENCH OF XAVIER MARMIER

I knew a maid, a maiden of the North;
So pale her face, alas! yet sweet to me—

Through fields of death she loves to fare her forth
At eve to dream by forest and by sea.

Even when the spring with new hope fills the air,
Pensive she walks and her sweet head down-cast;

But she has all the grace, she is so fair
That men will follow as if a bride had past.

And I, entranced, I follow still her way

Through forests now and now to ocean’s shore;
She comes and holds me fast this very day

In quiet of the fields or mid the city’s roar.

Ah, flee her thou! thy heart at peace to keep;
For Melancholy names this North maid. Yet

If once thou meet’st her sweet eyes dreaming deep,
Her mute caress, thou never shalt forget.

’06.
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The Victory of Age
RUSSIAN FOLK STORY

The mighty Lord who watches over
the world and the barren ice-fields was

angered at mankind; for three years had
there been a terrible famine in the land
of the Northmen; in no place was there
even a grain of corn produced, and what
the people did sow failed to come up, ow¬

ing.to a drought so great that for three
years there was not a drop of rain or dew.
And yet, for such is the endurance of
man, the people contrived to exist through
a fourth year, thrashing what old corn
there was, while those who had a more

plentiful supply than others grew ex¬

ceedingly rich, for corn, it is said, rose
to five leperds a measure.

Autumn came. And those who had
seed sowed it and entreated the Lord
God that he would give fertility, hoping
in his love, and crying out, “If God
would forgive us our sins.”

But it was of no avail. They obtained
not the love of God, and when they cast
the seed into the holy earth, behold, that
was the last they ever saw of it; if it did
but germinate and send up a little shoot,
it withered away close to the ground.
Woe, woe there was and an abundance
of it. The whole of God’s world wept
and sorrowed and the black hell-fiends

gibbered and mocked, for death by hun ¬

ger was plainly approaching.
Miserably the winter passed. Spring

came, while moaning over the frozen hills
went the sprite of the wind shrivelling
and freezing the dark and saddened

earth. It had then come to this, that all
the world should perish. The people
died, the cattle died, and Misery carried
them on its gaunt shoulders.

❖ * *

Now, there was at that time a powerful
young king in a certain land, arid as the
young ordinarily cleave to the young, so
would he associate only with young men.
Whether in the council or in the army
there were none but young men, and no
man of advanced age had access to any¬
thing whatsoever. So, forsooth, as

young men unripe in understanding were
the counsellors, their counsel also was

unripe.
A year passed, a second and in the

third year they saw that death was con¬
quering the land with famine. Imme¬
diately the young king assembled his
council and they began to advise after
their own fashion.

They advised and advised, but the res¬
olutions they passed were such that it
were a sin even to give an account of
them.

Well, at last the king made proclama¬
tion, after long deliberation, that all ok!
people were to be drowned or smothered,
in order, said he, that the bread might not
be wasted, but might supply and nourish
the young; furthermore, that no one
should venture, under pain of death, to
harbour any old man. . Thus he pro¬
claimed, and heralds went about through¬
out the country publishing the edict
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everywhere; yea, brigands went hither
and thither seizing old men and women

by the napes, drowning and smothering
them wfthout mercy. And this, alas,
went on for quite awhile.

^ ^ ^

Now, there were at that time three
brothers, who had a father advanced in
years, and when they heard this edict
they were much grieved, for he had been
a kind parent. However, they reported
these things to him, and he thereupon
spoke such honorable words that they
marveled at him and loved him all the
more'. “My sons,” he said, “such is the
will of God and the king. Take me and
smother me at once, only that you, my
dear children, shall live on. Already I
have one foot in the grave.” But they
heeded him not, but fell upon his neck
crying oiit that they would themselves die
first and that they would feed and nourish
him before themselves.

So they did, and taking their aged
father they conducted him within the cot¬
tage, dug a cavern under the ground,
made him a bed of frieze-coats, brought
him a loaf of bread as black as holy
earth, and covered him over with the
floor. And there the old man stayed for
two or three months while his sons

■brought him all that they had each night.
So the summer passed, September

passed, autumn passed joyless, winter
passed, and then the sun grew warm and
spring had come again. It was now
time to sow, but there was no seed. The
world was large, but there was no seed-
corn, and what little there was rotted
in the earth. The end of God’s world,
said some, had surely come.

And the three sons went to their

father, telling him there was no seed,
and asked him what they could do.

“My sons,” he said, “strip the old roof
off the house, thrash the bundles and
sow the chaff.” This the lads did, strip¬
ping the house and barn (the saints knew
there was nothing in it at all) and
thrashed away till the sweat ran from their
brows like water, so that they crushed
the bundles as small even as poppy-seeds,
doing this, though they mistrusted the
good of it and thought that after all
aged men were only fit to be smothered
or drowned.

But when at last they sowed, behold
God gave a blessing. In a week’s time
it was green as rue; in a month, in two
months’ time there was corn, ever so

much, aye, more than that, and every
manner of seed was found there; there
was rye, there was wheat and barley,
and maybe there was also a plant or two
of buckwheat and millet. In other

places all over the world there was no
corn, all the plains were overgrown with
grasses and thistles, but here there was
corn like a forest.

The fame of it went over the whole
world and the news reached even the

king himself, that in such and such a
place there were three brothers and with
them corn had sprung up like a wood,
and so beautiful no words could describe
it.

The king, on hearing, said naught, but
immediately ordered the brothers to ap¬

pear in the royal presence.
And when the brothers heard of the

order they smacked the tops of their
heads with their hands. “Now it is amen

with us,” they thought, and went to ask
their father’s .advice. He in truth was
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much alarmed, but bade them neverthe¬
less to tell the pure truth before the king-,
and that alone.

And so with many sinkings of heart
they started off and went to the emperor,
who when he saw them wore such a

ferocious frown that their very hair be¬
gan to rise with fear.

“How now, ye villains,” he said, men¬

acingly, “why did ye thus hoard up corn
when such a multitude of people were
starving. Nay, and if ye tell not the
truth, hell-born, you shall be racked and
tortured even unto death.”

Indeed, the brothers needed not this
adjuring, for they were only too ready
to tell their tale; and so they did, relat¬

ing the story as it had been from begin¬
ning to end, begging in conclusion the
compassion of the king, whose brow
during the recital became smooth, his
eves serene. At the end he ordered the
old father to be brought before him at
once and made him sit close to his throne,
hearkening to his counsel till death, when
the sons and father were chosen to rule
the kingdom jointly in happiness and
prosperity, and assuredly if they have not
died they are reigning still at the present
day firmly believing that the flood-tide of
youth is naught in worth to a nation
compared to the ebb and wisdom of old
age.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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MEDITATION

1 walk along- the winding lane,
Away from city cares and woes

And wend my way o’er hill and dale,
Deep down into the wildwood’s close.

I listen to the murm’ring brook,
Or sit beside the placid pool

Where weeping willows dip their leaves
And cast their shadows, calm and cool.

I see the fickle south-wind steal
A kiss from yonder rose so fair,

And then caress the violet;
I hear the robin’s joyful air.

The setting sun slips down the West,
A solid mass of molten gold;

A thousand stars bedeck the sky
And with their light the world enfold.

And here, with all these Godlike gifts,
I sit enmeshed in nature’s thrall

To wonder, only, why men say,
“There is no Maker of it all.’’

Donald McMurtriK, Law, ’07.
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Katahdin

As I came down the Old North steps
and walked out to the campus on that
late spring afternoon it still lacked a lit¬
tle of dinner time, so I sought the shade
of a nearby elm and sat down on a rustic
bench beneath it to muse.

It was an ideal April day. The air was
sweet with the odors of lilac and green

things, and it was with a feeling of the
utmost content that I inhaled the cool
breezes coming up from the meadow,
which rolled down to the smoothly-glid¬
ing Potomac below. The College eights
were just returning from their after¬
noon’s spin on the river. The broad
backs of the oarsmen bent and swayed
in unison as they neared the old boat¬
house, and faintly to my ears came the
quick commands of the coxswain urging
the tired men to a final effort. The
birds were singing a vesper chorus on the
signs of the waning-dav. From across
the deserted ball field a robin called to his
mate from the top of the old convent
wall. Truly it was a day fit for a king,
and a beggar could not help but feei
happy. And so I mused and thought
of other perfect April days, those spring
days of my youth spent so many years
ago on an old New England farm. My
surroundings faded away. I was in a

day dream.
It seemed to me that once again I

roamed those cool green hills. I stood
on the summit of Katahdin and looked
out over the blue waters of Penobscot

Bay. The great steamers which I had
only seen from a distance at that happy

boyhood period came and went. The
tall ships, with sails full-set glided like
painted pictures along the horizon, and
once more I was the farmer’s boy, eager
and happy at the thought of the day when
I should be a man and see those ships
close-to, and the foreign ports to which
they were now bearing their proud
course.

I turned from gazing out to sea and
retraced my footsteps homeward through
the cool woods, for, having driven up the
cattle to pasture as was my daily custom,
I must now hasten home. Already 1
had wasted considerable time and there
was work for me to do before school
time. As I approached our old house,
nestling on the side of a hill, its red roof
showing in the distance, and the big
barns behind it, each one larger and over¬
topping the house, Bruno, the old New¬
foundland, my constant companion, who
had remained at home for some reason on

this particular morning, came out and
met me with loud barks and much wag¬

ging of his good- natured tail. Together
we raced to the house where mother
awaited me, and I ate a hearty breakfast.

All this seemed to pass before my eyes
as clearly as when a boy long years ago.
I hurried through my chores on that
sunny April morning, and having barely
washed my face and with uncombed
locks and soiled hands I set off with

light heart for the little red school-house
at the further end of our village. I was
that bare-foot boy with cheeks of tan of
whom Whittier sings:
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Blessings on thee, little man,
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan!
With thy turned-up pantaloons,
And thy merry whistled tunes;
With thy red lips, redder still
Kissed by strawberries on the hill;
With the sunshine on thy face, *
Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace,
From my heart I give thee joy—
1 was once a barefoot boy!
0 for boyhood’s, painless play,
Sleeps that wake in laughing day,
Health that mocks the doctor’s rules,
Knowledge never learned of schools,
Of the wild bee’s morning chase,
Of the wild flower’s time and place,
Flight of fowl and habitude
Of the tenants of the wood;
How the tortoise bears his shell,
How the wood-chuck digs his cell,
And the ground mole sinks his well,
How the robin feeds her young,
How the oriole’s nest is hung,
Where the whitest lilies blow,
Where the freshest berries grow,
Where the ground-nut trails its vine,
Where the wood grape’s clusters shine ;
Of the black wasp’s cunning way,
Mason of his walls of clay,
And the architectural plans
Of gray hornet artisans !—
For, eschewing books and tasks,
Nature answers all he asks;
Hand in hand with her he walks,
Face to face with her he talks,
Fart and parcel of her joy—
Blessings on the barefoot boy!

At the next lane I was joined bv Billy
Buttons, a lad of about my own age.
Billv could throw a stone farther than

any boy in the village, and he was my
closest chum during my whole boyhood.
Poor Billy! Later we two entered College
together, but our courses gradually drift¬
ing us apart, T left to pursue theological
studies, and he to take up the work of a

surgeon in the hospital of a great city,
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where, while still a young man, he con¬
tracted a dire fever and died.

Billy and I kept on down the road, at
one time throwing a stone at an unoffend¬
ing black-bircl perched on a fence rail,
and again perhaps snapping off the head
of a green snake which was so unfortu¬
nate as to cross our destructive path.
Just at the entrance to the village stood
the old blacksmith shop, and we were
accustomed to linger in company with
other youths, fascinated by the glow of
the embers, the shoe, at‘white heat on

the anvil, and the big smith himself who
warned us away from the door with the
threat that he’d get the truant master
after us. Him Longfellow pictures:

Under a spreading chestnut-tree
The village smithy stands;
The smith, a mighty man is he,
With large and sinewy hands,
And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp and black and long;
His face is like the tan;
His brow is wet with honest sweat—
He earns whate’er he can ;
And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow;
You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,
Like sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school,
Look in at the open door; •
They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,
And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing floor.
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At last in the distance we would hear the
school bell, and then what a scampering
of boys through the village! Oftentimes
we would be held up before reaching the
school house by old Deacon Fossil, the
county supervisor, who, seated in his old
mud-bespattered chaise and driving an
old snail-paced white horse, was just ach¬
ing to catch and punish the whole lot of
us for having pelted him with snow balls
the previous winter. Who does not
know of the old Deacon and his One-
Hoss Shay as told by Oliver Wendell
Holmes:

First of November—the earthquake
day-—

There are signs of age in the one-hoss
shay;

A general flavor of mild decay,
But nothing local as one may say?
There couldn’t be—for the Deacon’s art
Had made it so like in every part
That there wasn’t a chance for one to

start. •

For the wheels were just as strong as the
. thills,

And the floor was just as strong as the
sills,

And the panels just as strong as the
floor,

And the whipple-tree neither less nor
more,

And the back-cross bar as strong as the
fore,

And spring, and axle, and hub encore.
And yet, as a whole, it is past a doubt
In another hour it will be worn out!

First of November—Fifty-five!
This morning the parson takes a drive.
Now, small boys, get out of the way!
Here comes the wonderful one-hoss shay,
Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay.
“Huddeys!” said the parson—ofif went

they,
The parson was working his Sunday’s

text;

Had got to fifthly and stopped perplexed,
At what, the—Moses—was coming next
All at once the horse stood still,
Close by the meet’n house on the hill.
First a shiver and then a thrill,
Then something decidedly like a spill,
And the parson was sitting upon a rock.
At half-past nine by the meet’n-house

clock,
Just the hour of the earthquake shock!
What do you think the parson found
When he got up and stared around?
The poor old chaise in a heap or mound,
As if it had been to the mill and ground.
End of the wonderful one-hoss shay,
Logic is logic. That’s all I say.

And when once inside the low school

building what tricks were there which
we did not daily practice. What happy
hours we passed hemmed in by those
hallowed, but at that time prison walls.
The day passed all too quickly it seems
to me now, and soon with shout and
clamor, the lessons forgotten, we were
in the village street once more, some

lingering at the smithy’s, others, like
myself, hastened home to bring the cows
from pasture and to help dad with the
chores before dusk.

And now how well I remember lin¬

gering sometimes at a certain homestead
on the road. It was a spacious mansion
for our village, for Deacon Marbury, the.
old miser, who lived there, had inherited
the farm from his father and had still
the first cent he had ever earned. But,
despite the coldness which pervaded the
place, it had a cheerful look to my eyes.
I liked the climbing roses which covered
one whole side of the stone house, and
the two cherry trees which stood in the
door yard, and the smell of honeysuckle
from the vine which climbed over the
door.
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But the cheeriest sight to my eyes and
the center of all my interest in the Mar-
bury place was the Deacon’s grandchild,
a beautiful girl of about my own age.
She had neither father nor mother, but
was adored by the old Deacon and his
wife, and for that matter by every person
in the village. As I grew older and
more able to defend myself from the
taunts and jeers of my boy companions,
I often accompanied the little maid home
from school. She it was to whom I

brought the first violets in the springtime
and as I gave them to her awkwardly
and boy-fashion, I swore to myself with
all my boyish faith that I would accom¬

plish great things for this sweetheart of
mine when I should become a man. For
her I won the “aggies” and the “glassies”
in the marble ring, for her I turned cart¬
wheels and handsprings on the grass plot
during recess, and fights—why I would
try to encourage some rival to insult me
that I might fight in her cause. Surely
I was a devoted suitor in those days.

I can think of no better picture of my
ideal than the Amesbury Bard’s beloved
Maud Muller raking the meadow sweet
with hay, but far sweeter to me than any

poet can ever paint her:
•

Maud Muller on a summer’s day,
Raked the meadow sweet with hay.
Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth
Of simple beauty and rustic health.
Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee
The mock-bird echoed from his tree.
But when she glanced to the far-ofif town
White from its hill-slope looking down.
The sweet song died, and a vague unrest
And a nameless longing filled her breast;
A wish that she hardly dared to own,
For something better than she had known.

The Judge rode slowly down the lane,
Smoothing his horse’s chestnut mane.
He drew his bridle in the shade
Of the apple trees, to greet the maid,
And ask a draught from the spring that

flowed

Through the meadow, and across the
road.

She stooped where the cold spring bub¬
bled up,

And filled for him her small tin cup,
And blushed as she gave it, looking down
On her feet so bare, and her tattered

gown.

“Thanks,” said the Judge, .“a sweeter
draught

From a fairer hand was never quaffed.”
He spoke of the grass and flowers and

trees,
Of the singing birds and the humming

bees;
Then talked of the haying, and wondered

whether
The cloud in the West would bring foul

weather.
And Aland forgot her briar-torn gown,
And her graceful ankles, bare and brown,
And listened while a pleased surprise
Looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes.

And there was the Judge, too, although
in this case he proved to be that young

scapegoat. Will Winner, the Parson’s son.
I gave him more than one good beating
when we were in Intermediate together
for taunting me about Betty and I am
glad now that I did, for returning one

Spring from College I learned that Betty
had married young Winner and gone to
live in Boston. The old Deacon’s heart
was almost broken. Folks said that he

brought it on himself by his meanness.
As for me I left the village soon after
with all its sweet recollections never to

return. Father and mother passed away,
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and my brothers and sisters married one

by one, but the spot had lost its attraction
for me and I applied myself with re¬
newed energy to my studies. Honor and
achievements gradually came. My early
love remained unchanged but modified
by the hardships and disappointments of
manhood.

A bell rang. Was it the old school bell
calling us once more to the little school
house in the village? Alas for my

dreams of childhood and those other

days! The New England hills faded
away. Katahdin and Megunticook were
nowhere visible, and instead of the blue
waters of Penobscot with its ships and
white sails, I saw nothing but the great
elms swaying in the wind, and through
the trees the muddy Potomac rolling
lazily down to the sea.

Cuf F. Woods, '08.

College Characters
I

THE BORROWER.

“Neither a borrower nor a lender be.”
—Hamlet.

This, as my readers know, is the ad¬
vice of wise Polonius, which advice all
praise, but few follow. The habit of
borrowing has degrees like every other
habit; if indulged in mildly it is not alto¬
gether exasperating to our friends. Of
mild borrowers I have nothing to say, ex¬
cept that a chronic case may develop from
small beginnings in a very short time.
My remarks deal exclusively with the
heroic, invincible, skilled masters in the
art. And here T beg leave to say that
I will not attempt to describe any indi¬
vidual who “dwells in our midst.” This
would be dangerous to me personally and
objectionable to the individuals thus de¬
scribed. My borrower will be ideal,
made up of many elements found in many

different specimens. He is tall, with a
neat, trim build. He has steel gray eyes,

closely set against a long, thin nose. His
eyes continually roam from object to ob¬
ject, as if appraising the “borrowable"
qualities of each. I have often tried in
vain to catch these eyes resting for a con¬
siderable time on any one thing. He is
a past master in telling woeful tales of his
hard luck, of the abject misery from
which only you can save him. From con¬
stant practice he has acquired such skill
in describing his sad plight that he sel¬
dom fails to move the heart of a new

acquaintance. And then his skill in ex¬

plaining his failure to pay a debt or re¬
turn a loaned object is truly admirable.
Sometimes your borrower gets up a fic¬
titious “friend in trouble,” for whom with
noble disinterestedness he hints and

pleads. Another time he has a date
scheduled and all he needs is car fare,
(but he needs that badly, lest he suffer dis¬
grace in the eyes of the fair waiting
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party. Again he may drop into your
room when you are busy deciphering
Latin and Greek with the aid of the Eng¬
lish equivalents. He sees a half-read
novel on your desk. He borrows it. He
sees a necktie on your dresser. He bor¬
rows it. His restless eye discovers a new

cap which you have just bought, and the
cap joins the novel and the tie. Thus
with the beautiful conviction that all the

good things in the world were made for
his use. he goes through college life
abundantly supplied by kind fortune and
easy friends with money, stationery,
books, postage stamps, clothing, tobacco,
etc., etc., etc.

J. M„ ’09.

II.

THE BLUFFER.

There seems to be and is an inherent

quality in man that makes him desire to
appear better than he really is. While
this is commendable and of advantage to
society, it may be said, on the other hand,
that when abused its result is oftentimes
more ridiculous than sublime. There can

be no better example of this misused
quality than in the college world, for it
is there that habits are formed that will
remain with a man the rest of his natural
existence. If one bluffs through College
it is a matter of moral certainty that he
will practice the same tactics when bat¬
tling for a livelihood.

Let us review the field. The game of
bluff has its degrees, some great, some
small, some positive, some negative, some
certain, some doubtful, but its followers
all agree in the opinion that the public

must be fooled and that they are the
parties to do it.

First of all, and probably as a class the
most numerous, is the learned bluff. He
can tell you, if he thinks you unfamiliar
with the subject, more than the author
who wrote the book; and the positiveness
with which his opinions are uttered would
shatter the most deeply rooted convic¬
tions to the contrary.. He lays down an

opinion, backed up by distorted preced¬
ents and authorities, before which all
others fall as grain before the sickle. A
mere smattering of knowledge on any

subject is all he requires. His creative
imagination and delusive fancy do the
rest. The world is a battle-ground for
his continual conquests until his unsus¬

pecting comrades find him out. The day
of reckoning must come sooner or later,
according to the fakir's guile, and then
he is an outcast. Then everyone listens
in tolerant silence, and inwardly mum¬
bles an exclamation of disgust. His bluff
has been called. It would be better for
him to seek another location.

Again the athletic bluffer is not to be
despised. He varies inversely as the
square of the distance from which he
came and his given amount of nerve.
The further his residence the greater the
bluff. He knows full well that murder
will out, yet by some strange inconsistency
of human nature, he perseveres in his
lofty talk until the last moment. A sup¬

posed athlete matriculates. Within a few
days everyone gazes at him with ill-con¬
cealed admiration as he swaggers across
the quadrangle. Everyone whispers in
subdued tones of his prowess, although
he is from a remote region, and no other
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fellow in College ever heard of him be¬
fore. If the flattering information is
traced to its source, it almost invariably
happens that the proclaimed athlete is his
own herald. At last the day for action
arrives. Our friend either makes a fool
of himself on the field, has a sprained
wrist, or fails to make an appearance.
In either case he too is lost and mere

toleration succeeds to former popularity.
Lastly, the religious bluffer transcends

all in his hopes for ultimate success. He
rolls his eyes most sanctimoniously, prays
the loudest, writes the most religious
compositions, drawing valuable moral
lessons ; and then, with a heavy satchel,
journeys down to a second-hand book
store, and next day we buy new books,
and wonder where on earth we lost the
old ones. This angel would be the last
to be suspected. If anyone as much as
mentioned such a thing, he would himself
be looked upon with suspicion.

Such, in general, is the fortune of
bluffers. Without a doubt they are utter
and absolute failures in the end. A man

that asserts himself no more than neces¬

sary always wins the laurels in the final
sprint. Among us this is almost daily
demonstrated. It is better to climb the
ladder of success slowly and surely than
to rush headlong to the top, and there,
frantically waving our arms in a fruit¬
less effort to establish equilibrium, fall
headlong with a sickening thud, never to
rise again.

H. S., ’08.
III.

THE KNOCKER.

Everybody “knocks” now and then.
But there are some few who by nature

or habit “knock” at all times and in all

places. They seem to be extremely un¬
happy when they are without a griev¬
ance. They exercise their powers on the
school, the teachers and the courses of

study till they are blue in the face, and
then by way of diversion they direct their
hammers at the athletic teams. The
knocker has usually a tired, disgusted
look. His nose has that peculiar twist
which suggests that ever-present odor
of Limburger cheese. He stands near
the field when the foot-ball team is prac¬

ticing and indulges in emphatic remarks:
“Look at the guy trying to play quarter.
I could do better myself with five minutes’
practice.” Yet he has probably been
asked by the captain to come out, but you
could not induce him to face a team of

cripples for love or money. When the
scheduled games begin he enters the
grand stand on a complimentary ticket,
produces the hammer and proceeds to
wield it in a way that would excite the
admiration of Longfellow’s blacksmith.
He begins with the coach. “Say, I don't
believe the coach ever saw a real foot-ball

game. He has no head. He knows one
or two old-fashioned tricks, and that's
the end of his knowledge. He's rotten.”
Then the team wins the next game. You
would suppose that our knocker would
run away and hide in a hole. By no
means. He is more than equal to the
occasion. “That team from X. could not

play respectable Prep, foot ball. Wait
till the fellows from Y. come here." And
so our delightful hammer wielder goes
about from season to season with the ill¬

smelling Limburger under his nose. He
spares not the shivering, scantily-clad
track teams. He belabors the puffing
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and groaning- oarsmen. Blit the base¬
ball men! Them he delights to stun,
mash, pulverize. He was in his glory
after the first Princeton game. “A lot of
clumsy kids!" “They ought to cancel
the whole schedule!” “I never thought
X. could pitch!" “This is the last game
for me!” Indeed the knocking during
Easter week was so unsparing and fero¬
cious that Manager McLaughlin has pro¬

cured a supply of hammers with rubber
and felt tips, to be sold at Brother Dick’s
price $1.50 retail; cash down, or leave
your watch as security. (This last is
the rule of the store.) In conclusion we
would commend to the consideration of
our friend the line of the poet,

“Hit gently, sweet knocker.”

J. M., ’09.
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FROM THE FRENCH OF ALFRED DE MUSSET

A child, o’er Petrarch’s verse I pore, and long
To share with him some measure of renown;

A singer in his love, a lover in his song—

To him the language of the gods came down.

The momentary pulses of the heart

Alone he knew the secret how to hold;

The riches of a smile to grave, his art,

Upon the purest gem with tool of gold.

O, you, who cry a friendly call to me,

Who write to-day and to-morrow will forget.
Remember me, who thank you for it still,
I have the heart of Petrarch, not his skill;

I can but clasp the hand in passing met

Of him who hails, who loves my life to see.

’06.
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Two Letters From an Old Boy
(The following are extracts from very

interesting letters of Mr. William Os¬
wald Dundas, of Philadelphia, a very
Old Boy, who was familiar with Wash¬
ington when it was little more than a

town.)

Philadelphia, Jan. 5th, 1907.
History often repeats itself. In 1856,

Father O’Callaghan, of blessed memory

gave me a picture of the Virgin Mother
and Child, this having been the only
Jesuitical art practiced on me during my
three years at Georgetown as a Protest¬
ant. Now fifty-one years after, it seems
a happy coincidence to have received
from you another picture of the Blessed
Virgin, during the festivities of the an¬
nual alumni dinner in a distant city.
Since 1869, after being received into the
one Fold of the one Shepherd, I have al¬
ways had a great devotion to the Blessed
Mother, and I attribute this in a measure

to the respect and love in which I held
my own mother. For years past I have
never failed to say two rosaries daily and
hear two masses during the week in
honor of the Blessed Virgin. In my

many temporal trials I have made her my
patron and intercessor, and I am indebted
to her bountiful help.

1 had not the slightest intimation that
I would be called upon to give my recol¬
lections of College days, at the banquet,
otherwise I would have prepared myself
better. I have many happy remembrances
of Georgetown, and sometime, Deo vol-
■ente, I may prepare something for pub¬

lication. I also indulge the hope of visit¬
ing the College as I used to during the life
time of dear Father Curley. For twenty-
eight years .1 lived as man and boy, four
miles north of Washington. At this time,
1848, there was a little chapel in the im¬
mediate neighborhood, supported by five
families. It is the story of the grain of
mustard seed. Now the whole face of
this section is covered by Catholic
churches, convents, colleges, etc., and
this, too, upon lands formerly owned by
those who held the most bitter prejudice
against the Church.

Feb. 9th, 1907.
It was indeed a rare privilege to have

received your esteemed letter of yester¬
day. I read it to the family at break¬
fast, and remarked after reading it that
this kind letter was a confirmation of

standing as a former student at what was
known in my day as dear old Georgetoivn
College.

In regard to reminiscences, I will ask
you to grant me an old man’s privilege
of rambling on without much order in my
recollections. I will also take advantage
of the license accorded old age of begin¬
ning with family history. The Dundas
family can be easily traced in Scotland to
A. D. 1060. The representatives of the
house were staunch Catholics, so that my
conversion in 1869 was but a reversion to
the old faith of my ancestors. In the
family history there is an account of one
Mistress Eufame Dundas who slapped
John Knox, the ex-monk, in the face,
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and afterwards argued her own case
in court. She lived in a large stone
house, on the Island of Inchgairvie, over¬

looking a Monastery of the Carmelites.
During the bitter persecutions raised by
Knox she furnished food for the monks

through a subterranean passage from her
house to the Monastery. Dundas Castle,
nine miles from Edinburg, is still de¬
scribed as the home of the Carmelites for
two hundred years. The old Monastery
on the grounds is now an Episcopal
chapel, with the remains of the monks
and members of the Dundas family bur¬
ned in the crypt. The old Holy Water
Font still stands in the rear of the chapel.
I visited these scenes in 1899.

That there was an instinctive love of
the Church even in the Protestant Dun¬
das is shown from an incident in the life
of my father, who, till just before his
death, was an Episcopalian. The Episco¬
pal Minister of Rock Creek Church, on
one occasion, made some very uncharita¬
ble allusions to the Jesuit Fathers at
Georgetown. My father was so indig¬
nant that he never again entered the
church. Tn his last sickness he was ad¬
vised by his physician to go to the Wash¬
ington Infirmary, which stood on City
Hall Lot, the present site of the Pension
Office. The Sisters of Charity (Black
Bonnets) were then in charge. They
were later succeeded by the White Cor¬
nets. The sister in charge of my father’s
room baptized him. Edward Boone (now
Rev. Edward Boone, S. J., of Baltimore)
and Dr. Dyer had gone for a priest, but
it was soon apparent that the end would
come before a priest arrived, so the good
sister satisfied the known and expressed
wish of my father. My father sent one

son to Georgetown College and five
daughters to the Visitation Academy.
My father-in-law sent five sons to the
Jesuits to be educated and one daughter
to the Visitation Sisters. And this was

a time when violent prejudice existed
against the church, when the stone sent
by Pius IX for the Washington Monu¬
ment was stolen and hurled into the Po¬

tomac, when such know-nothings as
Lewis C. Levin were doing the devil’s
work. I was at the funeral of Levin’s
wife, a convert. She and her two daugh¬
ters became Catholics after the death of
her husband. Levin himself died in the
Insane Asylum. He got so low that he
would beg for five cents on the streets
and spend it for drink. He, with one
Melchers (a German, living in Charles¬
ton, S. C.), proclaimed at one time that
their mission was to abolish the Jesuit
Order throughout the world. Melchers
died from drink. He edited a violent

anti-Jesuit paper in the South. Father
Doonan, who is from Georgia, will re¬
member him and his villiany. Father
Doonan was on the small boys’ side when
I was at Georgetown. Father Stephen
Kelley was one of my teachers. I visited
him some time ago when he was ill at
St. Joseph’s Hospital, and he recognized
me as soon as I entered his room. For

fifty-one years I have been in touch with
the Sons of St. Ignatius, and when the
angel calls I hope to receive the last sac¬
raments from their hands.

For over twenty years I was engaged
in a famous litigation, involving a large
fortune (Dundas vs. Lippencott). When
I emerged from the case I was as poor
as the Apostles at Pentecost, my only
rich asset being my adopted true faith.
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To add to my temporal troubles I was
refused a deed to my old home, unless I
made a promise not to embrace the faith
that makes us whole. This, of course, I
refused to do. To-day the property is
worth $100,000.00, lying, as it does, just
north of the Catholic University.

I have six splendid children, four boys
and two daughters, all living and all
practical Catholics. My oldest daughter
is a Sister of Notre Dame.

Dr. Samuel Everett of Boston was a

relative of mine. He was a member of
the Georgetown Medical Faculty, giving
his services largely gratis, as the Medical
School was then in its infancy. I used
often hear him speak of dining with the
Fathers in the old Bishop Carroll Build¬
ing. He was a nephew of Edward
Everett, the statesman and lawyer, who
ran for Vice-President of the United
States. He served in the Mexican War
with his two brothers, and in 1850 all
three settled in Washington. At the out¬
break of the Civil War he enlisted as a

surgeon and was killed at Shiloh, while
endeavoring to rally a demoralized regi¬
ment. His body was pierced by thirty-
three minie balls.

I fear you will say with Polonius,
"This is too long.” Still I hope it will
not be wholly uninteresting. Troubles
about enforcing College discipline recalls
a famous case of the “non possumus,”
which happened at Georgetown in my

day. It was during the second term as
President of Rev. Bernard Maguire of
blessed memory. Two boys, one Faulk¬
ner and one Banks, flagrantly violated a
fundamental College rule. They left the
College precincts and remained out over
night. Faulkner was a son of Charles

Faulkner, a former student, and at that
time a senator from Virginia. Banks
was the son of wealthy parents from Nor¬
folk. At noon recess the escapade was

naturally the subject of discussion and
the general opinion was that these boys,
owing to their wealth and social position,
would not be expelled. At 2 o’clock the
delinquents were summoned by Father
Maguire, and, without much time for
explanation, were given the “persona non

grata”—and they were never taken back.
The College Band was a delightful in¬

stitution in my day, as was also the Cadet
Corps. Twice a year the Band and Corps
visited the White House and were re¬

ceived in the Red Room by the Presi¬
dents (Pierce and Filmore). Many of
these very boys fell afterwards before
Richmond. •

The custom of reading at table has
been mentioned in Tue; Journal. I
remember one occasion after a meal of

heavy reading Father De Smet, the
great Indian Missionary, was brought
in to give us a lecture. He spoke
English fluently and eloquently. Among
other things he mentioned a tribe of
Indians who lived principally on grass¬
hoppers. A visitor to this tribe would
give offense by declining their bill of
fare. Father De Smet won them by par¬

taking of their hospitality. Another re¬
fectory incident I remember well. The
reader at dinner, during several succes¬
sive days, instead of using the regulation
book, read from a newspaper which gave
an account of the trial and execution for
murder of a former Georgetown student.
This made a profound impression on the
boys.

Smoking was prohibited in my time
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under severe penalties. A Mexican,
named Del La Gara, used to take his
chances, but when a Prefect was dan¬
gerously near he would swallow paper,
tobacco, fire and all, rather than go to
“Jug” and learn one hundred Latin lines.

I never smoked at College nor since,
and I have never used liquor, nor do I
know anything of cards. I have crossed
the Atlantic, six times and was ship¬

wrecked twice. I served both in the

army and'navy of the Confederate States.
I was twenty years in litigation, and I
have come through it all without the
small vices. This I attribute to my early
training at Georgetown. I am still strong
and healthy.

Very gratefully yours,
Wm. Oswald Dundas.
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CRUSHED

We’re strangers now; at least T vow

We are not as we were of yore.
For when I neared she scarce appeared
To notice me, whereas before—
But why say more? Toward her I veer,
She turns away with look askant
To some gallant. I hear her say,

“Oh, look who’s here!”

No need to look for “number two,”
Nor “get the hook,” nor say “skidoo,”

I’d “fallen through.”
And that is how, I do avow,

We’re strangers now.

T. L., Law, ’08.

Open Letters
The Editors of the Journal.

Gentlemen :

When I first read the letter in last
month's Journal about my class, it came
as a shock to me that there should be

any man at Georgetown with a disposi¬
tion so contemptible and cramped as to
write such a letter.

Under ordinary circumstances the Class
of 1909 could afford to ignore these
person hints broadly that we are afraid
of being beaten, we feel it our duty to
resent the insinuation. To quote from

a letter written by a good friend of the
class, “He must be some knocker or sore

head, who doesn’t know what it feels like
to be in an athletic contest.”

Of course there is no need for a class
with the record in athletics that 1909 has,
to deny these—let us be mild and say—
thoughtless misstatements, so we express
only pity for the poor fellow and hope
that he may some time learn that dis¬
cretion is one of the characteristics of

bravery.

’09.
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April 6th, 1907.
My Dear Editors:

There seem to be a great many persons
who think that "pure athletics” consists
entirely in the eligibilities of the players,
This is wrong. That great and important
factor in College athletics namely the
cheering, has been of such an unsports¬
manlike character as to cause much ad¬
verse criticism. College spirit is not
shown by jeering an-opponent for poor
playing, or, what is worse, in hooting an

opponent while attempting to execute a
difficult play. College yells and songs
have been instituted for the purpose of

encouraging our players, but they will
not accomplish their purpose if they are

accompanied by low, ungentlemanly con¬
duct. We must remember that our op¬
ponents are our guests, and it is not only
inhospitable to “rattle” them by rowdy
tactics, but unsportsmanlike and some¬
times positively insulting. We hope that
exhibitions of this kind have been the
result of thoughtlessness and that they
will be remedied. Let there be no ugly
comments from the spectators. Let there
be enthusiastic cheering from the stu¬
dents. and let the best team win.

Fair Pi.ay.
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Among the many ele-
By Way of ments which go to make
Suggestion, up the College man’s train¬

ing, we dare say there is
none so valuable in after life as that of

public speaking. Men who have been
taught to “think on their feet” have made
manifest their superiority over those who
have lacked this ability. It is, in fact,

the individuating note that distinguishes
the man who was brought up within col¬
lege walls from the man who was not.
The success of the student as a debator

rests wholly with himself and depends en¬

tirely on his work in his debating society,
and here lies the answer to that con¬

stantly recurring appeal for good public
speakers.

Now, to say that Georgetown is in
need of orators would be calumny, pure
and simple, for in all parts of the country
Georgetown men have by their eloquence
won laurels in conflict with men of all
stations! But we do say that in the
present condition of affairs there is too
little time devoted to practice in debate,
and the attendance will never be good
unless, as in the other branches of the
curriculum, it is made obligatory. There
is a spare hour on Fridays, 2 to 3 P. M.,
which could easily be used, or an hour
or so from the ordinary study period
would not be wasted, to say the least, in
the pursuit of eloquence. Though we
have done well in the past it is not im¬
possible' to do better in the future. In
conclusion we would appeal, not only for
more time for debating, but for a society
that is strictly compulsory.

It has often been demon-
Chekring. strated that plenty of moral

support is good for a los¬
ing team. It means a lot to a player if
he knows that every man of the institu¬
tion he represents is with him heart and
soul, and if he has evidence of it by their
cheers for him when he is in straits.

In the first place, for good cheering,
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numbers are necessary and unfortunately
for Georgetown those who do not take
actual part in the games prefer to sing
the praises of the ’Varsity men in a
monotone to some “dear feminine.” This
indeed is unfortunate, for the remaining
loyal ones are painfully few, and lose
heart when called upon for their services.
In fact we remember one instance in the
first Princeton game when the cheer
leader was forced to sing a solo. We
admire such a leader for doing by him¬
self what his squad were unwilling to do,
but, with all respect for his vocal abilities,
we would prefer to have a number of
singers in evidence, such as there are in
the College, to do justice to those good
old songs that mean so much to the
players.

The grand stand is not the place for
solos but for the volume of the strong
manly voices of the entire student body.

At a meeting of the
The Harvard Harvard Athletic Asso-
Movement. ciation at Cambridge

last spring it was en¬
acted, among other things, that students
with degrees were not eligible for teams
representing the University. The decree
met with but little opposition, and that
from parties who were affected by the

act. But a moment’s reflection will show
how just the movement was and with
what seriousness it ought to be considered
by the other universities.

Athletic games are for the young, not
for the aged. Their prime object is to
develop the youth while he is still in the
formative period; not to strengthen the
man already fully developed. If all the
places on the respective teams are held
down by men of twenty-three and twenty-
four years, who have made their places
by perhaps six years practice and ex¬
perience, what chance has the boy of
eighteen ? During his four years of col¬
lege life when he most needs athletic
training, he is forced to give way to older
men who owe their superiority over him
only to their years. Before a student
reaches Freshman he is not eligible to
’Varsity teams. Why then should he be
eligible when he has finished his Senior
year ? When a man has received a degree
it is high time that he settles down—he
has had his four years chance and he
must make way for the younger genera¬
tion. If he is bent on being athletic for
all of his days let him move to some
vacant lot and there strive with the other

grey beards but let him not hold positions
on our ’Varsity teams to the exclusion of
the younger element, for whom athletics
were ordained.
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EDITORIAL

REVERIES

“What would’st thou write of me, if thou
should’st praise me?

—0 gentle lady, do not put me to’t,
For I am nothing- if not critical

Shakespeare.

It is with genuine pleasure that we
hail the. appearance of Canzoni, a little
volume of poems by the genial editor of
the Catholic Standard and Times—T. A.

Daly. Sparkling wit and bubbling mirth
in their most melodious setting, are not
the only characteristics of this delightful
little volume; for there is a refreshing
healthiness, a tenderness of feeling, a
tone of quiet contentment and domestic
happiness all through the sparkling pages,
eloquent in their unobtrusive appeal to
our hearts and minds.

* * *

Some malevolent cynic in an exhaus¬
tive dissertation on “The Frills and Fol¬
lies of the Fanciful Feminine,” observes
that from the coiffure now in fashion, one

may be justified in believing that the
ladies are taking “much more pains in

adorning the outside of their heads than
the inside!”

* >i< *

The twenty-third of April marks the
anniversary both of the birth and death
of William Shakespeare. Fit indeed, it
is that this memorable day is seldom
celebrated, for though that '“myriad-
minded man” has parted this earth, he
is with us still in spirit—immortal of all
mortals. As he lived so he died, and in
strict conformity with his ways he leaves
us these powerful lines for his own tomb¬
stone, marking, as it were, the exodus of
one satisfied with the fulfillment of his
mission.

Good friend for Jesus sake forbeare,
To digg the Dust encloased heare:

Rlese be ye man ty spares thes stones,
And curst be he ty moves my bones.

* * *

Among the many universal erroneous

judgments there is none so fallacious as
that touching old maids. At all points
of the compass she is held in bantering
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ridicule and exposed to the sharpest jests.
The ordinary conception of the old maid
is a spectacled somebody, that drinks tea,
who delights in pet parrots and animals
of the higher order, who wears her hair
in frizzers and the styles of last century,
who is gossipy and pedantic, full of
whims and 'fancies and foolish caprices
that must be catered to, and, above all,
possessed, of a poor opinion of the oppo¬
site sex. In the first place it is quite
evident that many of the old maids are
not such from choice. Not infrequently
we will find women of this order that were

made such by a spirit of sacrifice or in
pursuance of some heroic ideal. In¬
variably, if one takes the trouble to notice,
it will be found that there was a brother
to educate or a mother to support, and
what is more noble than that?

In my humble estimation there are
more heroines among old maids than
among all other classes put together. In
nine cases out of ten it is a spirit of
heroic sacrifice that prompted them to
remain single. One’s life after all is all
one has and giving that for a grand
cause is, to say the least, noble.

Poe has said that the most poetical
thought is the “death of a beautiful
woman,” and when we picture for our¬
selves, on the scaffold, the Maid of
Orleans, Mary Stuart or the fair Marie
Antoinette, we are wont to agree with
him, but if we consider for a moment the
trials and tribulations of a life of sacri¬

fice, the noble motives that will turn a
woman from a life of comfort and pleas¬
ure to the toils and hardships of some
heoric purpose we are apt to doubt Poe’s
statement and see that there is nothing

more beautiful than the voluntary sacri¬
fice and noble vocation of the “old maid.”

* * *

On April fools’ day the Princeton nine
were introduced to a rather embarrass¬

ing surprise. After a fine exhibition in
the first game their batters were treated
to an epidemic of Diplopia. I presume
that was about the greatest “turntable”
since the famous rally in the 17-16 Vir¬
ginia game.

* * *

During the past month Washington
“theatre-goers” received a treat at “The
Law and The Man,” in which the initial
role was played by Wilton Lackaye, an
old Georgetown man. Mr. Lackaye
created quite a sensation on Broadway
in this excellent production of Victor
Hugo. His tour in “The Pit” did not
meet with such favorable appreciation,
but in his late appearance he has certainly
redeemed himself.

* * *

Some semi-barbaric phenom mailed
us a highly unintelligible Phillipic on

“things in general,” which was perused
with much difficulty and, alas, to no pur¬
pose, for the only conclusion we could
arrive at was that the writer was at odds
with human nature, and in a fit of rage

began to “sling ink.” It is always bene¬
ficial to get such diseases out of one’s
system, and we are glad, for his sake.

The funny part of the whole thing is
that the perpetrator headed his epistle
with, “Not for Publication!” Awfully

, considerate of him, wasn’t it?
* * *

The Glee Club did the honors at the
late benefit for the Georgetown Hospital
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on April the sixth. • A few more ex¬
hibitions like that and we will liquidate
the National Debt!

* * *

Interesting it is to find a quiet corner
in one of our modern grill rooms and
view the various types of men who haunt
them. There you will find poor artists,
rhymesters'and literary men. There, too,
you will find eloquent over their cups,

every imaginable phase of the artistic
temperament. How much it reminds ofie
of the Ah'Us Coffee House at Covent
Garden—or is it too far to go back to
Queen Ann's time? Can we picture for
ourselves Dryden reading his latest
essay? Can we substitute the rush of
our modern boulevards for the more sub¬
dued bustle of Russel Street or the quaint
Sedan chairs with their “faire ladies”
for the offensive clamor of our traffic ?

* * *

It is amusing to note how the average

young lady matures, while in that transi¬

tory period universally known as “Sweet
Sixteen.” I am not a connoisseur, but I
have noted a parallelism which appeals
to me, at least, as being very striking. I
refer to the little chicken: the grandiose
manner in which it cavorts about when
it has scarcely broken its shell reminds
me of the antics of our lady of “sweet
sixteen.” She realizes immediately that
she has a sharp tongue (as all the dears
have) and immediately she proceeds to
use it. Sarcasm and irony are her truest
weapons and her Philippics would put
a Cicero to shame. Now such verbosity
is desirable sometimes and in some places,
but never in young ladies. I would refer
them to Shakespeare who chides them
thus:

“Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it
was made

For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.”

D. P. D., Jr., ’o8.
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LAW SCHOOL NOTES.

As sole surviving editor of this publi¬
cation's most important, and in the light
of current events, most exacting depart¬
ment, we needs must endeavor to appre¬
ciate the burden as well as the glory we
bear. Tt falls to our lot to chronicle the
news of Georgetown’s greatest school,
to be the representative of its thought,
the critic of its defects, the exponent of
its achievement. Tt is in no facetious
vein that T say the office is of greater mo¬
ment than has been generally realized,
not only to the present-day students, but
to later generations. This fact was most
forcefully presented recently by a gentle¬
man prominently connected with the
forthcoming history of the University,
who remarked that the Law School notes

of the past were of very little historical
value. We trust that in future the law
editor will live up to his duty in this re¬

spect, as in others, and make this column
truly representative of the life of the
school. Nor is this as easy as might be
at first supposed. The editor-in-chief is

safely ensconced behind an unsigned edi¬
torial, which his trenchant pen has given
birth to, while should we venture beyond
the straight and narrow path our heads
might be belabored, because, forsooth,
we are bold enough to express our senti¬
ments above our own signature. If we
tell what every one knows, nobody will
read our productions; if we don’t, pos¬

terity blames ns; so that between the
blue pencil of the press censor, the bung¬
ling of the printer and the ‘‘knockers" of
the/‘open letter” column and the rest of
the horde of malcontents, it is lucky if
we escape with our life.

The Senior Debating Society redeemed
itself, in a measure, on the occasion of
the Second Term Public Debate, between
the two societies of the Law School by
winning the decision of the judges. The
debate was held at Gaston Hall on Sat¬

urday evening, March 23rd. The ques¬
tion debated was:

“Resolved. That the United States
should restrict the immigration of Japan-
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ese into American territory as the immi¬
gration of the Chinese is now restricted.”

The newly elected President of the
Senior Society, Ignatius Cuttle, ’07, pre¬
sided. The speakers for the affirmative
were William A. Crawford, ’07, D. C.,
and Frank P. Jenal, ’07, Neb., both of the
Senior Society.

The Junior Society supported the nega¬
tive, and was represented by Lambert
fgoe, 08, Til., and Grosvenor M. Jones,
’09, Ohio. Messrs. Jenal and Igoe were
selected as the two best individual de¬
baters, and will take part in final contest
for the one hundred dollar purse offered
by the faculty. The judges for the de¬
bate were: Hon. Ashley M. Gould,
Hon. John W. Yerkes and Mr. James S.
Easby-Smith.

At the conclusion of the debate, and
while the judges were arriving at then
decisions, John C. Hanway, ’07, enter¬
tained the audience with songs, and Del-
fin Taranilla, ’07, one of our students
from the Philippines, played some ex¬
cellent music on the violin. Both were

accompanied by Charles C. Dunn, '07.
The debate was a success from every

standpoint and gives promise of excel¬
lent material for our intercollegiate teams
of next year.

The school is becoming prominent in
other branches, too. As a hat exchange,
for instance, it has the stock exchange
entirely outclassed. Up to the date of
going to press, four derbies, to our
knowledge, had been lost and found. A
number of heads have also been lost.
Mr. Justice Gould, our formerly esteemed
lecturer, was married during the course
of the month to Miss Elizabeth Brewer,

of this city, not that this has anything to
do with our last remark, and Mr. Boyd.
’08. has followed in his footsteps. The
bride was Miss Mabel Halley. The
young couple went south on their wed¬
ding trip and are now living at Bloom-
ingdale. We can not blame Mr. Boyd
so much, because he may have found do¬
mestic relations very difficult to under¬
stand in the abstract, but we truly thought
Judge Gould knew something about the
subject. We will hear of Mr. Baker be¬
ing married next. I think I may repre¬
sent the school in extending our heartiest
felicitations to the new couples.

I have further to announce that the

Second Year Class is to give a dance at
Carroll Institute Hall on Wednesday
evening, April 17th. Beware, boys,
dances are very conducive to heart trou¬
ble, particularly in the gentle time of
spring.

Tt is the general conviction that the
Gonzaga Band and Jim Kelley turned
the tide of defeat into glorious victory in
the second game with Princeton. Cer¬
tain it is that both made enough dis¬
turbance to accomplish that end. Our
thanks are due the band for its generous
service, and we hope that its rousing airs
may be often heard to cheer our boys to
victory.

D. C. Ellis, ’08.

MEDICAL NOTES.

On Saturday, March 2nd, a large num¬
ber of graduates and alumni of the
Georgetown Medical School assembled in
one of the lecture halls in answer to in-
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vitations sent out by the Dean to con¬
sider the advisability of founding a Medi¬
cal Society, to be called the Medical So¬
ciety of Georgetown University. The
purpose and scope of the proposed so¬
ciety were discussed at length by men
whom our College looks upon with pride.
Dr. Percy Hickling acted as temporary
chairman, and appointed a committee on

ways and means to deliberate upon the
suggestions offered in the meeting and
asked the said committee to report its
recommendations at the next meeting, to
be held on the first Saturday in April.

A feature of importance to the student
body is the proposal to admit Seniors
as social members. Dr. Vaughan ex¬

pressed himself very much in favor of
admitting the Seniors, claiming that
much benefit might be derived from such
a society, where teacher could meet pupil
in a social way and where pleasure would
be combined with the acquisition of
knowledge. It is to be hoped that the
committee will report favorably at the
next meeting and that the society will be
established. We are convinced that a so¬

ciety of the scope and purpose of the pro¬

posed Medical Society of Georgetown
University will do a great deal toward
strengthening and reviving college spirit
and promoting good-fellowship among
the many graduates of our illustrious
College. We hope that it shall be oui
privilege to announce the fact in our next
issue that the society has actually been
organized.

Dermatology does not seem such a
difficult study, now that we all know that
we passed in the examination. We all

heaved a long sigh of relief when we
heard the news as it means one milestone
more passed on the road to graduation.

Dr. Rosenau completed his course of
lectures on tropical diseases. The class
enjoyed his lectures very much, and on
the completion of his course saluted him
with a vigorous Hoya.

We are glad to see our Professor of
Practice in our midst again.

At a later date than when the above
was written it would appear that the next
meeting of the founders of the proposed
Alumni Society of the Medical School
will see the birth of the society and will
be the means of reuniting many George¬
town graduates who have the best in¬
terests of the Medical School at heart.

It is confidently asserted that the so¬

ciety will promote sociability and good-
fellowship, as well as knowledge, and
The Journal would like to emphasize
this feature and impress it upon its rea¬
ders.

What we had been expecting for some
time occurred last month, when Dr.
White, the Superintendent of the Gov¬
ernment Hospital for the Insane and Pro¬
fessor of Nervous and Mental Diseases at

our Medical School, was called to New
York to testify as an expert witness in a
trial which has held public attention for
some time.

The balmy weather we are having at
present writing makes it very hard to
grind as one ought to, and in spite of all
our good resolutions the work keeps pil¬
ing up on us.
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Did it ever occur to any of our readers
how fortunate the Medical student of to¬

day is? All that is required of him is
that he take up the prescribed course of
studies covering a period of four years,
and upon passing satisfactory examina¬
tion he receives his diploma. Just stop
and think a moment what the Medical
student in the year 1950 will have to face.
We shudder to think of it. Reflections
like the above make us feel thankful that

we are living in the present age and cause
us to take up our books with renewed
vigor and ambition.

The course in Operative Surgery is
nearly completed, and we wish to thank
Dr. D'Arcy Magee for the patience and
courtesy which he manifested toward the
members of the Senior Class under his
instruction.

The Freshmen are now wading through
Organic Chemistry, and ethers and alde¬
hydes are familiar terms to them. They
have our sympathy, for well do we re¬
member the time when the closed-chain
series caused us to wrinkle our brow and

get busy with note-book and pencil.
A casual observer commented on the

absence of the usual St. Patrick’s Day
celebration among some of the leading
members of the Senior Class. No doubt

they were too busy devoting themselves
to their books to take notice of the ap¬
proach of the day.

The Juniors are plodding along slowly
but surely and give great promise of be¬
ing rounded into an examplary Senior
Class next year. Even now the wise ex¬

pression which all Seniors wear naturally
is becoming noticeable among them.

We are glad to see that a member of
the Senior Class succeeded in extricating
himself from a rather embarrassing po¬
sition during the past month, and sin¬
cerely hope that no similar unpleasant
circumstances will arise to cause a dis¬
cord in the harmony so necessary between
faculty and students during the rest of
thisAerm.

Before going to print we wish to ex¬
tend to our readers the compliments of
the season and express the hope that
each and every one may spend a joyous
Eastertide and return to College full of
ginger and ambition to do or die on the
last lap of the course.

Jos. L. Frey, ’07.

COLLEGE NOTES.

The month of March marked the close
of indoor games and the beginning of
outdoor sports. The Glee Club made its
first appearance of the year at the Philo-
nomosian debate, March 25th, and a few
days later Gaston Hall was filled with an

appreciative audience who came to hear
the second Law School debate of the
year. So the windy month was not un¬
eventful in academic and athletic hap¬
penings.

After defeating George Washington
at basket ball in the second game of the
series on February 27th, Georgetown suc¬
cumbed in the final game on March 2nd.
Thus for the first time in the history of
athletics between the two schools a

Georgetown team lost to its local rival.
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On March 6th, the candidates for the
crew, who had been working on the ma¬
chines in the gymnasium since January,
abandoned the rowing room and took
their first spin on the Potomac.

About the middle of the month the
new coaching launch arrived and was

immediately put into commission. The
launch is to be named the “Robert J.
Collier,” after the generous and loyal
donor. It is a very fast boat, thirty and
one-half feet over all, twenty-nine and
one-half feet water line, and five feet and
eight inches beam. It is equipped with
a twenty-five horse power standard auto¬
marine, four cylinder motor, makes six¬
teen knots an hour with ease, and can

comfortably carry fifteen persons.

On March 7th, the Philodemic So1
ciety held its first debate of the month.
The question was, “Resolved, that ad¬
vantages of government ownership of
railroads outweigh its disadvantages.
The affirmative was upheld by Messrs.
T. McCann and J. Stuart, the negative,
by D. McCann and J. Hood. The honors
went to J. Stuart of the affirmative. On
March 21st the Society listened to an ex¬
ceptionally fine discussion of the question,
“Resolved, that the country must look to
College men for political leaders and
statesmen.” Affirmative: Messrs. Mc¬

Kinney and Corcoran ; negative : Messrs.
Carlin and Dolin. V. Corcoran won the
individual honors. After the regular de¬
bate a very spirited controversy arose
between Mr. Dowd on the one side and
Messrs. Smith and Moran on the other.
Mr. Smith, who is captain of the ’Varsity
base-ball team, several times in the ex¬

citement of the moment appealed to the
“Umpire” and spoke of Mr. Dowd as
“a batter” who was in “a hole.” Mr.
Moran grew very sarcastic and charged
Mr. Dowd with indulging in “Editorial
Reveries” and “Pipe Dreams.”

The grand stand on the base-ball field
has been painted blue and grey. The
stand to the left, known to old timers as

the “collar-box” has been stripped of its
roof and by sundry splashes of paint has
been given a youthful appearance. The
road leading to the field and gymnasium
has been bedded with crushed stone, and
a new flight of concrete stept connects
the gymnasium with the field. These im¬
provements are mainly due to the able
administration of Manager Joe Mc¬
Laughlin of the base-ball team.

The reading of Marks for March was
notable, among other things, for a very
long-winded and elaborate essay in de¬
fense of Poe, by Mr. D. Dowd. Long
before Mr. Dowd finished his paper
everyone would have admitted anything
in praise of Poe, if thus they might have
shortened the essay. At the reading of
Marks for April the Sophomore Class
gave a very novel and instructive speci¬
men in general chemistry—subject,
“Combustion.” There were two lecturers
to whom were assigned severally two
experimenters. The first lecturer, Mr.
Hartnett, was somewhat rapid and oc¬

casionally got ahead of his experiments.
The experimenters, Messrs. Montgomery
and Corcoran, wore the mysterious air of
professional magicians. The second
lecturer, Mr. C. Stuart, was slow and dis¬
tinct. He also relieved the awkward
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pauses bv lucid remarks explanatory of
what was going on. His experimenters,
Messrs. Lynch and La Plante, were very
business-like and very thorough. The
audience left Gaston Hall pleased, en¬

lightened and glad that they were out of
danger.

As March went out like a lion there
was little opportunity afforded the base¬
ball men for field practice. This may
account for the poor showing in the
Columbia and Princeton game. The first
game with the Catholic University could
hardly be called a trial of strength. The
second Princeton game was remarkable
for surprises and unbounded enthusiasm.
The Gonzaga Band executed patriotic
airs at dramatic moments. The crowd

sang College songs, and everybody was
happy—Score, Georgetown io, Prince¬
ton 2. The victory over Yale was also
marked by exceeding great joy. But,
alas, the two defeats by Pennsylvania !! ? ?

Easter vacations began at noon on

Wednesday, March 27th, and closed at
6 o’clock on the evening of April 3d.
About one-half the students remained at

the College; the boat crews, the base-ball
squad, the track team and many loyal
rooters. In the mornings the College
eights rowed on the Potomac. Nearly
every afternoon there was a good base¬
ball game, with ideal weather.

Visitors. Archbishop Harty of Manila,
P. I., spent a few days at the College in
the first week of March. Father Bros-

nan, Casten, Taffe and Brosnahan came

from Woodstock for the holidays, also
Mr. Canning from Woodstock and Mr.
Kavanagh from California. Relatives of
students: Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald of
'Troy, parents of E. Fitzgerald, ’09, stroke
on the ’Varsity eight, Mr. Smith of Buf¬
falo, father of H. Smith, ’08, captain of
the base-ball team, Mr. and Mrs. Miller
of Buffalo, parents of E. and G. Miller,
'10, Mr. McLaughlin of Boston, father
of J. McLaughlin, ’08, manager of base
ball. J. McGraw, ex-’o9, and R. Y.
Hayne, ex-’o8, came down from Yale.
Frank Hays, ’06, loomed up from Water-
bury, Conn. The members of the Asso¬
ciation of Catholic Colleges met here on

Wednesday, April 10th.
C. Woods, ’08.
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With the Old Boys
It is a strange occurrence, but one

noted by not a few, that with the coming
of spring and the zephyrs from the South,
the opening of buds and the general
thawing out of Nature, the minds of the
old graduates undergo a similar met¬
amorphosis. From the shortness and
conciseness of their letters in the months
of bleakness, and the frozen and stag¬
nant condition, as it were, of their mem¬

ories, they have become voluble and pro¬
fuse, so that in very truth one might
say their minds were budding and flow¬
ering with Mother Nature.

We have the honor of printing the
following letter from the Reverend Clem¬
ent S. Lancaster, S. J., A. B., ’59:

Editor of Old Boys:
Dear Sir:

It gives me pleasure to comply with
your request of the 20th ultimo regard¬
ing the Class of ’59. As you have under¬
taken the task of writing up a sketch of
the class, I shall merely give at random
the few facts I can still remember—for

you know that was well-nigh half a cen¬
tury ago.

There were nine of us who received the
bachelor’s degree early in July (I think
the sixth), 1859, viz: John P. Marshall,
Md.; Robert F. Lovelace, La.; F. X.
Ward, Md.; Benj. R. Shekells, D. C.,
J. Pye Neale, Md.; Jas. Owen Martin,
La.; J. B. Gardiner, Md.; Peter S. Brand,
La., and myself from the land of Penn.
I was the youngest of the class, some of
the others being four or five years rm
seniors. Shekells and Gardiner came

from Holy Cross, Worcester, for the sen¬
ior year. Of these graduates only one
other besides myself survives, viz., Frank
X. Ward, of Baltimore, but now living
in Philadelphia. We used to call him
“Zeb,” and he figured prominently in the
College plays, perhaps, I should add, in
the College “jug” also, where his memory
received a special course. But he could
answer for himself, I think, were he
asked. “Zeb” was a star at mathematics.
Marshall and Neale were two of our best

Latin scholars. We were blessed with

professors who were eminent in their
day: Father Joseph O’Hagan, in First
Humanities; Father Dan. Lynch, in
Poetry; Fathers George Fenwick and
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O’Callaghan in Rhetoric (the former
died during the year), and the venerable
Father Edward N. Welch, who led ns

through the mazes of Philosophy. The
last named will be remembered by the
present generation of 'l'mc Journal's
readers. It was in our graduation year,
the fall of ’58, that Father John Early
began his first term as President. Frank
X. Ward made the address on behalf of
the students at the time of his inaugura¬
tion. His predecessor was Father Ber¬
nard A. Maguire, who was transferred
to St. Aloysius Church, Washington, to
become its first pastor, and there he re¬
mained until he began his famous career
as a missionary. Maryland and Louis¬
iana were most largely represented in oui
class, and at the beginning of the war in
1861, Marshall, Ward, Gardiner, Brand
and maybe Lovelace put on the soldier’s
uniform. Shekells, of the District, was
our only day scholar, who became a clerk
in Washington, but did not enlist. The
war-like spirit was fostered by a military
company that long since has qeased to
exist. We were proud of our uniform
and looked forward to our parades with
youthful eagerness. I can recall the
warm welcome given us by President
Pierce on the occasion of our visit to the
White House in 1856 and the part we
took in the inauguration of President
Buchanan in 1857. There were on1y two
clergymen from our class, Father Pye
Xeale and myself. The former be¬
came a Jesuit novice almost immediately
after his graduation. I entered the novi¬
tiate in Frederick on December 31, i8F>2,
and was ordained by the Right Rey. Jas.
Roosevelt Bay ley, at W oodstock, in 1876.

There were others in the class previous

to the year of graduation, but they left
on account of sickness. Three of these

graduated in the Class of ’60, viz., James
F. Iloban, of the District; Henry P
Northrop, now Bishop of Charleston, S.
C., was a class-mate in 1856, but grad¬
uated at Mt. Saint Mary’s.

Lovelace was our best debater. In
those days the debating societies were

vigorous and flourishing, the principal
debates were held on Feb. 22nd and Julv
the Fouth, when our future lawyers,
statesmen and pulpit orators gave evi¬
dence of the powers that were in them.
The commencements were something to
be long remembered for one reason, that
they took place in the sultry days of
July.

Athletics always were and always will
be popular with Georgetown students.
Base ball was unknown in our time.
There was the old style of foot ball, at
which I was considered a star. Then
there was town ball, a very harmless kind
of base ball. Hand ball, too, was much
in vogue, even with the faculty. We
were once treated to a match-game be¬
tween Father Robert Brady, afterwards
Provincial, and Father Joseph O’Calla¬
ghan on one side, and Congressman
Breckenridge, who served as Vice-Presi¬
dent with Buchanan, and another mem¬

ber of Congress on the other. The Jes¬
uit champions used the powerful under¬
hand Irish stroke, and woe to the man

that got between the ball and the wall.
Admirers of the present magnificent
gymnasium woidd smile, no doubt, if they
could form a fancy picture of our first
gymnasium. It was started in 1856 and
its principal features were the parallel
bars and the swinging rings. On the
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other hand, it would have been impossible
for the “Old Boys” of Georgetown in the
fifties to even imagine the splendid new
Georgetown of the twentieth century;
but with the new splendor remains the
old spirit that will make her even more
dear to her sons throughout the land.
Hoping that this tangled tale may serve

your purpose, I remain,
Faithfully yours,

Clement S. Lancaster, S. J

The Journal has received a card an¬

nouncing the engagement of Miss Sara
F. O’Neil and Mr. John H. O’Brien,
A. B., ’04, of fame as an orator and Mer¬
rick Debate winner. No doubt we shall
receive a more extended notice shortly.

The following is quoted from the Buf¬
falo News of February the 24th: “Wil¬
liam B. Hoyt and Maurice C. Spratt,
A. B., ’88, two of the best-known attor¬
neys in this part of the country, yesterday
formally announced the formation of the
new law firm of Hoyt and Spratt.

The new firm occupies one-half of the
entire tenth floor of the D. S. Morbari

building, for in addition to Mr. Hoyt
and Mr. Spratt, there is an*extensive
office force so organized as to attend
most efficiently and throughly to even-
detail of the firm’s great business.

The Rev. John W. H. Corbett, A. M.,
’99, is the assistant pastor at the Church
of the Sacred Heart at West Roxburv,
Mass. Father Corbett took his A. B. at

Fordham, and after studying two years
of Philosophy at Georgetown went to the
American College at Rome. Later he
took the degree of Licentiate of Theology

at the Catholic University of America
and was soon after ordained.

Mr. Frederick Van Dyne, LL. B., ’90,
LL. M., ’91, who was former assistant
solicitor of the State Department, is. now
Consul at Kingston, Jamaica.

Mr. Charles H. Vcrrill, LL. B., '90,
LL. M., ’91, is the Statistician for the
National Savings, Safe Deposit and
Trust Company.

Mr. Stuart Aloysius Tschiffely is head
prescription clerk at Evans Pharmacy,
in the District. Mr. Tschiffely, upon

graduation, went South to superintend,
the Milner Coal and Railroad Company.
Later on he came to Washington, passed
the District Pharmacist’s examination
and has been very successful.

Mr. John Maxwell Murphy, A. B., ’02,
is managing a coal mine for his father
in Wyoming.

Mr. George Francis Harbin, A. B., ’02,
is a superintendent of the Westinghouse
works at Pittsburg.

We have the following letter from Mr.
William Vincent Marmion, A. M.j ’83:

Editor of Old Boys:
Dear Sir :

Your letter of recent date requesting
from me an autobiographical letter, upon
which to frame an article in The Jour¬
nal, came duly at hand when I was

quite ill. Hence the delay in replying.
The degree of A. M. was conferred upon
me by the faculty of Georgetown Col¬
lege in June, 1883—I think. I was told
by Father Cowardin that it was given in
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course and not an honorary degree; at
least, such is my recollection. I have
always kept up my reading of the classics
and it may have been on that account. I
was graduated from Alt. St. Mary's Col¬
lege and later on from the University of
Pennsylvania.

Regretting the delay in replying, I am
very truly vours,

W. V. Marmion.

Dr. Richard Francis Tobin, M. D., ’05.
is an attendant physician at the Wash¬
ington Asylum Hospital.

Mr. Leonard H. Mattingly, LL. B., ’91,
LI. M., ’92, is an expert accountant in
the office of the Comptroller of the Treas¬
ury.

Mr. Robert S. McCall, LL. B., '89,
LL. AL, ’90, is a special examiner at the
United States Pension Bureau, in New¬
ark. New Jersey.

Mr. Edward H. Fitzgerald, A. M., ’50,
is Captain of the 22nd Infantry, now sta¬
tioned at AJanila, Phillipine Islands.

We have the following letter from Mr.
William Alosby Williams, LL. B., ’90,
LL. M., ’91, a most successful lawyer in
the District:

Editor of Old Boys:
Dear Sir:

Yours of the 25th at hand and it gives
me great pleasure to comply with your

request. As I have kept track of nearly
all my class-mates I may, perhaps, seem
a little long-winded in describing their
achievements, but as a very dear friend
of mine would say, that is as it may be

Newton Donaldson, as I remember,

was a prize-winner in the Senior year,
and is now practising law in the District,
As is Geo. W. Rea, a prominent patent
attorney, and a prize-winner in the Jun¬
ior year. N. W. Barksdale and Andrew
Wilson are partners and likewise prac¬

tising in the District. Herbert A. Peck
is another prosperous lawyer here, as is
Simeon Lyon. Creed M. Fulton is a
member of the firm of Lackaye, Fulton
and Cox, and is said to be a reproduction
in facial characteristics of William Jen¬
nings Bryan. Air. Fulton was selected
as an orator by the joint classes to make
the speech delivering the picture of Judge
William Merrick to the College.

Air. Johnson is practising law in the
District and Air. Carney is the Assistant
Librarian of the law library at the Su¬
preme Court.

Mr. Breckons is the United States Dis¬
trict Attorney for Hawaii, and previously
practised in Wyoming. He would have
been a prize-winner in the Junior Class,
but lost it on account of sickness and

absence. Nevertheless, his record was

so high that a special prize was given to
him.

Charles Wrightsman is practising law
in Oklahoma Territory, and has an enor¬
mous practise. He has been territorial
.Senator and has the finest library in the
territory.

Chas. Galanty is practising law in
Pittsburg and is very successful. He
owns the law book business in this city
under the name of Burns and Company.

This is the sum total of my knowledge
concerning my class-mates. In regard
to myself, I was in the real estate business
until 1893 and have been practising eve:
since.

!
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I was treasurer of the graduating
class, and, by the way, all graduating
classes in those days paid their own ex¬

penses, the theatre and so forth. Gaston
Hall was not in existence. I have been
Financial Secretary of the Virginia
Democratic Association, and was a dele¬
gate to several conventions. Am Treas¬
urer of the East Washington Citizens’
Association, and chairman of committee
of Bar Association of the District to pre¬

pare a new edition of rules of court.
1 hope this will be of some use to you.

Yours sincerely,
W. M. Williams

'Many Old Boys will be grieved to hear
of the death in Alexandria, Egypt, of
Rev. Alphonse Dufour, S. J. While Pro¬
fessor at Georgetown he published a
French grammar and reader for the use
of the students. The rector of the Col¬

lege in Alexandria writes: “Father Du¬
four was about to sail for France, but be¬
ing somewhat weak he was obliged to
stay a few days more in Egypt. This
delay was fortunate, for had he sailed at
the time appointed lie would have died
among strangers. He was taken ill on

July 29th and died the following evening
at 9 o’clock. His death was peaceful and
happy. He loved, to speak of America.
He had the opportunity, which he eagerly
used, of preaching every Sunday to the
English Catholic soldiers.”

The papers last month announced the
death in Pensacola,. Fla., of Atilla F.

Mallory, an Old Boy of the seventies and
a brother of Senator Mallory.

Dr. Charles P. Neill, A. B., ’91, Labor
Commissioner, was instrumental m set

tling the great railroad strike in the West,
for which he was commended and
thanked by the President. Dr. Neill has
lately been appointed on a commission to
examine labor conditions throughout
Europe.

Charles PI. A. Esling, ’89, of Phila¬
delphia, died at Stuttgart, Germany, on
Friday, Feb. 1st, 1907. The Editor of
American Catholic Historical Researches

says:

Doctor Esling, who was a noted author
and traveler, was born in Philadelphia in
18451 He was graduated from George¬
town University and later from the Law
Department of the University of Penn¬
sylvania. At the golden jubilee of Pius
IX he represented the Archbishop of
Baltimore and the Catholic laity of the
United States. He was a member of

many organizations, among them being
the Pennsylvania Plistorical Society, the
American Catholic Historical Society, of
which he was a founder, etc., etc. He
was a descendant of Catholics who came

to Philadelphia about one hundred and
seventy-five years ago. All the descend¬
ants, as far as my investigations have
gone, have kept the faith—a remarkable
record. The Esling and Wilcox families,
I believe, are the only old-time families
to have done so.
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Exchanges and College World

[Tere are some of the entertaining and
instructive things noted by the ex-man
in last month’s exchanges:

The Amherst Literary Monthly is
wholly literary, full of pleasant literary
novelties and surprises, from the “Comic
Tragedy” to the short sketch in the
"Window Seat.” There is, however, about
this purely literary magazine an imper¬
sonal air or a remoteness from College
life which is unattractive, we think, to
many College readers.

The North Carolina University Maga¬
zine is, if we may say it without offense,
undergoing an awakening. It has added
a new and interesting College column.
"Things Talked About.” The exchange
editor writes entertaining English. To
judge from his introductory remarks he
must have been conscientious in looking
through his exchanges. The historical
article on the visit of President Polk to

North Carolina University, his Alma

Mater, in 1847, 1S interesting reading for
anyone.

The Columbia Monthly has few articles,
but they are choice and novel. For a
certain hitherto unrecorded characteristic
of Matthew Arnold, read “The Bashful
Lover.” For a skilfully quaint reproduc¬
tion of medieval life, read “The Passing
of the Veil.”

The Mount Holyoke, excellent in
everything else, is nnpardonably exclusive
in its exchange column. It never notices
us.

The Middies will in all probability be
represented in the annual Poughkeepsie
regatta, to he held this year on June 26.
It is to be hoped the authorities will give
the necessary permission, as the Middies
are deserving of it. The sentiment this
year is much stronger for this than ever
before, and all the officers look with favor
upon the proposition.
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In a recent intercollegiate debate on
an important question, Princeton, who up¬
held the affirmative, received the decision.
A few weeks after, the same debating
team upheld the negative side of the
same question, and again received the
decision. Credit for this showing is
given to their new system of teaching,
which is an old story to us.

According to statistics recently gather¬
ed, the average Yale student who works
his way through school gets along on
about two hundred and ninety dollars.
‘‘Now, of course we don’t know, but we
can guess.”

The fact that a certain Harvard player
said he would not return to Harvard if

intercollegiate sports were abandoned,
because he had received as much educa¬
tional value from them as from academic

pursuits, seems to have had the desired
effect, as Harvard has decided not to

abolish intercollegiate sports. Sad, if
'true.

Cornell celebrates the birth of Ezra
Cornell, founder of the University, on

April 26 and April 27. At that time
several new buildings will be dedicated.

Columbia has ordered a new set of

English oars, three inches longer than
the American oars, and somewhat nar¬

rower. The crew men at Columbia take
a two-mile run every day. The track men
at the same place are coached from an
automobile. We reserve our opinion till
June.

C. S. Titus has been secured as rowing
coach at Princeton. According to pres¬
ent plans Princeton will not compete in

rowing circles until 1911. Better late
than never.

“The Cornell Civil Engineer,'’ a new

magazine organized by undergraduates
of the Department of Civil Engineering
at Cornell, made its first appearance

Friday. The success of the venture is
assured as there are already 1,200 sub¬
scribers to the magazine.

“The Shame of the Indiana Colleges,”
now appearing in the Wabash is exceed¬
ingly interesting. In the last number
DePauw passes through the ordeal and
is told her faults and shortcomings.

The New York State legislature re¬
cently passed a bill, by the passage of
which Greek letter societies are to be ex¬

empted from taxation on their property.

Hamilton Hall, the newest and largest
of the Columbia University buildings,
erected at a cost of $500,000, was form¬
ally opened recently. The hall has ac¬
commodations for 2,600 students and is
to be for the College department of the
University. The name of the giver will
not be made public until after his death.
The hall was named after Alexander
Hamilton, an alumnus of Columbia.

Nebraska has a new $15,000 fire-proof
museum. All four floors will be occupied
by the exhibits of the university museum.

The trustees of the University of Penn¬
sylvania have approved the recommenda¬
tions of the medical council to raise the
requirements for admission to the medi¬
cal school. The adoption of this plan
means that beginning in 1908, and reach¬
ing the maximum in 1910, the authorities
will require two years of collegiate train¬
ing in addition to a certain amount of
biology, chemistry, and physics for ad¬
mission to the freshman class of this de¬

partment. The reason for this change
is the need of more thorough medical
knowledge at present. T. F. Boypiv, ’09.
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March 28—Georgetown, 4; Columbia,
6.

The opening game of the season was
lost to Columbia, because of our inability
to properly hit the ball. The fielding at
times was a trifle ragged, and the pitch¬
ing rather erratic. All this, however, can
be explained by the fact that this was.
really our first game, and the showing
thus considered was quite satisfactory.
Columbia put up a good article of ball,
although it did blow up once in awhile.
Columbia was the first to score. In the
second inning, with two down, Zimber
got hit, stole second, went to third on
a hit, and scored on an infield hit. George¬
town evened up in the fourth. Simon'
hit over second and was advanced by
Byrnes’ sacrifice. Courtney .failed to
connect, but Galvin hit to right field and
Simon scored. In the next inning a

couple of errors, a hit by a pitched ball,

and one real hit were g'ood for three runs
for Columbia. Cantwell then relieved

Montgomery. Cantwell, the first man

up in the eighth, laid down a bunt, and
beat it to first. Devlin laid down another
and so did those who followed him. This
resulted in three runs for us and tied the
score. Columbia came right back in the
ninth, and a couple of hits and a fielder's
choice gave them two runs and the game.

Score:
Georgetown. AB H O A E

Devlin. 2b 5 0 2 4 1

Scheller, ss .... 4 0 1 1 0

H. Smith, 3b .... 3 1 0 2 1

Simon, cf .... 4 1 0 0 0

Bvrnes, ib .... 2 1 10 1 0

Courtney, If . . . . 4 0 1 0 0

Galvin, rf .... 4 1 0 0 0

Mucld, c .... 4 1 11 1 0

Montgomery, p. . . • ....
1 0 1 0 1

Cantwell, p .... 1 1 1 1 0

Totals .... 32 6 27 10 3
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Columbia AB H O A E
Schaefer, If \ 2 1 o. o
Hayes, ss 5 o 1 o o
Young, c 4 1 4 2 o
Tonking, rf 5 o 3 o o
Miltenberger, ib 4 1 9 o 2
O'Connell, cf 5 1 1 o o
Zimber, 3b 3 o 2 2 o
C. Smith, c 1 1 6 o o
Lee, p 2 1 o 5 2

Totals 33 7 27 9 4

Columbia 01003000 2—6
Georgetown 00010003 0—4

Runs scored—Schaefer, Young, Tonk¬
ing (2), Miltenberger, Zimber, Devlin,
Scheller, Simon and Cantwell. Earned
runs—Columbia, 2; Georgetown, 1. First
base by errors—Columbia, 2; George¬
town, 2. Left on bases—Columbia, ’9 ,

Georgetown, 5. First base on balls—Off
Lee, 1 ; off Montgomery, i ; off Cantwell,
2. Innings pitched—By Montgomery, 5 ;
by Cantwell, 4. Hits made—Off Mont¬
gomery, 5 ; off Cantwell, 2. Struck out—
By Lee, 3; by Montgomery, 4; by Cant¬
well, 5. Two-base hit—Byrnes. Sacri¬
fice hits—Shaefer, Smith, Byrnes and
Cantwell. Stolen bases—Tonking (2),
Miltenberger, Zimber and Mudd. Hit bv
pitcher—By Montgomery, 1 ; by Cant¬
well, 1; by Lee, 1. Wild pitch—Mont
gomery. Umpire—Mr. Betts. Time of
game—1 hour and 55 minutes.

March 30—Georgetown, o; Princeton,
*5-

As to this, the first game with Prince¬
ton, we can offer no explanation. Prince¬
ton hit everything and fielded everything,
and that is just what Georgetown did not
do. Cantwell started the game and was
all right for two innings, and then things
started. Princeton got three in this in¬
ning and four in the next. Devine then
relieved Cantwell, but fared no better.

Georgetown worked two double plays;
the first by Scheller, unassisted, and the
other by Maloney and Burns. Heininger,
the Princeton pitcher, had speed, curves,
and everything, giving but four bases on
balls, and striking out thirteen. Of the
hits secured by Princeton, nine were se¬
cured off Devine and nine off Cantwell.

Score:

Georgetown. AB H O A E
Devine, 2b.. . .

.... 3 0 1 6 1

Scheller, ss. . . .
.... 3 1 5 1 1

Smith, 3b . . . . 3 2 1 1 1

Simon, cf . . . . 4 0 1 0 0

Bvrnes, ib . . . . 3 0 12 0 0

Courtney, If. . . .... 3 0 3 0 1

Galvin, rf , . . . 1 0 0 0 0

Schlaflv, rf. . . . . . . . 3 0 0 0 0

Mudd, c . . . . 2 0 3 0 1

Malonev, c. . . . . . . . 2 1 1 3 0

Cantwell, p. . . . . . . . 1 0 0 4 0

Devine, p . . . . 1 0 0 2 1

Totals . . . .2Q 4 27 17 6

Princeton. AB H O A E
Newcomb, cf. . , .. . 6 2 1 0 0

Vaughan, ss. . . .... 5 3 0 0 0

Harlan, If • • ■ • 5 2 1 0 0

Worcester, rf. . .... 3 2 0 0 0

McLean, ib.... . ... 5 2 8 1 2

Sides, 3b . ... 2 I 2 0 0

Fish, 3b . ... 2 1 1 0 0

Throckmorton, 2b. . . .. . 5 1 0 2 0

Coonev. c .... 5 2 14 2 0

Heininger, p. . . .... 5 2 0 4 0

Totals ....43 18 27 9 2

Georgetown .. . 0 0 000 0 c» 0 0—- 0

Princeton . 0 0 3 4 3 1 1 0 3— 15

Runs scored—Newcomb (2), Vaughan
(2). Harlan (2), Worcester, McLean,
Sides, Throckmorton, Cooney (2), Hein¬
inger (3). Earned runs—Princeton, 9.
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First base by errors—Princeton, 2;
Georgetown, 2. Left on bases—Prince¬
ton, 7; Georgetown, 8. First base
on balls—Off Heininger, 4; off Cant¬
well. 2; off Devine, 1. Innings
piched—By Cantwell, 4; by Devine,
5. Hits made—Off Cantwell, 9; off
Devine, 9. Struck out—By Heinin-
ger, 13; by Cantwell, 1; by Devine, 1.
Home run--Heininger. Two-base hits—
McLean, Heininger, Vaughan. Sacrifice
hits—Vaughan, Worcester. Stolen bases
—Smith (2), Byrnes, Courtney, Devine,
Harlan (2), Worcester, Sides. Double
plays—Scheller unassisted ; Maloney to
Bvrnes; Heininger to Cooney to Mc¬
Lean. Wild pitch—Devine. Umpire—
Mr. Betts. Time of game—1 hour 50
minutes.

April 1—Georgetown, 10; Princeton, 2,
Georgetown came right back at Prince¬

ton in this, the second game, and played
ball all the time. Princeton never had a

chance. Montgomery was selected to do
the pitching, and to say that he had the
Princeton team guessing would he put¬
ting it mildly. Maloney was assigned as
catcher and he supported Joe in fine style.
The infielders worked together as never
before and took care of many a would-be
hit. The outfield did work no less bril¬
liant than that of the infield, and against
such a team Princeton could not hope for
victory. Georgetown started by getting
two in the second, and Princeton evened

up in the third. Then in the fifth, George¬
town went after Princeton and tallied six
runs. Clark was then substituted for
Drew but fared little better, two more

runs being secured in the sixth. Mont¬
gomery allowed but six hits, and three
of these were of the scratchy order.

Score:

Georgetown. AB IT O A E
Devlin, 2b 5 0 1 4 0

Scheller, ss 2 0 3 0

Smith, 3b 3 1 1 2 3
Simon, cf 2 2 0 0

Byrnes, ib 0 13 2 0

Courtnev, If 3 2 1 0 0

Duggan, rf 4 1 3 0 0

Maloney, c 4 2 4 1 0

Montgomery, p.. . . , 0 2 2 0

Totals . ...32 10 27 14 3

Princeton. AB IT O A E
Newcomb, cf . . . . 4 0 1 0 0

Vaughan, ss . . . . 4 1 1 2 0

Harlan, If . . . . 4 1 0 0 0

Worcester, rf . . . . 3 1 1 0 2

McLean, ib .... 4 1 10 0 0

Throckmorton, 2b. . . . . . 4 1 2 2 0

Fish, 3b . . . . 4 0 0 0 2

Coonev, c . . . . 4 0 8 3 0

Drew, p . . . . 2 1 0 2 0

Clark, p . . . . 2 0 0 0 0

Totals ••••35 6* 23 9 4

* Courtney out; hit by hatted hall.

Georgetown ... 02006200 x—10
Princeton 00200000 o— 2

Runs, scored—By Scheller (2), Smith,
Simon (2), Byrnes, Courtney, Duggan
Montgomery, Maloney, Vaughan, and
Harlan. Earned runs—Georgetown, 5.
First base by errors—Georgetown, 2;
Princeton, 3. Left on bases—George¬
town, 4 ; Princeton, 6. First base on halls
—Off Drew, 2; off Clark, 2. Innings
pitched—By Drew, 5 ; by Clark, 3. Hits
made—Off Drew, 8; off Clark, 2. Struck
out—By Montgomery, 2; by Drew, 5;
by Clark, 3. Two-base hits—Devlin.
Simon, Vaughan, and Worcester. Sac¬
rifice hits—Newcomb, Fish, and Smith.
Stolen bases—Byrnes, Courtney, and
Vaughan. Double play—Drew to Cooney
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to McLean. Hit by pitcher—By Mont¬
gomery, i. Wild pitches—Clark, 2.
Balk—Drew. Umpire—Mr. Betts. Time
of game—2 hours.

April 2—Georgetown, 2; Yale, 1.
In one of the most exciting games ever

played on Georgetown Field, Yale was
defeated by a score of two to one. Each
team played ball every minute of the
game, and the game was full of snap and
action. Nine of Yale’s put-outs were
handled by two of their outfielders, while
of Georgetown’s twenty-seven put-outs,
twenty-five were taken care of by Ma¬
loney and Byrnes. Cantwell was in grand
form, had everything and used it to ad ¬

vantage. He was ably supported by Ma¬
loney, who was in the game every min¬
ute, and took care of all that came his
way. Georgetown’s first score came
in the second. With one down, Court¬
ney singled, stole second and scored on
Maloney’s hit to left field. In the seventh
Simon hit to deep right center, the ball
got away from Chapin and on a wild
throw in Simon scored, winning the
game. Yale had scored in this inning.
Kinney singled to left, was sacrificed to
second, and scored on a hit to Madden.

Score:

Georgetown. AB H O A E
Devlin, 2b 4 0 0 6 0

Scheller, ss 4 0 0 2 1

Smith, 3b 3 1 0 0 0

Simon, cf 3 2 0 0 0

Bvrnes, ib 3 1 16 1 0

Courtnev, If 2 1 1 0 0

Duggan, rf 3 1 0 0 0

Maloney, c 3 1 9 0 0

Cantwell, p 3 1 1 7 0

Totals 28 8 27 16 1

T. Tones, 3 0 3
Clifford, cf 4 o 6
Kinney, 4 1 1
Chapin, rf 3 0 0
Camp, 2b 4 0 3
Madden, If 3 o 3
H. Jones, ib 3 0 7
Church, 3b 3 2 0
Meyer, p 2 o 1

A E
4 1
o 1

2 1

o o

2 r

o 0

o 0

1 0

1 o

Totals 29 3 24 10 4

Georgetown o 1 0000 1 o x—2
Yale 000000 1 o o—1

Runs scored—Simon, Courtney, Kin¬
ney. First base by error—Yale. Left on
bases—Georgetown, 3 ; Yale, 3. First
base on balls—Off Meyer, 1. Struck
out—By Cantwell, 9; by Meyer, 2. Two-
base hit—Smith. Sacrifice hit—Smith.
Stolen bases—Courtney, Kinney, Church
(2). Hit by pitcher—Cantwell, 1. Um¬
pire—Mr. Betts. Time of game—1 horn
20 minutes:

April 3—Georgetown, 4; Syracuse, 1.

Timely hitting by Georgetown and De-
vine’s superb pitching won this game.
This was the first real opportunity Devine
has had to start a game and he proved
himself to be an excellent pitcher. While
Syracuse got more hits than did George¬
town, they were so widely scattered that
they resulted in no runs. Devine is a

left-hander, with speed and good curves,
and struck out ten of the Syracuse play¬
ers and gave only three bases on balls.
Several times Syracuse came dangerously
near scoring, but Devine always suc¬
ceeded in getting out of the difficulty.
The fielding of each team was about on
a par, and it was Georgetown’s timely
hitting which won the game. Syracuse
was the first to score. A long hit by
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Thayer to center got away from Simon,
and Van Arnan, who was on first, scored.
Georgetown came right back in the same
inning with one run, a home run by
Byrnes. In the next inning Devlin got
a base on balls, stole second and scored
on a hit by Scheller. In the sixth
Georgetown got two more. With one

down, Byrnes doubled, and Courtney
scored him by a single, Courtney taking
second by the throw-in, and third on
Mack’s balk. Duggan flied to deep right
and Courtney beat the ball to the plate.

Score:

Georgetown. AB H O A E
Devlin, 2b 2 1 1 3 0

Scheller, ss 3 0 2 4 0

Smith, 3b 4 0 1 0 0

Simon, cf 4 0 1 0 1

Byrnes, ib
Courtney, If

4 2 9 0 0

3 1 0 0 1

Duggan, rf 3 0 1 0 0

Mudd, c 3 0 12 1 1

Devine, p 3 0 0 3 0

Totals 29 4 27 10 3

Syracuse. AB H O A E
Ryan, ss 4 1 2 3 1
Walker, 2b 4 o o 1 o
Mack, p 2 o o 3 oVan Arnan, ib 4 o 8 o 1
Dollard, ib o o o o o

Thayer, rf 4 1 2 o o
Morrissey, If 3 1 3 o o
Sullivan, c 4 1 7 o 1
Truax, cf .4 1 2 o o
Raaflaub, 3b 4 1 o 1 1

Totals 33 6 24 8 4

Georgetown 000 1 1 200 x—4
Syracuse 000 1 0000 o—1

Runs scored—Byrnes (2), Devlin,
Courtney, and Van Arnan. Earned runs

—Georgetown, 3. First base by errors—
Georgetown, 2; Syracuse, 2. Left on
bases—Georgetown, 3 ; Syracuse, 5. First
base on balls—Off Devine, 3; off Mack,
2. Struck out—By Devine, 10; by
Mack, 6. Home run—Byrnes. Three-
base hit—Devlin. Two-base hit—Byrnes.
Sacrifice hit—Scheller. Stolen bases—■
Devlin, Courtney, Morrissey and Truax.
Double play—Devlin to Scheller to
Byrnes. Balk—Mack. Umpire—Mr.
Betts. Time of game—1 hour and 46
minutes. T. F. Boyle;, ’09.

t
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FINANCIAL REPORT—FIELD AND TRACK MANAGER, 1906-1907.

Receipts.
Richmond Meet $ 50.00
Refund by E. O’Gorman. 6.00
Entrance Fees—G. U.

Meet 148.50
Programme Privilege. . . 255.00
Gate Receipts—G. U.

Meet 1,507.00

Total Receipts
Total Expenditures.
Final P>alance

$1,966.50
1 >435 -82

$530.68

Expenditures.
General Expenses:

Stationery, stamps, tele¬
phone, etc $20.26

Wages 24.50
Athletic Supplies 23.06
Printing—Bill from last

season 2.00

Dues to I. C. A. A. A. . 10.00

Expenditures not item¬
ized 8.30 $88.12

Hopkins Meet
Richmond Meet
Federal Games
Georgetown Meet:

33-50
58.65

1.00

A. A. LT. Permit. . . . . . 10 .00 "
Hall Rent •••35° .00

Hall Management. . . . . 23 .70
Printing . . . 29 •5o
Music • • • 39 .00

Advertising ••• 43■ 00

Badges . .. 19.•35
Prizes ...290. 00

()fficials ... 68. 00

Visiting Athletes. . . ••-355- 00

Travel of Mgr ... 10. 00

1)ravage ... 15. 00

Personal Expenses of

Mgr 2. 00 1,254.55

Total Expenditures. $1,435.82

f


