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One dream more in memory’s chest!—
Balm for sterner days.

Thought of thoughts!—with peace I’m blest—
Sweet to-day life’s ways.

When the doubting hour shall come,

And the shadows fall ;

When Love’s lips are stricken dumb—
Heed you, then, my call!

Law, ’09.
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The Celtae.

In the downfall of a nation, or its fail¬
ure to become a dominant race, and its
consequent gradual subjugation and con¬
quest by another, there has always been
one or two fundamental causes lying at
the root of such a decadence. Either
there was a lack of unity, of combined
and harmonious movement under one

leader, or else, owing to physical and
numerical weakness, lack of stamina,
fibre, moral degradation and general in¬
feriority such a race was unable to with¬
stand the onslaughts of one superior in
strength and numbers. Thus, the de¬
struction of the Roman Empire may be
traced to the weakness wrought by the
period of moral corruption following her
assertion of supremacy over the civilized
world; the fall of the Macedonian power,
after the death of Alexander the Great,
to the absence of union and a leader; and
in the case of a race most intimately con¬
nected with the foundation of modern

civilization, viz., the Celts, the underlying
cause of their failure to attain a distinc¬
tive position among the nations, may be
traced directly to their lack of unity and
the want of the definite single aim as a
people, and to the fact that within his¬
torical times they have been a collection
of tribes, bound together by a common
stock, but with no spirit of racial patriot-,
ism, with each chieftain a king, and each
king with separate aims and ambitions.
In the words of a distinguished historian,
“they substituted clan for race, pedigree
for patriotism.” Hence their failure to

gain the standing of a nation; but the part

they have played and are playing in mod¬
ern history is one of far more potent in¬
fluence than that of any of the dominant
races, for the Celtic people, the oldest
stock of Western Europe, a race of war¬

riors, poets and saints, might justly be
denominated the humanizing leaven of
modern civilization, intimately infused as

they have been into the various Latin,
Gothic, Frankish, Norman and Teutonic
stocks which from time to time by sheer
force of numbers and leadership super¬

posed themselves upon the older race that
originally dwelt in the pleasant lands be¬
tween the Rhone and the North Sea and
on the islands beyond.

Modern history may be well said to
begin when an ambitious young Pro-
Consul, Caius Julius, sent by the S. P.
Q. R. to carry the Golden Eagles far be¬
yond the Alps, wrote down in his journal
the story of the Conquest of Gaul, and
how the “Celtae,” with all their natural
courage and acuteness of wit, finally
yielded before the march of the discip¬
lined legions who had known no defeat,
whether amid the Alpine snows, the
plains of far Hungary, or the burning
sands of Africa.

Prior to the coming of the Romans,
the history of the Celts is contained in
the Sagas, the narratives of the official
Court Poets, who recounted the valorous
deeds of their feudal lords, and in tradi¬
tions which even to this day have endured
as folk-tales, in Britanny, Wales, Ireland
and Scotland. Much of the traditional
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poetry of later times is the outgrowth of
the seed planted by the early Bards, who
sang of King Arthur, Queen Meave,
Cuchullain the Bold, as of old in the
Seven Cities of Greece the blind Homer

sang of Achilles, the lovely Helen, the
wise Odysseus, and many others who
fought and loved and died when the
world was young.

And indeed, of all the peoples of the
ancient world, the Celts most nearly re¬
sembled the Greeks; resembled them, that
is, in their vivacity of intellect, their spirit
of unrest, their intense love of the beauti¬
ful, their appreciation of the poetry that
exists in waving boughs and rippling
waters, in sky-piercing mountains, and in
the great sea, in the song of the birds,
and the life and death of the flowers, all
of which Greek and Celt alike crystallized
in myth, the folk-tale, and by their poetic
imaginations made the ordinary things of
life, which seem to us so prosaic, to

“suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.”

Like the Greeks the Celts were in these
things, but without the coldness of tem¬
perament which makes the statues and
temples of Greece things of ineffable
beauty, the glorious ideals for all time
of the plastic arts and architecture, but
whose beauty is not warmed with the
blood of life and animation, but rather
the realization of a metaphysical ideal,
illumined indeed by the light of the intel¬
lect, but not vivified by the warmth of the
heart.

The Celts, then, overwhelmed first by
the Romans, then by the hard-pressing
hordes of the North and East, Frank,

Goth and Norman, were doomed on the
Continent to lose their identity as a race.
In Gaul, after the withdrawal of the last
Roman legions, at the fall of the Empire
of the Caesars, the country was for cen¬
turies the prey of fierce barbarian tribes,
until Pepin ana Charlemange wrought
out the Kingdom of France. In what we

now call the British Isles, conditions were
more favorable for the survival of the
Celts than they were on the Continent,
where unprotected by natural boundaries,
they fell an easy prey to many different
invaders. But on the Islands, they had
at least the protection afforded by the
insular character of their country, which
rendered invasions less frequent.

The departure of the Romans left the
larger island, Britain, in the South, in¬
habited by the Britons, who were of a
Celtic race, allied to the Britons of North¬
western France, in the North by a people
of older Celtic stock, who called them¬
selves the Crnithne, and whom the Ro¬
mans, on account of their custom of wear¬

ing war-paint, dubbed the “Piets,” or
Painted People; while “Eirinn,” or Ire¬
land, was the seat of a high degree of
civilization, the highest, in fact, to be
found outside the sphere of Roman in¬
fluence. Arts and letters were held in

high esteem, and poetry and music were
cultivated extensively. The people were
of magnificent physical stature, war-like
and fearless, led into battle by their chief¬
tains and urged on by the fiery inspiration
of the Bards. Apparently, one might
well say, an ideal nation, and one destined
to endure forever with a proud, inde¬
pendent national life. And yet, one may
in turn well ask, why was this virile and
powerful people, racially pure and with
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no stain of degeneracy, destined to fall
later upon such evil days, when all the
glorious civilization of Ireland, with its
array of soldiers, poets, lawgivers, artists,
sages, passed away as a thing that was
not, living only in tradition, which only
of recent years has had the sanction of
history, and the beautiful island itself
destined to pass under the rule of an alien
conquerer, alien laws, government, cus¬
toms and language. The passing of Ire¬
land’s national life is one of the saddest
chapters in the story of the working out
by the peoples of Western Europe of
their destinies, under the Providence
which guides all the affairs of the world,
and in the light of which the philosophy
of historical movements must always be
considered.

Perhaps there may be something of
reason in the theory advanced by some
students of history that the Irish people
never were taught the lesson of self-gov¬
ernment bv the strong hand of the Roman
Empire, whose children most of the pres¬
ent European nations are, shaped in spite
of themselves by the spirit of the Roman
Law, the mightiest instrument of civiliza¬
tion that the world has seen; but on the
other hand, it may be said that in Eng¬
land a strong and permanent nationality
evolved itself out of mixed peoples,
Angle and Norman, who had been sub¬
jected to little or nothing of Roman in¬
fluence, and nearly all vestige of the
Roman occupation had disappeared from
Britain before the landing of Hengist and
Horsa. This would make it appear that
the absence of Roman influence would not
be alone sufficient to account for the dis¬
appearance of Irish national life. How¬
ever, another cause assigned, and a truer

one, is the absence of a real national spirit
among both the Irish and the Scottish
branches of the Celtic race. The clan,
rather than the people as a whole, as has
been noticed, is found to be the unit. In
Scotland, the constant strife of Highlands
with Lowlands, eventually made both
the vassals of the hated Sassenach,
while, in Ireland, it is true, though
the four kingdoms were at one time
united, vet the union was always
of a precarious nature, and constant
jealousies of rival clan-leaders pre¬
vented the establishment of a permanent,
stable kingdom. It was an Irish chief¬
tain himself, Dermod McMurragh, of
Leinster, who presented himself at Henry
the Second’s court and did homage to
him for the dominions from which he had
been driven in one of the endless civil
wars which distracted all Ireland. He, in
very truth, was wiser in his generation
than the children of light, for he returned
with 140 English knights, sixty men-at-
arms, and 400 Welsh archers, slew the
opposing clans, his countrymen, and, as
the record goes, “Seized a head from a
heap of trophies which his men had piled
at his feet, and tore off in savage triumph
its nose and lips with his teeth.” A foul,
black-hearted traitor, if there ever was

one, but still he represents fitly the con¬
dition of the country at the time; tribal
quarreling and confusion, with every
Irishman aiming to be a Caesar among
his own people. Plainly, therefore, we
see one very good reason for the fall of
the Irish as a nation—lack of union, lack
of a common chieftain, lack of a solid
front to the invader.

In the plans of Providence, then, what
was the part destined to be played by the
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Celtic race, which was permitted in Erin
to flower into such a civilization, and after
reaching such a point of national develop¬
ment, was to be dashed down into the
blackest darkness of a captivity more ter¬
rible than that suffered by the Chosen
People of old at the hands of Egyptian
and Babylonian, and all but threatened
with racial extinction. Evidently the
Irish race was not destined to be a ruling
nation, but this they are and have been,
the pith and life of other nations, a syno¬

nym for all that is brilliant, brave, acute
and manly, and above all, they have been
Catholic gentlemen. One of the most
melancholy facts history has to record is
that the ability residing so abundantly in
the Celtic race has not been permitted to
be used to the advantage and uplifting of
the Irish people, but has been expended
for the betterment and advancement of

nearly every other civilized nation other
than Ireland. There has been hardly a
nation that has reached any eminence in
which at some time or other in its history
a Celt has not taken a prominent part in
one branch or other of its national organ¬
ization ; there has been hardly an army in
Europe which does not treasure among
its highest traditions the memory of Irish
soldiers who fought gallantly and well
under its flag in times gone by, this since
the time when the first Irishman went to

Constantinople to join the Varangian
Guard of the Greek Emperors. In the
Seventeenth and Eighteenth Centuries
especially, Irish regiments were to be
found in the service of Spain, France,
Russia and the Empire, and the names of
O’Donnell, O’Reilly, O’Mahoney and Mc¬
Mahon are familiar to the student of

military history of that time. O’Donnell

is still the family name of one of the
noblest ducal houses of Spain, while the
family name of McMahon reappears in
France in 1871 in the person of the illus¬
trious soldier who was chosen the first
President of the present French Republic,
and whose ancestors had been soldiers of
France for more than two centuries.

In fact, there are many examples of
this sort, many cases of Irish valor and
wisdom in the service of other nations,
and within the last hundred years there
has been no nation that has profited more
than Great Britain, as the names of Wel¬
lesley, Moore, Cardigan, Wolseley and
Roberts are sufficient to show. As for
the part played by the Irish in the de¬
velopment of our own country, it is need¬
less to dwell upon it. Suffice it to say
that the men of Celtic race have led and
are leading in every field. They have
been in America as they have been in
other lands, the Jews of Modern Civiliza¬
tion, a civilizing, strengthening, uplifting
and ennobling force, operating to' the
highest good of the nation: and in doing
this -mayhap they are fulfilling the ap¬
pointed destiny of their race.

This, or rather shall we not hope at
some time for a reunited Ireland, for a
renewal of the Irish nation, for the com¬

pletion of the unfinished history, which,
if it exists at all, must have in store a
future of glorious light, after the centur¬
ies of gloom, and for the placing of “Eir-
inn” in her rightful place among the na¬
tions, a place to which she is entitled by
the virtues and prowess of her people.

Certain it is that if the opportunity
comes, or is made, the sons of Erin will
not be found wanting.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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THE CYNIC

Your Prefect wakes you in the morn,

What’s the use!

You curse the day that you were born,
What’s the use!

You work like mad from early dawn

Your wages are but endless scorn

Your situation is forlorn,

What’s the use!

You then resolve to be a “flirt,”
What’s the use!

You see a girl who looks “right pert,”
What’s the use!

Your friend the “cop” your head will hurt,
Your plan he’ll try to disconcert
You’ll get all this just for a “skirt,”

What’s the use!

You’ll travel far by land and sea,

What’s the use!

Your friends will say “remember me,”
What’s the use!

You’ll eat the fruit of that same tree

You’ll get like Eve your fate’s decree

You’ll get the same old “six by three,”
What’s the use!

D., ’08.
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“Lorinne of Charente.”

‘Love rules the court, the camp, the
grove.”—Scott,

PROLOGUE.

Expelled! Disgraced for life! He
couldn’t realize it. A few months hence
and he would have been a lieutenant in
the United States Artillery. Now—he
shouldn’t brood over it, it would kill him.
He might have known he’d be caught.
Hadn’t there been a special order given,
expressly for those who intended attend¬
ing the Seminary hop, to the effect that
anyone leaving the grounds would be ex¬
pelled ? The poor fool! He might have
guessed that the sentinels would keep a
stricter watch that night. The over-con¬
fident idiot! Just because he had evaded
them four or five other times, he had
imagined that his capture would be next
to impossible. If he had run the risk to
save someone’s life, there would be some

comfort, but to have disobeyed orders—
to be disgraced for life, simply because
a few foolish school girls had dared him;
tempted him with their kisses. The
mollycoddle.

Thus did Steve Gatins rebuke himself
for his folly. One of the most promising
young artillery officers at West Point, he
was now, a few months before his gradu¬
ation, ordered to leave. True, he was
still young; but in his present state of
mind he could hardly be expected to real¬
ize that there were other pursuits besides
an army life. In fact, being the son of a
soldier—the great Colonel Gatins, he had

been brought up to believe that to be a
Gatins, one must be a soldier.

Fortunately, Steve’s father had died
some eight months ago, comforted on his
death-bed by the dreams of a great Col¬
onel Gatins of the future. At the time,
the friends of the veteran were unani¬
mous in their mourning that God had
brought upon the Colonel the severest of
punishments by depriving him from ever
seeing his son receive a commission in the
United States Army. Like many of God’s
greatest gifts this had come in disguise.

Nor was our young friend’s case as
pitiful as he depicted it; for during the
closing years of his life the father had
amassed quite a fortune, all of which had
been willed to the son.

Later, when Steve walked sorrowfully
from the building to the gate he stopped
to wave a last good-bye to the old place
in which he had spent so many happy
years. He looked up to the heavens;
they were cloudless, yet grayish in the
gathering dusk. He observed the western
hills reddened with the setting sun.
Presently, through the stillness from
accross the campus came the sound of a
well-known tune. “That quartette;” Jim,
Harry, Bob, and he. He wondered if they
missed him. “Yes,” smiling, “they’ve
stopped; the new tenor has struck a false
note.” “There, they’ve started once
more.” “Dearie,” his favorite; they must
be thinking of him. His eyes were grow¬
ing hazy; a lump was forming in hi*
throat. Two large tears crept slowly
down his cheeks. He could stand it no
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longer. He would go away; leave the
country, go to Europe—he always wanted
to visit the old world—then, he would
return in five years, another man. He
turned and walked briskly towards the
station. As he stepped aboard, the soft
strains of the bugle reached his ears and
he tried in vain to suppress a sob.

CHAPTER I.

In the southwestern part of France,
some fifty miles from the city of Ba¬
yonne, is situated the village of Acre.
Having a resident population of scarcely
three thousand inhabitants, it is the ren¬

dezvous of half as many tourists on their
journey to the Pyrenees.

The traveler, though he has been view¬
ing most picturesque scenery on the long
journey from Bayonne, can not help but
pause at the dingy little station, to admire
the panorama—the Pyrenees towering
above the little “ville,” challenging the
world to attempt to harm it; the grey
stone cottages scattered about, with here
and there some large red brick buildings;
the green valley, stretching far to left and
right; the roads with trees lined up on
either side, all present a pleasant picture
to the eye.

Thus it was that Steve Gatins two

weeks go, while gazing upon just this
view, had muttered to himself, “Great!”
“Beautiful!” Then having summoned
one of the dilapidated donkey-carts that
waited around the depot, had asked to
be driven to the best hotel—an antique
structure, accommodating from two to
three hundred persons.

After be had been assigned a room he
had wandered about the beautiful garden

surrounding the hotel. Having found a
comfortable seat under a tree not far from
a fountain, he sat down and, encircled by
the smoke from his cigar, agreed that this
was the ideal place to spend a vacation.

Steve had endeavored not to brood
mournfully over his expulsion from the
Academy, but still to keep it in mind as a
lesson; that it might teach him to observe
all rules hereafter. For Mr. Sims, his
guardian and the senior member of the
law firm of Sims & Smith, upon whom
he had called when he arrived in New

York, had spoken thus to him:
“Steve, I can’t imagine from whom

you inherited that fault of yours, of dis¬
obeying orders; it wasn’t from your
father, I’m sure, for I have never met a
stricter disciplinarian. Perhaps, its that
dare-devil spirit of his to excess which
you have inherited. At any rate, I think
that you are sorry enough, but I advise
you to keep this occurrence before you as
a lesson for the future. But, mind you,

worrying over it will not help matters
and it might prove fatal to you.”

“So I think it best that you go
traveling for a couple of years. Your
father left you a considerable sum of
money,' so you might as well enjoy it.
Who knows but by the time you return
we might come to some agreement with
the officials at the Academy and you will
be reinstated.”

Thanking him most kindly, Steve
had departed and tried to follow out
his friend’s advice. He had met many

pleasant people during the past two weeks
and had been having an enjoyable time.
“Still,” as he said to himself when about
to retire on the fifteenth night since his
arrival, “if I only could meet her I would
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vote Acre the greatest town on earth.
Two weeks in the same hotel with the

‘queen of queens’ and I haven’t met her
yet.”

In truth, it was through no fault of
his, for he had inquired of every one
he knew in the village, if they were ac¬

quainted with the young lady. No one
seemed to know her. While in conver¬

sation with one of the clerks who spoke
a little English, he had ventured to bring
up the subject.

“Who is that peach that just went up¬
stairs ?”

“Peach ? Peach went up-stairs ?” the
clerk had repeated, puzzled.

Steve had smiled.
“I mean that pretty girl that just went

up-stairs.”
“Oh, Mile. Limotier.” Then looking

at the register the clerk had added, “de
Paris.” But after thirty minutes all that
Gatins had been able to find out was

that she had come there about the same

time as he, accompanied by a lady who
seemed rather to be a friend than a rela¬

tive, and an elderly gentleman who the
clerk supposed was her uncle; that they
were probably there for a rest; were ac¬

quainted with a few persons, but encour¬

aged friendship with none. “The young
lady,” the clerk had said, “goes riding by
herself most every afternoon.”

So now as Steve laid in bed his thoughts
were all of her. How beautiful she had
looked that night at dinner. How ele¬
gant, imposing, she had appeared later
when sitting in the ballroom watching the
dancing. How her large, tender, blue
eyes sparkled when she laughed. Once
their eyes had met. A million electric
bolts had shot through his body. But,

he decided that he’d give anything for
another glance into those eyes. “A per¬
fect model of a queen,” thought he, then,
he fell asleep.

The following evening he determined
to take a stroll about the village. As he
walked along he was completely carried
away by the beauty of the surrounding
country. So, when he thought of looking
at his watch, he found, to his amazement,
that he had been out nearly three hours.
It was six o’clock.

Having turned down a side road, on
his way homeward, he was surprised to
see a crowd gathered some hundred yards
away. When he had covered about fifty
yards of the distance to the spot the
throng separated, disclosing a fashionable
young lady seated in a yellow trap, driv¬
ing a very spirited horse.

Evidently, they were endeavoring to
quiet the animal. But they had had little
success for, upon being urged to move,
he sprang up in the air about a yard, then
balked, shied across the road, jumped up

again. One of the peasant men tried to
grab him, upon which the horse became
more frightened, shied to the other side
of the road, and was apparently about to
make a dash for his freedom when Gatins
who had just reached the spot seized the
bridle with his right hand, and patting
the brute with his left, angrily faced the
crowd, exclaiming:

“Beat it you idiots, can’t you see you’re
scaring the animal?”

Of course they did not understand, but
must have judged from the tone of his
voice, his state of mind, for they kept at
a distance.

“Thank you, sir.” Then only did
Stephen recognize the girl in the cart.
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It was she, the “queen.” So she spoke
English, eh? And with, Oh, what a
pretty accent; a very delicate French.

“Don’t mention it,” he muttered. Then
referring to the horse. “He’s quite
frightened; I can’t see how we are going
to get these people away, either.” A
pause. “Suppose I lead him for a few
yards.”

All right,” she agreed.
He walked the beast for twenty yards,

most of the peasants following. The
horse shied all the way.

“Partez,” cried Gatins to the crowd.
Some of the women smiled at his pro¬

nunciation, while most of the men re¬
sented his tone.

“There’s only one way out of it, Miss
Limotier,” he told her, “that’s to let me

try to drive him.”
She reddened a little at his speaking

her name, but answered:
“Very well.”
Moving over to the left seat, she made

room for him. Steve sprang into the
trap and grasped the lines. The horse
balked. The driver touched him with his

whip. He shied. Again he felt the
whip. Then he stood up on his hind legs.
One of the boys jumped up to grab him,
but in trying to keep this one away from
the brute with the whip, Steve accidently
slashed him across the chest. Imme¬

diately a middle-aged man, who was
standing near-by, sprang up on the wheel
with a drawn knife.

“Mr. Gatins!” warned the girl.
But Steve had been on the alert; crying

to the horse to “git-up,” he simulta¬
neously struck the villian squarely on the
forehead with the butt-end of the whip.
The sudden motion of the wheel, together

with the force of the blow, sent the man

staggering to the ground. An angry
howl arose from the bystanders. Steve
again urged the horse to move. This
time the animal responded nobly. Away
they sped, turning to left, then to right.

Only a few of the peasants had con¬
tinued the pursuit after the first quarter
of a mile had been traversed. But these
had started to throw stones, which, how¬
ever, went wide of the mark. A few
more minutes and they were out of sight.
The horse was then slowed down. Not
a word had been spoken during their es¬
cape, but Gatins had been feasting on the
memory of her having unconsciously
called him by name.

“So she took the trouble of finding out
my name, eh?” thought he. “That’s en¬
couraging at any rate.” Then aloud:

“I guess we’re safe enough now.”
“Yes, but I don’t know how I shall

ever thank you for your assistance,” she
answered.

“Thank me? Hardly, since it was I
who got you in the scrape. I’m very
sorry.

“Why, I really enjoyed it,” she said.
“You defended yourself very nobly.”

“Let’s change the subject,” he advised.
Then added: I never imagined you spoke
English. Where did you learn?”
" “Oh, I spent five years in school over

in America when I was a little girl.”
They were by this time in sight of the

hotel, so Gatins suggested that as the
horse was quieted, he might as well get
out of the trap. She insisted, however,
that he remain where he was “unless, of
course, he did not desire to do so.”

Steve assured her that he would be de¬

lighted.

/
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It had grown quite dark and a few
stars had appeared in the heavens when
they arrived at the hotel, where Uncle
Limotier with the lady-friend were anx¬

iously awaiting the arrival of Mile. The
stable boy having held the horse, the ad¬
venturers alighted. A hurried French
dialogue ensued between the two ladies.
The older gentleman interrupting with a

question or two.
Then turning quickly to Steve, Miss

Limotier introduced her uncle, M. Limo¬
tier, and “her best friend, Mile. Mollan.”

“They speak a little English,” she
added.

Gatins bowed to Mile. Mollan, mutter¬
ing “Pleased to meet you.” But upon

reaching out his arm to shake hands with
Monsieur, the girl spied a cut on his
right hand.

“Oh,” she cried, “why didn’t you tell
me. It must be attended to right away.”
Gatins assured her that it was of no con¬

sequence; but then the uncle and Miss
Mollan joined in entreating him to let
the girl bandage it.

“I couldn’t think of putting you to such
bother,” he said to Miss Limotier, “but
1 promise you that I will go up stairs to
my room and attend to it immediately.”

A few minutes after he had arrived
there a page came in with bandages, plas¬
ter, etc., which Mile. Limotier had sent.
They were accompanied by a note from
Monsieur, requesting the honor of Mr.
Gatins’ presence at dinner that night.”

Stephen readily accepted the invitation.
“She’s so different from all the other

girls,” he told himself, as he started down
stairs to join his host.

In another room, in that same hotel,
Miss Mollan was teasing her friend for

standing an unusually long time before
the mirror.

He did not come down stairs, next
morning until ten o’clock. The clerk,
then handed him a note addressed to him
in a female hand. It proved to be from
Miss Limotier, expressing her’s, her
uncle’s and Miss Mollan’s regret at being
obliged to depart without saying “Good
bye.” She thanked him again for his as¬
sistance on the previous afternoon and
hoped that they would meet again.

You can well imagine Steve’s feelings.
Every dream of the future, he had rev¬
elled in throughout the night, was de¬
stroyed.

He could learn nothing of their desti¬
nation, save that the luggage had been
sent to Orthes, clearly demonstrating that
they were not bound for Paris. As to
their sudden departure, the clerk told
him that a. cable had come late on the
preceding night; • that the old man had
shown some agitation, and had given
notice that he would leave early in the
morning.

CHAPTER II.

Somewhere in the central part of Eu¬
rope are situated two small principalities
which pay homage to the German Em¬
peror. Each, however, has its own king
and parliament, but their laws are for the
most part subject to the approval of the
German ruler.

The larger of these is Ohlmager, whose
population is of German descent, the
throne being occupied by the family of
Rotohausen.

The other is Charente, whose people
claim the Franks as their ancestors, and
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are supposed, by some, to have been once
part of the French nation, as that lan¬
guage is spoken by most of the nobility,
in fact, the royal family bears a French
name.

Briefly, the tradition surrounding these
two kingdoms, generally assigned as the
cause for the continual warfare carried
on between them, is that, in the thirteenth
century while the feudal system was ex¬
tant in Europe, it happened that two
cousins, Lord Charente and Ohlmager,
ruled over each of their respective estates,
being on the most friendly terms, always
ready to assist each other in battle. So
this friendship was strengthened by each
succeeding generation, until, it came to
pass, that both houses were ruled over by
two young lords. These having become
of age went in search of a wife. And,
having gone from house to house through
their own land, without finding a girl
suitable to be their lady, they were finally
marching with their retinues, along the
boundary line of their estates, each on his
own side, feeling pretty much discour¬
aged with the prospects, when suddenly,
they spied a solitary house, situated right
on the imaginary line between their
estates. Having both dashed to the spot,
they found there the most beautiful of
girls. Naturally both claimed her as his
subject. She, when questioned, would
not choose. They needs must fight. Lord
Ohlmager was unhorsed. Lord Charente
carried off the maid, while his cousin
swore revenge. And from that day Char¬
ente and Ohlmager were bitter enemies,

For the last five years, thanks to the
efforts of the German Emperor, peace
had existed between the two States; but
trouble had started about three months

ago. During the first two months, the
battles had been waged with equal success
for both sides. The importation of a
couple of English rapid-firing guns, how¬
ever, which were handled by a well-
trained artillery, had given Ohlmager the
upper hand throughout the last month.
As a reward for their brilliant work King
Rotohausen had issued an order making
the artillery the chief department of the
army and promoting their captain to the
rank of general.

Steve Gatins, sitting in his tent, his face
covered with smiles, read a copy of the
order for the fifth time. He had never

had an ambition of this kind. What
would his friends in America think of it?

By the bye he had not written to Mr.
Sims, his guardian, in ages. He must
do so immediately. So suiting the action
of the word, he drew his,camp-stool close
to his bed upon which he put a wooden
box and then he proceeded to compose
a letter, part of which follows:

* * * “You can well imagine my
feelings at having all my dreams dashed
to pieces by her (Miss Limotier’s) sud¬
den departure, especially, as I had no
clue to her whereabouts.”

“I remained in Acre for another month,
having a pretty dead time. Could not
think of anything to do until one day
while reading a Paris newspaper I
chanced upon a short article concerning
the war between Charente and Ohlmager.
An idea flashed into my mind. I had
often read in books of Americans who
had gone to the smaller countries of
South America, enlisting in their armies
and achieving great honor. I determined
to try my luck, arguing that with my
knowledge of army tactics, I should be
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rapidly promoted. Ohlmager won the
toss-up, so to Ohlmager 1 had to go. But
where was the place? After some in¬
quiry I learned how to get to its capital,
Oglionor.

“On the last day of the trip (it takes
nearly three days from Paris) we had a
wreck. It seems that the enemy had torn
up some of the rails, having learned that
two English rapid-fire guns were being
carried on that train to Oglionor. The
engineer and three of the soldiers guard¬
ing the guns were instantly killed; but
what was the worst catastrophe of all, the
English gentleman who was sent by the
manufacturers to teach the natives how
to handle the guns was seriously injured,
in fact died before our arrival at Oglionor,
which was two days later.”

Having narrated his adventures during
the following three days, Steve con¬
tinued :

“Imagine my delight when while speak¬
ing to a gentleman in the hotel on the
fourth day, I learned that the govern¬
ment was greatly embarrassed at having
two rapid-fire guns and no one who knew
how to manage them.

“It was my chance, and to make the
story short, I succeeded in having the
gentleman (who was a public officer),
obtain for me an audience with the king.
Well, I was appointed Captain of the
Artillery. But after the first week I was
discouraged and tempted to give up. I
persevered, however, succeeding in train¬
ing my men so that now, honestly, they
would do credit to any of the larger na¬
tions of Europe.” Then Gatins went on
to tell of the latest proclamation of the
king, which made him General.

Extensive plans were now under way

for the capture of Fontaine, the capital
of Charente. A part of the army had
been dispatched to make their way, as
secretly as they could, to the other side of
the town. They were to let the main
body know of their arrival as soon as

possible.
One evening, sometime later, a soldier

wearing the uniform of the army of
Ohlmager was brought, wounded, into
the presence of General Gatins. He had
succeeded in escaping from the enemy,

receiving a bullet in the arm, and had
something very important to tell. But
Steve insisted that his wounds be dressed
before he speak. This having been done,
the soldier reported that he and his three
comrades had been captured while cros¬
sing Fontaine, to bring news from the
other detachment. The worst of it was,
that they carried an important communi¬
cation from the commander of the other

division, containing excellent information
'as to the condition of the enemy, and a

carefully thought out stratagem by which
they could draw most of the enemy’s
troops to the part of the town opposite
to that which was to be attacked. The
four prisoners had been taken to a room
in the palace and, when searched, the
papers had been found upon them. The
prisoners had managed to gather( from
the conversation that two men would
work over the papers that night, in that
very room.

In reply to Gatins’ question, he an¬
swered that he was positive that he could
lead them to the room.

“Can you state the substance of the
conversation which leads you to imagine
that two men are going to work over the
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plans to-night and in that same room?”
asked the General.

“Well,” replied the soldier, “the officer
before whom we were taken, upon look¬
ing over the papers, turned to a fellow-
officer and said, ‘Henri, no sleep for us
to-night.’ The other seemed to under¬
stand for he asked when and where they
would start to work. Here and now,

came the answer. Then we were led
away.”

After pondering over the matter for
some time, Steve decided that there was
but one thing to be done; to surprise the
two gentlemen while at their work and
to regain the papers. It must have been
seven o’clock when they started to work
—it was now ten. They could not finish
for at least six more hours, and if they
did not convey their knowledge to any
others all would be well, for the two
officers would be brought back as prison¬
ers.

It was certainly a risky undertaking.
Who could he trust to lead it? None.

Why not lead it himself? He would.
.Choosing six other men, besides the

wounded soldier, who was to act as guide,
he set out towards the palace at Fontaine.
The journey hither was void of any stir*-
ring adventure. The night was jet black,
a fog having suddenly come up. Not a
star could be seen in the heavens.

Stealthily, almost breathlessly, they
crept around the magnificent building.
The guide' finally stopped and pointed to
an open window about fifteen feet from
the ground. “That’s the room,” he whis¬
pered to Steve. The plan of action had
already been agreed upon, so Steve and
the Captain, with drawn pistols, assisted
by the other men climbed slowly up the
side of the building, carefully choosing

footings on the protruding stones.
Taking a strong hold of the sill Gatins

drew himself up and peeped through the
window. “Good, they were there; only *
two.” The Captain had by this time come

up. Together they pointed their revolv¬
ers at each of the men. “Not a word,"
quietly ordered Steve, “or you know what
will happen.” He sprang lightly into the
room, followed by the Captain and four
of the men.

A look at the papers proved them to
be the right -ones. The two prisoners
were handcuffed, but then came the diffi¬
culty, how- could they thus be lowered
through the window, for they had no

rope. The door of the chamber suddenly
flew open, a palace guard thrust his head
into the room and was off like a flash to

give the alarm.
There was not a second to be lost.

Steve handed the official paper to the
Captain. “You and Wilhelm,” he com¬

manded, “have to make your way back
to camp as well as possible.”

“The rest of the men and I will try to
take these prisoners around to the nearest
exit from the palace. We stand a fair
chance of avoiding the sentinels, in this '
large building. Mind you,” he added,
turning to the captives, “if you dare to
give any alarm or to hesitate in comply¬
ing with my orders my men will run their
swords into your very hearts. Forward”’

Keeping close to the wall they crept in
single file down the dark corridor. The
same wounded soldier acted as guide,
Steve following close behind. In back of
each prisoner walked a soldier with drawn
sword.

The tramp, tramp of a detachment of
the palace guards could be heard hasten¬
ing down the corridor to the room from
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which they had come. A few minutes
and they would be on the party. The
guide turned into another corridor. A
dim light was shining about twenty yards
away; but before half this distance had
been covered, a fearful shout arose, and
the palace guards swept down upon them
from both sides. Steve drew his sword
and revolver. A shot from the latter
hit its mark. Two of the enemy rushed
on him with their sabers.

He dropped on one knee and with a
side stroke wounded one in the right
arm. The other meanwhile nipped him
in the left shoulder. But the general
was up on his feet again. Clash, clash,
sounded the swords.

Then the American noticed that a door
at his left was partly opened and he dis¬
tinguished through the dimness the fe¬
male figure standing in the doorway.

“Miss Limotier,” he cried. His sword
clattered to the floor in his surprise. He
felt his opponent’s steel on his shoulder,
and sank to the ground unconscious.

When General Gatins regained con¬
sciousness he was lying on a comfortable
bed in a tastefully decorated room.

Someone had just entered. It was she.
How he longed to speak to her. But he
seemed to have lost the power of speech.

She watched him intently for a few*
minutes, then passed out whispering
something to some gentleman whom Steve
thought must be a doctor.

“Ouch!” his shoulder pained him
dreadfully.

Later he learned from the doctor that
he had been unconscious for a whole day,
that he was now a prisoner of war in
one of the apartments of the palace;
that he should rest in the assurance that

all due respect would be given to his
high rank.

“And who is that young lady who came
into the room this morning to inquire
about me,” asked Steve.

“Why, she is Lorinne of Limotier,
Princess of Charente,” answered the doc¬
tor.

“A Princess!” Gatins was staggered.
She might as well have been an angel,

thought he, for both were as far from his
reach. Had ever a man such miserable
luck!

“But,” said the doctor, “would you
mind my asking a few questions?

“Not at all,” Steve replied.
Then the doctor went on to inquire

how it happened that he who was clearly
not a native of Ohlinager happened to be
enlisted in that army, holding, as was
evident from his Uniform, the rank of
General.

Gatins in turn recounted how having
learned the tactics of war at an American

military academy, “For,” he explained,
“I am an American,” he had come to
Ohlmager and been promoted to General
because of his success as an artillery offi¬
cer.

“No wonder then,” he concluded, “that
I know nothing of this kingdom of yours,
nor of your Princess.”

The doctor arose in astonishment, bow¬
ing low, he said:

I was not aware until now that I was

talking to the man who has been pro¬
nounced a second Bonaparte.”

During the course of the next day
Steve learned that on account of the min¬
ority of the Princess, her uncle was the
regent.

Throughout the two weeks his shoul¬
der was healing Lorinne was constantly
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inquiring about him. And, after the first
few days, having been allowed to stroll
through the palace gardens on parole,
they would often meet to discuss their
adventure at Acre.

Gatins, delighted in addressing her by
“Your Royal Highness,” while she en¬
joyed, no doubt, calling him “General.”

And so a week passed, their friendship
rapidly increasing. Until one day they
were seated in a summer house in an

unfrequented part of the garden. The
conversation had drifted from diverse

subjects into a discussion of the strange¬
ness of their second meeting. She won¬
dered where he had acquired his military
knowledge. So Steve went on to tell her
of his stay at West Point and of his ex¬
pulsion. Never had the General had a

more sympathetic listener. When he fin¬
ished she simply said:

“It would be of little value for you to
know that I am sorry, dreadfully -sorry.”

And her large blue eyes certainly
showed it.

“Of little value? repeated Steve. “True
if it were an ordinary person that was
sorry, But you are not ordinary. Why,
you’re a Princess.”

He paused a while, then he continued,
“And that’s what makes me sorry, dread¬
fully sorry, for Lorinne”—he seized her
hand—“I love you as no fellow ever loved
a girl before,” And as she snatched her
hand away, “Oh, I know how hopeless it
is, for you are a Princess to be won only
by a Prince. I am like the beggar, who
having been satisfied and contented with
his little bungalow in the woods, chanced
one day to walk into the king’s palace.
He was enchanted by its beauty and his
little hut became his Purgatory. Yet one
beggar saw the palace, liked it, and he

took it. It was Napoleon.”
Lorinne drew back, she was plainly

hurt.

“Steve, yes Steve, because we’re great
friends, I never thought you would for¬
get yourself like this.”

She walked away.

“Angry?” asked the General.
“No, but rather disappointed,” an¬

swered Her Royal Highness.
Gatins felt that he had acted the part

of a fool. There was worse in store for
him. Next morning he was told that
because one of the officers of Charente,
who had been captured in the palace
chamber that night on which Steve was

wounded, had died of a wound received
from an Ohlmagian soldier, the Regent
Limotier had ordered the General’s exe¬

cution. A ray of hope followed, that he
would be granted a few days grace be¬
cause of the intercession of the Princess.
Better still, on the next afternoon, while
talking to Miss Mollan, who bye the bye
was a countess, he learned, that Lorinne
was endeavoring to save him, and various
other things, which led him to believe
that she did not exactly dislike him.

Her efforts were in vain, however, so
on the evening previous to his execution,
just about the time he fancied the royal
party would be at dinner, he sent a peti¬
tion to the Regent, begging to be allowed
to walk in the garden. It was granted.
Hence, at seven o’clock he strolled around
to the summer house in which Lorinne
and he had quarrelled sometime before.
He had not been there long when she ap¬
peared. He had felt she would come,
that is why he had asked during dinner
time so she would hear the petition.

“Let me thank you for all you have
done for me,” said he.
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“My only wish is that I could have
done much more,” she answered.

Then, as if it was the most natural
thing in the world, she started to unchain
him.

“Aren't you afraid I’ll escape,” Steve
questioned.

“I wish you would,” she responded.
“I’m such a fool that I think I would

prefer to die to-morrow and spend these
fifteen minutes with you than to run
away, never to see you again.” His
hands were now free, so he turned to see
what effect his last words had upon her.
Their eyes met, and hers—good heavens,
could he believe it—reflected the love in
his. In a moment he had gathered her in
his arms. She offered no resistance.
“Lorinne,” “Steve.” Then all was for¬
gotten, that one was a Princess, the other
a foreigner sentenced to die; till the
chimes of a near-by church awoke them
to their senses, for it was time for the
guard to come for his prisoner.

Tearing herself away, she was off with¬
out a word. Steve remained looking
after her, then stooped and picked up the
chains which were lying at his feet.
Turning, he faced the barrel of the
guard’s rifle, but he did not hesitate, sim¬
ply walked directly to his room.

Later, the soldier excitedly told his
companions of the prisoner who having
freed himself of his chains did not even

attempt to escape.
Steve spent the night begging God to

save him. Now that he had won Lorinne,
death would be unbearable.

“Although I see no way by which I
may be saved,” prayed he, “I ask Thee,
being all-powerful, to grant that I may
live.”

When Gatins awoke next morning he

fancied he heard the sound of a familiar
voice. The door of his chamber flew

open and in walked Mr. Sims.
“Well, boy,” said he, “this is the dickens

of a fix you have gotten yourself into;
but they won’t kill you, or by heaven I’ll
have Uncle Sam tear this burgh off the
face of the map..”

In a word, with the assistance of the
American Ambassador at Berlin, Mr.
Sims succeeded in forcing the re¬
gent to release Steve Gatins upon the
receipt of ten thousand dollars. His
consent was easily obtained since the con¬
tents of the treasury at Charente were

quickly dwindling with the war.
Steve, while being led to the Regent

Limotier’s chambers, previous to his re¬
lease, had occasion to whisper to Her
Highness:

“You have not changed?”
She answered: “No.”
And so it happened that the Regent

Limotier became King; and Charente re¬
ceived a present of a hundred thousand
dollars from the bridegroom; while Eon-
taine witnessed the greatest spectacle of
its existence during the following month.
And as the train, conveying the newly
wed couple, bound for America, pulled
out of the station amid the music of
bands, the shouts of the multitudes and
the roaring of saluting guns, Steve asked
for the hundredth time:

“Do you realize the sacrifice that you
are making, Lorinne, giving up a
throne ?”

. She answered:
“What is the throne of Charente tc

me, Steve, when I have you.”
And he knew she meant it.

Charles Angulo, ’ii.
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Georgetown
Fifty Years Ago

With passing of time and consequent
changes in college life, it is not to
be wondered at that there into in¬
nocuous desuetude passed certain col¬
lege features conspicuous in the years
of ’50 and ’6o. One of these was
familiarly known as “ Jug ”—let not
any white-ribbon wearer take alarm at
the sound of the forbidding monosyllable.
The Georgetown “Jug” of ’50 and ’60
contained not only nothing that could
inebriate, but not even anything that could
cheer. The “Jug” was the penal locality
of college life in those days. In place of
post-prandial eloquence, for which indeed
the Spartan meals furnished forth to the
collegian of the time would have offered
no pretext, the half-fed students after the
noon meal were regaled by the sonorous
reading of the “Jug Book” by the First
Prefect presiding. Its utterances con¬

veyed to delinquents information of being
excused from recreation with requisition
to betake themselves during the hour of
intended relaxation, to a very familiar
class-room, where they were expected to
recite a stated number of lines from Latin
or Greek authors because, forsooth, they
had protracted their matutinal slumber
a five minute beyond the prescribed time,

or had infringed the Draconian law of
silence “in ranks.”

Supplementary to Jug as penal en¬
forcement of discipline was the lock-up.
This meant that an obstinate Rat de¬

clining to memorize lines imposed upon
him was remanded to solitary confinement
in one of the towers of the Old North

Building, perhaps not reconciled to his fate
by the recollection that many a noble man
in the world’s history had been sent to
the tower. Confinement in the tower en¬

tailed little hardship, for it meant release
from class work, bringing with it, how¬
ever, the undesirable feature of support¬
ing life on bread and water. This latter
undesirable feature of the experience had
its compensation in the opportunity it of¬
fered to the prisoner of discovering, who
in fact were his real friends, since such
would surreptitiously purloin from their
own meagre meal something more appe¬
tizing than dry bread, and contrive by
means of napkins fixed to a pendant hook
and line to supply their suffering com¬
rade. The writer’s remembrance obliges
him. in the interest of historical truth to
state, be it with shame to the greed .of the
average collegian, that a group confined
in a lower room of the old infirmary' de-
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tecting the benevolent service being ren¬
dered to the prisoner in the room above;
deftly managed to confiscate on its way
upward the meal which friendly sym¬
pathy had provided for the sufferer in the
higher room.

Seemingly little respectable as was this
institution of penal character, yet by sin¬
gular paradox it established a certain
grade of nobility among collegians of the
time. Thus one member of the Fresh¬
men Class would become generally known
and highly esteemed for his capacity of
“learning lines.” Indeed one of these
still surviving, a venerable lawyer of
Philadelphia, was looked upon by the
younger element as a prodigy because of
his facility in committing to memory
Odes of Horace, Eclogues of Virgil, and
to provide against possible contingencies,

was reported to have memorized pages
beyond computation of Xenophon.

Students who affected this peculiar in¬
stitution of the day were classified as
“Jug Rats,” and at the close of the school
year those distinguished in that class or¬
ganized and carried through a burlesque
of the College Commencement, given on
the printed programme as the “Jug Rat
Commencement.” Only distinguished
Rats could lay claim to take part in the
exercises of this commencement, which
exercises consisted of parodies on classi¬
cal compositions, and satirical reminis¬
cences of crucial events of the year just
ended. Music on these occasions was

furnished by an organization rejoicing
itself, if not among the hearers, in the
title of Calathumpian Band.
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ACROSTIC

r Maiden, thou whose every idle glance I prize,
Artless are thy girlish wiles; thy playful eyes—
Rare and radiant lustre of cerulean blue!—
Gazelle-like in their gentleness, divine in hue,
Earnest in their childishness, are constant true;
Rich in spirit when betimes provoked to ire
Yet softened by the light of their celestial fire!

D., ’08.

If ever there was a fine fellow, a prom¬

ising lad, a through and through gentle¬
man, it was a student at Georgetown in
the early nineties, we’ll call him George
Edwards. It is when a young man, fresh
from the Preparatory School, enters upon
his four year course at College, that he
begins to show whether he has the right
kind of stuff in him that goes to make
his life a success or a failure. That old

adage, the boy is father to the man, pos¬
sesses in most cases a large amount of
truth and if the lad of immature years
enters the higher school of learning with
the idea of having a “real good time” he
most assuredly does an injustice to his
associates as well as to himself.

George Edwards hailed from a West¬
ern metropolis and had been received into
all the inner circles at the University with
great enthusiasm, for he could always
narrate a good story as well as appreciate
one, an important qualification in the
make up of a popular student. Those
close to him saw still another and more
serious side of his life. Edwards was a

deep thinker, also jovial, and looked upon
his temporal and spiritual welfare as a
serious proposition. And why not the
former. He had his mark to make in the
world and the only way that end was to
be attained was strictly attending to busi¬
ness. His parents were making sacrifices
in order that he might acquire knowledge,
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a most valuable instrument for progress
that had been denied them.

Things broke badly for Edwards
though, as he was forced to give up Col¬
lege while in his Junior year and enter
into the perplexing field of work, where
everything is hustle and bustle with the
best man generally in front. Unexpected
reverses had greatly reduced the size of
his parents’ income and the struggle for
the boy’s education had to be abandoned.
Thus the fondest hopes cherished by the
disappointed son were blasted and the
youth who had experienced nearly three
years of College life left for his home
with an unsettled future before him.

It was eight years now since that day
Edwards walked out of the old gate at
Georgetown with a heavy heart, and now
his name was never heard among the
present-day students. He had come and
gone like the hundreds of others and on
his exit had been literally swallowed up
in the engulfing whirl of the business
world. The old timers though, scattered
throughout the country, busied with their
various pursuits, were startled this day
upon glancing over their morning papers
to see the once familiar name, George
Edwards, occupying the greater part of
a story on the struggle just completed at
the Stock Exchange, in Chicago, over
wheat.

The wild scenes enacted on the floor of
the Exchange for five days had reached
their climax. Wheat sold at the highest
quotations touched since the dollar sign
came into use a week previous. The
July cereal reached $1.04^2, September
$1.05J4, and December soared to $1.06^2.
For the greater part of this, the last day
of the great struggle, the pit was the

scene of the wildest sort of excitement.

Speculators who had ventured to stay
“short” on the market, were in a panic to
cover.

Frosts in the wheat-raising States had
brought about all this. The crops had
suffered perceptibly from the withering
touch of the frost king, who had threat¬
ened to make his appearance for several
days previous to the time he actually did
arrive so unceremoniously. The demon¬
strations witnessed in the corn and oat

pits were strikingly similar to those seen
in the ring of its brother cereal.
Here again there was lively bidding by
“shorts,” who, like the crops, were nipped
by the unexpected drop in temperature.

Never before in the history of the
board, the veterans said, had the younger
men figured so largely. Older and sup¬
posedly more experienced traders, who
had seen years of service in this nerve
wrecking mode of existence, did not see
what younger men observed when wheat
began its upward climb. Some who had
been virtually hanging on by their teeth,
had been put on their feet, coming out of
the fray with enough of this world’s
goods to pay their ever troublesome debts
and begin again with a good capital.

Numbered among those upon whom
Dame Fortune had looked with a pleas¬
ant glance was George Edwards, the
“Boy Broker” as he was called by all
those who knew the familiar personage.
Edwards sprung into the ever glistening
limelight of notoriety six months previous
as a result of playing pranks on the floor
of the Board. Hardly eight years ago
the youth had arrived home with no
known vocation in life to follow, for he
had followed the classical course while at
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the blue and grey institution and when
one is suddenly cast from that path he
lands rudely in that perplexing field of un¬
certainty with mind part trained, maybe,
but with but a modicum of salable infor¬
mation, and less determination of career.
So it had been with Edwards. What was
lie to do? Where was he to turn for
work? He secured a position on the Ex¬
change in one of those sympathetic ways
and there he remained. What else re¬

mained? At the offset he was sort of a

general assistant to all the clerks in the
office. Then he got to marking up quota¬
tions with a piece of chalk on the board
of the same firm. »

Step by step he advanced in his thrifts
way, and now, practically a young man,
for he was only thirty, he had outgen¬
eraled scores of the old timers and cleaned

up from $100,000 to $250,000.
True enough Edwards had won a for¬

tune, but what after all was that to him.
He was now all alone in the world. His
dear parents who had valiantly strived to
make something of their only boy had
gone to that never—never land, from
whence no one returns to explain it all
to the ever-ready listener. Money was
plentiful to him, but there was that some¬

thing lacking which goes towards making
life just what it ought to be.

All this he saw in his waking dream,
the pastime of an ever-busy mind, and in
the clouds of smoke that arose from his
cigar he seemed to see as it were the
struggles of his early manhood. Thrown
out into the world with his education un¬

finished he had made the best of the situa¬
tion, and won in the end. He resolved to
quit the Stock Exchange, which was

merely a game of chance, and take up
a more certain occupation.

When George Edwards walked out of
his apartments this damp November eve¬

ning he had no idea that he was dos¬
ing the door on his present mode of life
and had a still greater and more thought¬
ful side to look upon. As was his
custom Edwards strolled down to the

nearby business corner and there sure

enough the usual crowd of newsboys
were gathered. The transfer corner was
their meeting place, where they settled
their differences, discussed business, and
sold the many editions published during
the course of the day by the larger news¬

papers. This night the band of busy
urchins were engaged in quite a wordy
combat. Giving in to his sense of curi¬
osity Edwards approached nearer and
was horrified to discover the person in
question a pinched, pale little fellow, sit¬
ting wearily on the curb, clutching a bun¬
dle of newspapers. The little chap was
glancing from one to the other with 1
hunted expression. “The trust” as the
corner bullys were termed, had decided
the newcomer could not be tolerated and
so had warned the lad not to appear in
their sacred territory hereafter. With a
few more words which fell heedlessly on
the boy’s ears, the crowd left. Edwards
was interested.

The little fellow’s pale and drawn
countenance as he lifted his tear-

stained face to Edwards, touched the lat¬
ter's heart, and appealed to him strangely.
Well indeed did the now rich broker re¬

member just such a tattered little paper
vender who supplied the students of his
alma mater with the morning and even¬
ing editions when he was enrolled there,
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and many times had he wished he were
in a position to substantially aid the poor
lad. Here was a strikingly similar case
and now was his opportune time to per¬
form an act of charity, a thing that al¬
ways merits reward from Him who
placed us in this world.

Upon questioning, the fact was made
known to the inquirer that the waif was
homeless and had gone without anything
to eat that day. The first thing to be
done was to take the youngster to his
rooms and then appease his famished
stomach with substantial food, which
Edwards lost no time in doing.

“If I sing for you will you give me
some more pie,” the visitor asked, looking
up at Edwards.

“Yes—let’s hear you.”
The melody clear and loud came sweet¬

ly through the parted lips. It was an old
street song, but the little fellow made it
beautiful in his listener’s ears. When the
last note died away Edwards arose and
procured the desired prize for his inter¬
esting guest.

“What’s your name?” asked Edwards.
“Johnny Ford/’ he answered with a

full mouth.

“And what about your papa and ma¬
ma ?”

“Ain’t got none,” tearfully responded
Johnny.

Edwards began to talk nervously.
Johnny in his bewilderment forgot to eat
the rest of his pie, as he listened to what
this big man was saying. Oh, it was too
good to be true. To live in this fine place
and be his little boy, never more to have
to go tired and hungry around the busy
thoroughfares selling papers for an ex¬

istence. He was not capable of believing
such a fairy tale.

“Yer only foolin me,” said Johnny, but
upon being assured such was the case
time and time again, the lad was con¬
vinced. “You bet I’ll stay, he uttered.”
After a moment or two Johnny put his
hand under his ragged blouse and drew
forth a sleepy puppy, and placing it in
Edwards’ lap said, “Here’s a dog for you,
mister.” It was all he could give in
recompense for this wonderful fortune
chance had given him.

That night Edwards was sitting by the
gradually receding grate fire, in a state
of mind as cheery as the room and the
weather, for it was one of those superb
November days. There was every reason
indeed for the room to be cheery, with its
heavy grden rugs, its rich draperies, the
highly polished trimmings of its book
lined walls, in fact there was everything
within to make comfort reign supreme.
He had been busy narrating fairy tales to
the tired little wanderer who had come

unto his own and now the wayfarer had
dropped off into a sweet sleep.

Edwards had a chance to reflect, and
reflect he did. Here was a comrade to
love and look after with a paternal spirit.
The light of affection had dawned on his
lonely path through life and the years to
come no longer looked dark and despair¬
ing. He had saved a poor little soul from
the gutter. His new found treasure
would experience none of the trials and
tribulations that had filled the past few
years of his life. He would endeavor to
raise him with all necessities provided for
and imbued with the idea that money is
something, luck a trifle, and honor every¬
thing. Vincent A. Corcoran.
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No one has any
The Seniors and complaint to regis-

the Demerit ter against the de-
System. merit system, for it

is eminently fair to
all and strikes on every side with an

equally impartial hand. It has proved it¬

self efficacious and salubrious, being an
outgrowth of years of experimental effort
which have not been spent in vain.

With their characteristic insight and
knowledge of human nature, the per¬
fected of this method of punishment have
sought for and discovered the root of the
evil, and are applying a kind of salve, as
it were, that will either kill the root or

blight the tree. What remedy other than
information to parents and suspension
from night permissions could produce
such an wholesome effect?

We are digressing. It is not our in¬
tention to eulogize or panegyrize it too
highly, for then the authorities may like
it better than ever, and be disinclined to
listen to our humble request.

It is our firm conviction, and has been
for some time, that the Senior Class, as

such, should be exempt from some of its
provisions. Mind you, not all, we are
better trained than to expect anything like
that, but some. We insist on the word
some. Compulsory breakfast, and chapel
and class, and evening studies are but rea¬
sonable. The Seniors, by virtue of the
position they hold in the house, should
have some few more privileges than they
now possess. We think so and the lower
classes think so, too, and wonder why
they don’t have them. It would not be
much to make all of their meals except¬
ing breakfast optional, and besides, ex¬
empt them from morning and noon stud¬
ies.

We don’t want much, and that which
we do desire, we ask for in a manly, up¬
right and perfectly legitimate way; and
hope that when this little request comes
under the observation of those for whom
it was intended, it may be cheerfully and



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 73

promptly granted in the same spirit as
that which prompted its request.

♦ * * * *

An event of the year
The New of moment to all Catholic

Encyclical. Universities is the publi¬
cation of the recent ency¬

clical of the Sovereign Pontiff, Pius X,
which, in his character of guardian of the
deposit of the faith, he has issued to his
flock in warning against doctrines of such
tenure as to come in conflict with the re¬

vealed truth in his custody or to threaten
to undermine the principles upon which
the economy of that revelation rests. The
document sets forth the doctrines in ques¬
tion at some length. Summarily, the
basis of religious philosophy is laid in
agnosticism. God can never be the di¬
rect object of science or history. The
foundation of religion is faith: Faith is
a sentiment originating in the heart of
man from a need of the divine. The con¬

sciousness of this sentiment is revelation ;

i. e., mankind's progressive consciousness
thereof. The mind working on this sen¬
timent formulates into mental pictures
the development of this sentiment, and
when such formulae recast by reflection
and deeper consideration receive the ap¬
proval of the' teaching authority of the
Church, they constitute dogma. Dogma
is always liable to change, according as
different aspects of the absolute present
themselves to the human consciousness of
developed religious sentiment; this gives
room for the evolution of dogma. A be¬
liever is one who has had experience, in
his consciousness of religious sentiment,
of a persuasion of the existence of God
and of His action both within and without

man. Tradition is the communication by
preaching through the medium of intellec¬
tual formulas of an original experience.
As a scientific man, one may deny the
reality of the miracles and prophecies of
Christ, because science recognizes only
sensible phenomena; as a believer he may
affirm them, following an internal appre¬
hension of their reality. Science is en¬

tirely independent of faith, but faith must
be subject to science and gradually con¬
form the evolution of dogma in human
consciousness of convictions of religious
sentiment to the limitations set by science.
A man must not be deprived of his liberty
of religious thought by any authoritative
teaching power. Science and faith must
be reconciled, always saving the primacy
of science over faith. The church and
the Sacraments were not established im¬

mediately by Christ, but ' mediately
through the development in the religious
life of men of the suggestions sown in
Christian thought by Christ. The Scrip¬
tures are a collection of experiences, not
indeed of the kind that may come to any¬

body, but those extraordinary and strik¬
ing ones which' have happened in any
religion. The church is the product of
the collective conscience, that it to say of
the society of individual consciences,
which on the theory of development of
religious sentiment from learning the ex¬
perience of others; all depend on one
first believer, who for Catholics is Christ.
Ecclesiastical authority must shape itself
to democratic forms, unless it wishes to
provoke and foment an intestinal con¬
flict in the consciences of mankind. The
State must be separated from the Church,
and the Catholic from the citizen. In
temporal matters the church must be sub-
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ject to the State. The true teaching
power in the church springs from the
individual consciences and possesses its
mandate of public utility for their benefit.
Hence it must be subordinate to them and
should therefore take democratic forms.

To the law of evolution everything is
subject—dogma, church, worship, the
books we revere as sacred, even faith it¬
self. History dealing only with sensible
phenomena must eliminate as unhistorical
all that savors of the supernatural. Thus
history must maintain that Christ was not
God and never did anything divine, and
it cannot, admit that humanly He ever
did or said anything, which we would
judge to be inconsistent with the time in
which He lived.

The Sacred Books can no longer be
attributed to the authors whose names

they bear, they have been evolved from a
brief narration of an experience through
gradual additions, interpolations, or

transpositions. The Catholic religion is
the product of the progressive develop¬
ment of the germ which Christ brought
into the world! The non-believer is to
be persuaded that down in the very deeps
of his nature and his life lie the need and
the desire for religion, nay for the Catho¬
lic religion, which is absolutely postulated
by the perfect development of life. How¬
ever, the present Catholic Church must
be reformed in philosophy, history, the¬
ology, worship, government and clerical
life.

All these teachings the Holy Father
has set forth as the doctrines of Modern¬
ism, even as their authors call themselves
Modernists. He further indicates their
falsity in the former condemnations
thereof by the church, in their own in¬

consistency, in their blasphemous absurd¬
ity. He points out how they have arisen
from the pride which has beset the Mod¬
ernists and the ignorance which has
blinded them to their own confusion of

thought and sophistry. He calls atten¬
tion to the fact that they are spreading
their false teaching by beating down all
respect for scholastic philosophy and the¬
ology, for the authority of the Fathers
and Tradition, for the teaching power
of the church. To accomplish this they
have secured possession of chairs in the
Catholic seminaries and universities, have
pushed a frenzied propoganda in reli¬
gious congresses and by the publication
of books, newspapers and reviews advo¬
cating their doctrines.

Finally he proposes that the spread of
all this pernicious nonsense be stopped
by securing the position of scholastic phil¬
osophy as the basis of the sacred sciences,
by promoting the duty of sound scholastic
theology, with an increased interest in
positive theology and sacred history. The
natural sciences, too, are to be studied
energetically. Those who in any wav
favor the Modernist and Modernism are

to be carefully excluded from the facul¬
ties of Catholic seminaries and universi¬
ties. Scholastic theology must always
be a requisite for the doctorate of the¬
ology or of canon law. Books, news¬
papers and periodicals championing the
doctrines of Modernism are to be pro¬
scribed. All publications of Catholics are
to be carefully censored by episcopal su¬
pervision. Congresses of priests are to
be restricted. Diocesan councils must be
provided for the prevention of the dif¬
fusion of Modernist errors and novelties
in faith and formula. Finally a trien-
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nial report is prescribed to the Bishops,
in which they shall render to Rome an
account of the doctrines current among
the clergy, in the seminaries and other
Catholic institutions, and of how they
have carried out the above prescriptions
for the prevention of the spread of the
religious fallacies of the Modernists.

Thus does the watchman on the tower

warn the people of the city of the dangers
of the night. Thus does the keeper of
the deposit of the faith declare the falsity
of what comes against it. Thus does the

Pontiff teach the faithful in his keeping
the errors of our time, and lest we be
tossed about by every wind of doctrine,
and be misled by the novelty of words
and thought, he has made provisions
for our safety by precautions, which, as
responsible to Christ for us all, he was
bound to take, to protect us in peril.

In this he stands assured of the sub¬
mission of all true Catholics, of the grat¬
itude of all loyal laborers in the vineyard
of the Lord, and ultimately of the appre¬
ciation of the whole- Christian world.
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LAW NOTES.

Elections.

The country at large and the students,
or rather attendants,—I mean matricu¬
lates of the Law School, some of whom
would be better not at large, have held
most of their elections, and politics have
ceased for a while, and we have peace;
and the Third Year men are gradually re¬
claiming a little of their lost dignity and
are learning to throw out their chests and
assume the disdainful air as becomes a

Senior. Tom Lynch, the new incumbent
of the executive chair, is demonstrating
the wisdom of the class in placing him
there. He has already shown most con¬

clusively that he is president of the whole
class, and that he has the general interest
at heart and the character to pursue it
undaunted. Jack Gaffney and Captain
Dutcher are first and second vice-presi¬
dents, respectively, though neither should
have been chosen for these important
posts, the former being a notorious felon
and the latter in training, and, therefore,

not in fit company. Augustine Walston
Andrew Jackson Anitophanes McNair,
of Tarboro, N. C., U. S. A., heavy vil¬
lain of the school, wields the secretary’s
pen ; the enormous revenues of the class
are handled by a man of proverbial hon¬
esty, J. Bernard Boland, while a man
quite (not quiet, Mr. Printer) capable of
holding down the lid, and is proud of it,
is Carl Mueller, our sergeant-at-arms.
1 fe regards it as a travesty, gentlemen.
It is rumored that Mr. Mueller is the
author of a forthcoming treatise on
“Beauty versus Mentality,” a dissertation
upon their relative merits and their in¬
fluence upon the acts and habits of the
life of man.

In the Second Year Class the learned
District Attorney, the eloquent Mr. Leth-
ert, has been elected President; Mr. Wm.
O’Hearn, Vice-President; Mr. Melling,
Secretary; Mr. Donnelly, Treasurer, and
Mr. Copp, Sergeant-at-arms.

A decided spirit of revival is manifest¬
ing itself in the Senior Debating Society
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since the entrance into its ranks of many
of the orators of the Class of ’08. Weekly
debates are being held regularly, and the
subjects for discussion handled with much
care and ability. Though unable to com¬

pete with the Junior Society in numbers
and noises, it bids fair to be its worthy
rival in every other way. Dan. McKenna,
of the Post-Graduate Class, is president,
and his zeal and earnestness in the so¬

ciety’s affairs is one of the strongest ele¬
ments in its resuscitation, and with such
an executive at its head there is every
reason to believe that the auspicious
showing of the early meetings augurs a
permanently successful organization for
the future. The other officers are : Vice-
president, Jas. E. Kelly; Secretary, Ben¬
jamin F. L.; Treasurer, Wm. A. Kroll,
and Sergeant-at-arms, Henry Lee,
“Thou whose exterior semblance doth

belie

“Thy soul’s immensity.”

To those within a radius of five blocks
of the Law School, when the Junior De¬
bating Society holds its meetings, there
is no need of commendation of either so¬

ciety or officers. With such a society as
this, within the portals of old George¬
town, successful and victorious debating
is assured. It would be hard, if possible
at all, to find the equal of this Junior So¬
ciety. Its officers for the present term
are as follows: President, Grover Cleve¬
land James (The Rev. Jesse James) ;
Vice-president, Frank C. Douglas; Secre¬
tary, John J. Cowhig; Treasurer, Alex¬
ander Jameson; Sergeant-at-arms, Wil¬
liam O’Hearn. Bernard M. Focke has
been elected as the representative of the
Junior Society on the Committee on In¬

tercollegiate Debates. Nate Cuttle is
bald-headed. See? He is also the rep¬
resentative of the Senior Society on the
Intercollegiate Debate Committee, of
which Mr. Roach is the representative of
the Law School Faculty. Two or three
joint debates for this scholastic year with
other universities are pending before this
committee.

COLLEGE NOTES.

Now that the second month of the
school calendar has been duly torn off
and consigned to the waste basket of the
past, everyone has settled down to some

steady policy of school life. The young
men with the purpose, who walk around
with that “work for the night is coming
air,” are hard at it mastering every little
detail of class work. But occasionally
they lay aside their work long enough to
indulge in commiserating thoughts con¬
cerning the ultimate fate in store for their
less diligent brothers—namely the “Bum¬
mers.” Their pity is wasted, however,
for these same “bummers,” cosily curled
up in a corner with a good book and a

pi{)e, have it all doped out how hard they
are going to study during repetition.
Thus one class of students console them¬
selves wfith praise of their present efforts,
while the others bolster up guilty con¬
sciences with promises of future work.
But there is plenty of time to make up
for lost opportunities before Christmas
vacation and take at least one card home
to gladden father’s heart.

All of us have read stirring tales of
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Mediaeval times, wherein are set forth the
adventures of a brave knight in love with
a beautiful maiden, and opposed by a
stern father. In nearly all of these stories
the knight finally induces his love to run
away with him regardless of parental
wrath. Then, on a dark and cloudy
night, the fair maid descends from her
casement window by means of a rope lad¬
der, to be joined by her lover and spirited
away to his ancestral castle. Many of us
have wished that we might participate in
something of this sort, but it remained
for Charley O’Boyle, of the Sophomore
Class, to take the initiative and carry out
a daring elopment with a young lady
pupil of one of the fashionable boarding
schools of Washington. Charley used to
moon about school “with the love hang¬
ing out of his eyes,” like many another
of our boys, but no one thought that it
was a very serious afifair. So it was that
the news of his hasty marriage came as
a distinct surprise to us. But we all ex¬
tend our very best wishes to Mr. and Mrs.
O’Boyle and hope that their married life
may be a long and happy one.

Owing to the illness of the manager of
tennis, there has been no activity on the
courts this Fall. This is much to be re¬

gretted for during the cold crisp months
of Autumn there is nothing more enjoy
able than a couple of sets of good brisk
tennis. It is to be hoped that the courts
will be put in shape before Winter closes
in upon us.

It is with great pleasure that we note
the return to our midst of the leader of
the Lancaster Silver Cornet Band. His
raucous cry of pass the chops and other

things again resounds through the Re¬
fectory and we can always tell when he
is through eating by immediate resump¬
tion of Orchestra practice. We hope that
by next reading of the marks his un¬
paralleled aggregation of music makers
may favor us with several selections.

On one of our recent crisp cold nights,
a pajama poker party was in full blast
on one of the upper corriders. At first
everyone played in silence but as time
went on, and the house was not pinched,
the noise increased so that the attention
of the Prefect was attracted. He knocked
at the door and instantly all was confu¬
sion, money was shoved into pockets, the
cards went into the waste basket and the

Knights of the Jack Pot climbed through
the windows to the cornice outside.

Finally, the owner of the room, striving
to look as sleepy as possible, and appear
as though suprised at this midnight call,
opened the door. The Prefect made a
thorough search of the room while the
unhappy gamblers shivered on their six-
inch perch. After administering the pre¬
scribed number of demerits to the owner

of the room, he departed, and the “cold
birds” were able to come in from their
perch. Although “many were cold, few
were frozen,” but we hear, that in future,
oil stoves will be furnished to each player
of this particular coterie.

During the recent trip to Fordham we
had an opportunity to compare the dif¬
ferences between their buildings and
grounds and those of our own George
town. In location and grouping of build¬
ings we are much superior, while the
beauty of our campus far surpasses that
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of Fordham. As one of our Old Boys,
who is now attending college up there,
said, “There is only one place to be, and
that’s Georgetown.”

During the recent interclass regatta on
the Potomac many charming persons, of
the female persuasion, gathered on the
Aqueduct Bridge to look upon the manly
prowess of the “Oarsies.” A very few
knew something about the rowing game,
but most of them were there because
“HE” was rowing in one of the crews.
And some funny remarks were passed by
some of the spectators. In one of the
races, at a point about a quarter of a
mile above the bridge' two fellows in the
same boat caught a bad “crab.” A chap
standing with a bunch of girls said dis¬
gustedly, “Gee, but they’ve caught an
awful crab.” One of the girls seeing the
oarsmen leaning way out of the boat try¬
ing to recover their buried oars, asked
sweetly, “Why do they lean way out like
that, are they trying to catch one of those
horrid things with their hands?” OOCH
HUMMEL, TWO BIFFALOES,
wouldn't that blow your hat in the creek ?

Among the members of the Junior
Class is a chap who is known to his class¬
mates as the author of “How to be
Happy, Though Dead.” The other day,
in Analytic Chemistry, someone poured
out his unknown solution and substituted
plain water. “Funeral Face” worked at

it for an hour before he found out that
he was stung. Finally, while everyone
was expecting a violent outburst, he said
mildly, “Someone has been tampering
with my solution.” If he ever starts out
after the patience medal he’ll have Job
anchored in the going.

A very successful Retreat has just been
conducted among us by Father O’Kane,
S. J. His talks, while striking straight
at the heart of the matter, were not at all
pedantic, but were freely interspersed
with stories of personal experience.

May success attend his efforts in the
future is the wish of everyone who made
this Retreat under his guidance.

Anthony Vincent Lynch, Jr., ’09.
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With the Old Boys
We have the honor of printing the fol¬

lowing from Dr. Frank Chamberlin, M.
D., ’85, a prominent physician in the Dis¬
trict.-

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir:

I see plainly that my turn has come at
last and that, as someone said recently in
a letter, your journalistic eye has pierced
me out. I have only one regret and that
is my supply of information concerning
the Class of ’85 seems so inadequate in
view of the demand upon it. Summed
up, this is all I have.

Dr. Dudley Morgan is practising in the
city and has made quite a name for him¬
self; Dr. Bob Henning is at Sunnyside,
on the Hudson; Dr. Buchanan and Dr.
Charles Luse I have lost track of alto-x
gether, and in fact this is all that I can

recollect concerning the Class, which only
numbered about eleven.

The school was then on E Street, and
we were the first to graduate in Gaston
Hall. Dr. Klineschmidt was Professor of
Physiology; Dr. Hamilton, the Surgeon-
General, Professor of Surgery; Dr. Frank
Balser was Professor of Anatomy, and

was considered, and, in reality was a very
skilled, and I may say, exacting task¬
master. Indeed, the whole course was a

very good one.
As for myself, I have always practised

in the District, after studying abroad in
Vienna and Paris. I was the originator
of the Casualty Hospital in the city and
have been in turn vice-president and
president of the Medical Society of the
District, and, in fact, am a member of all
the prominent societies, and of the staffs
of the hospitals.

In regard to night schools I have onlv
this to say. They are all right if the man
is all right. In other words, one who has
the capacity and wishes to work can get
along and do credit to himself in any kind
of a school, whether it be a night or day
school. Of course, a day course is more
preferable since more time can be given
then to the study, and it is one which re¬
quires all of a person’s time if it be done
well. However, as I said, it all depends
on the man and if he devotes himself con-

scientously to his work he will get along,
providing he has the talent.

I hope this will in a measure satisfy
your thirst for knowledge, a thirst which
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all newspaper men have, it seems to me.

Sincerely,
E. Chamberun.

Mr. John C. Landrv, who received the
degree of A. M., in 1906, has been elected
to the Executive Committee of the Cana¬
dian Club' at Harvard University. This
is very pleasant news to Mr. Landry’s
many friends. Mr. Landry is a first-year
man at the Harvard law school.

Mr. Joseph Lawler, A. B., ’05, is also
at the Harvard law school and acquitting
himself with his old-time brilliancy. Mr.
Lawler is of great literary fame.

Branch Bocock, Law, ’06, is making
good in every sense of the word in the
Law Department of the Southern Rail¬
way.

Mr. William Randall Owings, A. B.,
’01, A. M., ’02, LL. B., ’04, Ph. L., ’04,
LL. M.; ’05, Ph. D., ’05, is practising law
most successfully in Boston. Mr. Owings
passed the State Board with flying colors,
and has been literally “flying” ever since.

Henry Fletcher Pierce, LL. B., ’04, has
a very responsible position in the Law
Department of the Southern Railway.

We have the following from Dr. Har¬
rison Crook, M. D., ’78, one of the fore¬
most physicians in the District.

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir:

Your letter has recalled many pleasant
memories. Some indeed were sad, but
on the whole they were bright and I wish

T could repay you for an hour of pleasant
dreaming, by sending a more complete
account of my class. But memory, like
woman, is fickle, and at all events I have
done my best.

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

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

After graduating I was demonstrator
of Anatomy for five years, at the College,
and afterwards Professor of Clinical
Medicine. I still hold the position of
Clinical Surgeon at Providence Hospital
and am an associate surgeon at George¬
town University Hospital.

Hoping this will be satisfactory, I
remain,

Very truly yours,
Harrison Crook.

George F. Harbin, Jr., ’02, is making
quite a name for himself with the West-
inghouse Electrical Company.

Mr. Frederick Van Dyne, LL. B., ’90,
LL. M., ’91, who was former assistant
solicitor of the State Department, has
been reappointed as consul to Kingston,
Jamaica.

Mr. Stuart Aloysius Tschiflfely, A. B.,
’02, has been promoted to the position of
head druggist at Evans Pharmacy, in the
District. Mr. Tschiffely, as has been
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noticed before, 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 superintendent and manager of one of
his father’s coal mines in Wyoming.

William F. Meyers, LL. B., ’91, LL.
M., ’92, is practising law in the District,
is secretary to the Commissioners, and
has charge of important Congressional
work.

We have the following from Dr. Wal¬
ter A. Wells, M. D., ’91, a very successful
and well-known ear and throat specialist
in the city. He writes:

Editor of Old Boys.
Dear Sir:

Answering your very kind communica¬
tion, I regret to say that my life does not
present anything of absorbing interest.
However, I will subjoin a few facts
which possibly may be of interest.

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

Henry Fisher is in the army, and Dr. P,
J. Gallagher is in the Medical Depart¬
ment of the Pension Bureau. Dr. J.
Stoutenberg is practising in the city, also
Dr. John Henry Junghauss, Dr. Jeffer¬
son Bradfield and Dr. H. C. Duffey.

This is all I can recall concerning my
fellow class-men.

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

I am professor of Laryngology and
Otology at the Georgetown Medical
School, throat and ear surgeon at Gar¬
field and Georgetown Hospitals, and at¬
tending physician at the Episcopal Eve
Ear and Throat Hospital.

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

Sincerely yours,

W. A. Wells.

Governor James H. Higgins, LL. B„
’99, has been reelected Governor of Rhode
Island. He, as is well known, is a living
denial of the fallacy, that to be a success¬
ful politician one must be “crooked.”
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It would be hard to find in any of the
month’s exchanges an article more ap¬
propriate for a college magazine than is
the appreciation of Charleston, South
Carolina, in the University of Virginia
Magazine for October. It is a delightful
description of a “charming Southern
town,” and the “peculiarity of atmos¬
phere that constitutes the real beauty of
Charleston” sees to have been embodied

by the author in his work to so great a
degree that one can almost see the city,
whose “every little street, every by-way
and lane speaks something of its half-
forgotten life, and whispers some roman¬
tic tale to the stranger.”

There is something about “A Daughter
of Erin” in the Magazine that makes it
seem unreal and forced, and this is per¬
haps due to the inconsistency of the hero¬
ine. Of course, there are many things-
that have to be overlooked in the average
collegian’s short-story, but surely con¬

sistency is not one of these.

From what the Magazine promises for
the year, much will be expected from it,
and if the future appreciations of South¬
ern towns are as good as the first one,
and the promised “Vignettes in Ebony”
what is expected, then the Magazine will
have succeeded in great measure in being
what it hopes to be, characteristic of the
South.

The description of “Santa Clara’s
Passion Play,” in the Rechvood, is fully
entitled to the precedence given it, for sel¬
dom indeed is found anything of so high
a merit in a college magazine. From the
strength of description, and the reveren¬
tial tone of the article, it is easily seen in
what sympathy the writer was with his
subject. The Redwood, as usual, is a very
well-balanced magazine. “An Eye for
an Eye,” while somewhat reminiscent, is
very cleverly done and worthy of mention
by reason of the new twist given an old
tale. Considering the odd forms used,
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the verse is very readable, and in this** will not again be perpetrated in a maga-
proves quite an exception to the generalin zine representing Eordham.
rule. Jr

\ £ji
'The Smith College Monthly seems to

have the proper idea when it asks “why
the interpretation of the masters of verse
of other languages should be less fasci¬
nating than that of the masters of music.”
It is seldom, indeed, that any verse trans¬
lations are published in college magazines,
and it would be of great benefit to many
of those writers, who feel called upon to
write poetry, if they would occasionally
try translations without feeling that they
were wasting their talent, for, to again
quote the Monthly, there is no more
cramping of inspiration in the translation
of poetry than of music.”

The essay on Edgar Allen Poe and the
Short-Story in the Fordham Monthly for
October is the one redeeming feature of
the number, everything else, with one
exception, an address, being completely
overshadowed by this really excellent es¬
say. The Monthly is a great disappoint¬
ment this month, for much is expected of
Fordham. No matter how good a writer
any one man may be he should not be
expected to do too much, and yet at least
one-third of the Monthly was written by
one man. “Fordhamansia” ought to have
no place in the Monthly, and it is to be
hoped that such a collection of inanities

The Randolph-Macon Monthly is a

very well-balanced magazine, and is
worthy of much praise. A Tale of Two
Stories is a clean little story, rather orig¬
inal and very readable. “An Incident”
is rather more ambitious than the other
stories in the Monthly and the theme is
very well handled.

The Eudist Fathers have purchased
eleven acres of land near Woonsocket,
South Dakota, on which they intend
shortly to begin the erection of a college,
which will be the first Catholic college
in the Dakotas.

.According to the report of the commit¬
tee which finds employment for colle¬
gians, seven hundred and fifty students
at Columbia supported themselves during
the past year at the University, earning
more than two hundred thousand dollars.
Politics at Columbia are, according to re¬
ports, not confined to student elections,
but deal with the affairs of the city and
State. Before the election of last week
there was great contention among the
Democrats of the University as to who
should receive the jobs handed out on
election day by the Tammany organiza¬
tion.
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The foot-ball season is well under way
now and though our gridiron warriors
have not accomplished anything startling
as yet, still the rooters are living in hopes
and expect that before Thanksgiving
Day confronts them the pig skin devotees
will have added another page of fame and
glory to Georgetown athletic annals. The
progress of the team has been seriously
impeded all along by star players being
forced to abandon the game either on ac¬
count of injuries or as a result of that
more serious disturber—parental objec¬
tion. Devine, one of the fastest backs
Georgetown would want to boast of, has
been lost to the squad through this cause.
Intercession on the part of the students
has caused a wave of hope to spring up,

though, as the report is now being circu-
* lated that he will don his togs again be¬

fore the Thanksgiving game for the sake
of his alma mater.

The scheduling of a wrestling tourney
and indoor games by Professor Joyce for
December 14 serves as an indication of
what is to follow in the line of track

athletics this winter. In this way the
men will be given an early start and thus
be in tip top shape for the long string
of athletic carnivals slated for Washing¬
ton during the season.

The basket-ball candidates will start

practice this month under the supervision
of Professor Joyce, and the indications
are we will have a fast quint for 1907-8.
Manager-elect O’Neil is busily engaged
arranging his schedule of games, and
though the roster has not approached
completion he assures us that Georgetown
will meet some of the most important
teams in the South and East during De¬
cember, January and February. Games
with Eordham, Virginia, Columbia and
George Washington have practically been
arranged for besides a number of con¬
tests with the smaller colleges.

COLLEGE REGATTA.

After being forced by unfavorable wea¬
ther to postpone the event for two days
the College students held their annual
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inter-class regatta on the Potomac Oct.
31. The event this year was undoubtedly
the most successful of its kind ever at¬

tempted by Georgetown, and will go a
long way towards stirring up interest in
aquatics at the school. Thirty-six men
competed in all and the management re¬
solved after the race to endeavor the
maintaining of an equal number through¬
out the rowing season.

The result of the gruelling mile-and-a-
lialf race was a complete surprise to the
many crew adherents who journeyed to
the river to witness the stellar event of
the local rowing season. The Junior
eight caused the upset by finishing a good
length in front of the ambitious Fresh¬
men, while the Sophomores and Seniors'
brought up the rear two lengths or so
behind. The Seniors reigned favorites
prior to the race, but a temporary acci¬
dent to their shell shortly after the’start
put them hopelessly out of the struggle
for first honors. Captain Fitzgerald, of
the ’Varsity, went in at stroke for the
Junior crew at the last moment and his
presence in the boat undoubtedly spurred
his fellow-classmen on to great efforts.
The time of 8 minutes and 37 seconds is
considered exceptionally fast and will go
down in blue and grey statistics as a rec¬
ord for the course.

The general showing of the oarsmen
indicates that Georgetown 'will be well
supplied with first-class men as candidates
for the ‘Varsity next spring, in fact the
management feels confident that with the
new material at hand an eight can be
developed that will place Georgetown
once more high up in crew circles.

The make-up of the winning eight and
officials was as follows: Class of ’09—

Stroke, Fitzgerald; No. 7, LaPlante; No.
6, Lynch, captain; No. 5, Benziger; No.
4, Fitzpatrick; No. 3, Lavelle; No. 2, L
Smith; No. 1, Montgomery; Coxswain,
Culkin.

Referee, Murray Russell; Timer, J.
Hadley Doyle; Judges at the Finish, Jos¬
eph McLaughlin, V. A. Corcoran and
Richard Burke.

FOOT BALL.

Georgetown won the second game of
the 1907 schedule against the University
of Maryland eleven by the score of 10 to
o. The game was hard-fought all
through, as the light blue and grey aggre¬
gation had to battle against odds that
usually prove sufficient to drag a team
down to defeat. The vistors outweighed
our men at least ten pounds to the man,
and seemed to be keyed right up to the
point of giving Georgetown a defeat. The
first half saw no score, though Coach
Reilly’s pupils rushed the oval to the ten-
yard line twice, only to be held for downs
by the beefy Marylanders.

Maryland kicked off to Georgetown at
the start of the second half and the latter
started right in to do things. The team
was working faster, the plays being exe¬
cuted with such rapidity that before our

opponents realized the fact the ball was
on their five-yard line. Captain Dut-
cher was sent over the line on the second
play on a mass through the oppos¬

ing right tackle. Cohen and Thompson
worked the forward pass to advantage
after the next kick-off, the latter scoring
after five minutes’ play on a short sprint
around Maryland’s right end. No more
scoring was done during the rest of the
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game and the struggle ended Georgetown
io, Maryland o. The line-up:

Georgetown. Positions. U. of M.
Van Emon R. E.. .Blake, Mason
Vilsack . R. T Stuart
Cain, Mullen R. G Van Dolson

Cullen, Buckley. ..Center Samuells
Murray, Todd....L. G Fluke
Todd, Moran L. T Robinson
McLaughlin L. E Linn
Cohen Q. B..Priest, Archer
Devine, Mulcare. .R. H. B.. . .Williams

McNulty.
Thompson L. H. B. Hala, Hellen
Dutcher E. B....Vogel, Israel

Time of halves—20 and 25 minutes.
Referee—Mr. LeMat, Washington. Um¬
pire—Mr. Smith, of Maryland. Timers
—Mr. Doyle, Washington; Mr. Byer,
Maryland Linesman—Joseph Devlin,
New York.

Fordham, 36; Georgetown, o.
Eordham overwhelmed Georgetown

Saturday, October 26, on Eordham field,
before a large crowd, by the score of 36
to o. The New Yorkers clearly outplayed
the Georgetown men who, nevertheless,
put up a snappy and spirited contest in
the face of sure defeat. A total of 31

points was made by the Eordhamites in
the first period of play due to quick and
fast play and the successful execution of
the forward pass and on side kick by
Geary and H. Gargan. Fordham’s de¬
fense was formidable, the Georgetown
backs being unable to make any headway
whatsoever. The light line of the blue
and grey was unable to withstand the
powerful attacks of the Eordham backs,

Scanlan repeatedly ramming through and
tearing up the opposing defense for sub¬
stantial gains. Geary’s work in this half
was wonderful, the Fordham half back
circling our ends time and time again for
long runs, his dodging completely be¬
wildering the Georgetown tacklers.

The second half was more evenly
fought, Siskind carrying the ball over for
the only Fordham score after a series of
line plays. The Georgetown team braced
considerably during the final stages of
the game and succeeded in rushing the
ball well down into the Fordham terri¬

tory, but it was of no avail as the latter
usually held for downs when their goal
line was in danger. Moran, Cullen, Vil¬
sack, and Fitzgerald played a strong
game for Georgetown as did McLaugh¬
lin until he was forced to-retire from the
contest in the first half with a severe in¬

jury to his leg, which later developed to
water-on-the-knee. The line-up was as
follows:

Georgetown. Position. Fordham.
McLaughlin L. E McCarthy

Van Emon.
Moran L. T Fitzpatrick
Todd .L. G Collard
Cullen Cen. McKenna, Barrett
Scott R. G Orton
Vilsack R. T. .Lynch, Baldwin
Miller R. E Siskind

McCafTerty
Stuart Q. B H. Gargan
Thompson L. H. B Coffey

F. Gargan
Fitzgerald R. H. B Geary

McNulty
Dutcher . F. B Scanlon

Fitzgerald
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Score—Fordham, 36; Georgetown, o.
Touchdowns—Geary, Coffey, McCarthy,
2 ; Siskind. Safety—Thompson. Goals
from touchdown—H. Gargan, 4. Referee
—Mr. Thorp, Columbia. Umpire—Mr.
Thatch, Williams. Linesman—Mr. Con¬
don. Time of halves—25 and 20 min¬
utes.

V. P. I., 20; Georgetown, o. Novem¬
ber 4.

Virginia Polytechnic Institute defeated
Georgetown, in Richmond, by the score
of 20 to o after forty-five minutes of play.
The teams were prevented from playing
on the Saturday scheduled, on account of
rain, so both managers arranged to have
their teams remain over until the follow¬

ing Monday, which naturally decreased
the size of the crowd that eventually went
to see the contest. The Georgetown
eleven was way off color in this game.
The line men did not charge right, the
ball was not followed accurately, and the
forward pass could not be worked at all,
half a dozen times the ball being slapped
out of the half back’s hands before he
made the pass. V. P. I. was extremely
fortunate in its game. Whenever the
ball was fumbled one of their men always
fell on it, no matter which team it was
that made the miscue.

The first half was a stubbornly fought
affair, the ball see-sawing up and down
the field, neither team having any advan¬
tage, apparently. Diffendal raised the
hopes of the Virginians with a long end
run and a few minutes later was sent

over the line for the first score of the

game.
In the second half V. P. I. rushed

Georgetown off its feet and scored three

times, missing the goal after each touch¬
down. Miller and Thompson played the
best game for Georgetown, the latter sav¬
ing his team from being scored on more
often by his punting. The line-up fol¬
lows :

Georgetown. Position. V. P. I.
Simon L. E Huffard
Murray L. T B. L. Smith
Todd L- G Brown
Cullen, Mullen.. .Cen Johnson
Scott, Woods.. . . R. G E. Hodgson
Mulhall, Glennon.R. T. . .. .R. W. Smith
Miller R. E Jones
Cohen, Stuart.. . .Q. B.,Sheppard, Cooper
Thompson L. H.> B Luttrell

Graveley
Fitzgerald R. H. B.V. B. Hodgson

Billups
Dutcher (Capt).. F. B.. Diffendal (Capt)

Time of halves—25 and 20 minutes.
Referee—Mr. Jack Gass, Lehigh. Um¬
pire—Mr. Baird, Tennessee. Head lines- l
man—Mr. Hammond Johnson, Univer¬
sity of Virginia. Timekeepers—Mr.
Robins, V. P. I., and Mr. Moran, George¬
town.

There has been some hitch in the ar¬

rangements of a date for the foot-ball
game between Georgetown and George
Washington. Manager Fitzgerald, hav¬
ing gone to unusual expense to provide
new stands in the field to replace those
which are outworn and to increase the

capacity of the field for holders of stand-
tickets, thought to make the holiday
crowd of Thanksgiving Day recoup him
in part for his outlay. He asked the man¬
ager of George Washington to consent to
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play on Thanksgiving Day and allow him
to retain 60 per cent, of the net proceeds.
Naturally the George Washington mana¬
ger declined. Fitzgerald then offered
him the Saturday before Thanksgiving
on even terms of 50 per cent, of the net
proceeds to each party. This was also
refused. Fitzgerald then declined to go
further. The graduate manager of
George Washington then intervened with
an argument from the old agreement
anent the McLean cup, which most people
thought had lapsed on Georgetown’s hav¬
ing won two successive games. Three
points were emphasized: That the agree¬
ment called for a third game this season,
that the financial arrangements were to be

on even terms, and that the game must
be on Thanksgiving Day. Transmitting
the first two items, Fitzgerald declined to
admit an obligation to play on Thanks¬
giving Day. He renewed the offer of
the Saturday before Thanksgiving on
even terms, in case George Washington’s
manager should see fit to reconsider his
former refusal. Thanksgiving is reserved
by Fitzgerald for a game, from which he
may take an extra 10 per cent, of the net
receipts on account of the number of at¬
tendants coming because of the holiday
and for whom no grand-stand facilities
would exist, were it not for the extraordi¬
nary expense to which he had gone.
There the matter rests as we go to press.



iii ADVERTISEMENTS.

925 F Street Northwest.
This establishment is devoted exclusively to tailoring—the

kind of tailoring that appeals to men of good taste—college men
who want something different from the “ old fogy sort.”

Our salesmen and cutters, alike, make it a pleasant task to
buy here.

We invite your inspection of our large assortment of “fresh-
from-the-loom ” styles. You incur no obligation to buy because
you look.

J. EDWARD LIBBEY & SON,
Lumber Merchants,

ALL KINDS OF BUILDING LUMBER AND MILL WORK-
No. 3018 K (or Water) Street N. W.f

WASHINGTON, D. C.

B. H. ST1NEMETZ & SON CO.
Twelfth and F Sts. N. W., Washington, D. C.

$3.00 Hats $4.00
Also Sole Agents for KNOX.

Clothiers, Hatters, Haberdashers.

Nordlinger’s Stores,
3107-3109 M St. N. W. Georgetown, D. C.

Heiskell & McLeran,
REAL ESTATE BROKERS,

1008 F Street N. W.
INSURANCE. ' RENTING.

Money to Loan, 4, 4y2 per cent.

Geo. A. Wise. Jos. a. Wise.

GEO. A. WISE & BRO.
Chevy Ctiase Farm Dairy

Depot, 3310 P St. N. W.,
Phone West 310. Washington, D. C.

PURE MILK AND CREAM.

E. VOIGT,
Manufacturing Jeweler, Engraver,

and Diamond Setter.

725 Seventh Street N. W.
School and Society Medals of all kinds a epecir.lty

Watch j and Jewelry Repairing-.

CHARLES H. JAVINS & SONS,
Fish, Poultry and Oyster Dealers,

930 C Street Northwest.
Center Market. Washington, D. C.

Telephone 4480.

G: TAYLOR WADE,
General Commission Merchant

For the Sale of all

EARLY FRUITS AND VEGETABLES.

911-913 B Street, Washington, D. C.
JAS. T. CLEMENTS,

Undertaker and Embalmer,
1241 32d St. (74 High Street, Georgetown)

W. Washington, D. C.
|yEverything First Class and at reasonable rates.

ASK von

703 N. Capitol St.

PABST
BEER 1

Telephone East.

STEINS
25c. upward.

Big Line of Pins.
S. N. MEYER,

123,1 Penna. Av. N.W.
Washington, D. C.

Lamb & Tilden,
Rubber Stamps.

725 13th Street N. W.

**I Never Disappoint.'*

BYRON S. ADAMS,
Printer and Engraver,

512 nth Street N. W.

The Connecticut Pie Co.,

3 2d and O Streets,

WASHINGTON, D. C.
When dealing with Advertisers, please mention “The Journal.”


