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THE RAINBOW—A PROMISE

The storm is past, yet it behind hath left,
The multi-colored pledge of God, that He

Will never flood again the world bereft
Of all religion and morality.

The walks with scattered twigs and leaves are strewn,
The birds, once still, now sing their joyous lays,

As though to drive away the cloudy gloom
And bring the sun back with its soft, bright rays.

The flowers by the wind downtrodden lie,
The swollen river sobs with secret shame,

As though it would, if possible, deny
Some sinful, dreadful deed it dare not name.

But there, triumphant in the eastern sky,
While gently night her covering lets fall,

Her mighty Maker’s name to glorify,
The rainbow sits the mistress of it all.
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In the growth of a nation’s life, as in
that of an individual, a nation after all
being but an aggregation of individuals,
it is curious to observe that as individ¬
uals themselves must in the course of
their growth pass successively through
various ailments, from which they nor¬

mally recover in a better state of general
health than before, so the nation also
must pass through its times of storm
and stress, times which, if the body
politic be in any way sound, will strength¬
en it in the passing through, and leave
it better fitted to cope with the many
difficulties which shall beset its future
and mature life.

He who has even casually glanced at
the history of the American Republic
will have noted that, in a measure at

least, it illustrates this trite simile. For
its first period of youth is witnessing a
succession of crises, more or less acute.
Crises which from the very fact that most
if not all of them have been success¬

fully passed through, indicate the strong
fiber of the nation.

There is, however, a problem per¬
ennial in its duration and protean in
its aspects, which has, in one or another
of its many forms, vexed the minds of

people, politicians and theorists alike
since the Revolution. It is the old prob¬
lem of State sovereignty versus National
supremacy, or what is now cried of as

“Imperialism.” It is the latter of which
so much is heard to-day, but the con¬
sideration of it inevitably provokes dis¬
cussion of its opposite. The fundamen¬
tal question itself, whether State or
National government shall be supreme
is as old as the American nation, since
at the very beginning we find this strife
between the two men who, more than
any others, may be called the fathers of
the Republic—Jefferson, author of the
Declaration of Independence which gave
birth to the nation, and Washington, who
fought and won its battles and held to¬
gether its often dissatisfied units during
the eight long years of the Revolution.

It was but natural that Washington,
from his experience in the war when we
are told he could never tell on the eve

of a battle whether or not half his troops,
being levies and holding themselves re¬

sponsible only to the different Colonies,
would desert it, and when he frequently
found himself handicapped for lack of
money and supplies which the often
timorous Congress failed to vote—it



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 161

was but natural, that he should have re¬

garded the idea of State sovereignty, of
States responsible only to themselves
with anything but favor, and have
believed that a strongly-centralized Fed¬
eral government was essential. Jefferson,
on the other hand, thoroughly, if not
extremely, imbued with the principle
that all men are born free and equal,
as naturally held to the principle of abso¬
lute freedom for the individual and for

groups of individuals, or at least the
most perfect freedom of local govern¬
ment, and as he had not the same ex¬

perience as Washington had, it was also
natural that he should not have regarded
the supremacy of the Federal authority
as imperative. His doctrine, too, coming
from one who had less to do with the

practical sides of governing and of
managing men than did Washington,
the doctrine of Jefferson, the theorist,
as opposed to that of Washington, the
soldier and administrator, would be
likely to tend more toward the extreme,
the fatal error of the theorist, than
that of the latter.

As is universally known, the adherents
of these two leaders constituted the two

great political parties which, under
changed names, still continue to invite
the sympathies of the voter.

That the party of Washington, then
called the Federal and now the Republi¬
can, was victorious at the time and has
been since in the majority of the admin¬
istrations, is a strong proof of its prac¬

ticabilityj and that the majority of the
people have appreciated the fact that if
the Republic is to be a nation it must
have a National government—one that

can protect the main body from the petty
differences of any of its members, as well
as from hostile attacks from without. In
a word, the governmental structure was
to be reared from the foundation up, a
foundation which was to be laid on the

principle of the greatest good to all, the
individual members relinquishing part of
their liberty for the safety of the common
weal. It was a structure with all its

parts co-ordinated and welded into a

symmetrical whole by the unifying prin¬
ciple of common allegiance to a central
head of authority. It was a structure
complete in all its parts, but yet with
each individual part subordinated to the
general design—in fine, union was to be
at once the corner-stone and binding ele¬
ment in the political edifice.

Union was to be the mainstay and life
of the nation, but it was the intention and
desire of all that the individual life of
the Colonies, which now formed the first
States, should not be crushed out by any
despotic or tyrannical overgrowth of the
Federal authority, as would be the case
was the Federalistic doctrine carried to

the extreme. History has shown that
well-nigh every republic in the Old
World, from that of Rome to that of
France after the revolution, grew to -

either an oligarchy or became an out-and-
out despotism, the reason being that there
was little or no restrictive influence pro¬
vided for in the scheme of government
to prevent the executive heads from seiz¬
ing the reins of government in their
own hands—to provide, in other words,
against the very human temptation which
comes to those within whose grasp falls
the power of ruling their fellow men.
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This, the extreme of the so-called Fed¬
eralists doctrine, imperialism, as it has
been named lately, is provided against by
the partial independence of the sovereign
States composing the Union, an inde¬
pendence which is jealously guarded by
them, any infractions upon which would
be vigorously resented. This safeguard
is absolutely necessary with such a prin¬
ciple of government, and it is the factor
which is destined, to insure the perma¬

nency of the Republic. Without such a
barrier to the ambition of individuals thg
control of power would inevitably be
gathered into the hands either of one in¬
dividual or a small party, the liberties of
States and people would gradually be¬
come more and more restricted, the sit¬
uation would become more and more

tense, until finally there would be an ir¬
repressible outbreak, chaos and disorder
would succeed the reign of law and legiti¬
mate government, and the whole social
fabric would be disrupted.

On the other hand, the carrying to the
extreme of the Jeffersonian doctrine of
State sovereignty, would entail evils no
less disastrous, as is almost self-evident.
Four years of tenific warfare resulted in
the establishing for all time of the prin¬
ciple that a State, once admitted to the
Federal Union, cannot separate itself
from that Union by its own act.

Such a principle as Jefferson’s carried
to the extreme would grant to the indi¬
vidual States the right of seceding at
pleasure from the Union; it would make
of each State an independent hegemony;
it would place America in a position anal¬
ogous to that of Ireland before the con¬

quest—Ireland with her countless chief¬

tains—a position which would speedily
wipe away every vestige of nationality
and which would result, first in anarchy
and then invasions and conquest by a

stronger power. Establish Jefferson’s
Democracy but once and you ruin the
nation.

So much for the extremes, and Jeffer¬
son’s Democracy, as he himself held it,
has never been anything but an extreme,
either one would result in ruin—despot¬
ism in one direction, anarchy and conquest
in the other. These are the extremes,
and the doctrines of all those national

prophets who rise up to proclaim the
salvation of the country should be care¬

fully scrutinized for hidden “extremism,”
for of all those who imperil the integrity
of a nation the extremists are most to be
feared.

The problem for the future would
seem to be the guaranteeing to the Fed¬
eral government of ample authority to
insure the maintenance of America’s

peace among the powers of the world,
in which field she has but recently taken
the position which of right belongs to
her as the wealthiest and mightiest of
nations—to preserve this position with¬
out unnecessary interference from within
and at the same time to preserve to the
States such a full measure of liberty in
the control of their own internal affairs
as to be an effective safeguard against
overgrowth of Federal power, imperial¬
ism, or whatever it may be called.

Certain it is that the recalling of the
extreme of the old system of Jeffersonian
Democracy will not effect this, neither
will imperialism. There is no reason
why there should be any conflict between
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National and State governments. On the
contrary, they should at the same time
assist and counterbalance each other,
their courses parallel, neither diverging
nor conflicting.

The Republic, thus far, has weathered
the storms of one hundred and thirty-
two years; the relations between States
and Federal government are still normal
and give every possible indication that
they will continue so notwithstanding the
whines of the anti-imperialists; the great¬
est confidence may still be reposed in
the ultimate good sense and practical

patriotism of the mass of the American
people and their innate ability to govern
themselves.

We are not yet on the downward path
as some would have us believe, because
of our present system of government,
nor are we anxious to change it for
either imperialism or Jefferson’s doctrine,
nor is our Republic in the immediate fu¬
ture to suffer the fate of the republic oi
Seneca and Cato.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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Ak
A Leap Year Courtship

She was pretty, to say the least. Even
her supposedly true girl friends admitted
that, which is enough to convince the
most skeptical member of the male sex
that she was beautiful. Her hair was

chestnut brown, which shone golden in
the light, and was dressed in that charm¬
ing simple fashion so often sought after
and so seldom attained. Her eyes were
as blue as the ocean’s depths and dwelt
upon one quite as calmly and simply as
the mighty sea is wont to roll on a placid
day. The daintiest coloring from a Ra¬
phael’s brush could scarcely reproduce
the exquisite roses in her cheeks, or the
graceful contour of her neck, or the slope
of her alabaster shoulders. The pale
blue, softly clinging evening frock, to¬
gether with the miniature suede slippers
to match, were as simple as good taste
and a fond mother’s pride would permit.
On her person no gorgeous nor ill-bred
display of jewelry, so often seen now-a-
days, was in evidence. Only a simple
neckpiece of creamy pearls, encircled her
graceful throat, while a large heart of
the same gems adorned her breast.
About her mouth hovered an expression
of mirth and gentleness, which, accent¬
uated by the dimples on either side, com¬

prised as fascinating a picture of young

womanhood as ever delighted the eyes
of man.

She was standing in the door-way of
a little den or cozy-corner, very con¬

veniently isolated from the large hall
and parlor. With upraised arm she was
in the act of parting the hanging portieres
which threw an air of secrecy and
mystery about the guarded interior. Her
face was very solemn and she seemed to
be thinking deeply. The pouting lips
and puckered brow reminded one of a
little child about to perform a disagreea¬
ble task. Finally decision lighted up her
face, which wreathed itself in a radiant
smile. Then drawing aside the curtains
she entered the bewitching recess.

A tall, handsome young man in a dress
suit slowly arose from a downy pile of
sofa cushions and extended his hand.
The preliminary greetings were rather
stiff and conventional. It was after ten

o’clock, considerably after; and the
young man had been kept waiting a
long time, an inordinately long time it
seemed to him. Perhaps it had been,
but he had long been her friend, and he
realized after considerable experience
that friendships of women are cushions
wherein they stick their pins.

The formalities exchanged the two
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young people settled themselves com¬
fortably and not a great distance apart
on a gaily attired ottoman just within
the glow of the shaded red lamp (aide
de camp of heart thrills and premature
proposals), which softened all blemishes
and magnified every perfection with
its subdued rays.

“Did you have to wait long, Harry?”
she asked slyly.

“No indeed, Helen. Just the matter of
a few hours, but the thought of my re¬
ward buoyed me up.” His tone was not
entirely sarcastic. “If I had been tired,
I would have been asleep an hour hence.
As it is, I have counted every figure in
that rug pattern, and can tell you to
a fraction how many pink roses adorn
the wall-paper.”

. “You poor thing! Don’t everyone treat
you dreadfully? I wouldn’t stand it if I
were you. Why didn’t you become
angry, like you did once before, and get
up and go?”

She was teasing him, and he moved
uneasily in his place, while she studied
his profile in amusement.

“Do you want me to go?” he asked,
doubtfully.

“Suit yourself,” she answered enig¬
matically.

“Well, I won’t; just because you
wouldn’t care. I am going to sit here
until I grow to this seat.”

“In that event Papa will be more than
apt to render you assistance. But,
Harry, come, let us be serious. This is
New Year’s eve and I want you to stay
here with me and see the old year out.
Will you?”

“I can stand it if you can.”
“Is that the way you look at it?”

“Not exactly; but you know I am only
a friend. Haven’t you told me so a
thousand times? I have proposed every
Sunday evening for six months, and
sometimes during the week, when I had
an opportunity, and what has been your
answer? You have invariably replied:
‘You know, Harry, that I am your friend
and would do anything I could for you,
but not that.’ Is not that so?”

He was waxing eloquent.
“Yes,” she replied, studying the toe of

her slipper, “You have proposed so often
that I have begun to expect it and look
forward to it.”

He looked up suddenly, a flash of hope
illuminating his dark eyes, and reached
for her hand that lay idly on a cushion
between them.

“If for no other reason,” she contin¬
ued, withdrawing her hand and dropping
it gracefully in her lap, “just to have
the pleasure of refusing you.”

His face fell and settled back with a

look of resignation.
“That’s just it,” he said. “You are

always raising up a fellow’s hopes and
then dashing them down again. If I had
any spunk—”

At that moment a maid entered bear¬

ing a tray loaded with toothsome mor¬
sels to tempt the appetite, and sitting it
down, retired as noiselessly as she had
come. This changed the topic of con¬
versation and for some time they talked
about the numerous holiday dances, din¬
ners and receptions that they had at¬
tended. The theatres, too, were dis¬
cussed and criticisms, flattering and
otherwise, were liberally bestowed upon
the various actors and actresses.

“To resume our conversation,” said
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Helen, after a thoughtful few minutes,
during which time she looked anxiously
at the clock, “what would you do if you
had any spunk?”

“Oh ! I remember,” responded Harry,
eyeing her deliberately. “If I had any
spunk I would cut your acquaintance and
begin going with some other girl. Then
I would find out whether you care any¬

thing for me or not.”
“So you would make me jealous would

you? That is, you would try to.” This
error without a change of tone. “You
want to find out if I care for you. Now,
I am going to tell you. You could not
make me jealous if you wanted to, for I
don’t care enough for you.”

Helen was gazing at the clock. It was
two minutes until twelve. Harry sought

her eye pleadingly, supplicatingly, but
she looked steadily past him.

The young man arose wearily and
cleared his throat twice before he at¬

tempted to speak.
“I am sorry, Helen, mightily sorry,”

he began, and his voice sounded strained
and unnatural. “I thought maybe, I im¬
agined perhaps, that some day you—
you—well, that you—,”

He couldn’t say it. The girl was look¬

ing away from him toward the door and
tears were on her drooping lashes.

“Here’s my hand, Helen. I guess I
had better take a trip.”

She did not turn her head, but
stretched out her hand. He grasped it
silently, and just as their fingers clasped
the great clock in the hall began to chime
the hour. Then the whistles began a
bedlam of shrill noises.

She did not attempt to withdraw her
hand, and he held on like grim death.
Gradually her face turned to him, and
the love in her eyes, shining through the
tears, caused his heart to go off on a wild
rampage that tried to beat time with the
joyous chimes. She drew nearer and
placed her dimpled hand on his shoulder.
“Harry,” she softly wispered, “will you

marry me? This is leap—”
The remainder of her speech was lost

against the glossy front of his beaming
shirt.

A dear old face crowned with lovely
white hair peeped in between the curtains
and was gently withdrawn.

“The dears,” she murmured, wiping
the tears from her eyes as she softly
climbed the stairs.

Hughes Spaeding, ’08.
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DIANA

The chaste face of Diana, radiant sight,
Peers through a veil of cloud,

And up to her, goddess of night,
Throned in the Heavens proud,

Rises the silvery mist,
Earth’s incense, from censors that unseen

Are swung by fairies’ hands,
Who thus do worship to their queen,

While nymphs and fauns of the woodlands
Most reverently assist.

O’, Law, ’io.

SONNET

(written on a hill.)

Before me woodland’s prettiest valleys lie,
The master artist, messenger of day,
Has painted nature’s clothes in colors gay,

And even tinged the wings of ships that fly
Along the distant sea ; here, steeples try

To pierce the sailing clouds, while, on its way
To join its many brethren in the bay,

A joyful mountain stream runs quickly by.

But far beyond this perishable sight
Are prizes that are sought for, but in vain,

For God, in His illimitable might,
Has saved them for those only who remain

Throughout their lives believers in His right
To judge mankind, to punish and to reign.

Law, Ti.
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Sylvia’s Conversion

It was a cold, dreary, misty day in
«arly December. The naked trees stood
out in sharp relief against the gray leaden
sky, and everything seemed imbued with
a spirit of hopelessness and desolation.
As Billy Randal looked out across the
sodden campus from the bay window of
the Dog’s Head frat. house he scarcely
noticed the fellows who every now and
then scurried across the walk. For his

thoughts were far away from his surround¬
ings, but nevertheless had the same dark
tinge as the scene upon which he looked.
For had he not just received Sylvia
Waring’s letter in which she told him that
she was too much wrapped up in art to
think of marrying him?

Ever since he had met her at the

Sophomore dance that fall, she had been
always in his thoughts. Even now 'he
remembered with a grim smile how when
Tom Waring had told him that his sister
was coming down for the dance he had
thought: “Well, I suppose, as Tom is
my room-mate, I’ll have to show his sis¬
ter a good time,” and when he had seen

Sylvia how crazy he had been about her.
At the game the day after the dance, he
and Tom had worked a forward pass for
a touch-down against their rivals, while a

girl wearing his sweater coat had ^franti¬
cally waved at him as he trotted back
down the field. And as luck would have

it, Tom fell ill a few days later, so that,
as his mother was dead, Sylvia and her
father stayed in the college town with
him for two weeks until he could be
moved home. Thus in a short time,
through constantly being in her com¬
pany, he found himself deeply in love
with his chum’s sister. And although
she told Tom that she liked Billy better
than any of the other boys, she never
let him know it. The night before she
and Tom were to go home, he asked her
to marry him, but she told him to come
for an answer at a big house-party, which
she was to give at Christmas time down
at their country place in- Kewasset.

So Billy spent all his time in writing
long letters, which at first were answered
in a warm, friendly fashion, and then
suddenly became full of news about cer¬
tain members of an Oriental cult, wrho at
this time were creating a great furore
among the society people of Sylvia’s
town. And Sylvia seemed to have gone
in strong for this new craze, for as Tom
wrote him “she has the house full of the
darndest looking specimens of humanity
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that ever escaped the dog-catcher.”
And to-day the letter had come which
had made all the world ‘seem gray and
forelorn. For Billy had been full of the
hope that Sylvia would give him the right
answer at Christmas time, and they could
be married soon after his graduation in
June. Now all his hopes were shattered
and at first he thought he would not go
to the house party, but after considering
the matter for a long time he decided to
go down and try his best to win Sylvia
back again.

For as he reasoned it out, six feet two
of brawn and good looks, with a very fair
knowledge of what girls liked, ought to
overcome the charms of any heathen
persons who might just now be engaging
Sylvia’s attention.

The weeks sped by until the Wednes¬
day before Christmas, Billy found him¬
self on a train bound for Kewasset.

Finally the little station came in sight and
he piled out, half hoping that Sylvia
would be waiting for him.

But he was greatly disappointed when
he found only Tom outside in his big,
rakish roadster. Tom welcomed him

effusively, but noticing his inquiring look,
began to make a rather jerky explanation
of Sylvia’s absence as they left the
station behind. “You see, old head,
there's some sort of a pow-wow of these
blooming mutts that Sylvia goes in for,
in New York to-day ; and as there is no
snow, Sylvia took the two who were
staying with us up in the machine. ” And
then as Billy offered no comment he con¬
tinued. “I know how you feel, and you
can bet your red necktie that I’m just as
sore on this game as you are. Dad and
I have talked enough to fill a Chinese

dictionary, but you know how it is—since
mother died Sylvia has run father and me
as she pleases—result, this pleasant look¬
ing troop of assassins we have cavorting
around here.”

By this time they had reached the
house, and after installing themselves in
a pair of comfortable chairs, Billy related
all the doings at college while Tom had
been home. Then Tom told of several
incidents which had happened since Sylvia
had developed this desire for delving into
the lore of the occult. “Why, Billy, there
was even one iron-nerved bunco artist

(I think his graft was doping out how
you’d become a dog or a goat after
death) ”—“Transmigration ? ” “Yes,
that was it. Well, I caught this duffer
cold in dad’s room, slipping three big
diamond rings in his pocket. ”

“Didn’t that sort of dampen Sylvia’s
ardor ? ”

“Not in the least; she said, even if one
fellow was a crook, that was no sign that
the others weren’t alright. So it’s gone
from one fad to another, and at present I
believe she’s deep in Transcendentalism.”

So they sat talking, until about half¬
past six Sylvia and her two “wise men of
the East” as Tom called them, came in.
Sylvia greeted Billy quite warmly, chat-,
ting with him about college affairs for a
few minutes, and then all went up stairs
to dress for dinner.

“Gee,” said Tom, as they reached
his room. “Aren’t they the rummiest
looking pair you ever ran across ? They
look like a couple of left-overs from a
Saturday bargain sale.” But Billy was
silent, although his face spoke eloquently
of what his real feelings were.
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During dinner Sylvia talked of nothing
but the doctrines of which the two men

were exponents. Billy felt decidedly
out of his element, for when Sylvia ad¬
dressed the conversation to him, his
limited knowledge on the subject put him
in an unfavorable light. They worried
through the evening in some way, and
the next day the rest of the house-party,
a jolly bunch of girls and college men,
arrived. In the general excitement which
ensued, Billy managed to get Sylvia out
of the crowd and into a window seat.

They talked of many things for a while,
and then Billy ventured to speak about
the answer for which he had come.

“Now, look here, Sylvia, don’t you think
you’re going to tire of this fad? You
know you promised me a definite answer

during this week, and now I find you
surrounded by a lot of blithering idiots,
not fit for you to wipe your feet on.”

“That’s enough, Billy, I don’t like to
hear my friends spoken of in such a
manner. Besides I think every woman
who has the opportunity, owes it to her¬
self to pursue the higher branches of
study.” And although Billy argued and
pleaded, he was able to get no satisfaction
from Sylvia, and as one of her “acquisi¬
tions” came along just then, Billy had to
let the subject drop.

All the rest of that day and the next,
she held long philosophical discussions
with her swarthy mentors ; while Billy
wandered disconsolately about, not caring
enough about the other girls to start a
flirtation.

On Christmas Eve there^ was to be a

big dance at the Chanler’s who lived
about two miles from the Waring’s place.
Every one was going over, and Billy

thought that here at least was a chance
to get Sylvia away from her hobby.
But about six- o’clock that evening she
received a telegram from the city, saying
that a very noted lecturer on her pet
theme had just arrived from Europe and
would deliver an address that evening.
Sylvia immediately decided to give up
the dance and go down to hear the
lecture. Pleadings were in vain, and
when her father saw that she was de¬

termined to go, he insisted that he would
accompany her, along with the two
teachers of the cult. Just as they were
going to step into the machine, Mr.
Waring called out to Tom. “If we
don’t get back to-night, you can play
Santa Claus in the morning. You’ll
find all the presents in the big safe in the
hall.” Billy stood in the door-way
watching the car out of sight, and then
turned to .find Tom standing behind.
“ It sure is tough luck, old boy, but
never mind, let’s run along over to
Chandler’s with the rest of the bunch.”

“No, not for me, Tom,” said Billy,
“I’m going to stay here to-night and
beat it the first thing in the morning. I
know when I’m beaten.” Tom pro¬
tested, but as Billy remained firm, he de¬
cided to stay home with him. So the
rest of the bunch departed, and Billy and
Tom retired to the den where they sat
smoking and reading. After a while
Billy got quite interested in his book and
did not lay it aside until he had finished
it. Then glancing over at Tom, he saw
that he was sound asleep. Looking at
his watch he was surprised to find that it
was ten minutes of two. He sat for a

while reflecting on the events of the past
few days, when from below he heard the
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sound of the front door opening. He
waited to hear steps on the stairs, think¬
ing that it was probably the young
people coming from the dance. But no
other sound reached his ears, and finally,
curious to know what they were doing
he opened the door noiselessly, walked
in his soft slippers to the head of the
stairs, and looked down into the hall
below.

There on his knees before the safe,
working feverishly with a drill around
which was placed cotton batting to deaden
the sound, was a masked burglar. A
little behind him and nearer the stairs
was another masked marauder, covering
with his gun Sylvia and one of her
scholarly friends.

All this Billy took in with one swift
glance. At first he thought he would
go back and rouse Tom, but fearing to
risk it lest he should make too much
noise. Then noting that the two burg¬
lars were in an exact line from the step
of the lowest landing, he commenced to
work his way silently down the stairs.
He knew that Sylvia and her friend could
not help seeing him, but relied upon
their sense to make no sign.

There was no sound but the muffled
whir of the drill biting through the hard
steel, as he came slowly and cautiously
nearer and nearer. He saw that Sylvia
had seen him, but never by the quiver of
an eyelash did she betray his presence.
At last he reached the bottom step and
shifted his weight to his left foot, which
was slightly in advance of the other.
Then with a swift, springing dive, which
had often laid a man out on the foot-ball

field, he struck the man with the revolver
straight across the knees with his two

hundred pounds of brawn, knocking him
ever against the man drilling the safe.
The head of the man whom he had
tackled hit heavily on the floor and he
lay stunned. But the other burglar was

up and at Billy before he could get up,
and in a deadly clinch they struggled
about, overturning chairs and tables until
finally Billy succeeded in tripping the
fellow over a low stool. Tom came

running down at this moment, having
been awakened by the noise, and in a
minute they had both burglars securely
tied with portiere cords.

“What the deuce is all this?” said
Tom when finally they had the burglars
triced up. “Well,” said Sylvia, “we
were returning from New York and all
went finely until about a mile down the
road. You know where that curve in the
road is, just the other side of the creek
bridge? There was a small puddle in
the road, and going around the curve
fast, the rear wheels skiddedj the car ran
into the bridge abutment, and we were
all thrown out. Mr. Houdan and I
were the only ones uninjured so we hur¬
ried for help and found these burglars at
work. But please go quickly and see
how badly the others are hurt, they are
all unconscious and I’m so afraid they’re
badly injured.” So we hurried down to
the garage, got Tom’s car and whizzed
down to the scene of the accident. Here
we found Mr. Waring, the chauffeur and
the other foreigner, all unconscious as
Sylvia had said, but by a lucky Provi¬
dence there was only one seriously in¬
jured, the chauffeur having his leg broken.
After a stiff drink they came around
alright and were quickly helped into
Tom’s car and taken up to the house.
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As soon as possible he got a doctor, who
patched up the chaffeur’s leg and at¬
tended to the minor bruises of the others.

Then by close questioning, we ascer¬
tained from the burglars that they had
been laying for a chance to burglarize the
Waring house for some time, and seeing
Sylvia and her father go away, and then
the bunch leave for the dance, they
decided that their chance had come to

get the family plate which was kept in
the safe. So waiting until the servants
had gone to bed, they forced a window
on the porch, and were hard at work on
the safe, when surprised by the entrance
of Sylvia and Mr. Houdan, who on
account of the overshoes they were wear¬

ing made no noise until they opened the
door. Then since they were drilling the
very last bolt on the safe door, the bur¬
glars had taken a chance and gone on
with their work, one man keeping Sylvia
and Houdan covered, until Billy got in
his little dummy-tackling trick. And as
the fellow whom Billy tackled said ‘ ‘ Say,
cull, when you’se hit me I tought I seen
a soich-light. Dat foot ball soitinly ain’t
no parlor game.”

After the burglars had been taken in
custody by the sheriff, all started for bed,
after having received their Christmas
presents. Mr. Waring and Sylvia were
both loud in praise of Billy, and as Mr.
Waring gave Billy his Christmas present
(a beautiful meerschaum pipe), he said :
“ My boy, as soon as you get through
your college course I have a position
for you.” And although Billy saw a
look in Sylvia’s eyes which gave him
more hope than he had for many days,

he was too proud to make any advances
on account of his brave act, and went up¬
stairs leaving orders to be called for the
eight o’clock train.

In the morning he arose at seven, and
after a hasty breakfast went up to his
room after his kit-bag. Then coming
down the stairs with Tom he ran across

Sylvia seated in the window at the first
landing.

“Well, Sylvia, this is mighty good of
you to get up to see me off,” said Billy,
hardening himself to carry out his inten¬
tions of going. For a moment Sylvia
looked out across the grounds and then,
turning, said simply : “ I wish you would
stay.” Billy’s face softened, for the
temptation was great, but then his pride
asserted itself, and he said, as lightly as

possible: “No; I’ve got my Christmas
present, so I’ll be like the tramp who
eats and runs. Say, by the way, Tom,
I left that pipe up in the room ; will you
please get it for me? ” “Sure thing, old
scout,” said Tom, bounding up the

•stairs.
Then Sylvia, realizing that every mo¬

ment was precious, and resolving to
atone for all she had made Billy suffer,
said : “ Billy, I’ve given up my “isms:”
won’t you undertake my education from
now on ?

And when Tom saw them from the
head of the stairs a few seconds later, he
looked at the pipe he held in his hands
and then at the girl Billy held in his arms
and said softly: “Well, 1 guess Billy
has a better Christmas present now.”

Anthony Vincent Lynch, Jr., ’09.
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TO MARIE

(sonnet. )

Two cheeks so nicely touched by nature’s art,
Two dark blue eyes that soulful depths reveal,
Two lips that thrill me when their warmth I feel,

And deep within her breast a kindly heart,
That ne’er has felt the sting of Cupid’s dart.

Two ears that soft brown hair would fain conceal,
A tongue, whose wound no mortal man can heal,

I beg thee, cruel fate, bid us not part.

Do not allow some evil-minded muse

To separate us, lovers both, and give
My life’s ideal to other man than me;

For such a fault e’en gods would not excuse ;
Without her ’twere impossible to live,
My life indeed were void without Marie.

Law, ’ii

RONDEAU TO AUTUMN

In autumn time, the dried leaves fall,
And birds of passage hear the call

Of one, who makes the world obey
Inviting them from northern bay

To fly to southern forests tall.

The harvests gathered in, are all
Kept stored for whate’er may befall;

For night grows cold and dark grows day,
In autumn.

Into their hives the bees are small,
Have gathered each its honeyed haul.

The want of winter to forestay ;
The untamed winds of forest sway.

The trees and tender shrubs bemawl,
In autumn.

Law, ’ii



 



 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

hD rf

<§> ^

—f

Diary of a Senior

Seven A. M. —Enter Prefect noisily as
one who is used to task—“ Good morn¬

ing”—slams door violently and is gone.
What kind of a morning ? Rain, as usual ;
must get up, nevertheless ; haven’t break¬
fasted for three mornings ; scandalous !
never mind ; one more snooze ....

there’s the last bell, ugh !
Dress in dark imperfectly ; no time to

shave; cravat apparently lost. Where
the oh, here it is under the desk ;
must try to develop habits of neatness.

Breakfast: Dining hall full ; men ap¬
pear in various stages of dishabille.
College cook thinks a hitherto unimpaired
appetite can be satisfied by a few articles
that seem esculent but are not. Steak

might as well be painted on plate as not;
impenetrable; never mind, plain living
and high thinking.

Back to rooms, finish dressing ; chapel
bell rings for fifteen minutes’ slumber.
Morning Post: two bills and a circular.
Meet prefect in corridor : The prefect’s
compliments to me, and be pleased to
call at office and explain my return to
college at 12.10 last night !

Must be at philosophy circle 9.00
o’clock, and defend thesis on compene-
tration, whatever that is; have notes
somewhere; notes can’t be found ; saw

them on the table three weeks ago, and
the table can’t have been dusted since—

oh, here they are. Lecture room full ;
some wear wise air of intelligence ; most
sleep. I wish that fool wouldn’t grin at
me when I’m “stuck.”

10.00.—Go to political economy lect¬
ure ; take notes diligently and be careful
to burn them at the end of hour. 11.00

A. M., Ethics lecture. 11.50, ask ques¬
tion ; has been explaining it for half
hour ; beg his pardon. Mem. don’t ask
questions after prolonged slumber.

Lunch cold and unsatisfying. 1.00 P.
M., Enter editor of Journal, wants mat¬
ter, haven’t it, he will wait while I write
it; very considerate; article is forced
and crude ; hope nobody reads it, exit
editor, enter solicitor for “Collier’s
Weekly.” Would he mind going away
and calling some other time ? When ?
Oh, any old time ; only not now. 2.00
P. M. Perfect’s office to explain my late
return last night. I explain ; doesn’t
tell me I’m a colossal liar, but looks it;
lets me off this time.

3.00 P. M.—Gymnasium, running
and wrestling, every one throws me ; don’t
think I’ll be an athlete any more ; no hot
water? Monstrous; abuse the janitor
for it and leave the furnace room with a
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shovel in my wake. Cold baths are more
healthful any way. 4.00 P. M. Philo-
demic Society ; few present; nobody
interested ; moderator makes speech ;
and no one seems to dispute it; miscel¬
laneous business. Much agitation, many
talk but few say anything; lots of amend¬
ments ; safe to vote against all of them.
Read my speech and am interrupted by
man in the third seat from the end ; the
man in the third seat from the end has
the book that I copied it from.

6.30—P'ifteen minutes to dress and go
seven miles for dinner ; can’t find even¬

ing clothes ; maybe my man has gone .to

another wedding—no, here they are.
Arrived out in suburbs. Many butter¬
flies of fashion present. Dinner; would
like more of everything, but know better
than to ask. Old gent next to me has
whisky and soda and falls asleep. I’ll
eat this cheese if it kills me ; no, thank
you, I never drink wine after dinner
(Liar !). Guests depart—I’ve had a

very pleasurable evening Miss so-and-so
(Liar!). I wish you would call soon

again (Liar !). Return to college; head¬
ache ; room’s dark ; can’t find matches;
fall over furniture ; Damn that chair!

D., ’08.
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A VISION or MOTHER

177

How oft do the hours that vision recall,
The face of my mother, the dearest of all.

The smile that would greet me, when trouble perplexed me,
The song that she’d sing me, of angel and fairy,

The kiss that she’d give me, the balm of all sorrow,
The boon of each day and the hope of each morrow.

Ah, what does remembrance of mother proclaim ?
How many the secrets that are linked with her name?

Ah, memory, of all the sweet treasures you give me,
There’s naught to compare with her old sympathy.

For e’en though she’s been with the angels so long,
Her face oft returns with her smile and her song.

R, Law, 1910

By reason of the proximity of George¬
town College to the National Capital
which, as a matter of fact, came into
existence almost at the same time as the
College itself was founded, it is but rea¬
sonable to suppose that the College
should have been favored by occasional
visits from the Presidents of the United
States. As a matter of fact, the first
President, Washington, Father of his
Country, opened a tradition which in the
history of the Republic has had but few
breaks, coming himself to visit the College
under the administration of the Rev.
Louis Zuboorg, S. J., afterwards Arch¬

bishop of Havana and New Orleans.
No accurate record of Washington’s visit
is now attainable. Tradition, however,
says that it was a return call of courtesy
for a visit paid him by the President of
the College. He rode up on horse-back,
unattended, and alighted, hitching the
reins of his horse to a paling of the
picket-fence then surrounding the
grounds. He first encountered the Rev.
William Matthews, then a teacher in the
College, who did the honors of the in¬
stitution for the Father of his Country.
A day or two later a formal reception
was arranged which was held in the old

\ n
s
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Trinity Church, still standing, consisting
of poems and addresses laudatory. One
of these addresses was delivered by
Robert Walshe of Philadelphia, whose
great-grandson was a student in George¬
town two years ago.

A second visit of a President of the
United States was made under conditions
less agreeable; to wit, the presence of
President James Madison in the month
of August, 1814, who having halted on
the College grounds in his flight from
the nation’s capital, seeking to place his
family in a refuge of safety beyond the
Potomac, witnessed from these same

heights two sad spectacles, one humili¬
ating, the other most distressing. For
as he turned his gaze still farther north-

i ward, he saw the panic-stricken militia
in mad flight from the ignoble field of
Bladensburg; and looking yet eastward
he witnessed the flames rising from the
burning Capitol and his own deserted
residence, the White House, flames lit
by the torch of the British conquering
invader. One year later the same Presi¬
dent signed the first act of Congress
authorizing the bestowal by Georgetown
College of academic degrees.

The College records note a visit of
business character made by President
Polk in 1844 to place in the institution
as a student his adopted son.

At the Commencement of July 25, in
this same year, is noted in the annals the
presence of Henry Clay, Mr. Polk’s de¬
feated opponent. The chronicler adds this
comment, that among the speeches given
on this occasion was one made by a stu¬
dent, after a district merchant in Wash¬
ington, William Pinkney Brooke—sub¬

ject, the “Evil of Duelling.” As Mr. Clay
possessed a National reputation as an

upholder of the code, having on the field
of honor, so-called, met John Randolph,
of Roanoke, to cast aside an aspersion
made by the latter, that some political end
had been achieved by the combination of
the Puritan (John Q. Adams), and a

blackleg(H. Quay), fears seemed to have
been entertained by some that Mr. Clay
might construe the address as a pointed
remark on his principles and practice, yet
none such was intended. At the Com¬
mencement of July 24, 1845, President
Polk, with Secretaries Buchanan—after¬
wards a President of the United States—
and Bancroft, remembered as the foun¬
der of our Naval Academy at Anna¬
polis, presided and distributed the
prizes. Record is also found of the
attendance, in 1841, of President John
Tyler—the concluding member of the
campaign slogan “Tippecanoe and Tyler,
too.” It was in 1854, the writer himself
first saw in official visit to Georgetown a
President of the United States. Frank¬
lin Pierce, who, on the Democratic ticket,
had defeated General Winfield Scott.
His Cabinet in attendance contained

many ever afterwards distinguished in
the nation’s history. William L. Marcv,
of New York, Secretary of State; Jef¬
ferson Davis, Secretary of War, etc.
The President’s wife, in deep mourning
for the death of an only son killed in a
railroad wreck as the family journeyed t'
Washington for the inauguration, did n

accompany her husband on thi occasion.
In 1857 President James Buchanan,

with the members of his Cabinet, honored
the Commencement, having in his party
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his neice, Harriet Lane, under his ad¬
ministration the mistress of the White

House, who, by reason of her personal
qualities and many attractions, may claim
to stand with Dolly Madison and Mrs.
Grover Cleveland, in a class itself, among
the ladies who have dispensed the hos¬
pitalities of the White House.

Mr. Buchanan’s manner was particu¬
larly gracious whenever a student hailing
from his own State of Pennsylvania pre¬
sented himself for a prize.

In 1876, occurred a visit of a President
of the United States that may almost be
called historic. In 1869, when President
Grant succeeded President Johnson, of
Tennessee, who was entering upon his
first term, owing to the breach which had
taken place between Mr. Johnson and the
radical wing of his party, the custom or¬

dinarily followed of inviting the outgoing
President to accompany, in the same
barouche, the incoming President, was
not adhered to.

Owing to this omission, and earlier
incidents, the ex-President and President
Grant, it was understood, were not on

terms of pleasant relation.
At the Commencement of 1876 Presi¬

dent Grant, then in his second term, had
accepted an invitation to preside and dis¬
tribute the honors. On the eve of the
Commencement day, unexpectedly, ex-
President Johnson arrived in Washing¬
ton, announcing his intention of attend¬
ing the Commencement on the morrow,

it the time, his son was a student in
V't**

the College Immediately local reporters
and correspondents with journalistic in¬
stinct, scented the possibility of a sen¬
sational scene at the College on the pros¬

pective meeting of President Grant and

his predecessor. The College authorities
themselves were not wholly without some
anxiety as to the probable embarrassment
at the announced meeting. A little inno¬
cent diplomacy, however, saved the day.
President Grant’s Secretary was Colonel.
Robert M. Douglass, himself a recent
graduate of Georgetown. The Presi¬
dent, with his Secretary, arrived at the
College in the day and, of course, was
assigned the first place in the front row
of the audience, members of which, how¬
ever, were kept on tension throughout
the proceedings, momentarily expecting
the entrance of Ex-President Johnson.

Fortunately, however, the latter gen¬
tleman entered the College grounds only
after the close of the exercises. Mean¬

while, members of the Faculty had been
assigned the duty of entertaining Presi¬
dent Grant.

It fell to the present writer to render
the same service to Ex-President John¬
son, as he then was teaching the class of
which his son was a member. Instruc¬
tions in general were given that as diplo¬
matically as possible the two dis¬
tinguished gentlemen were not to be per¬
mitted to meet, refreshments to each
being served in separate apartments of
the College.

The writer’s chief concern on the oc¬

casion, while entertaining Ex-President
Johnson, was to keep posted as to the
movements of President Grant and his
Private Secretary. So soon as the two
were seen driving rapidly through the
College gate, Mr. Johnson was escorted,
with his son, Frank, to his own vehicle,
and apparently well satisfied with his
visit, departed. So was saved the day,

Robin Rubb.
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Harris was one of my rich and influen¬
tial friends, and as I have not too many
of this kind I cherish him very much.
He had plenty of money and all of his
time at his disposal to spend it. In fact
he did nothing else. His most strenuous
occupation was hunting, the hunting of
big game. If the numerous heads, hides,
claws and other animal anatomy that
graced his apartments were proofs of
his prowess he certainly was a success.
I had often been urged by him to ac¬
company him on his many expeditions,
but invariably refused. I possess a nature
that is comfort-loving and delights in
the primitive life only in as far as it
exists in books. I have a horror of bugs
and beasts and Harris simply delights
in jungles and swamps. Nevertheless
he never became offended at my failing
to accept his invitations and always had
me up for a meal on the eves of any of
his departures.

So when I heard that my friend was

packing to go to some God-forsaken spot
I was not at all surprised to have him
call me up and bid me come up to dinner
that night. Accordingly I found myself
that evening at the “Imperial” apart¬

ments and was jovially greeted by my
host. We dined alone, and as usual the
fare was excellent. We revelled in old
times and discussed almost everything
and everybody we knew. The decanter
was at our elbows after the tasty meal,
and we did not allow it to be idle. As
the evening aged we grew confidential
and disclosed many things to o'ne another
that were surprising. Among the few
things I told, I confided the fact that I
had an affair of the heart, or, in other
words, was deeply in love. This led to a
discussion of that interesting subject
and for some time we argued concerning
the advantages and disadvantages of it.
I do not remember at just what conclu¬
sion we arrived, but after quite a time
the fact was borne to mind that it was

late and time to depart for my own fire¬
side. Our parting was tender and affect¬
ed Harris so much that he insisted on

giving me some token in memory of the
parting and “the queen of my heart,” as
he called her. I tried to argue the point
with him, but he broke away and going
into another room, I could hear him
fumbling around in the dark. He soon
returned and pressing a small leather
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jewel box in my hand bade me a tearful
good-bye.

Some important business kept me

occupied for some time succeeding this
affair until I had almost forgotten it.
Running my hand through the pockets
of my dinner jacket one night, however,
I came across the small box and it ail
came back to me. I opened the box in
some perplexity, not knowing just what
to expect. It came back to me that
Harris had said something about a pearl,
how he liked them, and was sure the lady
would like them. Pressing the spring
there lay disclosed on the velvet bed a
pendant, a pearl I at once concluded. I
picked up the object and examined it
closely. It was certainly the queerest
looking pearl I had ever seen, though I
confess I had not seen many. It was
very broad at the base and was set in
a carved crown of gold. It tapered to
a point at the other end and along the
sides were several saw-like points. In
colour it was very white, not much like
the grayish hue of pearls. “Funniest
looking pearl I ever saw,” I exclaimed,
“Something queer about it, but it’s pretty.
Harris said it was a pearl, however, and
he ought to know. I don’t. Something
rare and expensive that he came across
somewhere, I guess.”

The end of the matter was that I fixed
it to my fob by the attachment provided
for that purpose and gradually came to
prize it highly.

Of Harris I heard only through the
papers, or from acquaintances. He was
a poor correspondent and rarely wrote to
anyone. In the meantime my own af¬
fairs were keeping me quite busy. Edith

—that is her name—seemed to be grad¬
ually coming around to my way of think¬
ing, and I plucked up my drooping cour¬
age. Matters were even progressing
famously, and I was almost elated over
the prospects.

One evening when we were—or, at
least, I was—enjoying the pleasure of
her company, she happened to notice my
fob, or, rather, the charm.

“What a quaint little thing it is,” she
exclaimed, “what is it?”

“O, that’s what Harris—you know
Harris—gave me,” I answered indif¬
ferently. “It is a new sort of pearl, he
said, and I value it very much.”

O, isn’t it lovely,” she said, as I handed
the fob and all over for her inspection.
“So queer—and expensive, I’m sure.”

“It may be,” I replied, and then taking
chances, “but would you like to have it—
to keep for me always, would you?”

“O, no, I couldn’t,” she protested,,
blushing, but before she could do or say
more I had the fob off my watch and in
her hand. When I left she was wearing
it.

Edith was a queer girl in a few ways.
She raved over unique things, but could
stand anything weird or significant. It
was this that made it so hard to choose

any gifts for her. Consequently I con¬
gratulated myself on having struck a
satisfactory object and having presented
it. It was just what she liked, and I had
undoubtedly made a good impression as
a result of it all. Everything was ripen¬
ing for a final decisive move.

Whenever after I called on or saw

Edith she was wearing the fob, the broad
tapering, almost ugly, charm still show-
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ing well in its throne of gold. We often
talked of it, and speculated as to just
what it was. At last we decided to write
to Harris about it, and as I had seen in a

paper where he was just then, at a place
not entirely desolated, I wrote that night.
We awaited the answer impatiently, and
our intimacy grew as we discussed the
probable information. My head was in
the clouds then, if ever, and I considered
myself the luckiest mortal ever. I
blessed Harris and the pearl daily for
what it brought about, and what I hoped
it to bring, for T intended to put the great
question as soon as the letter came.

Consequently my feelings can better
be imagined than described when about
a month later a letter was handed me in
Harris’ handwriting. With impatience
I opened it and dashed through it. At
the end I fell limply into a chair hardly
able to speak. This was the letter:

Nowhere, Aerica.
Dear Old Pal:

Your letter reached me by a miracle,
and I answer at once and in haste to your

query. You ask me about a pearl that I
gave you the night I left, and to what
species or genus its belongs. Well,
friend, for a long time I could not
fathom what you were driving at, for I
could not recall owning a stone of such
description. Then I remembered the
circumstances of that night and this is
undoubtedly the explanation.

I had intended to give you a pearl—a
genuine one—but in my hazy condition
became somewhat mixed. I keep all
those things in one drawer and must
have drawn the wrong box. I did not
give you a “pearl,” but a cannibal’s tooth.

You see it was this way. I met an army
officer a long time ago who had had a
few brushes with man-eaters somewhere
near here where I am now, and he had
one big fight with the chief. As a me¬
mento of his victory he pulled -one of his
foe’s teeth, which were filed- to a sharp
point, as all of them are, and had it pol¬
ished and mounted. He passed it on to
me, but it was a little too gruesome and
I stored it away in that drawer. I am
sorry, old chap, about it all, and will
make it up to you some time. I am off
for a rhinoceros now so wish me luck.

Ever thine,
“Charley.”

Ye Gods! A canibal’s tooth the ob¬

ject of our admiration. That which had
bitten into human flesh adorning her. It
was awful. And then what would I tell
her. I saw the end of all my dreams
vanishing and almost groaned in despair.
Edith was charming and all that, but she
was peculiar, and might not understand,
then —. For a long time I racked my
brain for a solution, but only one con¬
clusion seemed for all—to tell the truth.
That evening a very pale and determined
young man—at least that is how I felt—
rang the bell at a certain house. Edith
herself answered door and we were soon

seated. There was a constrained silence
for an interval, which I broke by clearing
my throat. “Well, the letter came,” I
said.

“Did it?” came the answer. I was too

deep in my own thoughts to notice
Edith’s lack of enthusiasm over the news.

“Yes,” it came, I repeated.
“Did it,” in a small voice, and then she

burst into tears.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL, 183

“Why, Edith, what’s wrong? Tell
me?” I asked.

“Oh, Jack,” she sobbed, “the ‘pearl’s’
gone. I was playing with Tim to-day—
you know our dog—and he grabbed the
fob, tore the charm off—and—and—
swallowed it. Oh, will you ever forgive
me?”

I was dazed at this turn of affairs, and
yet retained some presence of mind.

“Forgive you,” I said. “Yes, on one
condition. Will you—” Anyway she
did, and the rest only interests me.

Lawrence: D. Smith, ’09.
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THE HARVEST MOON

(Read in Gaston Hall at the Reading of the November Marks.)

Behind yon silver-edged cloud now hides
The harvest moon on its celestial way.
With its soft beams it changes night to day

When gently into view it smoothly glides.
With all the world it peacefully abides,

Revealing waters glistening on the bay
And s~liining o’er the fields, just turned to gray,

Or streaming softly down the mountain sides.
Its'rays now steal through fading forest trees

And show the shrunken leaves upon the ground.
It guards untiringly the shocks of corn,

Their tassel tops soft swaying in the breeze,
Ne’er ceasing in its course till it has found

The glowing sun announcing welcome morn.
L.J.,’1

THE NEW BORN KING

(Read in Gaston Hall at the Reading of the November Marks.)

Whilst glittering hosts of pure white angels sing
Celestial harmonies adown the frosty air,
Within a cheerless manger, cold and bare,

His first tears flowing, lies the New Born King.
Beside his crib, the first their welcome bring

His Virgin Mother and her spouse ; and there
The humble shepherds bow themselves in prayer,

And heaven and earth with new Hosannas ring.

Without, all thro’ the still and solemn night,
Across the glistening fields, clad deep in snow,

The myriad stars fling glad their gleaming light,
Lending their beauty to the scene below.

And passed the wondrous night,—then, lo ! the morn
Joyous proclaims—“The Christ, the King, is born ! ”

Jno. Galligan, “1910.
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Senator Stephen
Russell Mallory

On December 23rd, at 12.48 A. M.,
at his home in Pensacola, Florida, there
passed away, in the person of Stephen
Russell Mallory, A. B. ’69, A. M. ’71,
LL. D. ’04, a true Catholic gentleman.
Other than these simple words he needs
no eulogy for they comprise everything,
and they who say more, say nothing.
A synopsis of Mr. Mallory’s life speaks
for itself, speaks for the interest and
active part that he took in the public life
of his time and his services to his State
and country.

Stephen Russell Mallory was born
at Columbia, S. C., at the home of his
mother’s sister, November 2, 1848. His
father was Stephen Russell Mallory,
born in Trinidad, in 1813, who was secre¬

tary of the navy of the Confederacy, at
one time a member of the United States
Senate from Florida, and one of the
prominent men of his day. His mother
was Angela Moreno, daughter of Josef a
Moreno, of one of the old Spanish fami¬
lies of Pensacola, Fla. The elder Mallory
accompanied his father, the grandfather
of the late Senator Mallory, to Pensacola
early in life. They came from the West
Indies, whither the grandfather had gone
from his native State of Connecticut.

Private tutors gave Senator Mallory
his early education. In 1864 he entered
the Confederate Army of Northern Vir¬
ginia. He was appointed a midshipman
in the Confederate navy early in the
following year, and served with that
branch of the service until the close of

the war.

As soon as peace was declared he en¬
tered Georgetown University in this city,
from which he graduated in 1869.
Following his graduation he was an
instructor there for two years. Then he
went to New Orleans and was admitted
to the practice of law after studying the
profession for several years. He settled
down to practice law in Pensacola, Fla.,
in 1874.

He was elected a member of the
Florida legislature in 1876, and to the
Florida senate in 1880, serving there untii
1884. In 1890 he was elected by a nearly
unanimous vote to Congress from the
third district, and re-elected in. 1895.

The Florida legislature elected him to
the United States Senate in 1896, and he
took his seat March 4, 1897. He served
out the term and was re-elected in 1903.
His term would have expired March 3,

1909. During his long service as a na-
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tional legislator Senator Mallory served
on the Committees on Commerce, District
of Columbia, Eisheries, Pacific Islands,
Patents, Porto Rico and Public Health
and National Quarantine.

Senator Mallory never married, and at
the time of his death was one of the few
bachelors of the Senate.

At Senator Mallory’s own request his
funeral, which took place at Pensacola,
Fla., in the forenoon December 24th, was
characterized by simplicity, and no sena¬
tors nor representatives attended in their
official capacity.

Two great characteristics of the life of
the late Senator Mallory were his loyal
devotion to his alma mater and his

faculty of directing all the actions of his
life to a proper end. Both of these are
exemplified by the provision in his will,
in which he leaves to the University two
thousand dollars to be the foundation for
a gold medal to be contested for yearly
by the students of the University, the
subject of which is to lie in the domain
of Constitutional History or practical
politics. Senator Mallory could have
done nothing which would bear more
worthy fruit or redound more to his
credit. Being himself for many years in
public life, he recognized the wisdom of
awakening the interest of the Catholic
student of to-day, who will be the Catho¬
lic leader of to-morrow, in the funda¬
mental principles upon which our gov¬
ernment is based, believing that closer
study of these principles will be the cure
for many evils which affect the body poli¬
tic to-dav. Assuredly, in the death of
Senator Mallory Georgetown has lost a
true friend and the country a patriot.

The specific provisions in his will con¬
cerning his bequest to Georgetown Uni¬
versity are as follows:

“Of the moneys belonging to my estate
that shall come into the hands of my said
executor, I give to Georgetown Univer¬
sity the sum of $2,000, to be paid to the
President of said University and to be
invested by him. The annual income
therefrom, or so much as may be neces¬

sary, I desire to be devoted to providing
a gold medal to be bestowed annually
on such student of any of the schools or
departments of said University (under
the rules and regulations as the Faculty
of the University may prescribe), who,
in a contest, in which two or more stu¬
dents participate, shall compose and hand
in the most meritorious original essay on
any question arising out of, or relating
to, the Constitution of the United States,
or arising out of, or relating to, any re¬
publican system of government. The
said President shall prescribe the ques¬
tion that shall be the subject of each an¬
nual contest, and at least 500 copies of
the prize essay shall be published in pam¬
phlet form within three months after the
medal has been awarded, said pamphlet
copies to be distributed under the direc¬
tion of the said President.”

Senator Mallory needs no towering
tombstone to commemorate him. His
deeds and personality have engraved the
memory of him indelibly on the hearts
of his countrymen. Not only is his
family the loser by his death; not only
is Georgetown the loser, but the nation
has lost one of its most valuable posses¬
sions—a true citizen.

F. J. Hartnett, 09.
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The sun, who at the approach of night,
Doth find a haven of long-sought rest,

Has spent a course not half so bright
As thine, with fame immortal blest.

D„ ’08.

On Friday, January 3, there passed
away in the person of Rev. Dennis
Joseph Stafford, D. D., ’90, one of
the most distinguished and best-beloved
members of the American clergy, and an
illustrious recipient of Georgetown Uni¬
versity’s highest degree. His many bril¬
liant qualities of intellect; his splendid
eloquence, both on pulpit and platform,
and his broad-minded attitude toward all
the vital questions of the day, made him
a living force for good both as a clergy¬
man and as an American citizen, while
his kindly sympathy and ever-present
readiness with hearty helping hand and
cheering word, made him rarely loved by
the people with whom he came in con¬
tact.

It is no small thing to have achieved
and held the veneration and loving re¬
gard of such a multitude of all classes
both within and without the church, and
it is universally acknowledged that he
was in no small measure instrumental in

bringing about the good feeling mani¬
fested on all sides towards the church.

Uniting in himself the three attributes of

the devout priest, the scholarly thinker
and the Christian gentleman, Dr. Staf¬
ford was one of the most powerful fig¬
ures in the Church, and his career, cut
short by the untimely hand of death, was
apparently but beginning. Dr. Dennis
Joseph Stafford was born in this city in
i860. The dead pastor’s parents were ex¬

emplary Christians and representatives of
the highest type of Christian character.
The success of Dr. Stafford has often
been ascribed by him to his mother, who
exerted the greatest influence over her
son.

After receiving his primary education
at St. Matthew’s Institute, in his native
city, Dr. Stafford entered St. Charles
College and later Niagara University to
study for the priesthood, such being his
intention from earliest childhood. Here
he made his philosophical and theological
studies, and was ordained December 19,
1885.

In 1890, after a searching public ex¬
amination before a board of distinguished
theologians, among whom were the Rev¬
erend Fathers Russo and Welch, S.J., the
Georgetown University conferred upon
him the degree of Doctor of Divinity.
In June, 1906, he received the honorary
degree of LL. D., from the University of
Notre Dame.
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Immediately after his ordination he
was for Eve years stationed at St. John’s
Cathedral, Cleveland, Ohio. There he
won a brilliant reputation as a preacher
and attracted congregations whose num¬
bers the large church would not accom¬
modate. He was transferred to Mas-

silon, Ohio, where he remained for eleven
months. His love for his old arch¬
diocese of Baltimore induced him to ac¬

cept an invitation to come back and labor
in the field sanctified by the lives of a
Carroll, a Kenrick, a Spalding, and a
Gibbons. In 1891 he returned to this
archdiocese, and for nearly three years
was stationed at St. Peter’s Church, Bal¬
timore, where his eloquence as a preacher
was soon recognized, and the large
church was not sufficiently commodious
to accommodate the thousands who
flocked to hear him.

The earnest desire of his many friends
in Washington was gratified by His Emi¬
nence Cardinal Gibbons, who sent the
brilliant young priest as second assistant
to Father Gloyd at St. Patrick’s Church.
His appointment gave great satisfaction
to the people generally, who were fami¬
liar with his reputation as an orator and
as a charming gentleman.

APPOINTED TO PASTORATE.

On the death of Rev. Father Gloyd,
March 27, 1901, Dr. Stafford was ap¬
pointed administrator, and later he was

appointed by Cardinal Gibbons perma¬
nent' Rector of St. Patrick’s Church, Sun¬

day, September 29, 1901. This promo¬
tion was regarded by even non-Catholics
with pleasure, and it was stated at the
time that the President himself expressed
a keen satisfaction on the appointment. •

It has always been his aim to make St.
Patrick’s the most beautiful church edi¬
fice in this city, and since his incumbency
the magnificent granite buildings adjoin¬
ing the church, the rectory, St. Patrick’s
Academy and Carroll Hall were erected.

Cardinal Gibbons on the occasion of

his funeral summed up Dr. Stafford’s
salient characteristics in the following
words:

“God was pleased to endow Dr. Stafford
with many gifts. Endowed with a com¬

manding presence, a delicious and pleas¬
ing voice, a clear enunciation, a rare

eloquence, a prodigious memory, a mind
above what is ordinarily allotted to man,
he preached sermons that not only spoke
to your minds, but touched your hearts.

Pie was a man of tenderest sympathies.
His love was a mecca for people of all
classes, whither pilgrims from foreign
lands came in quest of advice and counsel
and every material help; whither many
of his own fellow-citizens, and you your¬
selves, perhaps, came to seek succor from
his hand—and few, if any, went away

empty-handed.
He was ever ready to aid in any civic

cause, meeting rising issues wisely; ever
prepared to jump into the breach when
the public weal demanded his assistance.’’

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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One of the most common errors in the

make-up of college magazines of the day
is the absolute restricting of the editorial
column to the discussion of purely local
affairs, no matter how petty, a restriction
which should not be the aim of the writer
of such editorials. The editorial column

of a college paper is intended primarily
to present -a brief resume of the important
events of the college day, and yet to pre¬
sent them in such a way as to enable
the reader to draw some sensible and non-

prejudiced conclusion. If possible the
writer himself must gather these price¬
less pearls of deductive wisdom, as it
were, though the rest of the proverb
about throwing them to swine does not

apply necessarily, and array them in a

logical order for the, let us hope, inter¬
ested reader. However, it does not
follow that if there is a lack of interesting
events, and there is almost always a time
during the course of the college session
when this is the case, when the days are
dull and dreary and everything is a
monotonous routine, it does not have to
follow that the editorial creator should

lapse into writing ponderous and weighty
articles upon insignificant local subjects.
If local matter fails, choose some interest¬
ing question of the day, not a weighty
economic one, but one that will form
interesting and readable paragraphs for
the student body at large.

We are laying this down as a general
rule, and we will conscientiously endeavor
to follow it, begging the kindly criticism
of our, let us once more hope, interested
reader.

The mid-term examinations, that time
of deep and serious cogitations, are here
once more. Yes, we are going to say
the sanie old, time-worn and musty
words about—well, evading the hawk-
eyed vigilance of the examiner and avail¬
ing one’s self of surreptitious aid. This
is covering the nature of the deed up
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somewhat; some people might use one
word. However, it should be the prin¬
ciple of the student, especially one of
Georgetown, of a gentleman, that it is
better, if the worst comes to the worst,
to fail honorably, than to pass or succeed
dishonorably. We would like the reader,
whether he be student now or not, to let
these words make an appreciable impres¬
sion. They are very true, whether you
believe it or not. There is no puzzle
about them. It is merely a question of
choosing between honor and dishonor.

As has been the case during the past
few months, whenever there has been
some movement set on foot to better our

system of government or our means of
defense, a movement which had been pri¬
marily caused by some widely spread
article criticizing the condition of affairs in
such and such a respect, there has nearly
always been a universal shout raised that
the writer of such an article was not an

active factor in that portion of the gov¬
ernment which he was criticizing, and as
a consequence knew nothing practical at
all about it, even though the said writer

had made searching and personal investi¬
gations in that respect.

Such invariably has been the case since
the defects in the construction of our

navy were first pointed out. No sooner
had some one, usually a landsman,
pointed out any fault, the open turret or
low armor-line for instance, than there
would be a tumultuous cry of indignation
on all sides. “What do land-lubbers
know about the navy?” It was said,
‘ ‘ What do they know about the construc¬
tion of battleships ? The impudence,
insolence, unwarranted intrusion into
official affairs” and so on ad nauseam.

This has always been the case.
Of course, there have been a great

many articles that were not backed by
the proper amount of guaranteed facts,
articles that exaggerated, but notwith¬
standing this, it is as foolish and inane
to put forth the statement that a landsman
can not be mentally capable of criticising
the construction of vessels because he
never sailed on one, built one or owned
one, as it would be to say a dramatic
critic can not criticise a play because he
never wrote one, or point out the faults of
an opera tenor because he couldn’t sing
three notes in a scale.
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It is a difficult, even stupendous, labor
for one so concerned as ourselves, to sup¬

press the personal element in a column
such as this when it is baulked of its
food. If a plant receive not its proper
irrigation it will die, and if there be noth¬
ing happening this column shall turn out
to be a mere blank vacuity. In a
scheme of this complexion, facts, real or
vicarious, are indispensable ; so it is not I
who am in the wrong.

“A woman’s caprice,” said Thomas De
Quincy in the elite of his papers, “is the
mere mantling of levity.” In the later-
day novel the plot may be resolved inva¬
riably to this much-talked-of infection ;
never has it been so well defined.

The interminable field of magazine arti¬
cles, one would think, should warrant
more notice of the English “Hall of
Fame.” The mere assignment of names
is not in itself of sufficient import to ter¬
rify the world, but in devoting all space
to the manifold business they are neutral¬
izing the finest opportunities for testing
the mettle of the critics.

* * * *

Making a res.um6 or recapitulation of
the accomplishments of Greater New
York in the now completed initial decade
we find results favorable for that notable
consolidation.

5)5 * * *

Dr. Stafford’s death, coming as it did,
was a shock that was felt at great
distances. His fame as an orator and

authority on Shakespere will hold him in
the minds of the learned and free him
from the fate of the many whose history
is to be confined to the penurious records
of a grave stone.

There are two things noticeable that
one can predicate as characteristic of
many of our popular magazines : The
liberal use of color with a generous dis¬
regard for taste, and the dearth of adver¬
tisements.
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The notable sciolist, Mr. Bernard
Shaw, commenting on the selection of
names for the “English Hall of Fame,”
gave birth to a few thoughts that (pardon
the paradox) are wanting in the rational-
element.

We are loath to recall some pompous
articles that made their appearance in
the college papers of last month The
literary yield of the college man or
woman while going the rounds of the
other schools does not reach many peo¬

ple in the outside world and sometimes
it is a source of much comfort that they
do not. Laughable blunders in logic
are common enough, but some authors
will reiterate statement upon statement
without even the colorable show of being
sometimes in the right.

Not many moons ago there appeared
in this worthy paper some epistles that
were supposed to be and were gener¬
ally conceded to be “funny.” Some
venomous writer from our New England
Alumni infuriated by the slang in same
letters indulged his fellow alumni (so
rumor has it) with many interviews and
brought his wrath upon the then editor
for publishing such rubbish. Prosecut¬
ing his scheme with demoniac energy
the gentleman in question finally confined
his groans to paper and with generous
disregard of expense applied a two-cent
stamp for the cause. The plan was suc¬
cessful for the letters were suppressed.
At present there are being published a
series of letters of a like nature and we

(the writer) would be so forward as to
ask an- opinion concerning these.

D., ’08.
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Collegian
Advice Column

Since the debut of our advice column
the know-it-all editor has received a

ponderous pile of plaintive pleas for
guidance. It is a tribute to the modesty
of the nation when such A vast number
will admit their limited knowledge. We
have been requested to decide several
questions, which have baffled our states¬
men for many years. Though the editor
feels guilty for permitting these errors to
continue, he must, however, refer his
correspondents to the June high school
commencements, where all great institu¬
tions are annually reformed. Anyone
desirous of a strictly private answer will
kindly enclose stamps ; the signature will
then be omitted.

Address, Solomon, Journal.

Dear Sir :

I have always been of a robust nature,
but since coming to school here, I
frequently have had a ringing in the ears.
While not a spiritualist, my sleep is often
destroyed in the morning by violent rap-
pings. Do you think I am a victim of
nervous prostration ?

Discipline.

Do not be alarmed. It is strange you
should imagine the sound of bells as the
Athletic Association prohibits all ringers.

Dear Editor :

I shall soon be a college graduate.
For the last four years I’ve been throw¬
ing the hammer, putting the shot and
high jumping.

What sort of a calling should I follow?
My disposition is quiet and amiable. I
fancy I would like banking. The hours
are always short and sometimes the
accounts.

A. T. Letics.

Why should you think of becoming a
financier when you possess all the re¬
quirements of a piano mover ?

This is by no means a despised voca¬
tion. The piano mover brings the re¬
finements of music into countless homes.
A timely removal saves many a family
from discord. Why not try medicine ?
You have the right disposition, as. a
doctor needs patients.

Being an excellent high jumper why
not secure a position with the War De¬
partment intercepting wireless message?

Dear Sir :

I am contemplating taking a 1
course, but I am very large and hr
some and quick at making frk
Would this be an impediment?

Ambiti
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I do not think the talents or gifts you
mention would interfere.

I once knew a man who never went

hunting in his life and yet he was as fine
a singer as I ever heard.

Dear Friend :

The solace of your column is so allur¬
ing to my confiding nature that I could
not resist writing a few lines. My school
life is the essence of ecstasy. I think it
is great to be a college boy. My room¬
mate is most agreeable. We are having
a contest to see who can get the most
automobile catalogues.

At. present he has only three more
machines than I have. However, the
only trouble I have is not being asked the
parts of the lesson I study.

Hoping to receive some aid,
I remain,

A New Boy.

I am very glad to hear of your happi¬
ness. The auto race must be very ex¬

citing. In regard to being called at the
wrong place many others have the same
trouble since very few teachers are mind
readers.

Be patient and you may yet meet an
instructor who will be your academic
affinity.

Dear Sir :

Since coming to college I have met a

young lady whom I like very much. I
try to show my regard for her in every
possible way, but she seems rather in¬
different towards me. I am always very
nice and polite. At the last crew dance
I loaned her my pencil to mark her
programme with. I have told her of my

love, have 1 the right to expect the
return of it?

Freshman.

Yes, the lead pencil is rightfully yours.

Dear Sir :

Being ambitious to obtain a well
rounded education while at school, please
inform me on the following questions:

(a) What style of apparel will be most
fashionable this winter? (b) At the
close of a strictly formal social gathering
is it proper to tell the hostess that you
enjoyed the evening ? (c) When drink¬
ing soup is it permissible to upturn the
plate in order to partake of the full con¬
tents ?

Yours truly,
B. 0. Brumel.

(a) During the coming months it is
safe to predict that overshoes and ear
laps will be in good form, (b) It is
always etiquette, but rarely the truth,
(c) It is hardly proper as a limber piece
of bread will create a better vacuum and
thus enable you to get all the soup that’s
rightfully yours.

Solomon :

Dear Sir :

I have unfortunately, in moments of
extreme enthusiasm and admiration, pro¬
posed to three charming young ladies.
What shall I do about it? They have all
accepted me.

Anxiously yours,
Distracted.

Move to Utah.
Allen Glennon, ’09.
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LAW SCHOOL.

Temperature, iio—Pulse, 99!—Speed,
a mile in 59 seconds. Gee willikens, what
apace!! Just out from the exam, in
Pleading and Practice !! ! A letter awaits
us. Another !!!! We feverishly tear
one open, and read with bated breath.
It is from our editor. “If you don’t
have your notes in by tomorrow morn¬

ing, you may consider yourself fired.
Affectionately yours—The Editor. ” We
viciously stuff it into where our pocket
ought to be and dash for the door, leav¬
ing John Costello, the sage of the school,
eloquently declaiming that an anomolous
plea should be accompanied by an answer
because it isn’t big enough to go out by
itself. John is very brave—away from
home, and exceeding wise, when out of
hearing of his better nine-tenths. We
have almost forgotten the other epistle ;
we, too, have troubles, John. The mis¬
sive reads, “If you do not retract state¬
ment appearing in November Journal to
the effect that I am a felon, I shall brain
you with an injunction pendente lite.—

J. Gaffney, emblem trust magnate.”
Help ! Murder ! Send for Henry Lee ! !
Alas, Jack, it is too true. Igoe,' the un¬
selfish exponent of all integrity, has said
so. Two far-reaching decisions have
gone forth from men of the Georgetown
Law School ; one from Justice Gould,
against the boycott, the other, with an
importance as far reaching, though in
the other direction, from Lambert I, The
Just, against the emblem trust. There,
upon those emblems, stands Miss Justice,
blindfolded by the cruel and heartless
monopoly, and holding in her right hand
a sword, which, in her blindness, she has
thrust through a tattered and bleeding
“G. ” This, in passing, may be the “G”
which Buckley didn’t get. Its sad fate
is the only reason apparent why the
Athletic Association failed to bestow it

upon its proper owner. But there it lay
a figure of monopolistic greed. Let
us have naught to do with such emblems.
Tear the rag from the “befuddled”
(with apologies to Carl Mueller) lady’s
optics. Establish a new emblem with
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the fair damsel seated upon a throne,
side by side with her noble deliverer.
Hurrah ! Long live the king !

When we were humble Juniors, a
dance sufficed. Now, the increased dig¬
nity which our seniority affords, demands
nothing short of a promenade. The
Senior Prom., may therefore be expect¬
ed some time before the lenten season.

We are told that the smoker of the
Second Year Class, held at the Arlington
during last month, was a rollicking affair.

DEBATING.

The principal item of interest in debat¬
ing circles during the month was the
acceptance by Notre Dame of the chal¬
lenge issued by our Intercollegiate Debat¬
ing Committee. The debate is to be
held in the West, and the subject sub¬
mitted is :

“ Resolved, That corporations engaged
in Interstate Commerce should be com¬

pelled to incorporate under Federal laws.
Constitutionality granted.” It will be
remembered that Georgetown went down
in defeat before Notre Dame, in joint
debate held here, two years ago.

Our second meeting is a welcome one
for Georgetown, not only because of the
memory of our defeat, but because of
our lofty esteem in which we hold our
adversaries. A contest with such an

institution is most congenial to the stu¬
dents, the faculty and the alumni of
Georgetown. The date for the contest
has not yet been decided upon. Neither
has Georgetown chosen its side of the
question. The preliminary contest will
be held sometime in January, the exact
date to be announced later. We desire
to call attention to the fact that this con¬

test is open to every student in the entire
University.

The representatives of the Senior De¬
bating Society to meet the Philodemic
Debaters on the evening of January 18th,
at the Law School Building are Messrs.
Gallaher and Hennessy, both of the
Third Year Class. The subject for debate
has been changed from that announced
last month to the one given above, for
the Georgetown-Notre Dame Debate,
January i ith, 1908, Gaston Hall, 8 P. M.
Joint debate between the Senior and
Junior Societies. Subject: The adoption
of postal saving banks by the United
States. Affirmative—Messrs, Piffler, ’08,
and Igoe, ’08. Negative—Messrs.
Lethert, ’09, and Sullivan, ’10, four of
the best debaters in the school.

SODALITY.

The P. G. Sodality seems thus far to
be strictly a Law School institution. On
the P'east of the Immaculate Conception
the Sodalists went to Mass and Holy
Communion in a body in Dahlgren
Chapel and, after breakfast served in the
refectory, held their second regular
meeting of the term. In the evening
Rev. Fr. Aloysius Brosnan, S. J., the
spiritual director of the Sodality, deliv¬
ered a lecture to the members on “Chris¬
tian Marriage and the New Legislation.”
The lecture was a clear and complete
exposition of the ethics of Christian
marriage and the position of the church
in regard to it. The significance of the
Holy Father’s recent encyclical on that
subject was fully explained and dis¬
cussed. At the conclusion of the lecture
Fr. Brosnan answered questions pro¬
pounded. The Reverend Director pro-
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poses to give a number of lectures of
this nature during the year, some of
which will be thrown open to the public.
What has become of the Medical and
Dental Schools? Do they never intend
to wake up and take part in the Univer¬
sity life? Their presence at some of our

gatherings would be greatly appreciated.
The Sodality is about to take up a num¬
ber of charitable works in the hospitals
and among the poor, and a cordial invi¬
tation is extended to the young physicians
and dentists to lend a needed hand.

Again, where are your scribes and liter-
ateurs, that we have no one to challenge
our position among the University Notes?
Must we fill up the entire space by our
mighty and august selves ? I ,et the doc¬
tors get busy.

NEW YEAR.

The Law School sends greetings to all
the other departments of the University,
and wishes them all unbounded success

during the year 1908. May it be a most
prosperous year for dear old Georgetown.
Much is to be achieved during the next
twelve months, and in order that much
be achieved, much work is to be done.
By whom ? By our fellow ? By the class
lower down or higher up ? By some other
department ? Or by you personally ?
By you is meant the man who is reading
these notes, be you graduate or under¬
graduate, be you from Medical, Law or

College. The enthusiastic, zealous sup¬

port of every individual in the institution
is needed in all our undertakings.
There is work to be done in athletics, in
debate and in a myriad other fields, and
the work should not be left for the small

minority. A man who takes no active
part in the University life is true neither

to himself nor to the school. It is a poor
argument to urge that there are enough
enthusiasts, that the somnolence of one
more will not be appreciable, and that
leisure is lacking. Every defalcation
detracts that much from the result, and
the busiest students are usually the most
ardent participants in that activity which
is so essential to the true university life.
A man who receives nothing from his
Alma Mater but what his books and his

professors have given him has not received
one-half his due and has not rendered one-

half his debt. If you are a good debater,
or musician, or athlete the institutions
calling for those talents need you ; if you
are not, you need them, and in either case
there will be a mutual benefit from your

response to the call.
The first of this new year is an auspi¬

cious time for an invitation of a more

extensive co-operation between the stu¬
dents, and between the different depart¬
ments.

May indifference die with the old year.
Don Carlos Ellis, Law, ’09.

MEDICAL SCHOOL NOTES.

Dr. Samuel S. Adams, Professor of
Practice of Medicine, lectured by special
invitation on December 13, at the Har¬
vard Medical School. He spoke before
the class in Pediatrics on typhoid fever
in infants. To him goes the honor of
proving conclusively, that this disease
does occur in infants under one year of
age.

He returned to us to-day and we gave
him a rousing welcome with the old
Hoya, etc.
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The following is an item from the Bos¬
ton Herald, December 13, 1907:

LECTURE ON TYPHOID.

INFANTS, DR. ADAMS’ ESPECIAL SUBJECT
AT HARVARD MEDICAL SCHOOL.

Dr. Samuel S. Adams, consulting phy¬
sician at the Children’s Hospital, Wash¬
ington, D. C., lectured by special invi¬
tation yesterday afternoon at the Har¬
vard Medical School. Speaking before
the class in the Pediatrics department on

tophoid fever in infants, he said there was
conclusive proof that the disease does
occur in the first year in infants, who
either took it from their mothers, con-
tractsd it through handling or were in¬
fected through contaminated water, food
or milk. But death from the disease
was found only in very rare cases.

. The symptoms were similar to those
in the adult, but milder, as a rule. Dr.
Adams expressed himself as strongly op¬

posed to active treatment of any kind,
whether by intestinal cathartics, antisep¬
tics or cold water.

Mr. Alfred L. Malabre, one of the
stellar lights of the Senior Class, is now
resident physician at the University Hos¬
pital, substituting for Dr. Swettman
during the holidays.

Mr. Thomas F. Cleary, ’08, is Patholo¬
gist at Columbia Hospital.

Dr. Harry R. Hermesch, ’07, is now
Assistant Surgeon in U. S. Navy. At
present he is pursuing a course of studies
at the United States Naval Medical
School of this city.

Lest you all forget, Seniors, three
exams, following the Holidays.

Mr. Daniel D. V. Stuart, ’08, is ex-

terne at Children’s Hospital.

Mr. Charles B. Healy was operated
upon by Dr. Vaughn for appendicitis at
the University Hospital, Dec. 16. His
condition is most gratifying, and we cer¬

tainly hope that he will be up to enjoy
Christmas.

Mr. W. Elmo Turton, ’08, is externe
at Garfield Hospital.

Dr. H. R. Schreiber, ’07, is resident
physician at Garfield Hospital.

Dr. James Quinn, ’07, is resident phy¬
sician at St. Vincent’s Hospital, New
York city.

Heard at Dr. Berhend’s Quiz.
Dr. Berhend. Mr , What is the

difference between a parasite, a germ and
a microbe ?

Mr Practically the same, Doc¬
tor. In France they are called Parasites,
in Germany Germs, and in Ireland they
are called Microbes.

Dr. Joseph H. Frey, ’07, is resident
physician at Garfield Hospital.

Dr. Frank A. Baker, Professor of An¬
atomy, has been confined to his home on
Columbia Road during the past three
weeks with the LaGrippe. The entire
student body wish him an immediate and
complete recovery, as the Medical School
is not complete without “Daddy.”

P. Edward Larkin, Med. ’08.
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COLLEGE NOTES.

“Now is the winter of our discontent,”
for the good times of Christmas week
have passed, and we are about to embark
on the troubulous waters of Examination.
Our passage of this terrible stream will
be fraught with great difficulties on ac¬
count of the obstacles to be overcome.

For on one hand is the Scylla of pleasant
retrospection bidding us live over the
happy events of the late holidays, and
trying to distract our minds from the
stern course which we are pursuing.
Then on the other hand, Charybdis croons
the soft bewitching song which leads
many away from the straight channel of
study, to destruction in the whirlpool of
present amusement. So it behooves us
all to attire ourselves like unto the
Ancient Mariner (i. e., in the mantle of
our own individuality), and then having
calked the stanch vessel Scholarship with
the tar and oakum of Hard Study, sail
boldly to the pleasant harbor of Success¬
ful Work.

I knew he was a sailor ’cause he listen¬
ed like the sea!

All the fellows have come back with

many fearsome and funsome (if 1 may be
permitted to coin) stories of holiday
experience. It is related about one chap
that he went up to a neighboring city to
spend New Year’s Eve with another fel¬
low from College. After much festivity
and large joy, he took the train back to
his home town, and being quite tired, he
fell asleep on the train. When he was
awakened he found himself in a small
town about twelve miles from home, a

place where all the honest populace think
it a scandal for anyone to be up after ten

o’clock unless something like a peanut
social is going on. And it was then very

early in the morning. $o the one best
bet was Shank’s mare. The going was
very muddy, the night was dark, and the
wind was cold. But after a walk, which
to the going man’s mind, had Weston’s
pedestrian feat faded by many parasangs,
he finally reached home, soft-footed it up
the stairs without dropping his shoes,
and hit the hay until “the Western sun
was wheeling in the heavens.”

There is no one in College who can

deny that “ Brud ” Dick is a wonderful
man. For many years past he has been
famous for his ability in the game of high
finance so intimately connected with the
College Store. But during Christmas
week he showed himself worthy to be
ranked with Hawkshaw, Holmes or any
of the great detectives. For some bold,
bad burglar walked off with three of the
hat-racks from the Refectory. And did
the Brother sit still and brood over the
loss of his favorite trees, in the manner
of the paternal ancestor of G. Washing¬
ton ? Not for a minute. The “Brud”

put on that famous disguise of his, namely,
a trusting, childlike smile which has de¬
ceived so many who thought to beat him
out of the “cold,” and sallied forth with
stealthy tread upon the trail of the'wood-
man who would not spare even his tree.
And so great was his skill in tracking
the villain who had despoiled his wood¬
land, that within six hours the hat-trees
were once more in their accustomed

places. So we suggest that if anyone
has need for a new detective character,
he should look no further, but at once

put this stirring tale into proper form.
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On New Year’s Day from two until
six, Fr. Rector, assisted by the members
of the College Faculty held a reception
in the Hirst Library. The spacious room
was tastefully decorated with palms and
cut flowers, while the national colors
mingled with the Blue and Gray on the
walls. Music was furnished by an orches¬
tra behind a bank of flowers in the west

alcove, and refreshments were served in
the east alcove. The corridor leading to
the Library was hung with the portraits
of former rectors. During the day some
ninety or more guests called to pay their
respects.

Among the number were : Mr. Justice
White, Mr. Justice M. F. Morris, Civil
Service Commissioner John C. Black,
Rear Admiral George C. Remey, U. S.
N., Mr. Justice Brewer, Mr. Wm. H.
De Lacy, The Minister from Holland,
Rev. James A. Smythe, Rear Admiral
Robert Potts, U. S. N., Colonel Valery
Havard, U. S. A., Lieut.-Col. John C.
Scantling, U. S. A., Lieut.-Col. E. B.
Babbitt, U. S. A., Gen. Robert Mait¬
land O’Reilly, U. S. A., Dr. Guy L.
Edie, U. S. A., Dr. Geo. J. Lochboehler,
Dr. William Francis Byrnes, G. U.
Hospital, Dr. B. Israeli, Dr. Llewellyn
Eliot, Dr. Thos. F. Lowe, Dr. Johnson

Eliot, Dr. Wm. Creighton Woodward,
Dr. D. Percy Hick-ling, Dr. Joseph
Taber Johnson, Mr. John J. Hamilton,
Dr. George M. Kober, Dean of the
Medical School, Mr. Robert McNamara,
Mr. W. W. Alleger, Col. Joseph
Smolinski, Mr. James S. Easby-Smith,
Gen. O’Connell, Mr. R. D. Watkins,
Mr. Charles Pldward Monroe, Dr. Daniel
F. Kelly, George Conrad Reid, Rev.
Pldward. L. Buckey, Mr. Walter W.
Ludlow, U. S. Treasury, Mr.‘ George
P'ranklin Bowerman, Public Librarian of
Washington, Mr. Roscoe J. C. Dorsey,
Mr. L. L. Anderson, Mr. Aldis B.
Browne, Mr. G. N. Whittington, Mr.
Robert F. Hill, Mr. Wm. IT Mellach,
Mr. Ledru R. Miller, Mr. George W.
Z. Black, Mr. Edwafd J. Stillwagon,
Mr. Henry May, Mr. John A. Saul,
Mr. Wm. Henry Dennis, Mr. A. L
Garabcdian, Mr. James Gowans, Mr. W.
E. Montgomery, Mr. Milton Ailes, Mr.
Walter Charles English, Dr. Walter
Reynard, Dr. J. Ambrose Foot, Mr.
Chas. A. Dunn, Mr. Frederick W.
Krichelt, Mr. Henry W. Sohon, Mr.
W. F. Quicksall, Mr. Thos. J. Sullivan,
Mr. Lawrence Oliphant Schetky, Dr.
James McV. Mackall.

Anthony Vincent Lynch, Jr., ’09.
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With the Old Boys
Many “Old Boys” visited the College

New Year’s Day, on the occasion of
Father Rector’s Annual Reception, a full
account of which is given in another
column.

In addition to the loss of two esteemed

Alumni, whose deaths are noted else¬
where in this issue, The Journal is pained
to record the demise of another of the
“Old Boys,” Mr. Charles A. Neale, of
Charles County, Md., who passed away
at Georgetown Hospital, Thursday morn¬
ing, the 26th ultimo. Mr. Neale was a
student at the College in the late ’50’s,
but at the breaking out of the civil war,
joined Capt. Wm. F. Dement’s First
Maryland Battery, of the Confederate
Army. Mr. Neale was sixty-five years
of age, and is survived by a brother and
six children.

At the National Democratic Conven¬

tion, to be held in Denver, Colorado, the
gavel will be wielded by Matthew
Rombach Denver, A. B. ’92, who is pres¬
ident of a Wilmington, Ohio, bank, and
a Congressman of the United States.

Mr. Jean F. P. des Garennes, A. B.,

’94, A. M., ’96, LL B., ’96, LL M., ’97
has lately moved to New York City,
where, at No. 63 Wall St., he has estab¬
lished offices for the general practice of
law, giving especial attention to Interna¬
tional law, and to the Civil Law of France,
Spain, of the West Indies and Spanish-
American countries.

Judge James F. Tracy, A. B., ’74,
who has been Justice of the Supreme
Court in the Philippines, was on January
7th appointed by President Roosevelt to
the office of Secretary of Finance and
Justice on the Philippine Commission.

This appointment, however, he thought
fit to decline, and we print the following
newspaper notice concerning his resigna¬
tion from the Commission :

Washington, Jan. n.—(Special)—
Judge James F. Tracey, of the Supreme
Court of the Philippines, has formally
declined to serve as a member of the

Philippine Commission, to which he was
appointed by the President. He prefers
to remain in his present position.

Judge Tracey has made a splendid rec¬
ord on the bench and it was his especial
fitness for the honor that prompted the
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President to tender him the position on
the Commission. A man of conserva¬

tism, sound judgment, tact, and magnet¬
ism, he easily makes friends. His depth
of legal knowledge has greatly aided
him in solving the many knotty problems
of insular government and in dealing out
equal and exact justice to the little brown
wards of the United States.

Judge Tracey’s many Albany friends
will be pleased to hear that their distin¬
guished fellow townsmen is forging to
the front.

We take great pleasure in printing the
following article concerning the appoint¬
ment of Mr. Benedict F. Maher,

^ ^55Zf*of Augusta, Maine, as a judge of the
Municipal Court of Augusta. Judge
Maher was a brilliant student, winning
during his course at Georgetown many
prizes, among which was the Merrick
Debate Medal.

Governor Cobb, of Maine, on Jan. 2,
appointed Benedict F. Maher a judge of
the Municipal Court of Augusta. The
nomination will come up for confirmation
at the next meeting of the Governor and
Council, to be held on Jan. 28.

Mr. Maher will hold the honor, if con¬

firmed, of being the youngest judge of a

municipal court in Maine. He is 31 years
of age, a native of Augusta, a graduate of
the Coney High School, 1894, of George¬
town University and the Boston Univer¬
sity Law School.

He has been engaged in the practice of
law in Augusta for nearly eight years,
served two terms as city solicitor, and
was a member of the Common Council
from Ward 2 for one year.

He is married and has two children.

Mr. Maher belongs to the Knights of
Columbus and other organizations.

The Boston University Law School
conferred on him the degree of LL. B.,
with cum laude honors upon graduating
in 1900.

In a letter from James F. O’Hara,
M. D., ’06, we are pleased to note that
he has recently successfully passed the
examinations of the State Board of Penn¬

sylvania, and is now a full-fledged “Doc.”
Jim was Coach of the Base Ball Team for
the past two seasons, and his many
friends here wish him every success.

Mr. Joseph H. Lawler, A. B., 06, who
is in Second Year at Harvard, Law, re¬

cently underwent a successful operation
at a Boston, Mass., Hospital, and is recu¬

perating at his home in Hartford, Con¬
necticut.

Recent visitors at the College were
Hon. Charles A. DeCourcey, A. B.,
’78, A. M., ’89, LL. D., ’04; Wm. J.
McCloskey, A.B., ’89, now a Lawyer
in Syracuse, N. Y. ; W. Shanley, of
Newark, N. J., and Martin Condon, ex

190 . The latter is interested in a large
mining concern in Mexico.

Caleb Clarke Magruder, A.B., ’58,
A. M., ’61, of Upper Marlboro, Prince
George’s County, Md., a loyal alumnus,
was elected, after 4 spirited contest in the
recent elections, to the office of Clerk of
the Court of Appeals of Maryland, on
the Democratic ticket by a majority which
amply evinced his popularity in Districts
ordinarily reckoned upon for a Republi¬
can majority.

Mr. Magruder has been for many

years a leading member of the State Bar,
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esteemed alike by the Judges of courts
in which he has conducted important
cases, and by his fellow-citizens generally,
as testified by his recent victory.

Mr. Isaac Stewart George, A. M., ’04,
has identified himself with the firm of
O'Brien and O’Brien, Attorneys-at-Law,
at the Calvert Building, in Baltimore.

Mr. Benjamin Harris Camalier, A. M.
’84, of Georgetown, St. Mary’,s County,
Maryland, on the Democratic ticket, won,
last November, a notable victory in his
contest for the office of District Attor¬

ney, defeating his opponent in districts
normally Republican and confidently
counted on to render their usual majority
for the Republican ticket.

The outlook for Mr. Camalier, a man

every way worthy of its realization, is
that he may in the course of a short time
be appointed to fill out the term of the
Judge of his district, with good hope
later on of election to the same office for
a tenure of fifteen years.

Mr. Walter Grima, A. B. ’04, brother
of Alfred Grima, of the same class, was

accidentally drowned while on a fishing
jaunt at New Orleans, Louisiana, on
December 15th. Mr. Grima’s untimely
death is all the more sad from the fact
that he was just entering upon a career
full of opportunities and bright promise.

We quote the following from the New
Orleans Picayune :

“Walter Grima was born in New Or¬
leans on August 30, 1883. He is the
son of one of the oldest and proudest
families in Louisiana. His grandfather
was Alfred Pugh, at one time one of the
most prosperous planters on the Teche.

His father was Alfred Grima, an able
and distinguished lawyer of New Or¬
leans. Up to the time of his death
young Grima was junior member of the
firm of James Puech & Co., cotton
brokers and exporters.

“He was educated at the University
of Georgetown, leaving that institution
in 1904. Shortly after leaving school he
became connected with the cotton house
of Bhsenhauer & Co. He afterwards
entered the office of Puech & Co., and
by diligence and devotion to his work
he was promoted, and in the month of
September, 1906, he was made a mem¬
ber of the firm. He was held high in
the esteem of all with whom he had bus¬
iness dealings.

“He was prominent in club circles,
being a member of the Boston Club,
and until recently was a member of the
Lousiana Club. He was a member of
several carnival societies. He was also a

member of the Cotton Plxchange and
various other business organizations. He
was a lover of adventure and outdoor

sports—hunting and fishing being his
favorite pursuits, ,and belonged to the
Young Men’s Gymnastic Club. He was
a popular member of the Rigolets Club,
and also belonged to the New Orleans
Lawn Tennis Club.

“The unfortunate young man is
mourned by a mother, one sister, a
brother and two uncles. His uncles are

Edgar Grima, the attorney and notary,
and George Grima, both living in this
city. He was unmarried and lived with
his mother and sister on P'ourth Street,
near St. Charles Avenue. ”

We extend the sincerest condolences
to his sorrowing relatives and friends.

Peter J. Dolin, To.



204 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

our

LXCHA
V—

If there is anything we appreciate it is
honest, courteous criticism ; to those of
us who are striving for perfection it is al¬
ways welcome to find a gentlemanly
critic. Such we have in the Fleur-de- Lis
for January, who honors us with a lead¬
ing article based on the text of our Christ¬
mas cover. Now a worthy critic should
be amenable to enlightenment. Hence
we offer the enlightenment. While we

agree fully with our critic’s position that
the individuality of a publication in a way
is indicated by the permanency and color
of its cover, and we live up to this for
seven of our eight month’s of publication,
still we feel that it is only consonant with
the sentiment of Christmas to honor it, as
it were, with a little holiday garb.

In this policy we have the precedents
set by the Century and Harper's, which
justly rank at the head of American
magazines, and in whose class we would
prefer to consider ourselves than, as
would our courteous and too flattering
critic, in that of the great and weighty
Reviews—inasmuch as we print every
month fiction and poetry of a sort, as
well as essays and articles.

Incidentally, we think the Fleur-de-Lis
for January has the best short story we
have read for a considerable period, in
“ The Mystery of No. ig ” With its

skeleton of a modern-type novel, it is
gently satirical, while at the same time it
shows clever invention and lively humor.
It is to be hoped that the gifted author
will favor us himself in a future issue
with the authentic solution of the Mystery.

We reprint a very picturesque poem
from the White and Gold for October-
November :

SUNSET.

A row of trees upon the distant hill
Stood darkly silhouetted, silent, still.
While just behind them, o’er the hill's

broad brow,
As though the busy Artist, wearied now,
Had emptied all his flood of rosied glow
Upon that single space of sky below,
Or as a fire in its mountain lair

Lights up the heaven with a wild, bright
glare:

The clouds all wind-massed, tossed about
and rolled,

Were drenched in torrents rich of ruddy
gold.

—Ruth H. Smead, ’09.

Though the Fed and White for Decem¬
ber pays us divers gracious compliments,
which we duly appreciate, yet we will
take the liberty to offer to its distinguish¬
ed editors a few words of kindly criticism
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in return. To the casual observer, the
journal would seem to be a budget of
foot-ball news, pp. 154-178 in the fore¬
section of the paper being solidly devot¬
ed to records and sage prophesies con¬
cerning the College’s far-famed foot-ball
squad. Nay, even the College Muse is
pressed into unwilling service to celebrate
a gory victory on the gridiron over Vir¬
ginia, while half-tones of the members of
victorious squad are distributed at regular
intervals through the section devoted to
Literature.

“Foot ball, foot ball, that’s the game
for me,” seems to have permeated even
the solemn air of the Editorial Sanctum.

In the name of the Nine Muses and of
their horse Pegasus, we beg of you,
brothers, to ponder on the fate of Napo¬
leon and Alexander and others of that ilk,
who let their minds dwell too much on

their victories. Restrain your athletic

section to its proper limits, and give your
Literature a chance ; even make it pre¬
dominant.

Before laying down our bloody pen,
we would like to remark on the fact that
such a small proportion of our esteemed
contemporaries carry an Exchange Col¬
umn. It is certainly true that we know
nothing except by comparison. It is
equally true that even where we have at
hand the means of comparison, to preju¬
diced and sometimes unwilling eyes, this
means is useless, unless the virtue or
lack thereof on either side is capably
pointed out by a discerning and cold¬
blooded observer. This is the service
that the Exchange Department renders.
Then, too, praise for creditable work is
in sooth extremely sweet.

F. J. Hartnett, ’09.
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Athletics.
A record of achievements in George¬

town’s athletic history the past year does
not show any startling results that may
add fame and glory to the history of
sports of the blue and gray institution,
but nevertheless bears the insignia of
something attempted, and, in a measure,

something done. Though the George¬
town men may not have captured a large
number of blue ribbons, there still re¬

mains the fact that they have labored to
accomplish this end, and that they failed
is no fault of the athletes who repre¬
sented the school on the various teams,
but because they did not have quite
enough class to be recognized as cham¬
pions.

In looking over the year so near its
end one can not help but admire our men
for tbeir endeavors. They have met the
representatives of the larger schools in
the field of combat and in many instances
have come off crowned with the laurel
wreath. Also they have suffered the bit¬
ter pangs of defeat—failure—a word that
has large significance; one with which
all College men have to deal in their days
of study.

Basket ball was the initial sport to be
indulged in by Georgetown for the year
1907. The game was a new departure
for the local school, and the prospect was
rather a dubious one at the start. As
the season progressed, however, and
games played, it became apparent that
Georgetown was to have a team that
coidd give any and all opponents a hard
fight. Four games were played during
the season, and of these two were won
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and two lost. Virginia came to Wash¬
ington in January and lost. Then fol¬
lowed the three George Washington
games, two of which were won by the
Hatchetites, their first victory over
Georgetown in any kind of an athletic
contest. These games completed the
1907 schedule. The men who played
during the season on Georgetown were:
Captain Downey, Schum, Fallen, Ballar-
geon, Simon, Rice and Drury. Of these
men Captain Downey, Rice and Drury
are candidates for the 1908 quint. The
schedule for 1908 includes games with
all the leading aggregations in and
around Washington.

The Crew men had a busy year, com¬

peting in three important races, under
the tutelage of Murray Russell. The
usual disadvantages had to be dealt with,
such as a lack of trainers and a training
table. April 6 the Varsity eight—at
least it was considered the first crew at

that time—journeyed to Annapolis for
the annual race with the Midshipmen.
The contest was held on the historic Sev¬
ern and was one of the most spectacular
races ever rowed on that river. The
race was out of the ordinary for several
reasons, foremost of which was the har¬

rowing condition of the weather under
which the men were forced to compete.
A bitter cold wind roughened the water
into occasional white caps, making row¬
ing not only uncomfortable, but almost
impossible. Annapolis won in the last
half mile of the two-mile race by three
lengths. The Georgetown line-up in
that race was as follows1. Stroke, Fitz¬
gerald; No. 7, Rice; No. 6, J. Stuart;
Xo. 5, Foy; No. 4, Cronin ; No. 3, Lynch ;

No. 2, La Plante; No. 1, Murray; Cox¬
swain, Hebron.

The Crew that competed at Henley
against the Junior eights of Yale, Cor¬
nell and Pennsylvania finished last. All
the men who had been out for the Var¬

sity up to this time were taken along on
the trip to Philadelphia. The men who
competed in the race were: Stroke,
Tighe; No. 7, Murray; No. 6, Benziger;
No. 5, Cronin; No. 4, Doud; No. 3, Fitz¬
patrick; No. 2, Woods; No. 1, Chapman;
Coxswain, Jefifs.

Georgetown's showing in the Pough¬
keepsie regatta was a dissapointment to
the many ardent supporters of the oars¬
men. Many expected to see the Crew
finish well up in the gruelling four-mile
race, hut in this they were disappointed.
The blue and gray finished a bad sixth,
the swamped Syracuse eight being in
last place. The line-up of the Crew was:

Stroke, Fitzgerald; No. 7, Rice; No. 6,
Cronin; No. 5, Foy; No. 4, Stuart; No.
3, Murray; No. 2, Woods; No. 1, Chap¬
man ; Coxswain, Duff.

In the field and track department
Georgetown did not do anything ex¬
tensive, but did that little in a thorough
manner. In the Norfolk Invitation Meet

the one-mile relay team ran against and
decisively defeated Richmond College.
The crowning event of the year was the
defeat of the Virginia cpiartet in the one-
mile championship relay at Georgetown
Games in March. In this race the men

to run for Georgetown were Captain
Montgomery, O’Boyle, Cohen and De-
vine. From time to time men were sent
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to Baltimore to compete in the Open
Meets over there, O’Boyle winning the
quarter-mile run at the Johns Hopkins
Meet. In June, O'Boyle, Cohen and
Montgomery were sent to Jamestown
where, on June 14, they competed in the
College Championship, meeting with no
success, however. Of last year's relay
team Montgomery, Devine and Cohen
are back in school again.

Georgetown's banner sport, base ball,
though not drawing the usual amount of
admiration from the large number of its
followers, merited some distinction, as the
blue and gray ball tossers won victories
over such famous schools as Princeton,
Yale, Virginia and Fordham. The annual
series with Geo. Washington was won by
Georgetown with two straight victories.
A total of twenty-one games were played,
with twelve victories and nine defeats.
The regular men on the team last Spring
were: Catchers, Maloney and Mucld;
Pitchers, Cantwell, Montgomery and De-
vine; First Base, Byrnes; Second Base,
Devlin; Third Base, Captain Smith;
Shortstop, Scheller; Left Field, Court¬
ney; Center Field, Simon; Right Field,
Dugan and Schlafly. The 1907 men
who will not be on hand this year are

Maloney, Mudd, Byrnes, Devlin and Du¬
gan. The schedule of games played and
the scores follows :

Georgetown, 12; Catholic University, !.
4; Columbia 6.
o; Princeton 15.

10; Princeton 2.
2 ; Yale -. . . . 1.

4; Syracuse 1.
2; Pennsylvania 4.

Georgetown, 1 ; Pennsylvania 7
3; Dartmouth 4
o; Virginia 9
6; North Carolina..., 0

15 ; Galludet 2

o; Holy Cross (10 in.) 1
4; Fordham 2

4: Trinity 1
2 ; Fordham 2
1 ; Virginia 0
7 ; George Washington 6

“
■ 3; St. Johns 2

3; George Washington 1

Georgetown inaugurated its second
season in basket ball December 18, by
decisively defeating the team from the
University of Maryland by the score of
58 to 3 at Carroll Institute. The pre¬
dictions previously made that the blue
and gray was to experience one of its
greatest seasons in this popular sport
were apparently well founded. The
Georgetown quint displayed a knowledge
of the game that surprised even the most
ardent of its admirers. The men from
Baltimore came to Washington heralded
as having a very fast team intent upon

wiping out the defeat administered by
Georgetown last Fall on the foot ball
gridiron. Whatever grave doubts may
have been entertained before the contest

were speedily put aside after our men
had been in action five minutes. The
forwards were all over the florr, accept¬
ing the most difficult of chances and
tossing goals with surprising accuracy.
The Georgetown line-up was as follows:
Forwards, G. Colli flower and Crogan;
Guards, W. Rice and Captain Downey,
and Center, Fred Rice.
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Georgetown, 22 ; Columbia, 18.
Probably the most important game on

the Georgetown schedule was played on
the evening the students left for their
Christmas vacation December 20. On
account of the magnitude of the contest
Manager O’Xiel carded the struggle for
Convention Hall and on that evening the
large amphitheatre was crowded to the
doors with supporters of both the blue
and gray and blue and white. In the
eyes of Columbia the New Yorkers had
everything to lose and nothing to
gain. They figured that Georgetown
was just making a start in the game of
basket ball while they would -have to
uphold their time-honored title as cham¬
pions of the Eastern Colleges. Imagine
the surprise of the Metropolis players
when they were fairly run ofif their feet
by the fast locals. Even through they
had been nosed out of the championship
bv Yale last season they figured that
this year their sailing would be clear,
not once giving Georgetown a thought.
Coach Joyce had his men keyed up to
the minute, however, and that they won
in a rather decisive manner is now a

matter of Georgetown history. It is
now predicted that Georgetown, with
her superb team, will go through the
season with a clean slate, and it is the
intention of the Management, should
this be the case, to put in a claim for
the Eastern College championship. The
feature of the game was the playing
of Crogan and Captain Downey. George-
towns lineup was; Crogan and G. Colli-
flower, forwards; J. Colliflower and
Downey, Guards; and Fred Rice, Center.

Peter J. Dolin of Plartford, Conn..

Sophomore in the College department,
resigned his position as Manager of the
1908 varsity foot-ball aggregation the
past week, and has been succeeded in
office by A. Vincent Lynch, of Utica.
N. Y., a member of the Junior Class.
The resignation of Manager Dolin was
a severe shock to the entire University
and there is not a doubt but that his
loss will be felt by all adherents inter¬
ested in the athletic welfare of Old

Georgetown. Since his installation into
the office of Assistant Manager of the
foot-ball department “Pete” Dolin has
demonstrated by his executive ability
that he was destined to become one of
the most successful “charge de affaires”
that Georgetown ever was able to boast
of. During the season just past he
proved of the greatest assistance to
Manager Fitzgerald in the many intri¬
cate difficulties that arose during the
course of the season. His selection for
the position when he was a Freshman
is an indication- of the high esteem he
was held in by his fellow students, a
criterion of his popularity, and he will
leave Georgetown at th e end of the
school year for the greater fields he
has mapped out for himself with the
good wishes of all Georgetown.

The selection of A. Vincent Lynch,
as successor to Manager Dolin meets
with the approval of the entire student
body and the men feel confident that the
Utica representative will acquit himself
in a manner that will put at rest all
fears that may have been entertained to
the opposite. In the early part of the
year he was elected to the position of
Vice-President of his Class and besides
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being a member of the Varsity crew he
has shown great ability in the gridiron
game which shows him to be unusually
interested in the sport he has been chosen
to manage.

Track work in the University is in
full swing now and forecast as to the
prospects indicates that Georgetown wili
make giant strides during 1908 towards
the attaining of the position reached by
the blue and gray during the time such
men as Arthur Duffy, Bernie Wefers,
“Billy” Holland, and Joe Reilly repre¬
sented the University on the cinder path.
Joe Reilly has been obtained to coach
the candidates, a fact that in itself bodes
well for the future performances of the
men. There are ten men in the various

departments who have already signified
their intention of competing for George¬
town this year, either by their appear¬
ance or sworn word. Those who have

already reported are Captain Devine,
Montgomery, and Cohen members of
the championship relay team in 1907.

Miller, a substitute on the same team.,
Mohn, Martin and Gibbs, of the fast
1907 Prep relay; Fitzgerald in the high
jump; McDonald, Buckley, and Glennon
in the weights; Kurran in the mile;
Spalding in the half and Griffin Mudd in
the 440. Some of these men have records
that speak well of their past perform¬
ances. Mudd was on the relay team in
1906 and will no doubt make a good
fight for one of the places on the 1908
quartet. Ed. Fitzgerald won the high
jump in the recent Georgetown Gym
Meet with a leap of 5 feet two inches
with no training whatever. With coach¬
ing the ex-football Manager ought to be
able to increase this mark by four or five
inches. McDonald is famous in the

District as a shot putter and hammer
thrower and will prove a valuable acquisi¬
tion to the squad. Buckley and Glennon
are foot-hall warriors who are making
their first appearance in the field of
track.

Vincent A. Corcoran.


