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INDIAN SUMMER

The crispy rustle of the leaves
The woodland dells resound,

The sun a dancing pattern weaves

Upon the barren ground.

The dim and misty mountain side
Is deckt with rusty red,

And burnished gold and brown now hide
His erstwhile barren head.

And o’er the azure—hazy land
Blue Indian Summer dwells,

And weaves, with drowsy, opiate hand,
Her lazy, Autumn spells."

Auguste Chouteau, To.
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The opening of the scholastic year at
Georgetown was marked by the retire¬
ment of the President of the university,
Rev. David Hillhouse Buel, S. J., and
the advent of his successor, Rev. Joseph
Himmel, S. J. Father Buel had been
at the head of the university for three
years, and though his tenure of office
was shorter than the average, it was
crowded with activities for the develop¬
ment and betterment of the schools that

compose the university. Possessing
wide learning and impelled by high
ideals, he sought to raise the standard of
studies and thus compel the student body
to a more arduous pursuit of knowledge.
His efforts at the outset encountered

some opposition which was speedily
crushed by his strong personality. His
attitude towards athletics awoke even

wider opposition among graduates and
undergraduates. The regulations which
he enforced for the management of
athletics were considered too rigid and
ominous to the record of successes which

Georgetown athletes had established and
maintained. Father Buel’s underlying
purpose was the purification of collegiate
sports from the least taint of profession¬
alism, and he did not hesitate to jeopardize

Georgetown’s record of victories to
attain his purpose.

By the adoption of the most exacting
eligibility rules, he swept out of the
university a number of athletes and the
few who remained were enmeshed within
a year in the net of a minimum class
standing and compelled to join their
brothers in exile.

The constructive part of his athletic
policy was not so easy of achievement.
The varsity teams were henceforth com¬

posed of bona fide students in creditable
class standing. They had not, however,
the skill nor physical powers of the
veterans whose places they filled.
Several defeats were administered to

them, but not so many as to fulfill the
prophecies of leather BuePs critics. The
undefined college spirit, recognized by
its outward manifestation of doggedness
and persistency in extreme adversity
came to the teams’ rescue in numerous

diamond and gridiron contests and won
victories all the more soul-stirring from
their proximity to defeat.

While Georgetown was thus leading a
reform movement in varsity athletics, the
presidents of various other universities
publicly declared themselves in favor of
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it. But when it came time to put the
reform into execution, visions of the deci¬
mation in the ranks of the proud hosts of
Alma Mater stayed them and the theory
indorsed by their words was repudiated
by their acts. Georgetown was left in a
class by herself in virtue of her enforce¬
ment of efficacious rules against profes¬
sionalism.

The next logical step in the crusade
would have been the refusal to compete
with teams of universities whose eligibility
rules were not equally stringent. There
were indications that such a course

was contemplated by Father Buel.
The annual schedules for the football
and baseball games were being gradually
shortened, and the greatest encour¬

agement given to interclass contests
which Father Buel considered of great
benefit to the student body. He believed
that the stimulus engendered would result
in friendly rivalry and redound to the
physical improvement of great numbers.
In time a quota of athletes would be devel¬
oped whose efficiency would be as great
and whose morale would be higher than
their predecessors’. Such was the line of
Father Buel’s policy. No one can dispute
its soundness nor deny the many advan¬
tages which would accrue from its adop¬
tion by all the great institutions of learn¬
ing in the country.

Although Georgetown was heavily
handicapped at the inception of the reform
of her athletic departments, she was not
vanquished by her rivals, and the record
of her baseball team for the past season
includes three successive defeats of Vir¬

ginia. Father Buel’s policy was thus
working out successfully and some of its
most bitter opponents were compelled to

admit its wisdom. Not only in actual
victories did it bring glory to Georgetown.
It gave her a moral supremacy and put her
at the head of a movement which is bound
to obtain ultimate acceptance.

In a material way the progress of
Georgetown was no less gratifying during
Father Buel’s tenure. His prudent
management and executive skill were felt
in all the schools and resulted in placing
each on a self-sustaining basis. The
addition to the University hospital which
is the most valuable adjunct of the Medi¬
cal school, was commenced under him,
and the renovations and improvements in
the Healy and Maguire buildings bore
testimony to his solicitude for the welfare
of the college students.

Father Himmel, S. J., the new Presi¬
dent, assumes the government under the
most favorable circumstances. The

question ofathletics presents no difficulties.
As the work of purification is now an

accomplished fact, many of the most
stringent regulations, so necessary at the
outset of the reformation, will fall of
themselves into desuetude. The princi¬
ples have all been vindicated and condi¬
tions calling for drastic measures no longer
exist. But in the guidance and direction
of the faculties and students of the various

departments, he has a wide field of work
and activity for which his training and
experience have well prepared him.
Entering the novitiate of the Society of
Jesus in 1873, he went through the severe
course of studies prescribed for its
members. After his ordination he was

assigned to the Jesuit missionary band and
labored and preached throughout the
middle Atlantic and New England States
for twelve years. His last occupation
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was the presidency of Gonzaga College
and the rectorship of the church of St.
Aloysius in Washington. He has thus
had a wide and varied range of operation,
has come into contact with vast numbers

of people and impressed them by his
Christian charity and priestly zeal.
Father Himmel’s learning, experience and
character call forth the brightest antici¬
pation for the welfare of the university.
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ADDRESSED TO GEORGETOWN UNDERGRADS.

I.

The normal purpose of college athletics
is sport. The school-boy wants to play.
If he had never heard of out-door games,
he would of himself invent them. The
natural instinct of a growing young ani¬
mal—no matter how rational he may be—
who is for hours shut in a class room, or

silenced and alone in a study, body
anchored to a chair, mind tied to a text,
a theme or a problem, is to get away
from it all for a time, out free in the open
air, in bodily' motion and effort, in more
or less noisy contention with his fellows.
Thus nature prompts to give the lungs an
abundance of fresh air, get the blood in
freer circulation, the muscles unlimbered,
the mind unbent, the imagination quick¬
ened, fellowship renewed, rivalry enjoy¬
ed—in a word, recreation.

The Greeks made an art of it, a liberal
art in a sense, for none but the sons of
freeborn citizens were suffered to contend
in their athletic contests. The Romans

degraded it into a mere spectacle, fit for
no freeborn citizen, and none such

entered the arena Only the slave, the
captive in war, the condemned criminal,
the hireling alien was there- One Spar-
tacus cannot redeem the character of the
drove of Roman gladiators. The ath¬
letes of the Roman amphitheatre were
the “muckers ” of antiquity. The British
brought contest of college against col¬
lege, as distinguished from individual
competition, to the fore and in modera¬
tion kept it there. We Americans, I
fear, have made a business of it, and in
the last few years have awakened partially
to the fact that we have been fast making
it a bad business.

The essential of college sport must be
recreation. This secure, the educational
effects ought to be the normal develop¬
ment of the body ; the maintenance of
courtesy, generosity and self-contrcl in
contention with one’s peers ; the growth
of courage, strength, endurance, strat¬
egy even ; the stimulation of ambition to
succeed in rivalry, of college spirit, and
the evoking of a capacity for modera¬
tion in victory and graceful acquiescence
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in defeat. The Georgetown idea—and
we make no claim that it is original or

peculiar to ourselves, nor do we think
to have achieved it, but we hope to see
it more fully developed and fixed in the
traditions of Georgetown—is to give an
opportunity to all the students to get as
much air, exercise, fun, physical develop¬

ment, courage, both moral and physical,
skill, self control, college-spirit and gen¬
tlemanly courtesy possible out of the
college hours conceded to play. To se¬
cure this, some things made part of
American college sport must go, and
more than one quality, now missing, re¬
stored. Of these another day.

’06.
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A
A Homicide at Sea

“ Darn it, fellows, I can’t get my mind
on the game.”

Encircling a small table in a compart¬
ment atop a New York City boarding¬
house were seated a number of youths
diligently occupied in a poker match. It
had been progressing ever since eight
o’clock that evening, during which time
the host, Henry Holland, had been vainly
endeavoring to concentrate his faculties on
the playing, with the result that for the
preceding two hours he had been inces¬
santly unbinding his bank roll.

So now, arising from the table, he lit
a fresh cigarette and informed his com¬
panions of his inability.

No one objected to his quitting. All
knew well what preoccupied him. In
fact, they understood that he had taken
a hand simply to please them. They
had perceived that he was not playing
his usual game. They even felt some
remorse at winning his stakes.

Holland walked over to the window

and dropped into his morris chair. He
glanced out on the foggy night. His
mind began to wander. Presently he
found himself considering his life.
Surely, it had been a strange one. Left
an orphan in his childhood, he had been

placed under the guardianship of his
uncle, Arthur Holland. In latter years,
when his aunt died, and the only off¬
spring she had borne her husband, grew
gradually into a drunkard and a spend¬
thrift, and the self-respect of an unwilling
father had forced him to disown the son,
called Paul, then the love of the sorrow-

stricken old gentleman had sought and
found a worthy asylum in his foster son,

Henry.
But past afflictions had now started

to have their effects. The physician had
just ordered a trip to the tropics as Uncle
Arthur’s price of life. Moreover, the
voyage was made undesirable because of
business, indispensably requiring the
younger man’s presence in the metropolis.

So entrusting his uncle to the care of
Miss Alla Hornet, a young nurse to
whom they were both attached, Henry
surrendered grievingly to the will of cir¬
cumstances and had that very afternoon
bidden the pair a bon voyage on the
steamer “Castello. ”

The fellows, having contented them¬
selves with a three-cornered contest,
were wrangling about various topics, un¬
mindful of the host and his worrying
thoughts.
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“ Say Joe,” presently asked Jack Guil-

berts, “ have you read that new book
‘ The Potent Brainpan?’ ”

But discerning Joe Lacey, profoundly
engaged in a study of his cards, con¬
tinued :

“ It’s the dickens of a foolish book
when you think about it; but it sure does
get one interested.”

“ What the deuce is it about, Jack ?
grumbled Nick Tonweight.

“About the powers of the mind," was
the answer.

“You mean, about stunts like in
‘The Witching Hour?’ ”

“No, not exactly; this deals with
‘astral projection.’ ”

“Come again,” muttered Nick, puz¬
zled.

“Astral projection,” repeated Jack,
“the author claims that if you keep
thinking about a place long enough you
will appear in that place.”

“Tommy-rot,” shouted Nick.
“Wait,” interrupted the other, “I

copied a paragraph from the book, listen:
‘If we concentrate our thoughts fully
and protractedly on a certain place with
whose surroundings we are acquainted,
not only will our minds become telescop-
ical, but we will often be projected to that
place, being temporarily bi-located. ’ ”

“Ah, that’s foolishness,” yelled Ton-
weight.

“I know it, ” admitted Jack; “that’s
what I told you at first, but its certainly
interesting. Why I actually locked my¬
self in my room last night and tried to
think of nothing else, but your room,
Nick—you didn’t see me there, did you?”

“Not unless you assumed the form of

my bull-terrier,” replied the other.

“Well, you two fellows don’t under¬
stand it at all,” drolled Joe Lacey.

“In the first place,” he continued,
“ the concentration must be entire and
the author tells you some place that the
only way he can conceive it such is in
the case of something weighing heavily
on a person’s mind. "

‘ ‘ Do you mean to say you believe in it, ”
chorused the other two.

“Well, I know that it happened once.
My father often used to tell me about one
nieht when he and Jim Atkins were at

Georgetown, during the civil war. Jim’s
father was a sergeant in Grant’s Army and
the report was afloat that a battle would be
waged that night. Jim and the governor
had decided to stay up late, so one o’clock
found them still on the 4 Old North
Porch. ’ At father’s suggestion they were
about to retire when who should appear
on the steps but Sergeant Atkins. He
embraced his son without a word—he
didn’t even notice my ‘governor.’ A
little while later he disappeared as mys¬
teriously as he appeared. Three days
after came the news that Jim Atkin’s
father had died on the battle-field shortly
after one o’clock on the night of his visit.
The soldier who brought the news had
been with the sergeant all the time dur¬
ing the interval of his being wounded
and his death. He declared that the
old gent had been continually repeating
the name of his son, Jim, which goes to
show ”

“ Cut it, cried Nick. “ It gives me
the creeps.”

In time the players ceased their game.
Nick retired to his own room, Jack and
Joe started for their homes, but still Henry
sat in his chair reflecting on his Uncle’s
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journey and wishing that he had been
able to accompany him.

Suppose some harm should befall him,
he thought. Miss Homer would be
useful enough in caring for him, but what
if he needed protection—from what, he
knew not.

If only he were with them ! He could
picture the old man sleeping peacefully
in his berth. In a rocker near him sits

placidly the young nurse.
Midnight had passed. But still, Hol¬

land’s thoughts were in that cabin of the
“ Castillo. ”

He could distinguish the maiden aris¬
ing and tip-toeing to the side of the bed.
She gazes long at the aged figure slumber¬
ing therein so calmly. Presently she
returns to her chair where, exhausted
and fatigued, she dozes, and soon after
her heavy breathing heralds that a deep
sleep has overcome her.

The half-way opened door admits a

refreshing sea-breeze into the cabin
through whose window a few silvery
rays of the moon are shining.

Suddenly a head appears from beneath
the berth. A pause. The crouching
figure sneaks stealthily towards the girl.
The man! chuckles, for she is sleeping,
oh so soundly. He snatches a towel
from the rack. Slowly he pours some¬

thing upon it and creeps stealthily, oh
so stealthily, towards the old man. He
places it over the face of the aged sleeper.
A pause. The stillness enchants him.
Then he whips out a dagger and buries
it in the breast of the white-haired gen¬
tleman—all in lightning-like succession.
The murderer turns and the moonlight
flashes on the face of-*

“My God, Paul,” shrieked Henry,

springing up from his chair, covering his
eyes in horror.

“Why, what’s the matter, Holland? ”
It was Mr. Blake, one of the boarders,

who inquired, and he was followed by
two or three others.

“Why, nothing, nothing,” stammered
Henry ; “I guess I fell asleep—bad
dreams. ”

“By Jove, you certainly scared us,”
chorused the visitors.

“I’m sorry, very sorry, indeed,”
apologized Henry.

Five o’clock had already struck when
a very wearied young man passed into
an exhausted sleep.

Chapter II.

It was the second day following. Hol¬
land was nervously pacing up and down
the floor of his living-room. From his
right hand dangled a newspaper clipping.
It contained the terrible news, which
upon reading yesterday morning he had
swooned and remained powerlessly lan¬
guid throughout most of the day. His
thoughts were still in a turmoil. He re¬
read the article for the hundredth time:

“Homicide at Sp:a.”

Arthur Holland murdered while asleep
in his cabin aboard S. S. Gastello.
Nurse found with dagger in hand. Mr.
Marvel, of Scotland Yard, aboard. By
wireless Sandy Hook, N. Y. The pas¬

sengers of the S. S. Gastello which yes¬
terday evening sailed from this port
bound for the capital of Cuba, were to¬
day stricken with horror by the news of
the nocturnal murder of Mr. Arthur

Holland, a well-to-do merchant of this
city, while asleep in his state-room.

At 3 A. M. the night watch was startled
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by a terrible shriek. Running down the
starboard deck, he encountered Mr. Abe
Loney standing outside the doorway
of his cabin No. 3, attired in a dressing
gown.

“What’s the matter,” cried Loney.
“I don’t know, sir — I’m trying to find
out where that cry came from,” answered
the sailor. “Next door—I think,” said
the other excitedly.

So together they rushed into the de¬
ceased’s cabin, No. 4. They found the
door partly open. Within they beheld
Mr. Holland lying prone in his berth,
his chest a pool of blood. Over the
lower half of his face was spread a towel
which on examination proved to contain
chloroform. Kneeling beside him, pros¬
trated, her brow resting on the side of the
bed, her arms stretched over his body
was his nurse and traveling companion,
Miss Alla Homer, whose right hand was
sti/l grasping the wristhand fastened to
the handle of the dagger which was hang¬
ing therefrom, its blade stained with the
victim's blood.

The young woman was immediately
removed, but she has not yet regained
consciousness.

'File resident physician, upon examin¬
ing the corpse, added mystery to the
affair by declaring that the deceased had
been bleeding for at least two hours
before the watchman heard the nurse’s

cry. But Mr. C. D. Marvel, of Scot¬
land yard, who fortunately happened to
be on board, quickly cleared the diffi¬
culty by his theory that the nurse had
probably fainted immediately after com¬
mitting the nefarious deed and having
regained consciousness in the course of a

couple of hours, she was terrified by the

horridness of the scene, shrieked and
again fainted. Little importance is
attached to the open door as it is well
known that Mr. Holland suffered from
weak lungs and it is probable his doctor
recommended plenty of air while-
sleeping.

The great mystery is what was Miss
Homer’s object in murdering a man who
showed clearly from his behavior that he
loved her as a daughter.

It was generally admitted that the
merchant’s will bequeathed two-thirds of
his possessions to his young nephew,
Henry Holland, who is now in the city.
The other third was to be inherited by
the deceased’s only son who had been
disowned because of his drunkenness and
worthlessness in general. The merchant
had sworn to give*him nothing until after
his death. Mrs. Holland has been dead
these ten years.

“It’s strange about that dream of
mine, ” soliloquized Henry, “ and still it
wasn’t a nightmare, I was wide awake.
Ah well—I’ll swear this, though, Alla
never murdered Uncle Art. What reason

would she have. He was paying her
well—by taking his life she was casting
away her bread.”

“Mr. Holland,” it was the land-lady
speaking, “a man as says he was your,
cousin Paul ’phoned last evening after
you retired. He wished to know your
address in Havana. I told him you
were right here. He insisted you were
not ,v said as he or a friend of his saw

you on board the steamer.”
I hat’s strange, ” muttered Henry,

I didn’t even go on board to say good¬
bye to my uncle.”

Then noticing the book which the
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landlady carried, he remarked “Didn’t
know you were a reader, Mrs. Jones.”

“ No, I don’t usually care about read¬
ing, but this is so strange a book, ‘ The
Potent Brain-pan; ’ it treats of ‘ astral
projection ’—’’then she launched off into
a discussion of the subject for the benefit
of her boarder.

But an idea had come into Henry’s
mind. Lie knew something of this phe¬
nomenon. Could it have been that he
had been projected into his uncle’s cabin
on that awful night. Certainly some
details which he had pictured were cor¬
rect— the open door, the towel over the
old man’s face.

“Yes, good morning, Mrs. Jones,”
for the lady was now departing, rather
angered by the young man’s inattention.

Holland glanced at the newspaper
clipping again:

What person intent on murder would
ever stop to fasten on the wrist-band of
a dagger? She would paturally snatch
up the dagger and bury it in her victim
as soon as possible.

He re-read :

“ Whose right hand ”
‘ ‘

Right hand, eh ! Why Alla was left-
handed. I am positive of it.” “ Heav¬
ens, what a muddle. Let me think, let
me think. ”

It was sometime before he ceased his

pacing up and down long enough to call
Tonweight. “Now listen, Nick, I have
a theory about that murder—see if you
can follow me. Before the steamer sets

sail a man goes on board and hides under
the bed of cabin No. 4. About one
o’clock Alla seeing uncle asleep resolves
to do so herself. So she sits in the
rocker and is soon sleeping. The man

now comes out from his hiding place-
Chloroforms uncle, kills him and to
throw- suspicion on the nurse slips the
wristband of the dagger over her hand.
After two hours, as the doctor declared

“Wait, ” interrupted Nick, “where did
the murderer go?”

“Damn,” cursed Henry, “I never
thought of that. Well let him go for the
present. Let me see, where was I ?
After two hours the nurse awakes, she
goes over to the bed, beholds the dread¬
ful sight, shrieks and faints, ignorant of
the fact that she is clinging to the dagger. ”

“Sounds plausible” admitted Nick.
“The great proof of my theory is that

Alla is left-handed and she was grasping
the dagger with her right hand.”

The dinner bell interrupted any further
discussion. During the noon-day meal
the boarders wrangled on various subjects
delicately avoiding the recent tragedy.

Miss Thompson was now speaking of
her last summer’s vacation:

“ The boys had an athletic meet once
and it was grand. I won the ladies’
swimming contest. Do you swim, Mr.
Holland ? 1 know your cousin Paul is
considered a wonderful swimmer. Why,
what’s the matter, Mr. Holland ? ”

Henry had jumped up from the table.
In an instant he had snatched his hat from
the stand and bolted out into the street.

Throughout the meal he had been
searching vainly for a theory as to where
the murderer had gone, after committing
the crime. Miss Thompson had broken
into his thoughts with the words, “Your
cousin is a wonderful swimmer.” Now
he was off to the wharves to see what he
might ascertain.
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Chapter III.

As the cab started on its way from the
pier Alla leaned back in her seat and
asked of Henry :

“Well, after you placed the case in
the hands of the Pinkerton detectives,
what happened ? ”

“They went around inquiring of
different captains if they would let out
their boats from midnight until 3 o’clock
some morning. Most of them refused.
They would then remark that a friend of
theirs, Paul Holland, had rented one

during that time, a few nights previous.
At length they questioned one who
became real excited when they said this.
Well, of course, he turned out to be the
very fellow who had been waiting to pick
up Paul after he jumped off the steamer.
He is going to be our star witness.

But I really believe that Paul will
plead guilty, for he admitted his guilt to
me when I got him to come to my office
under pretense of discussing the will.
Strange, he swears he saw me in the
cabin on that night. Well, it certainly
has been a horrible week.”

Fifteen minutes silence.
“

Harry, I owe you my life. ”
“ Well, please pay it.”
“

Why, how can I do that? ”
“

Piasily. Let me take care of it. ”
“ You’re rather witty.”
“ You’re rather pretty.
“Now, stop, don’t, let me go, dear.”
“Just one more.”
The cab door flew open.

‘ ‘ The hotel, sir ! ”

Charles Angulo, ’ 11.
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During the last session of Congress
three bills were introduced authorizing
the cutting of streets through the grounds
of Georgetown College. The Rev. David
Hillhouse Buel, S. J., former President of
Georgetown University (1905-8) has
gathered together all the facts relating, to
the matter as well as having a special
map prepared, which will be found in the
present issue of The Journal. The pam¬
phlet, “A Menace to Georgetown,”
gives a thorough history of the case and
can be secured on application for same.

The bills presented to Congress are
identical. They provide for cutting four
streets, P, Volta, Q and Dent streets from
37th street (in the case of P street) and
from 35th street (in the case of the other
streets) through the Georgetown College
grounds. The two bills, H. R. 18702
and S. 6087 have either been abandoned
or indefinitely postponed in favor of the
bill H. R. 21532, which provides for
the cutting of Volta street from 35th
street N. W. to the Conduit Road. This
bill is to be taken up by the Board of
Commissioners at the next session of

Congress.
“The proposed extension of Volta

place would interfere with grounds most

necessary to the Georgetown Visitation
Convent; it would demolish the north
wall of the academy building, cut oft
pupils and teachers from their only recrea¬
tion grounds, and destroy six-sevenths of
the Convent Cemetery. The extension of
this street would cut off two-thirds of the

Georgetown College walks and ruin the
Trinity Church Cemetery in the college
grounds. ”

As is touched upon in the pamphlet,
Georgetown University and Georgetown
Convent are institutions which have
students from every part of the coun¬
try. The present students, as well as.
men and women who claim the
schools for their alma mater would be

greatly shocked to find the hallowed
scenes of their school days, days ne’er to
be forgotten, had been cut into. Certainly
it would look like discrimination, as the
pamphlet's author has said, if the Col¬
lege and Convent were cut into and all
other educational institutions in the Dis¬
trict of Columbia had been passed over.

The gist of the whole matter is this :
“Shall Georgetown College, to save its
grounds from being cut up by streets, be
compelled to take a piece of real estate
known among real estate men as ‘ trash, ’
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off the hands of a Congressman who has
been unwise enough to invest his capital
in it? Shall the machinery of Congres¬
sional Committees, the Board of Com¬
missioners, and Congress itself be brought
to bear to dismember the grounds of the
most venerable male and female institu¬

tions of learning in the District of Colum¬
bia in order that the real estate schemes
of a Congressman may be brought to a
successful issue?”

We have no fear, if the matter is well
understood, that the Congress of the
United States which gave Georgetown
her charter, made her a body corporate,
and contributed $25,000 worth of land
to found professional chairs will ever

enact any legislation that will be detri¬
mental to the best interests and welfare
of old Georgetown, her eldest daughter,
the alma mater of Gaston and Weder-
strandt, of Ord and Corcoran, of Gar-
esche and Dahlgren.

It has been The Journal’s intention
only to acquaint its readers of the exist¬
ence of such an interesting and instruc¬
tive pamphlet; to do something in our
small way, that may be of assistance in
the struggle for the maintenance intact
of Georgetown’s invaluable grounds.
We hope all Georgetown men will se¬
cure and read carefully Father Buel’s
tract, “A Menace to Georgetown.”
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It was a night for dreams. The moon¬

light shone with a peaceful and resplen¬
dent illumination, silvering the placid
waters of the bay. The countless jewels
of light that sparkled on the water’s edge
seemed but brighter reflections of the
far-off stars. A large crowd of happy
summer tourists had gathered on the
wharf to revel in the moonlight. The
sound of voices and an occasional snatch
of a song coming from some brightly
lighted veranda were borne out from the
shore. All the world seemed calm and
serene. Such was Bay View one night
last summer.

As I sat on the end of the wharf,
drinking deep the beauty of it all, I fan¬
cied a sinister-looking, hunch-backed
man accosted me, demanding the date of
the month. I replied, with some sur¬

prise, that it was the “Twelfth Night.’’
“Give me no windy rhetoric, ’’ he re¬

plied, putting on such a face that I
trembled with fear.

“As You Like It,” I answered.
At this he drew forth the gleaming

blade which hung by his side—all this
time a shiver making a route for itself up
my back—and he would have run me

through, then and there, did not ‘Two
Noble Kinsmen’ and ‘Two Gentlemen of
Verona’ immediately rush to my assist¬
ance. Seeing this the hunchback hob¬
bled away shouting at the top of his
voice, “Ahorse! Ahorse! My king¬
dom for a horse!” Lancelot Gobbo,
who also happened to be near at the
time, threw a hobby-horse at him.

Soon a motley throng had gathered to
take part in the excitement. Conspicu¬
ous were three loving pairs. The first I
soon recognized to be ‘Romeo and Juliet, ’
who were conversing upon a ‘Winter’s
Tale.’ Then came Othello with fair

Desdemona, bringing to my mind the
‘Taming of the Shrew. ’ Next, and last
of the lovers, came ‘Anthony and Cleo¬
patra. ’ These valiant men-lovers made
much ‘Much Ado About Nothing’ which
caused a ‘Comedy of Errors. ’

Soon came Macbeth, who cried, “Lay
on ! ” when Shylock answered, “ Nay, I
shall have Measure for Measure.” ‘The

Merry Wives of Windsor ’ next appeared
with no more serious thought than that
of creating a little flattering commotion.
And this they created, for Julius Caesar
and Kings Henry and John craned their
necks a trifle beyond the stretching
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point. Methought ‘ Love’s Labor Lost ’
when poor King Lear approached with
dead Cordelia and sobbed, “All’s Well
That Ends Well.’’ Hamlet, Prince of
Denmark, who arrived last of all, was

just about to decide the question, ‘To Be
Or Not To Be,’ when I discovered that it

was all a ‘ Midsummer Night’s Dream.’
* * *

The placid waters of the bay had
meanwhile become ruffled by a strong
soutwest wind; the merry crowd had
thinned out on the wharf. Fearing a

Tempest, I hurried to the hotel.
Paul Doherty, ’12.
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The College Archives and
Janies Ethelbert Morgan Fund

Perhaps it will be a matter of news to
most of the student-body of Georgetown,
as well as to the outside world, to know
there has recently been established in
Georgetown College the nucleus of what
promises to be the most complete collec¬
tion of Maryland and the District histori¬
cal records, to be found anywhere in
this country. jf.

Some years ago, Dr. Carroll E. Mor¬
gan, a graduate of Georgetown, be¬
queathed and devised “the sum of ten
thousand dollars to the Georgetown Uni¬
versity, to be used and held as an endow¬
ment for certain historical research.”
Dr. Morgan was of Maryland ancestry,
and the early history of Maryland and
the District of Columbia was specified in
his will as the object of his research.

In order to carry out the purpose of
this endowment, it was necessary in the
first place to provide a fitting receptacle
for documents and antiquarian apparatus.
This has been accomplished by the com¬
pletion of rooms devoted to the College
Archives. The work was begun more
than a year ago and finished last June,
with results that have transformed the
old gymnasium in the southeast corner

of the Healy basement into a large airy
room, tastefully appointed with tiled
floor, finely tinted walls and antique fur¬
niture. Five ample windows admit a

flood of light that lends a cheeriness to
the Hall.

The student of Maryland colonial
history will find in these archives an ex¬
cellent assemblage of sources and refer¬
ences. It includes original letters from
all of the Presidents, numerous quaint
papal documents, and all of the first-hand
data used by Shea, the great historian,
in his entire works. The Morgan fund
is a perpetual one, and it purposes to use
its income in the acquisition annually of
such additional records as will reveal
more of Maryland’s past.

In conjunction with this apartment is
another, probably thirty feet by twenty,
built entirely of steel and concrete,
making it as absolutely fire-proof as pos¬
sible. In this are kept the archives of
the university—the name and record of
every student ever enrolled in George¬
town, commencing with William Gaston
who entered in 1791.

To the casual visitor, however, by far
the most interesting thing in either of



(

r
is GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

these rooms is the collection of relics of
ancient Jesuit missions in Maryland.
There are vestments, chalices and mon¬
strances used by pioneer priests in the
earliest days of the church in America.

There is the old bell which tolled from
the first church built in Maryland at the
old city of St. Mary’s. It is said to have
been captured from the Spanish Armada.
There is the old-fashioned hour glass
that has perhaps timed many a long ser¬
mon, and used to mark the study hours
and jug periods for the students over a

century ago. Another article in the col¬

lection of especial interest to us is the
certificate of consecration of Bishop Car-
roll, the first bishop in the United States,
and the founder of Georgetown College.

So one might go on indefinitely. But
to enumerate minutely the various ob¬
jects of interest in the archives is not the
purpose of this article. Its aim has been
merely in a very general way to acquaint
the students and patrons of Georgetown
with the nature of this newest addition to

its instructional facilities. Every one in¬
terested should see it for himself.

John Crosby, ’12.
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The scenes of my present composition
are taken from that part of Switzerland
which is near the Lake of Constance,, and
further north, in that interesting and
romantic country—Tyrol. One of the
main attractions of this little country is its
many small lakes, which not only form
the delight of the occasional tourist, with
their clear blue color and the countless
little ripples which frolic and gambol
noiselessly upon their surface, but are
also the objects of pride and love and
apparently the “causa vitae” of the good
Tyrolean peasants.

Feeling a peculiar interest in that sin¬
gular little country, and having heard
just enough of the weird, strange tales
which are attached to its every mountain,
lake and forest, to arouse and maintain
my curiosity, I took advantage of my
recent stay in Constance to make the
long-desired exploration into Tyrol.
Thus it came about that one morning I
awoke to find the sun’s bright rays

streaming into the modest little room al¬
lotted me the night before, in their cot¬
tage, by some kind Tyrolean peasants,
who seemed the most generous people in
the world, and carried out their part of
hosts as only those good people can.

Having expressed my desire of making
an excursion on the adjoining lake, my
host conducted me down to the water’s

edge and I was presented with a long,
thin boat, containing two seats and a

light, but very long, paddle. Although
the guidance of such a craft seemed to
me no small matter, yet I soon caught on,
and in a few moments was gliding
smoothly down the lake.

The scene now spread out before my
eyes was certainly one well calculated to
arouse the higher sentiments, thoughts,
and feelings of the human mind, for all
around me lay one of the grandest and
most gorgeous tableaux Nature has ever

produced for the eyes of man. A great,
imposing array of giant mountains, their
snow-covered summits and bleak, frown¬
ing cliffs appearing in sharp relief against
the soft, clear blue of the heavens; at
their feet vast forests of tall, stately trees,
extending as far as the eye could reach
over valleys, hills, gorges and ravines.
Here and there a massive rock of dark
and threatening aspect towered above the
trees and seemed like some mighty sen¬
tinel guarding the entrance to the valley.
Amid all this, in pleasing antithesis to
the stern, rough surroundings, this quiet,
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beautiful lake, its tiny waves gurgling
softly and glittering in the morning sun,
seemed to smile sweetly, placidly upon
the whole scene. Tired of paddling, I
finally made for the shore and selecting
some cool, comfortable spot, the atmos¬
phere fragrant with the smell of the firs
and pines, I proceeded to surrender my
mind to those delightful thoughts and
reveries which are literally forced upon
you whenever you are confronted with
such an impressive spectacle.

I had been lying there some time when
a huge peasant, a veritable giant, clothed
in about the same manner as most of his

compatriots, silently approached me, and,
after respectfully salaaming me in their
own native way, he sat down beside me
and quietly eyed me for a few moments.
A slight difference in the way he wore
his cap, or “beret,” and his heavy Alpine
stock, immediately informed me of his
profession. At my request to let me
know the legend connected with the big
black forest on the borders of which we

were lounging, the guide readily com¬
plied, and told me the following story:

A very long time ago this same forest
had been owned and inhabited by one of
the most puissant barons of mediaeval
times. This nobleman had built a mag¬
nificent and well-fortified castle in the
heart of the forest. Such was this man’s

power that he had but to wish it and he
had enough soldiers at his command to
slaughter and capture all the other barons
of Gaul and Germany. The entire coun¬

try, however, came to be menaced bv an
invasion of Southeastern barbarians.
Now this baron happened to fall in love
with the daughter of the King of the
barbarians and was finally persuaded by
her to abandon the cause of his country
and his King and to add his forces to
those of the invaders. Deprived of the
support of its most puissant baron, the
country fell an easy prey to the armies
of the invaders; castle after castle was

plundered and the owners put to death,
after which the baron married the lady
of his love and returned to his castle in
the forest. But the good genii resolved
to punish the traitor. One night his
castle was destroyed by a terrific storm
and he and his entire family were turned
into trees.

Such was the man’s story. He showed
me the tree which he thought was the
transformed baron, and maintained em¬

phatically that whenever that tree was
struck with an axe it groaned in a most
pitiful manner. My forest guide, how¬
ever, had been wisely careful to forget
his own axe which, he said, lay in his
far-ofif cabin.

H. P. M.
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The Engineer leaned lazily over the
rail of the barge basking in the warm

sunlight. He smoked indolently at his
pipe while awaiting the reappearance of
the diver. The harbor showed all the
bustle of early morning and he surveyed
leisurely the improvements nearing com¬

pletion. Then he frowned at the stretch
of wall before him that had and still

caused him so much trouble and bit his

pipe-stem angrily.
Suddenly the sea swirled at his feet

and with a last effort the immense,
grotesque figure of the diver appeared
above the surface and clambered aboard.
An oblong, metal box, heavily encrusted
hung at his back and this, together with
his helmet, was soon loosed from him.
At the Engineer’s mute inquiry he point¬
ed to the box and said:

“Found that down there—fixed up the
blamed wall again, but don’t suppose it
will last long.”

The Engineer picked up the box with¬
out a word and departed. That evening
in his room with hammer and cold-chisel
he knocked off the metal lid and peered
inside. He found a small, rotting leather
bag and a tightly rolled manuscript.
Taking the latter out first he laid it on
the table and then reached for the bag.
It fell apart in his fingers and three

pebble-like objects rolled forth. Picking
them up he found them to be a diamond,
a ruby, and an emerald of remarkable
size and brilliancy. This did not seem
to surprise the Engineer, for anything
rarely surprised him—but what he did
take interest in was the water-tight cap¬
abilities of the box. Pie examined it

minutely, but soon laid it down in favor
of the manuscript. Seating himself in
his Morris chair and lighting his pipe
he unrolled the parchment pages and
read this:
“To whom it may concern'.

“I, Roderick Fashfield, do sit down this
night in my cabin to give my last will,
testament and brief history. As to prop¬
erty 1 have scarcely any save the clothes
on my back, my volumes of philosophy
and my three jewels. Regarding the first,
I wish to die in them ; the second, I in¬
tend to burn lest some one come across

them to whom they would be more of evil
than good; the third, I bequeath to her
who goes from me to-night to do with
as she will.

“Two years ago I was a scholar at
Oxford zealously perusing the pages of
Augustine, Thomas, and such, and was
accounted by many a wiseacre, as wisdom
goes in these days. I am six feet tall
and inclined to leanness, so that excessive
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application broke down my health. A
very rasping cough annoyed my com¬

panions by day and myself by night. I
was intermittently feverish and my tem¬
per did give way much too often at trivial
matters. No rule in all my books could
I find applying to my strange condition,
and so I besought a very intelligent man
in matters regarding health and asked
his advice. His words were:

“ ‘Go out on the sea for an indefinite

time or you will die within a year.’
“A week later I pulled out in a boat

in a small harbor in France to an evil¬

looking vessel and boarded her. A rough,
dark-hued varlet confronted me as I did
so and regarded me evilly.

“Could I see Mark, the Murderer?” I
asked in English, and as he showed no

comprehension, repeated my interroga¬
tion in French and again in Spanish. At
the last request he opened his mouth and
pointed inside. I saw that his tongue
had been cut off. Then he gestured me
to follow him aft where a stout, brutal,
medium-tall man, with fierce beard and
evil eyes was standing. There my guide
left me to the mercy of Mark, the Mur¬
derer.

“ ‘Who are you, and what do you
wish ?” he bellowed at once, in that ter ¬

rible voice of his.
“ ‘Roderick Fashfield—scholar—lately

of Oxford,’ I replied, calmly and to the
point-

“‘But what are you doing here?’ he
thundered.

“ ‘Going to sea,’ I answered.
“ ‘What!’ he snorted contemptuously,

‘Why* you spindle-shanked ink-slinger,
jo you know what ship this is? Who I
am ?’

“

‘Surely,’ was my answer. ‘This is
the pirate ship “Vampire” and you are
its blopd-sucking master and throat¬
cutting imitator, Mark, the Murderer.'

“All this I knew would anger the fel¬
low terribly, as he brooked no insults and
desired to be thought none but the great¬
est of buccaneers. So I was waiting for
his furious attack, and when he sprang at
me I planted my foot in his stomach, and
when he doubled up struck him some¬
what roughly on his countenance. Now
I have a deal of strength, thin though I
am, and it was some time before he
gathered his breath and wiped his bloody
face.

“‘Can yon compose verse?’ he asked,
contemplating me as he sat.

“ ‘I can,’ I said.
“ ‘Then you'll go to sea, and you are

signed as my Pirate Laureate,’ where¬
upon he laughed loudly and rudely. That
night we weighed anchor and made for
the Indies and the coast of North
America.

“There is no need for me to recount

the succeeding cruise with its murders,
rapines and such goings on. I became so
that I could bear with some equanimity
the turmoil of boarding parties, the re¬
sultant carousals and, at times, even the
screams of women. It was the latter,
however, that made me bring all my

philosophy to bear and consider alone the
end in view7—the regaining of my health
and the further pursuit of knowledge.

“At first it caused me some worriment
in forcing the members of the crew to
treat me with even decent respect, and it
was not until I had served a few the same

as I had done the master that I gained
any authority. Even then I was treated
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rather with ridicule than honor, and the
more so since I never joined in any of
their intemperate jubilations. At these
times 1 wrote some verses in commemo¬

ration of a capture, oftenest in satirical
form, which was all lost on them, I re¬

gret to say. As recompense I was given
a very small share of the booty.

“We continued on then, ever tending
toward the Indies and American Colo¬

nies, steering for bigger game—a town.
1 held small intercourse with the worthy
Mark, neither of us seeking the company
of the other. Sometimes he would ap¬

proach me regarding some problem in
navigation with which I was ever ready
to help him. At other times I kept to my
small store of books ever trying to im¬
prove myself.

“It was after we had left the Indies
and were bearing along the southern
coast of North America that the incident
occurred which has changed the entire
course of my life. We had sighted a
vessel, run her down, captured and
boarded her. I sat in my own little
closet during the whole fray and suc¬
ceeding jubilation, when, during the
progress of the latter, I was startled by
the sobbing of a woman. Immediately I
started out to investigate and found the
source of lamentation to be in the room

next to mine behind a door heavily
barred and bolted. The latter, however,
I speedily cast aside.

“Entering, I found a maid, the fairest
I had ever seen, crouched on the floor
and weeping bitterly. Her brown hair
was fallen in fascinating disarray and
her well-garbed figure shook with agon¬

izing sobs. For a time she noticed me
not, then, when I moved, she looked up

with a fear-stricken, tear-bedimmed
countenance. Her tongue was numb,
her eyes gazing wide. For the first time
in my life I was embarrassed.

“ ‘Do not fear/ I faltered. T intend
you no harm.’ At the same time I was

trying to think what some logician would
argue as expedient in this position.

“ ‘How came you in this plight and
who are you?’ I ventured, growing bol¬
der.

“ T am named Jessie Whitcomb,
daughter of John Whitcomb, a planter
of Maryland,’ she trembled, ‘and was on

my way to London to be presented at
Court by my cousin, the Countess of

“

‘Sh—h/ I counselled, closing the
door, ‘mention no aristocratic relatives or

your ransom will be a princely one—not
that you are not worth it, but for
economy’s sake, you know.’

“ ‘O, will 1 be held here for ransom in
this terrible ship?’ she cried, again terri¬
fied, ‘say no, please.’

“ ‘There, I have alarmed unneces¬

sarily,’ I rejoined, ‘no one will dare harm
you, and he of good heart. If you need
aught, but rap on yonder wall and I shall
speedily attend your wants. I am, Miss
Whitcomb, Roderick Fashfield, lately
scholar at Oxford. I have the honor to

bid you ‘good evening.’ We courtesied
low, playing the grand folk to one an¬
other, even she, though in such dire
straits, falling into the spirit of the thing
and dimpling adorably. Oh, Jessie!
Jessie! how quickly did I fall to dreaming
of you that night and many others. No
longer could I read and study, for if I
but tried your curls and dancing eyes
were forever obscuring the pages and
mine brain. Above all I tried to evolve
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some scheme for your freedom.
“Of the succeeding cruise I know not

a jot. My whole time and thoughts were
taken up in guarding and serving the fair
Jessie. All my books were cast ruth¬
lessly aside into the corner, and not once

again did I drag them forth. Her wants
were simple and she desired privacy
above all else, so I had some difficulty in
suppressing various drunken members of
the crew from annoying her. The short
of it was that I grew desperately in love
with Miss Whitcomb before many days
had passed, hopeless though I knew my
case to he. For what chance would such
a gaunt, lengthy individual as I have
with such a charming girl.

“At last, however, we drew near

the coast of America and one calm
eve cast anchor off a small prosperous
town fronting a bay. Then I awoke to
a realization of things and tried to sum¬
mon my plans into some order. I knew
that the Murderer had doomed the town

for sacking at the next dawn, and so des¬
perate was I to formulate some plan of
escape for the prisoner that I grew nigh
frantic. Hardly knowing what I did I
seized my small share of accumulated
booty and rushed to where Mark, the
Murderer, was drinking himself into a

frenzy. I wildly explained my mission
to the brute, asking him to take my little
all and set his prisoner free. Wildly I
pleaded and he laughed in my face. I
stormed and he roared. I insulted him
and he grew furious.

“ 'Begone, you snivelling snake,’ he
cried. ‘The wench is mine, mine, all
mine! There’ll be no ransom of any

kind, and now, damn you, you swine, get
you gone!’

“I was determined by then, and before
he could defend himself I seized his cut¬
lass from his belt and plunged it into his
blubbery body up to the hilt. He fell
with mouth agape and eyes staring and
I kicked him as he lay. A leather bag
had fallen from him and when I found it
to contain the diamond, ruby and em¬

erald, I took it with me.

“Quickly then did 1 act. I rushed on
deck to find it deserted—all the crew

resting for the morrow’s fray. I lowered
the smallest boat I could find and placed
in it oars. Next I ran to milady’s door
and knocked softly. She opened it with
startled look and I explained my errand
briefly. In an hour she must be ready to
go and escape to the town. The tide
would carry her in, and as soon as it was
full, or in about an hour, she must start.
She seemed scarcely to comprehend it
all, but asked only one question.

“

‘Why do you not come with me ?’
but she asked it more for my own safety
than for herself.

“ “I cannot. There is no room,’ I said,
‘and the other cut-throats must yet be
dealt with.’

“ ‘But your life?’
“ ‘What matters that? My health is

gone forever since my heart is sick to
death, and I care no longer for my books.
Good bye.’ Then before I could do
aught she kissed me twice and turned
away—but it was a kiss of thanks, not
love.

“I am now almost finished. I have
written the full hour, and now 'tis time.
I place this manuscript in this box, to¬
gether with the jewels, and all I com¬
mend to the speeding prisoner. The jew¬
els are hers, to help her in case of need,
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If I escape I shall reclaim the manu¬

script, otherwise I wish it to follow me
into the sea. I have clone.”

Roderick Fasheield.

As the Engineer turned over the last
page, another, written in a feminine hand,
fell out. It ran thus:

“I, Jessie Whitcomb, do add this post-
scriptum to the last testament of the
bravest man that ever lived. I escaped
safely from the ship, carrying the box
intrusted to me by Roderick Fashfield.
The tide carried me to the shore and up
a curious deep sunken stream right to
the heart of the town. I soon found

friends, appraised them of what had hap¬
pened and what danger threatened them.
Preparations for a hasty defence were

being made when a light appeared on the
bay that grew brighter and brighter and
from which issued shouts and curses. It
was the ‘Vampire’ and she was now burn¬
ing from bow to stern. As we watched
a terrible explosion split her in twain and

a few brands were all that marked her.
The powder had caught fire. Roderick
Fashfield never reclaimed his box, and
as a last respect I would give to the
saviour of my life, and the gallant ‘Pirate
Laureate,' I sink it, manuscript, jewels
and all, into the sea for whoever may find
them.”

The Engineer emptied his pipe and re¬
placed jewels and parchment in the box.
He then tightly closed the lid.

“No wonder those banks and walls

give way,” he remarked. “That ‘curious’
stream is sunken now all right, I guess—
covered up and forgotten, and just play¬
ing foolish with my wall. I’ll fix it now
all right, all right.”

All of which would lead one to believe
that the Engineer was a very practical,
unsentimental person. The next morn¬

ing, however, the box, with all its con¬
tents, and tightly caulked, was dropped
into the sea whence it had come.

Laurence D. Smith, ’09.
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To the Editor of The Georgetown Jour¬
nal:

Some one sent me a copy of Otis Beall
Kent’s essay on the advisability of re¬

pealing the Fifteenth Amendment of the
Constitution of the United States. The

pamphlet states that the Mallory Medal
was awarded to the essay’s author. The
generosity of the late Senator Mallory
should stimulate deeper thinking and bet ¬

ter reasoning than the prize essay mani¬
fests. The opening paragraphs challenge
the constitutionality of the Amendment.
The reasons advanced could be urged
with almost equal force against any pro¬

posed amendment. That the Constitu¬
tion limits the States to particular powers
which they may delegate to the Federal
Government is not an evident proposition.
On the contrary, the provisions made for
amendments by the framers of our
fundamental law evidenced their desire
to give it the life and pliability which
a written instrument of government
must have if it is to prove lasting. While
an amendment is primarily supplemental,
it none the less contains the germ of
change if it is to be effective against the
altered social and civil conditions that

progress brings.

If Mr. Kent’s view Ire correct

the Constitution is a lifeless thing, an

Egyptian mummy that cannot be touched
without falling to pieces. In truth it is
a living organism capable of growth and
development in anatomical conformation
and, like an organism, susceptible to dis¬
locations and cancerous swellings, re¬

quiring the muscled fingers of an

osteopath or the knife of a surgeon.
“‘But,” Mr. Kent might retort, “the Fif¬
teenth Amendment is the cancer which
should be cut off.” Be that as it is, I am

attacking the author's conception of our

organic law. He would do way with all
development. For him the Constitution
is a perfect product, whole, complete, all-
embracing and unalterable. The falsity
of his notion is evident from its history
and from the nature of language. The
delegates who drew up its articles widely
differed on the nature of the government
they were to establish. An agreement
was achieved by the adoption of a com¬
promise which preserved the integrity of
the States in the Senate, but obliterated
it in the House of Representatives. Great
as was the result, and productive of in¬
calculable good to humanity, the Consti¬
tution possessed the defects of a com-
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promise which it took a civil war to
remedy.

It does not require the trained mind
of an analyst to realize the impossibility
of framing in words a law that will cover
every case and provide for every contin¬
gency. The circumstances that can
modify any concrete example are 'in¬
numerable, and to establish equity re¬
course must be had to the principle un¬

derlying the words. If the difficulty is
insurmountable in statutory law how can
it be otherwise in fundamental law,

which, from its nature, avoids details and
confines itself to essentials? Nor is the
conciseness of our Constitution a defect,
though it is proof of its imperfection.
The framers realized the imprudence of
binding the hands of future generations
that must wrestle with problems they
could not have foreseen. Their wisdom
has been vindicated by time, and their
posterity has mastered difficulties which
would have remained unsolved if the
Constitution had been less elastic.

’92-
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Coincident with this issue of The
Journal we find ourselves launched upon
the sometimes-stormy sea of college
journalism. The few remaining mem¬
bers of last year’s Board understand fully
from past experience the ups and downs
to be met with, and we hope, with the
sincere support of the student body, to
be able to continue the excellent work

attempted and oftentimes accomplished
by this organ of Georgetown,

One of the most important features of
college life is the literary department.
Is there a student at Georgetown so

prejudiced and narrow-minded as not to
admit the great importance of a college
magazine? An issue such as The
Georgetown Journal exerts a great in¬
fluence, not only among Georgetown stu¬
dents, but among the large number of its
readers who may never have seen

Georgetown University. A good, well-
rounded magazine, when seen on the
tables of our fifty or sixty College Ex¬
changes certainly exerts an influence in
our favor.

Every Georgetown student can lend a

helping hand, and he should do so if he
regards his Alma Mater in the proper
esteem. Don’t stand by and say “I can't.”
You never know what you can do until
you try. Another excuse frequently of¬
fered is “I have not got the time.” As
long as these ideas are entertained, just
so long will The Journal remain un¬

improved. If you apply the “I can’t”
principle to the affairs of every-day life
do you suppose you will fill the places of
honor and trust you are fitting yourself
for? There is hardly a college student
who will not have some of this kind of
work to do when he leaves school.

Wouldn’t it be much wiser to begin right
now and make such an embarrassing po¬
sition as is sure to result if literary work
is neglected in college life impossible by
beginning at once. Do a little something
literary! The purpose of our Journal
is not merely to chronicle college hap¬
penings, but to enable the students by
practice to become proficient in the art
of expressing their thoughts in an easy,
interesting and intelligible manner,
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In all the colleges throughout this
broad land of ours the ever-important
question of “rooting” once more arises.
The time to act has arrived with the re¬

turn of the foot ball season. The ques¬
tion is one that has to be dealt with every
year. Every college appreciates the
value of rooting, but not every institution
of learning accomplishes the successful
organization of such a valuable asset to
a profitable season. The real effective¬
ness is not reached. Now we all know
that Georgetown is sadly in need of con¬
certed rooting. For the past three years
there has existed a small band of loyal
foot ball “fans,” who have been the main¬
stay of the University in rooting. This
defectiveness must be overcome, and now
is the time to act. Unless a decided im¬

provement is shown our rooting surely
will not be in keeping with the superi¬
ority of our 1908 gridiron aggregation.
This is not a question of lack of spirit
and loyalty on the part of Georgetown
students, but a serious defect in the out¬
ward expression of these two noble traits.
The Georgetown spirit is a matter of his¬
tory in Southern athletics, the enthusiasm
and loyalty of Georgetown students hav¬
ing become famous by its many years of
existence. We simply must get together
and support the team in every sense of
the word. In William Newman we un¬

doubtedly have one of the best Coaches

in the country. This season should see
an innovation in Georgetown foot ball.
To carry out the ideas of our crafty
Coach we have a squad of warriors the
like of which has not been seen on

Georgetown Field for years. Try and
get out to every game! It is not only
the big games that are important, when
the rooting is needed most. Show up at
the less-important contests! It is in these
games that our future heroes are de¬
veloped, and surely if you are on the
side lines, responding with all your lusti¬
ness to the cheer leader's call for yells,
the advancement of the players, especially
the new men, towards a certain degree of
perfection, which can be acquired by “the
man in the moleskins,” will be just that
much more rapid. Unorganized and dis¬
cordant rooting is not the end in view.
We want unified and, as far as is possible^
harmonious cheering. Here again can be
seen the necessity of practice. Situated
as the various departments of the Uni¬
versity are, the most practical way to at¬
tain this is attendance on the part of our

loyal students at the earlier games. It
is otir sincere hope that this season will
see the Law, Medical, Dental and Col¬
lege students banded together for the
accomplishment of a noble work—the
proper display of that dear old George¬
town spirit.
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With the Old Boys.
A PLEA “OLD BOYS.”

One of the main objects of TnE
Georgetown College Journal is to
serve the alumni as an organ or means of
intercommunication. It is to facilitate

the fulfillment of this design that a dis¬
tinct department is set aside entirely for
the “Old Boys.”

Evidently it is impossible to edit this
column successfully without co-operation,

Wherefore, we solicit your corre¬

spondence. Let us know where you are,
what you are doing and what news you
have had of those who were your class¬
mates and companions while at the Uni¬
versity.

Show your Alma Mater spirit!

LAST YEAR'S GENERATION.

Howard Smith, ’08, has entered the
Buffalo Law School. We would like to
review Howard’s career while at George¬
town, but we are only allowed a couple of
pages in this issue. Good luck, “Cap,”
from all the fellows.

“Chic” O’Neill, 08, has entered the
Harvard University Law School.

Ed. Crummey, '08, the valedictorian,
has registered in the Albany Law School.

James B. Cohen, To, has entered the
Yale University Law School. Jimmy
was largely responsible for our defeating
Virginia in the relay race for the South¬
ern Championship of 1906. He had been
elected captain of the track team for
1908-09. Arch McKinney, To, has also
registered in the Yale Law School.

Mr. Peter Dolin, To, is studying for
the priesthood at Budapest, Hungary.
We certainly wish him the best luck with
the “Hunks” and that he get well ac¬

quainted with Josef Henry. “Si vales
bene est,” Pete.

Douglas Diamond, Ti, the marvelous
southpaw, is now a Freshman at Prince¬
ton.

Thomas Sutton, Ti, is now a student
at the Sheffield Scientific School.

Members of the 1912 Class will be in¬
terested to know that James O’Connor
has entered Yale.
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Salvador Rodriguez, To, is taking up
Engineering at Columbia.

Ed. Alkemeyer, Ti, has also entered
Columbia.

For the benefit of the “Preps'’ and his
many college friends we announce that
Nicholas Conway is now pursuing a
course of studies at the Manhattan Col¬

lege.
former generations.

“Bunny” Larkin, ’08, Medical, is
coaching the Cornell ’Varsity foot hall
squad. Bunny is as much at home on
the diamond as on the gridiron. We re¬
call the first base hall game in which he
represented Georgetown. It was the first
game of the season. He was the first
man up and he hit the first hall pitched
over the hank—the first home run.

Members of the Class of 1907 will be
interested to know that the Rev. Prefect
of Discipline at Georgetown this year is
Father Carlin, who, as a scholastic, was
their Freshman professor.

Rev. Fr. Hedrick, ’71, is still stationed
at Georgetown.

Thomas Kirby, ’05, Law, is coaching
the University of Georgia foot hall squad.

Ithaca, N. Y., October 3, 1908.

Manager Georgetown College Journal,
Washington, D. C.

Dear Sir :

Enclosed please find check to your
order for one dollar, for my subscription
to The Journal for the ensuing year.

Although my class has graduated, and
I know very few of the men now in
College, I follow the news in The Jour¬
nal with the greatest interest, and all
good news from Georgetown brings joy
to my heart.

My address for the year will he 13
South Ave.

I wish that I had some news for you,
but outside of a few men now in Ithaca,
1 know nothing of the Georgetown men.
Leo Giblin, P. ’05, is now a Sophomore
in Cornell, John Tierney, P. ’06, is a

Freshman, and Bunny Larkin is in town,
acting as one of the coaches of the “Big
Red Team.”

With the best for a very successful
year, I am,

Yours very truly,
A. V. S. LindslEy, ex-’o8.

We recall with pleasure the George¬
town vs. George Washington Freshman
Relay Race in 1905. Our first three
runners trailed their respective opponents.
When Van Lindsley—the last man left
his mark the George Washington runner
was leading by twenty yards, but Van
kept right after him and slowly but
steadily closed up the gap, passing the
Buff and Blue man at the last turn and

finishing a good three yards in the lead.

Georgetown is always glad to note
with pride the fidelity with which her
old boys and former students preserve
their love for Alma Mater. The follow-:

ing incident will explain what we mean:
At the championship games held at
Travers Island in August under the
auspices of the New York Athletic Club,
Bernie Wefers, our former Georgetown
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star, had charge of the runners. Among
them were several of our boys who in¬
tended to compete. As they came on
the field the sight of the emblem recalled
the many races which Bernie had won
under the same colors, the trials held
on the old board track in the basement,
and the glory of those former days and
awoke in him the loyalty for which he
was always noted. Our boys received
splendid treatment and every considera¬
tion from him though he did not even
know their names. His last words to

the runners on starting for the mark
were, “Boys, don't disgrace that letter
you wear.” That the boys thus kindly
treated by him appreciated his goodness,
is proven by the fact that they presented
him with a watch as a grateful testimony
to his interest in their success.

John Van Hall Beary, 04, and Dr. F.
J. Sullivan, ’04, Medical, have both
brothers at the College.

Among the Old Boys who visited the
College during the past month were Ed.
Wade and Louis Cassidy, both of the
Class of 1904.

John Gafifney, '08, Law, is now prac¬
ticing law in Waterbury, Conn.

Judge Charles A. De Courcy, ’78, and
Mr. John D. McLoughlin, '82, have been
appointed by Chief Justic Aiken, of the
Superior Court of Massachusetts, mem¬
bers of the State Commission to prepare
a uniform probation system for the State.

Ang., Ti.
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COLLEGE NOTES.

“And as each one came to the meeting
place, he sought to tell a more marvelous
story than the one who had come before
him." Words taken from the “Book of

Georgetown Summer Experiences."
Many and varied were the tales told by
the boys when they came back to school
this fall; indeed it seemed that every one
had enjoyed a better summer than ever
before. But now it is back to the books

again, with the thoughts and memories
of a corking good vacation to relieve
the unaccustomed irksomeness of routine
school life. We miss the cheerful faces
and the good fellowship of some of the
()ld Boys, but there are many new men
to take their places. May it be a happv
and successful year for us all!

On the first Sunday after the fellows
returned, the opening meeting of the
Sodality of the Blessed Virgin was held.

Fr. Fleming, the Rev. Director, was
much pleased with the attendance, and
hopes with the co-operation of the stu¬
dent body, to make this year even more
successful than last in the good work
of the Sodality.

The Votive Mass to celebrate the open¬
ing of the schools of the University was
held in Dahlgren Chapel, Sunday, Oct.
ii, at eleven o'clock. Rev. Fr. Charles

Macksey, S. J., was celebrant, Rev. Fr.
Peter Archer, S. J., Deacon, and Mr.
Joseph A. Farrell, S. J., Sub-Deacon. A
very scholarly sermon was delivered by
Rev. Fr. Timothy B. Barret, Professor
of Moral Philosophy at Woodstock.

The faculties of the different schools
were in attendance, and also a number
of very representative people from town.

Anent the very complicated political
struggle now being waged for the 1’resi¬
dency, we care to remark that we have
a chap in our midst who would surely
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make good in either of the big parties.
And think of it, he’s only a new boy and
yet wishes to snap the lash of despotism
over onr unprotected heads!

It seems he gathered about him “for
a conference” (as Mr. Hitchcock would
phrase it,) several of the Old Boys whom
he thought fit to be his associates, and
unfolded to them a plan whereby the
reins of college government would be
placed in the hands of a select few. But
the fellows decided that the time for
revolution had not yet come and advised
the embryo politician* to hie himself to
South America, or some hotter climate.
Such is the fate of all those who seek
to do the public good: the proletariat
does not appreciate their efforts.

We have in our midst one of the most

wonderful workers of modern magic and
nebulous necromancy, now performing
before the public. Every afternoon he
gives a public exhibition of his peerless
prowess on the athletic field. Strong men
fail to lift him from the ground when
once his master mind becomes concen¬

trated on thoughts of earth, he hypnotizes
all who come beneath the fell sweep of
his hands, and compels them to obey his
slightest whim. So beware ye happy
students, for perhaps your fancied se¬

curity will be rudely broken by Marvelous
Mike, the Master Hypnotist.

The Philodemic Society has started
work under the guidance of Father Al.
Brosnan, S. J. The membership at pres¬
ent numbers about 35 of the College stu¬
dents.

The Seniors and Juniors have elected
the following officers for the year:

Senior Class—President, V. A. Cor¬
coran; Vice President, Russell Daly;
Secretary, Thomas La Velle; Treasurer,
John Eckenrode.

Junior Class—President, Edwin L.
Miller; Vice-President, Daniel Murray;
Secretary and Treasurer, Frank Carlin.

A. V. Lynch, Jr., ’09.

LAW NOTES.

With an enrollment of 450 students,
140 of whom are registered as Freshmen,
Georgetown Law School began its thirty-
seventh year. It is said this is the larg¬
est number that has ever been enrolled in
the Law Department of the University.

Chief Justice Clabaugh, of the District
Supreme Court, Dean of the Faculty, in
introducing the Rev. Joseph Himmel, S.
J., President of Georgetown University,
took occasion to mention the increase in
students over previous years, and said he
hoped it would increase year by year, as
he believed in doing the greatest good to
the greatest number, and, while George¬
town was not out for numbers, but for
scholarship, he felt that every young man
present had come there primarily to spe¬
cialize in his life work.

Father Himmel, in speaking to the
large assembly, impressed upon them, al¬
though they had taken up law, they must
by no means neglect their general read¬
ing, for no matter how eminent a man

may be in his chosen profession, it is in¬
cumbent upon him to follow a general
line of reading, that he may meet men
and women of other callings in life upon
common ground. He also admonished
them to foster University spirit and to
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try to bring the different departments of
the school closer together.

In the absence of Justice Gould, who
was to make the principal address, hut
who is ill. Chief Justice Shepard, of the
District Court of Appeals, spoke upon
the necessity of a thorough knowledge of
the principles of the law, “for, after all,
it is upon these fundamental principles
that every decision is based,” said the
Chief Justice. “Our libraries are packed
with ever-increasing court reports, but

every decision recorded can be traced
back to some fundamental principle.”

Among the members of the Faculty
present besides Father Himmel and Chief
Justice Clabaugh were Father John Con¬
way, Chief Justice Shepard, of the Court
of Appeals, D. W. Baker, John W.
Yerkes, M. J. Colbert, J. Easby-Smith,
Clarence R. Wilson, George E. Hamilton,
A. B. Browne, William L. Penfield, Rich¬
ard Watkins and Frank Cunningham.
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FOOT BALL.

October 3—Gallaudet.
October 10—Baltimore Medical.
October 17—Agricultural and Mechani¬

cal of North Carolina, at Raleigh,
N. C.

October 24—University of North Caro¬
lina.

October 31—Fordham at New York.
November 7—Catholic University.
November 14—Virginia.
Thanksgiving—Washington and Lee.

The year in athletics has started off
with a rush and, if appearances foretell
the future, the various departments should
meet with unusual success in the different

branches. Just now, of course, the grid¬
iron game is attracting the most atten¬
tion, and rightly, too, for what College
student is there who does not wait eagerly
for foot ball to enter the arena, where
feats of daring and skill are executed,
where old rivalries are resumed and old
scores settled. For the past three years
Georgetown has carried out the “rivalry”
part of the program, but it cannot be
said that “old scores” have been settled
in all cases. This season we fully expect
to accomplish both ends.

CANDIDATES REPORT.

1 he devotees of the pigskin inaugu¬
rated their season September 21 under
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the supervision of Coach Newman.
“Bill” Newman is a new man at George¬
town, this being his first season with the
foot ball team. Prior to his coming to
Washington, Newman acted as Assistant
Coach under Glen Warner at Carlisle,
probably the most famous of our Ameri¬
can foot ball instructors. During his
student days the present Georgetown
tutor played on Cornell and was twice
selected by Walter Camp for center on
the All-American team. Though weigh¬
ing only 165 pounds in foot ball togs,
Newman was the greatest center rush
ever developed at Cornell. Our new
Coach seems to be just the man for
the development of a successful eleven
at Georgetown, where the material
is comparatively light. A* fast team, im¬
bued with a thorough knowledge of in¬
side foot ball, and an abundance of trick
plays, seems to be Georgetown's need.
Newman has had experience in the de¬
velopment of fast men, and he should
also be endowed with the knack of teach¬

ing “trick plays,” his experience with the
Indians backing him up here.

INCREASED INTEREST.

The interest displayed in foot ball this
season outshines anything of the kind for
several years past. Not a day goes by
but there are at least twenty-eight men
out, this being the smallest number to
date. The Law, Medical and Dental de¬
partments have just opened (at this
writing), and it is expected that the num¬
ber will be swelled to forty before the
middle of the season. The quality of the
material on hand this year is most en¬
couraging. The men are larger and have

the advantage in years that teams of the
past two years have failed to possess.
The squad has only been drilled in the
rudimentary points of the game so far.
Tackling, catching punts, and running
with the ball has been the order of rou¬

tine. Last week the men were given
scrimmage practice in preparation for
the opening game with the strong Gal-
laudet team, and this work will be in¬
creased daily until the climax is reached.

FOUR VETERANS BACK.

But four old “G” men have reported
to date—Captain Miller, end; Stuart,
quarter back; McNulty, half back; and
Ed. Fitzgerald, full back. Todd, tackle,
and Thompson, half back, are expected
out during the week, swelling the num¬
ber to six veterans. It is in the new men

that Georgetown must rely for suste¬
nance this season, men who can be drafted
in with the old and reliable players that
are left. This may not be difficult, for,
as has been mentioned, the new men
look most promising.

THE CANDIDATES.

Carter, McNamara, Pallen, and Dilkes,
are trying for the open position at end,
to act as running mate to Captain Miller.
Carter is a husky lad from Montana,
weighing 160 pounds, with all the marks
of a coming star. McNamara was Cap¬
tain of the Norwich, Conn., high school
eleven last year, and, though a trifle light,
makes up for this deficiency in experience
and fighting qualities. Conde Pallen
formerly played on the Preps and last
season was on the Varsity squad until
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forced to abandon the game on account
of sickness. Jim Dilkes gained con¬
siderable experience on last year’s squad
and is considered a likely candidate for
the position.

O’Rourke, Todd, Munhall, Reddington
and Weinhert are having a battle royal
for the tackle position. Munhall and
Todd played the position last year, but
have a hard job on their hands this sea¬
son to maintain their places. O’Rourke
is the most promising of the new men.
He weighs 185 pounds, and formerly
played four years on St. John’s Prep
School eleven in St. Paul. Weinhert
comes from St. Mary’s, and he, too,
has the weight, tipping the beam at 172
pounds. Remington is a Law man with
170 pounds of brawn behind him.

Bailey, Daley, Stohlman and Algers
are candidates for guard at present. Al¬
gers won his numerals last season.

Daley and Stohlman have played on the
crack Georgetown Prep eleven for three
years and will prove valuable men.

Bailey has returned to foot ball after a
two years’ absence with a large gain in
weight, the former Prep star now weigh¬
ing in the neighborhood of 180 pounds.

Eager, the former Central High
School “snapper back,” and “Mike” Cun-
niff, are having a merry tussle for the
pivotal position. Both weigh in the
vicinity of 170 pounds, are fast on their
feet, and have displayed that indomni-
table fighting spirit so common to
Georgetown “Vets.”

The team is well supplied with quarter
backs this year. “Tommy” Stuart, he of
the Virginia game fame (Georgetown’s
score in this game last year resulted from
Stuart’s 90-yard run through the entire

Virginia team on the kick off), Sitter-
ding, Captain of the Preps last season,
and Johnny Martin, the leading sprinter
in the School, make up a reliable trio.

In the back field Georgetown will be
stronger this year than for many seasons
past. McNulty, Shea, and Fitzgerald
stand out just now as the first set. Mc¬
Nulty won his “G” last year, as did
Fitzgerald. Shea is the new man in the
list. McNulty announces his weight as

170, Fitzgerald 185 and Shea 190. What
more could any team wish for. Maher,
with the Catholic University in 1906 and
1907; Mulcair, utility man last season;
Parsons and Vlyman, complete the back
field at present. Thompson has yet to
report.

Georgetown, 15; Gallaudet, o (Octo¬
ber 3).

Gallaudet came to Georgetown Field
this year with a strong team, reputed to
be one of the best ever turned out at the
Kendall Gfeen School, and the visitors
were more than anxious to better last

year’s 5 to o score made by Georgetown.
They came with their minds intent on

victory. Georgetown's showing was
most satisfactory to all its followers, for
the Blue and Gray took the Mutes into
camp to the tune of three touchdowns,
scoring two in the first half and one in
the second. All the candidates were

given an opportunity to show their met¬
tle when victory was an assured fact, and
it was due to the constant changing of
the line-up that Georgetown did not run
up a larger score. Some of the men had
never played together before, and this
had the result of slowing up the plays
considerably. It might be said that both



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 39

teams displayed the faults attributed to
early season work—high tackling-, slow¬
ness in executing plays, and a slight mis¬
understanding of the new rules. There
was also several instances of ignorance
of the old rules.

Georgetown scored twice in the first
five minutes of play. The line got the
jump on the visitors and made holes
large enough for three men to go

through. McNulty, who thrilled the
rooters last year with his twisting runs,
was the bright particular star in this
play. The elongated half back time and
again eluded the Gallaudet tacklers, one
of his runs being sixty-five yards for a
touchdown through the entire Gallaudet
team.

GEORGETOWN KICKS OEE.

Gallaudet won the toss and chose to

defend the south goal. Maher kicked off
for Georgetown to Birck, the Gallaudet
Captain returning the ball ten yards.
Two attempts at the line were a failure
and Birck punted outside on the forty-
yard line. Two plays around Morsey
scored Georgetown’s first touchdown,
McNulty going over the line. Fitz¬
gerald missed goal. Score—George¬
town, 5; Gallaudet, o.

Birck kicked off for Gallaudet to

Stuart, who carried the ball twenty yards
before downed. McNulty circled right
end on the very next play and ran sixty-
five yards for a touchdown. This was
by far the most spectacular play of the
day. Shea failed in his try for goal.
Score Georgetown, io; Gallaudet, o.

Shea received the ball on the next

kickoff and cut across the field for a

twenty-yard gain. Gallaudet braced here
and held for two downs. Georgetown
fumbled the ball on the next play. The
oval seesawed up and down the field the
remainder of the half, Georgetown having
a decided advantage but unable to get
within striking distance of the coveted
goal line, costly fumbles proving a
decided drawback.

THE SECOND HALF.

Coach Newman used an entirely new

line-up in the second half. Stuart
received the ball on the kickoff and
returned it fifteen yards. McNulty got
around right end for fifteen yards and on
an attempt to repeat fumbled, however
falling on the ball. The Gallaudet end
scrambled to his feet and made for the

goal line with a clear field in front of him
and a ten yard start on the Georgetown
players. Shea took after the fleet end
and succeeding in catching him from
behind after a thirty yard race. Gallau¬
det could not gain and tried for a field
goal. The ball fell short and George¬
town once more started a march for the
line. Maher gained fifteen yards on a
fake kick and Mulcair got away for a

thirty-five yard run on a forward pass.
McNulty gained twenty-five yards on the
same kind of a play. The ball was now
on Gallaudet’s fifteen yard line. George¬
town was held for three downs and Birck

punted out of danger to the forty yard
line. NcNulty brought the ball back
again to the ten yard line on a successful
forward pass. Fallen went through
tackle for two yards, McNulty hit the
same place for four more and Maher was
sent over the line on a shift play for the
third and final score. Maher failed at
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goal. Score, Georgetown-15; Gallau-
det-o.

Maher booted the ball to the goal
on the kick-off. Gallaudet immediately
punted out of danger. Georgetown had
the ball on the twenty-five-yard line
when time was called.

The line-up follows :

Georgetown. Positions
Carter R. E

McNamara
O’Rourke R. T

Weinhert

Bailey, Daley R. G
Eager, Cunniff. Cen
Shea.Stohlman L. G-...
Munhall L. T

Reddington
C.Pallen, Dilkes-L. E....
Stuart Q. B....

Sitterding
Maher, Mulcair .L. H. B..

Vlymen
McNulty R.H.B..

Parsons
E. Fitzgerald F. B ....

Maher

Touchdowns—McNulty (2). Time
of halves—20 minutes. Referee—J. P.
Givens (Georgetown). Umpire—F. H.
Reiter (Gallaudet). Timers—Sam Ed-
monston (Georgetown), H. A. Preston
(Gallaudet). Linesmen—Cunniff, Red¬
dington and Stuart (Georgetown) ; Mc-
Dobald (Gallaudet).

Georgetown defeated the Baltimore
Medicos 22 to 4. A detailed account
will be given in the November issue.

MISCELLANEOUS JOLTINGS.
We had the pleasure of seeing one of

our former gridiron stars romping about
the field in the Gallaudet game in the
person of Percy Givens. Givens is as
big as ever and his handling of the teams
as referee in the opening contest of the
year was all that could be asked. When
seen after the game in regard to the
showing made by the squad, Givens
said : “ The Georgetown team looks
good to me this season, better, in fact,
than for three or four years past. The
men are of a good size, display a wil¬
lingness to learn, and seem to be imbued
with the spirit necessary for a successful
eleven. ’’

Sam Simon, captain of the 1908 base¬
ball team, has returned to resume his
law studies and has announced he will
not report for the football team this
year. Sam played a good game at end
last year and would doubtless be of
great assistance to the squad.

The Track team has received a boost

this year in the addition of four seasoned
athletes. Reach, former captain of the
Notre Dame track team ; Dougherty, a
former high jumper at Indiana State
University; Schlosser, a prominent
District athlete ; and Tom Smith, captain
of the Preps, last year are in the Univer¬
sity this year. These men should
strengthen the team wonderfully. Carter
of the football team also has a reputation
as a track star, having made good in the
high and low hurdles while in Prep school
in Montana.

Laurence Cullen, the stocky center
and tackle on the 1907 football team has

Gallaudet
Plower

...Gardner

... Talbert
Bell

. Caldwell

...Isaacson

.....Morsey
Jones

Bailey

Aras

Birck
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'gone to Ithaca, N. Y., to enter the
engineering school of Cornell Uni¬
versity.

Allan Glennon, one of the best shot
putters in the South last year, has
decided to give up his pursuits along the
educational line and will henceforth direct
all his attention to business affairs in

Pittston, Pa.

The Georgetown football stock has
jumped considerably the last week with
the addition of Lowney to the squad.
Lowney was formerly captain of the
Niagara University eleven, playing end
for two years. He weighs 155 lbs., is
exceptionally fast and seems to possess
wonderful playing ability.

The Class crews are out on the water

getting ready for the Annual Inter-class

regatta and though interest in the work
seems a little below par this year Manager
La Plante expects to work the oarsmen
up to a fighting spirit before the end of
the month. The classes have elected the
the following Crew captains : Seniors, F.
P. P'itzpatrick ; Juniors, John Murray;
Sophomores, John Power; Freshman,
John L). Foley. The Seniors have all of
last year’s eight on hand and expect to
win the college championship for the third
successive year.

“Jimmy” Mulligan, a member of the
world’s record relay team that George¬
town sent to St. Louis several years ago,
has accepted a responsible position with
Deeges and Oust, of Philadelphia. If
“Jim” sells jewelry as well as he can
run he ought to prove a winner.

V. A. Corcoran.
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We—editorially speaking, of course—
have finally succeeded in wading through
the summer’s accumulation of college lit¬
erature and otherwise, and yet we find
our task but begun.

The Exchange Editor—I wonder who
would dare to try and point out just what
his duties are and where his path lies.
This personage comes more closely in
contact with his brethren-in-arms than

anyone on the staff, yet Kismet or Fate
or whatever you wish to call it has de¬
cided it that these moments of contact

do not invariably result with such pleas¬
ant results as the brief acquaintances
should warrant.

We judge that it is our duty before all
others to criticise and to do all that the

meaning of the word implies to our best
ability. Like those favorites of nature,
the poets, critics are born, not made, to a
large extent. Perhaps the average man

by scrupulous application could arrive at
some degree of proficiency in this art and

still he would hardly ever reach the apex
attained by the bred variety.

We all like to criticise, but to do just
that and rise above the depths of gossip
is another thing. Everyone possesses
his own mite of conceit and jealousy at
another’s success is a close companion.
Consequently, to know just when to
commend and when to blame and at the
same time cast aside all these personal
elements would not be an easy task for
a saint. Needless to say, we, the editor,
could not nor dare not aspire to such a
position.

We have been asked to outline some

sort of a system with which we may be
identified in the future. After much
consideration the following rules and
principles have been adopted.

“First come, first served.”
“

Everybody alike.”

So here goes :
Up to date not many of the fall num-
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bers have come to hand and so we bring
back the golden past of memory now in
the shape of the midsummer issues.

One of the September numbers that we
wish to mention is the Notre Dame Scho¬

lastic, that most regular of regulars. It
is no easy task to assemble matter so that
it can be published at a stated time and
still make the stuff worth reading. When
the question is of weekly publication it
becomes more serious, and yet this excel¬
lent paper seems to have solved the diffi¬
culty. This month’s number still keeps
up with its forerunners, although the con¬
fusion always attendant on the opening
of the new year has probably deprived it
of anything particularly noticeable.

As to the midsummer numbers at

hand, most of them are occupied with

descriptions of the close of the previous
year or lengthy commencement sermons.
The S . 1 znatius Collegian and I he Xavier
appear, however, to have endeavored to
keep up the usual order and have
succeeded. They both contain excellent
prose and verse.

BOOKS RECEIVED.

“ A Study in American Freemasonry,”
by Arthur Preuss. Published by B.
Herder, $1.50.

“The True Rationalism,” by Rev. M.
Power, S. J. Published by B. Herder.
Price 10 cents.

“The See of Peter and The Voice of

Antiquity,” by Rev. Thomas S. Dolan.
Published by B. Herder. Price 60 cents.

Laurence D. Smith, ’09.
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