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SEVENTY-FIVE DOLLARS IN PRIZES.

To stimulate literary composition
among the students of all departments
of the University, The Journal offers
three prizes of twenty-five dollars each
for the best poem, the best essay and the
best story submitted to the Editor during
the scholastic year. The compositions
will be printed in The Journal in order
of their receipt. They should be signed
by the writer and forwarded to the Edi¬
tor of The Georgetown College Jour¬
nal. The judges will be chosen from
the University Faculty, and the success¬
ful competitors will be announced in the
June issue.

(Reprinted.)
A SENIOR SOCIETY.

Every true friend and every loyal son
of Georgetown can not but hail with sin¬
cere pleasure the efforts of our Senior
fellow-students in behalf of a greater
University, through a greater union. In
the preceding issue, The Journal dwelt
at length on the necessity of concerted
action among the students of all depart¬
ments, and so it is with a double gratifi¬
cation that we perceive our oldest students
taking their rightful positions at the head
of this most fruitful movement. There
is a suggestion which we would respect¬
fully submit to the consideration of the
members of the classes of 1910, as a very
effective means of fostering the spirit of
union which we are advocating. It is

this : The organization of a Society, Club
or Association, membership in which
shall be strictly limited to the Senior
students in the four departments of the
University.

A DRAMATIC ASSOCIATION.

One phase of College life which has
for a long time been absolutely wanting
at Georgetown, is that centered around a
Dramatic Association. We have heard it
said that in Jesuit Colleges an annual play
has been always considered almost a part
of the curriculum. At any rate, we know
that at the present time, and for that mat¬
ter during the last decade, the numerous
educational institutions under the direc¬
tion of the Jesuit Fathers are and have
been fostering Dramatic Associations,
and the productions of some of these have
been ranked among the finest amateur
plays in the country.

The advantages which accrue to such
an organization are many. Sufficient to
cite as examples the ease, confidence and
grace which is acquired by those par¬
ticipating in a public entertainment; the
improvement in elocution and oratorical
delivery which must necessarily be gained
from the numerous rehearsals, and finally
the insight into the dramatic art that is
obtained by the student, which knowledge
can not be thought amiss in a generation
so devoted to the stage.

Why the Georgetown University Dra¬
matic Association was ever abolished, we
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are unable to find out; but surely its re¬
vival would be hailed with pleasure by
the student body. We hear that its reor¬
ganization is under way, if so—Success!

ABOUT THE “g.”

Some years ago there was a clamor
among the student body against the in¬
discriminate wearing of the “G” by the
’varsity men who had been awarded the
letter only in a specific branch of athletics.
The members of the Eleven objected to
the display by a “scrub,” of a “G”
which had been won by representing the
University on the diamond. So, vice
versa, the members of the Nine opposed
the “subs” exhibiting a “G” which
had been gained for battling on the grid¬
iron. The result was that the Executive
Committee of the Athletic Association
enacted a law purporting to do away
with the abuse. However, nothing came
of it, and so when the present constitu¬
tion was adopted, a clause was inserted
governing the wearing of the “G. ”

Even these constitutional restrictions
seem to have been overlooked by the
various Executive Committees which have
held office until this year, but a notice
was posted on the bulletin board the other
day asserting, that beginning December
ist it was the intention of the present
Executive Committee to see to it that the

referred-to rules were duly observed..
Now it appears to us that the framers

of the Constitution were inclined to excess

in their limitations. There seems to be
no necessity for restricting the wearing of
sweaters and caps, and this is what is
actually done by the Constitution. The
shape of the “G” may be made use of
to furnish all the required modifications.
Eor example, a round “G” may be
awarded for Football, a block “ G ” for
Baseball, a “G” with an oar for Crew,
and finally an oblong “ G ” for Track.

Moreover, with no intention of criti¬
cising the Executive Committee, we be¬
lieve it rather unfair to enforce the exist¬

ing rules upon the men who have already
been awarded their “G, ” for the obvious
reason that their taste in sweaters and

caps has not, perhaps, corresponded with
the demand of the dormant, laws of the
Association. Let the committee begin
on December ist, but begin with those
who are awarded the “ G ” at that time.

And we might add that no reasonable
objection has ever been urged against the
law which we alluded to in the first para¬
graph of this editorial, namely, that var¬

sity men should not be permitted to wear
the “G” while participating in any branch
of athletics other than the one for which
the letter has been awarded them. Why
not legislate accordingly ?
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The New Seismograph
John E. Crosby, ’12.

The recent catastrophe at Messina, in
Italy, and the frequent, though less dis¬
astrous, disturbances in other countries,
including our own, have tended greatly
to stimulate seismal research in every

part of the world. Thus far its purpose
has largely been confined to the recording
of earthquakes as they occur, and to the
determining, at distant points, of their
location, extent and intensity. The fact,
however, that Maj. Gen. Corby, a retired
Navy officer and member of the U. S. Hy¬
drographic Society, was able last May to
predict the Mexican earthquake several
months in advance, has given rise to the
belief in many quarters that the seismo¬
graph will soon be utilized in a wider
and more practically profitable field.

The Society of Jesus, ever on the alert
to develop new fields of scientific knowl¬
edge, has taken advantage of its ubiquity
and established in certain of its colleges
throughout the world stations for the
systematic and comparative observation
of siesmic phenomena. In America alone
there are sixteen such stations, located
as follows: Georgetown, D. C., Wor¬
cester, Mass., Buffalo, N. Y., Cleveland,
Ohio, Mobile, Ala., St. Louis, Mo., Chi¬
cago, Ill., Manitoba (Canada),St. Mary’s,
Kan., Denver, Colo., Spokane, Wash.,
New Orleans, La., Los Angeles, Cal.,
Toledo, Ohio, Brooklyn, N. Y., Augusta,
Ga. The statement made in last month’s
issue of the Holy Cross Purple that “the

most important stations will be Worces¬
ter, Los Angeles and St- Louis” is ab¬
solutely groundless. Indeed it is a note¬
worthy fact that, with the exception of
Santa Clara, on the far Western coast,
Georgetown is the only college in the
country equipped with both vertical and
Borizontal instruments, though we do not,
even on so plausible a score, assume to-
ourselves a primacy of importance.

The Georgetown apparatus has been
installed in a bright, well-appointed room
on the lower floor of the Healy Building,
just under the south tower. On a bronze
tablet above the entrance are inscribed
the following words:

HAS AULAS

TLRRARUM MOTUM STUDIIS APTATAS

AERE LOCAVIT SUO

PATRITIUS H. O'DONNELL
almaE matris alumnus addictissimus.

The instrument nearest to the door
and in the foreground of the accompany¬

ing cut, is the horizontal seismograph.
It rests upon three leveling screws which
in turn are set upon a concrete pier four
feet square by about six feet deep, and
which is entirely isolated from the sur¬

rounding earth as well as from the walls
of the building. The instrument itself
consists simply of a large, inverted pen¬
dulum placed upon four cardanic springs
which are set close together and at right
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angles to each other. Frt»m the centre
of gravity of the pendulum, a point about
four feet from its base, two thrust arms

project, attaching themselves to a para¬
graph system which is connected by
means of a delicate spring to the writing
mechanism. The principle lies in the fact
that any displacement or jar in the earth’s
crust disturbs the centre of gravity of the
pendulum, which, in the effort to recover
its normal poise, oscillates to and fro,
thereby affecting the thrust arms and
pantagraph system. These transmit the
motion to delicately-balanced aluminum
pens fitted with platinum points which
register upon a cylindrical scroll the ex¬
act magnitude of the earth’s disturbance
and keep, in addition, a record of the
time. The cylindrical scroll, or drum, is
in constant revolution, being driven by
clockwork and regulated by an air-
resistance governor. The object of the
paragraph system is, by magnifying the
motion of the pendulum, to render its
graphic representation the more pro¬
nounced. The possibility of this increase
is. from 40 to 160, or a degree of four
points. It is evident that the accuracy
of the seismographical readings will be
essentially proportional to the weight of
the pendulum, which, in the case of the
Georgetown instrument, is 200 kilome¬
ters, more than sufficient for the ordi¬
nary purposes of observation.

The vertical seismograph is just back
of the horizontal one and rests upon a
similar concrete pier, though, of course,
because of the nature of the motion it is
intended to record, its pier need not be
isolated, as was the other. In order to
insure an even temperature, it is encased

in an air-tight box. It has a stationary
mass of 80 kilograms. It consists of a

leverage system approximately metre
in length, which is supported by a stirrup
to a steel spring. The spring is made of
14 milimeter wire wound in a spiral of
20 centimeters diameter and with a car-

rying tension of 160 kilograms. That
the slightest change in temperature may
be compensated for, a heavy pendulum
made of zinc and iron rods is attached to

the carrying arm of the spring. Any
vertical agitation of the earth’s crust will
obviously affect this delicate spring and
(with the exception that it has but one
thrust arm instead of two) its motion is
transmitted and recorded in precisely the
same manner as before.

The new seismographical observatory
has been placed under the charge of
Father Tondorf, Professor of Physics
and Higher Mathematics at the College.

* *• * * * * *

It is due to the generosity of Mr. Pat¬
rick H. O’Donnell that one of this chain
of stations has been established at

Georgetown. Mr. O’Donnell is a typical
example of the self-made man. He came
to Georgetown in his teens, just off his
father’s farm in Indiana. He was rather
less in the goods of this world than the
average Georgetown boy of those days,
and considerably farther advanced in
years. But by dint of sacrifice and per¬
severance, he worked his way through the
full eight years course, scorning the
agreeable shortcuts that his superior tal¬
ent and energy would have enabled him
easily to make. He was elected Manager
of the first inter-collegiate football team
that Georgetown had, and in oratory and



 



 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 59

debate his leadership was unquestioned.
In 1894, after receiving his M. A. and
LL. B. from Georgetown, he settled in
Chicago and began the practice of law.
His extraordinary success is attested by

his widespread popularity throughout the
Middle West, and his career is the pride
and inspiration of every loyal son of
Georgetown.

GTHAROEDUS JUVENIS

(The Minstrel Boy.)
J. Frank Leary, ’13.

Ire parat medios parvus citharoedus in hostes
Hie inter caedes conspiciendus erit

Ad latus accinxit gladium gestamina patris
Fervida et ex humero barbitos apta jacet.

Vates bellator, “Musis,” ait, “inclyta tellus,
Prodant te reliqui, perfida turba, licet;

At tua jura tamen ferrum servaverit unum,
Una canet laudes nec male fida chelys.

Ipse cadit fidicen : sed pectora nescia vinci
Hostiles manicae non domuisse valent;

Atque lyrae tacuere modi quam semper amavit;
Nam fractas fregit, diripuitque fides.

“Nulla catena tuos unquam violabit honores
Virtutis pariter fons et amoris ” ait,

“ Ista sibi fortis, sibi liber postulat ista
Carmina servili non referenda manu.”
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The Clutch of the Weird
Vincent Dailey, ’12.

I.

“My God!” exclaimed Channing,
“can’t I shake this miserable, this incon¬
ceivably distressing shadow? Whence
did it come? I know of no murder.; nor

do I believe that Lenore has suffered any
foul play. But what means this feeling
—this unconquerable, unforgettable, un¬
shakable feeling that I have been a mur¬
derer? And what a foul crime the vision
does present. I seem to see the deed
committed. I can see the degenerate be¬
ing urging Lenore—my own Lenore—to
drive with him in the park. How close
a resemblance he bears to me! Great
Heavens! I believe it is I. It is surely my
car. What! the murderer wears my very
clothes. Ah! I tremble to admit it. But
how comes it? I committed no crime.
I spent the whole of last night at the
club with Jack, and yet I can see dis¬
tinctly this morning the vision of myself
killing my sweetheart. I can even see
the place a dark, gloomy cove just a
little back from the thoroughfare which
we loved to travel. I have often re¬

marked that it was a suitable place for a
murder, but I never thought that I
My God, it must be a dream—a horrible
nightmare, for I didn’t do it—I know I
didn’t. I won’t think of it any more. I
will walk and forget. Quick, Louis, my
hat and cane.”

He seemed to be afraid to step from
out of the shelter of his apartments.

Everywhere something seemed to remind
him of the terrible deed. For a moment

he thought he would call up Lenore and
prove that it was all a dream. But, no—
he must not. Suppose she had been
killed. It would throw suspicion on

him, for he never could control his
trembling voice. He would walk. He
would go down Broadway and lose him¬
self and his hateful thoughts in the
crowd. He would forget about it and
then all would be well.

But, Somehow or other, every step he
took seemed to bring up new visions of
the crime. He stopped to buy a paper
from a crippled newsboy. What’s that?”
The boy cried out, “All about the murder
in Central Park.” No, he wouldn’t take
a paper, but the boy could keep the
money.

A little further on he saw a yellow
wagon go by with its load of convicts,
each garbed in striped canvas, all held
together by chains. The sight made him
shudder. He could see himself among
them. He could imagine the trial that
brought him there. The shadows of the
gallows seemed to hang over his head.
“My God,” he muttered, “will this never
end ?”

To rid himself of this sight he turned
to look into the store windows, but in¬
stead of the front show window of a

store he looked into the press room of a

newspaper. He saw the monster presses
working with incredible speed. Their
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vibrations seemed to shake the very

building. He watched the greasy work¬
men with long-tubed cans pouring oil
into the wheel pits and cogs. He saw
another group toil unceasingly at the
hopper, taking out the counted bundles of
newspapers, marking them and putting
them onto the lift that brought them to
the wagon chute. Channing followed all
this with interest. Eor a brief instant
he lost his terrible shadow. He became
himself almost. “Ah, it was only a

passing fancy.” He breathed relief.
But wait ! What is that word

that stretches across the top of each issue,
of each front page as it winds out from
the rolls and inky depths of the laboring
presses? In red letters that word stood
pre-eminent as a danger signal—“Mur¬
der!” That was the word.

Channing could hardly believe his eyes.
They were printing the story of his deed.
But why so surprising? The first news¬
boy that he had met that morning was

selling that very same story.

Weighed down by fears, Channing
again pursued sweet and utter forgetful¬
ness among the throng that hastened back
and forth through the canyon of sky¬
scrapers. Why should he fear? He was
not alone. But no one knew him. Oh!
if some friend would only happen along.
He scanned the faces of the parsing
crowd to find a person that he recognized.
He found not a one. Instead, he seemed
to see each eye turned his way. Every¬
one was scrutinizing him. The thought
struck him. They saw in him the mur¬
derer. His description must haye been
in tbe paper. Like a dog, he hung low
his head and dodged down a side street.

If he could only get away without being
seen.

But where would he go ? To Europe ?
The thought pleased him. He could
quickly prepare for the trip and leave on
the first boat. His apartments were only
a few blocks off and Louis could pack his
necessities without delay. In the mean¬
time he could cash a check at his banker’s.

But, could he? All New York was seek¬
ing him. Surely his bankers would be
on the lookout too. Well, at any rate, he
had some funds in the safe. They would
suffice for immediate expenses.

During all this time no thought entered
his mind of the possibility of Lenore be¬
ing alive. He was fully persuaded that
she was- dead—that he had murdered her.
When or how the deed was done did not

matter. He couldn’t recall the details,
but the fact remained unimpaired, that, in
some sort of a frenzy, in some insane
moment, he had killed the gir,l whom he
loved and had asked to become his wife.

He could see it all in a hazy way. She
had refused him; he remembered that
distinctly. But hadn’t she told him to
wait for a while, that her answer was not
final. With that hope he remembered
consoling himself in his disappointment.
He had resolved to wait. Why then did
he murder her? What was his reason?

He felt an arm on his shoulder. It
must be an officer arresting him. He did
not dare turn to face his accuser. He
was guilty. That was enough.

But was he? With a jerk he freed
himself from the grasp of the policeman.
“I didn’t do it, I tell you; I know I
didn’t.”

“Do what?”
The voice was familiar. He turned
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his head and looked, not into the eyes of
an officer, but at Louis, at his own serv¬

ant, who was awakening him from his
slumbers.

II.

Now, Louis was not only curious to
know what was troubling his master, but
he was also interested in the outcome of
it all. He had worked for Channing for
many years and had gotten pretty well
accustomed to the young man’s hobbies.
He had watched the fixing up of the
apartments with the old, musty-smelling
rugs and the dilapidated-looking prints
that represented all sorts of odd things
from cannibals and shipwrecks to ghost
visions and sea crimes. He had helped
fill the seven mission oak book cases with

ponderous volumes of Darwin and Mil-
ton and Dante, and he had helped build
a rough chest to Hold the stories of Poe
and Verne and Conan Doyle. The wea¬

pons and curios that filled every nook and
corner of the study had been daily dusted
by his careful hands.

In the midst of it all was the large,
black, and dull-finished table at which
Channing had often spent hours perusing
some hideous manuscript or reading some
spooky thesis on hypnotism or telepathy.
With lots of money, he could afford to
spend his time in studying these sub¬
jects and reading these fascinating fic¬
tions. True, they might not be of any
benefit to him in the future when, with
Lenore, he worked out his destiny. As
yet he had not decided whether he would
become a lawyer or a doctor. His father
had died only a few months back—just

after Channing, Jr., had taken his degree
at Columbia—and the young man was
now spending a year quietly in New
York, where he was near to the one girl
that interested him.

And so it was that his servant was

rather tolerant of his fits of seeming in¬
sanity, in which he would imagine all
sorts of things to be happening to him.
But, at this time, Channing acted so dif¬
ferently that even Louis thought some¬

thing must be wrong.
As for Channing himself, the terrible

dream still hung over him as a reality.
Pie couldn’t for the life of him eat his

daintily-prepared breakfast, and Louis
began to believe that something was the
matter with the cooking. No, that wasn’t
it. The cream in the coffee curdled and
the curdles seemed to shape themselves
into a cold, hideous handwriting, spelling
plainly that hateful word—“Murder.”
Channing turned pale at the illusion. His
thoughts ran riot and, as in his mind-
racking dream, he sought refuge in a
walk. He again hoped that a short
ambulation on Broadway would dispel
his fears.

But still the dream clung to him.
Every step he took helped to prove its
reality. The newsboy who usually sold
him his morning Sun got his nickle, but
was told to keep the paper. He had re¬

peated precisely the words of the boy in
the dream.

A little further down, a convict wagon
passed with its load of degenerate hu¬
manity. Was it possible that the dream
was the forerunner of the event? Chan¬

ning began to imagine himself in Central
Park strangling to death the girl he had
loved. He put his hand to his head. It
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was hot. He felt of his pulse. It palpi¬
tated with jerks. A cold sweat served to
cool his burning forehead, but, at the
same time, it increased the abject despair
of his mind. He began to think that he
had been the medium of some hypnotist
or spiritualist. Why not? His readings
had been full of such tales, and in his
studies he had often been persuaded that
such a thing was possible.

The overworked presses that con¬
fronted him as he sought diversion in a
shop window were pouring forth the red-
lined sheets telling of the frightful mur¬
der. He saw it as in a haze. His mind
was reeling. Through the mist he stag¬
gered as one demented. Her face, white
with fear; her stark eyes, staring va¬
cantly, as from the grave; the finger
marks on her neck, all appeared to his
reeling senses. “I did it,” he cried, “but
another mind than mine directed the deed.

Honestly, Lenore, I loved you 1 loved
1 would not harm ”

A policeman caught him as he fell.
Channing saw the badge, the brass but¬
tons and understood. He had been

recognized as the murderer. He was
under arrest.

III.

The trial was not a long one. Chan¬
ning confessed to the crime in prison
trying at the same time to convince the
District Attorney that he committed the
deed, which was one of the foulest in
history, while under the influence of
some hypnotist. He explained how he
had studied mental telepathy and how
it had worked on his mind. He told of

his acquaintances among the “sect” and
how he had often acted as their medium
in experiments. He supposed that one
of them, wishing to test the power to
the utmost, had cast the thought of doing
the deed on him and that he had done
it unconsciously as in a dream.

And so, practically condemned from
the start, Channing began a fight for
his liberty. He believed that with the
services of a certain lawyer, who was
famous for arguing along original lines,
he could persuade the jury of his inno¬
cence and thus gain his freedom. True,
his friends had all spurned him. No
one of his former associates ever visited
him in jail, not even his servant Louis.
But what did he care? If he was set

free he could devote the rest of his life
and his fortune to doing some good work
in a strange city where by the extent of
his labors among the poor and criminal
he might in some manner atone for the
dastardly deed that had robbed him of
the girl for whom he had lived.

The first days of the proceedings in
court were tedious in the extreme. Chan-

ning’s lawyer banked everything on the
testimony of the accused and hardly
bothered following the case presented by
the District Attorney. The latter gentle¬
man worked systematically and carefully,
presenting his witnesses, reviewing how
the deed was done, telling of the events
which led up to it, of the motive for the
crime and finally crowned it all by pre¬
senting a copy of Channing’s own con¬
fession.

But through all his presentation, he
not once referred to the fact that Chan¬

ning’s mind was in a position to be
worked upon by scientists of the spirit-
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ualistic and telepathic order. He had
promised to help Channing by doing
this when he obtained the confession and
the accused was very much surprised
that the prosecutor should break his
promise. But at the time of the con¬
fession, Channing had not engaged
Moran as his attorney. Moran and the
District Attorney were bitter enemies so,
of course, the District Attorney must do
all in his power to send Channing to
his death.

Somehow or other, the trial seemed
strangely out of the ordinary to Chan¬
ning. He seemed to see everything as

through a mist and once in a while the
face of his sweetheart seemed to be

looking down on him and her hand
seemed to rub his feverish brow. But

suddenly he would see the black finger¬
marks on her neck and he would draw

back with a shudder.
At last the great day came. Channing

was to testify. He had learned his part
well and was prepared to play it under
the careful guidance of his lawyer.
When he took his place in the witness
chair he was conscious that the court¬

room presented a strange appearance.
He had often been in court-rooms before
but none had ever resembled this one.

The judge sat stoically at his desk, his
face crinkled with long and deep cutting
creases that could be taken as either lines
of charity or marks of severity. The
jury occupied the box on one side of
the room, each member attentive to
catch every sound that the accused
uttered. The pit was crowded with
curious spectators among whom Chan¬
ning saw many of his friends that were;
but none of them seemed to see him.

He was alone in his trouble. That was

what made everything so unreal. Where
was his mother? She still lived
But did she? The thought took his
breath away. Maybe the shock of his
arrest and the news of the crime had
been too much for her Yes, that
was it. She was dead and his lawyer
had concealed the fact from him.

But where was the District Attorney?
Surely something must be wrong. He
would never stay away of his own
accord. It was probably for him that
the judge was waiting before calling the
court. Yes, that was it for here he came.

With almost clock-like regularity, the
District Attorney pushed open the door
from the little side room that served as

a consulting place for the counsel and
walked into court. Behind him came six
stalwart men bearing a black wooden
coffin. Truly this was strange. Chan¬
ning had never seen such a thing happen
in court before. But this court was so

queer so out of the ordinary. He
knew before they opened the coffin that
it contained the body of his dead Sweet¬
heart.

They set it down directly in front of
the witness stand. Channing started to
turn his eyes away but some power re¬
strained him. With fear and trembling
he watched the men remove the lid. For
the first time he saw his victim with
his open eyes. He had killed her while
he was in a trance. He was convinced
of that now.

There she lay, dressed in the same
clothes in which she had met her death.
The thin baby blue dress was ripped in
many place's, while the mud stains and
marks of dirty hands showed forth
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plainly about her neck. Her throat was
bare. The low-cut of the dress laid

loosely on her breast displaying in all
its gruesomeness the clutch marks of the
murderer on the soft whiteness of her
neck. It was a terrible sight. Even the
judge, after years of experience on the
bench, shuddered when he saw the
corpse.

“The witness may begin.” The judge’s
voice was hollow.

Channing started his story. He began
to tell of his experiments in the hypnotic
and telepathic and spiritualistic order.
He hoped thus to excite pity and leave
the way open for his attorney to enter
a plea of insanity. But some power
stopped his narrative. He thought that
the eyes of the corpse turned their ghastly
stare on him and that a cryptic voice
uttered, “Don’t.”

As he proceeded his fear became great¬
er. His eyes became riveted on the dead
girl and strange sounds filled his ears.
A reeling sensation for an instant cur¬
tained off the hideous scene, but another
instant he saw it all a thousand times

more intensely. She seemed to mock
him. She was mocking him. Oh, for
a means to escape from her haunting
stare! her accusing voice! her prone
finger! He could stand it no longer.
Some power prompted him to confess.
That same power had directed the deed.

All seemed dark as he began the recital
of the tale. His eyes could discern
nothing. The corpse that lay before him
was covered with the shades of darkness.
A black veil hung before the jury box.
A deep, jet fog enveloped the whole
room. As he started his story, he him¬
self knew not how it would end. He

merely began with the words, “I am

guilty. I killed her.” Then the power
that had his will enchained revealed to

him the scene. In the depths of the black
fog he saw it all and he told it as he saw
it. The vision dictated the tale and a

terrible tale it was.

He watched the scene as through a
monster aperture. There lay the grotto,
sheltered from the road by a group of
trees and bushes, the green foliage of
late spring completely shading it from
the silvery rays of the star-girt moon.
Through a little opening in the bushes
there wound a path. It led from the
road. His eyes followed its course. He
saw his own machine draw up slowly
and stop. It was a large roadster and
contained but himself and Lenore.

At his suggestion they alighted and
walked into the grotto. He stood by her
side for a moment admiring the beauty
of the scene. She wore a long cape
under which the silkiness of her dress

sparkled as a stray ray of the moon’s
brightness found its way between the
leaves of the poplars or the close branches
of the bushes swayed ever so gently by
a slight and whispering breeze.

It all came to him now. He asked
her to be his wife. She told him to

wait. In a moment of despondency he
remarked that this was a fine spot for
a murder. She drew back horrified.
He became powerless in the hands of
the fiendish thought that was father to
his actions. She struggled, but her
strength was like a lamb’s in the jaws
of a wolf. He circled his fingers
how long and black they seemed
round her neck. A second a minute

he knew not how long he re-
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tained his hold. She became heavy in
his arms. A gasp and she was dead.

With almost bold coldness, he laid the
corpse on the moss-covered earth and
left. Without a fear, he climbed into
his machine and drove off. From his
seat in the witness chair, he could see

the car receding swiftly down the long
drive toward the city toward his
apartments. Then the vision ceased.

He was back in the court-room and
he knew that he was ruined. He saw

the black look of anger on the face of
his attorney. He saw exultation marked
on the face of the prosecutor. The
judge seemed bewildered, the jury dis¬
gusted. He looked for the corpse. It
was gone. Everything seemed so real
again. It had been another seance and
in it he had confessed to a crime of
which he knew practically nothing.

His head dropped forward on his
breast and he wept. It was not a weep¬

ing of fear or remorse, but a deep, de¬
grading crying of one who in innocence
has been proven guilty. It was a weep¬
ing of helplessness and despair.

IV.

At sundown on the day before the one
set for his execution, Channing sat
moodily over his evening prison fare.
He was himself now. The . spell had
long since lost its influence and for a
fortnight Channing had been trying to
recall the events that had led him to his
doom. In a vague sort of a way he
remembered the murder, the trial, the
verdict of guilty and all that. But for

the life of him he could not recall the
details.

For two hours before the time we first
find him sitting over his food like a

dyspeptic, he had been thinking hard and
he had come to the conclusion that it
was all wrong. He didn’t commit the
murder. If his sweetheart had been

killed, and he was sure she had been
since he had heard no word from her,
she had come to her death at other hands
than his. He might have been influenced
to do the deed, but he knew that he
hadn’t been. All that night on which
the crime had been committed he had

spent with Jack at the club. ‘‘Why,” he
wondered, “hadn’t his lawyer used those
circumstances to prove an alibi?” The
thought brought forth others.

Why hadn’t his lawyer done numerous

things? Moran was considered to be one
of the shrewdest of the members of the
New York bar. Case after case he had
won when the odds seemed unsurmoun-

table. It had been hinted that he had
even used hypnotic powers to influence
the jurors. Great heavens! Could
Moran have been the one that has hyp¬
notized him ? The thought struck Chan¬
ning like a thunder-bolt. He recalled
event after event which seemed to prove
the truth of it.

Hadn’t Moran shown an unusual desire
to obtain charge of his case? Hadn’t
he been negligent throughout the trial?
Didn’t he insist on taking charge of the
accused’s money? Was it not because
of his willingness that the District At¬
torney had found it possible to introduce
the corpse into the court-room. After
the verdict, hadn’t Moran left Channing
to his fate? Time and again he had
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refused to aid the condemned man al¬

though he now possessed his fortune.
Even Channing, with the shadow of

death hovering over his head, had to
smile at the craftiness of the man to

whom he had entrusted the carrying on
of his battle for life and liberty. If he
only had a friend! Strange that they
all should desert him. Oh! if his mother
was only alive! Channing now knew
that she was dead. Moran had told him
that.

He was innocent but helpless. His
pleas during the past two weeks had all
fallen on deaf ears because there was no

one to carry his cause to the higher
courts. Other lawyers thought the case
entirely lost and refused to touch it.
Benefactors, who usually tried to aid
needy criminals, were restrained because
of the heinousness of the deed. It was

too late now. At sunrise he would have
to die; he would have to give up his life
because another had killed his sweet¬

heart. Mayhaps that other was Moran.
Why not? Lenore knew him. The thought
only increased Channing’s despair.

When he lay his aching head upon the
pillow of straw and stretched his drowsy
body along the hard and narrow cot, he
noticed that the moon was shining bright¬
ly through the barred aperture which
served as a window to his cell. And he

lay there and thought how beautiful was
life and how little of it he had to live.
He pondered on the old days when his
happiness knew no bounds and he be¬
came enrapt in pleasant recollections.
So lost was he in his fleeting memories
that he forgot his position forgot
that the morrow would bring forth his
doom forgot the terrible deed for

which he was condemned. And with
these pleasant thoughts on his mind he
fell into a deep sleep.

The dungeon faded from view. It
sank slowly into oblivion and in its stead
he beheld another room. It was his own.

It was the main room of his apartments
his study. But how changed! He

looked for his pictures, his books, his
curios. All were gone. As he lay there
on the bed, he could see everything as
in a haze. The moon poured in through
the window, but no bars cast their for¬
bidding shadows before it. Its light was

silvery as it was on the night of the
murder, but how sweeter it seemed now.

Still, it was strange that his bed should
be in this room and that his books and

prints should all be gone. And why
wasn’t he in his sleeping room? He
glanced toward the door that led to it.

The door seemed to move. Slowly it
swung on its hinges with a creaking
sound. He remembered that sound well.
He had told Louis to oil the hinges. Why
hadn’t he done it?

But who was coming through the open
doorway ?

“My God!’’ he exclaimed, “does she
haunt me still?”

At the sound she hurried to the bed¬
side. She was dressed in that same dress
of blue silk and over her shoulders hung
the same blue cape. Her movements
were noiseless, and when she reached his
side she seemed loath to touch him for
fear of doing harm. He watched her
every movement closely. What was she
going to do now? What new punish¬
ment was she going to inflict? Hadn’t
he suffered enough already?

She put forth her hand toward his
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head and instinctively he drew back. But
the hand was insistent and he awaited its

icy touch. Like a petting stroke it pass¬
ed across his forehead. It was not cold.
It did not feel like the hand of a corpse.
On the contrary, it was warm and caress¬

ing.
Again and again the hand rubbed his

brow, and with each stroke her face drew
nearer his. What a dream! He, the
murderer, seemed to be petted by his very
victim. But was this a dream? Surely
it could be nothing else. Channing fully
expected to waken in his cell, called by
the death guard to come to his execution.
But it was strange that he should have
such a pleasing dream on this of all
nights.

He made as though to speak but a for¬
bidding finger touched his lips. Instead
she spoke. Her words were like jewels,
each brilliant with beauty, each refulgent
with happiness.

“You must be quiet my dear, the doc¬
tor says that the least exertion may bring
back the fever.'’

“Fever——what fever?” Channing
knew of no fever.

Though she tried her hardest Lenore
could not quiet him. He must know all
at once. Why was he here? How had
he gotten out of jail? How had she
arisen from her grave? Where was his

mother? Was she dead? Where were

his books, his pictures, his curios? Where
was Louis ?

In the hope that he would be quieter,
she told him all. His mother was per¬
fectly well and was in the next room.
His possessions were in the servant’s
room and so was Louis. She had not

been dead. He had been taken with fe¬
ver in the street and brought to his apart¬
ments by a big-hearted policeman. His
mother and she had become his nurses

and for nearly a month they had watched
at his bedside. He was in this room in
order that they might use his. That was
all.

“But the murder?” The words vir¬

tually hissed from between his teeth.
“My dear,” answered the girl, “there

has been no murder. In your delirium
you have done nothing but prattle about
some imaginary crime. I believe that
your hobbies have too. much possession
of your mind and in a little while there
will not be room for thoughts of anything
else—not even me. So, dearest, if you
want me to acquiesce to your wishes that
I become yours, you must first promise
to stop all this tinkering in weird sci¬
ences. Will you do it—darling.”

Would he do it? God knows that it
needed no extra persuasion to make him
answer “Yes.”
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“Honneur et Patrie”
Wiliam F. MietEnberger, ’13.

In the winter of 1864, one of the most
terrific storms that ever struck that lo¬

cality swept over the port of Cherbourg,
France. The North Atlantic, fierce as
it usually is, had been whipped up into a
veritable paroxysm of fury by a strong,
steady Soutlnvester, and its monstrous
black waves dashed and crashed against
the Cherbourg breakwater with a roar
and thunder that alarmed even the sturdy
old salts that had weathered so many of
its previous outbursts.

Anchored within the shelter of the

jetty, a fleet of French frigates and iron¬
clads, under the leadership of the “Cou-
ronne,” commanded by the Vicomte de
Chavannes, was awaiting the clearing of
the gale, as was the Confederate cruiser
“Georgia,” under Commander Maury,
which had run in for repairs. Such was
the violence of the storm, that even with¬
in the jetty, one of the huge French war¬
ships started dragging her anchor and
created a general chaos among all the
other craft, narrowly missing the “Geor¬
gia” in her wild, uncontrolled drifting.
However, a very high sea continued until
late in the afternoon and a large part of
the Cherbourg fishing fleet was still at
large, endeavoring to reach port before
dark. But there lies the saddest part of
it all. The harbor, properly speaking, is
formed much like the letter “C.” That
is to say, the breakwater, or jetty, en¬
closing it, leaves the land at the north
and south extremities of the town, and is

so built as to form a nearly-closed cres¬
cent, allowing just sufficient opening at
its head for the entrance of a large vessel.
With this little sketch it will, perhaps, be
better understood what a difficult task

lay before the unfortunate seamen in
their little schooners as they appeared,
sometimes singly, sometimes two or
three together, and endeavored to steer
their nearly unmanageable craft safely
through the “gate” of the harbor and
clear of the huge rocks and boulders
which lined the coast on either side of
them.

Poor little schooners! Very few of
them survived the terrible and unequal
struggle. Let alone the terrific sea, to
steer safely into the harbor was no easy
performance, and now, with big waves
bearing down upon them; tossed wildly
between the ingoing waters, as they
strove toward the shore, and the outgoing
as the same waves were hurled back by
the stout breakwater, the schooners had
no chance whatever, and as they missed
the entrance, one after the other would
go tumbling and plunging at breakneck
speed toward the great boulders to the
right or to the left of them and there be
crushed and shattered to splinters with
their human cargo.

Those within the harbor, however,
were by no means indifferent to this
frightful series of wrecks and disasters,
and notwithstanding the apparent fool¬
hardiness of such an enterprise, a life-
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saving corps was immediately organized
among the officers and men of the battle¬
ship fleet. The most effective contingent,
however, came from the flagship “Cour-
onne,” which sent out a launch containing
20 men, under the command of a young
lieutenant, whose name, we deeply regret
not being able to recall in these humble
records of his heroic and noble deeds.
From the Confederate guest-ship there
was an equally responsive action taken,
and from the side of the “Georgia” a
launch shot out, under the command of
Midshipman James M. Morgan.

The young officer from the “Cou-
nonne” lost no time, and immediately
turned his attention to an unusually large
fishing schooner which, at that moment,
stood in dire need of all the help that
could be accorded it. With steady and
undaunted courage these twenty-one men
struggled, fought and labored against the
infuriated sea. Now poised at a dizzy
height upon the crest of a monster wave,
now entirely hidden by the great billow
which had seemingly engulfed them, they
pushed onward, firm, resolute, persistent
in their noble purpose, morally and phy¬
sically strengthened by their Almighty
Father who witnessed and approved their
work, and also by their own realization
of the worthiness and magnanimity of
their act. Wave after wave they have
conquered, and above the howl of wind
and storm they hear the frantic cheers of
their countrmenn as they get closer and
closer to the writhing, plunging schooner.
Even the witnesses on shore, in the ter¬
rific excitement of the moment, stretch
out their arms towards them mechani¬
cally, as if they thought they could help
them, and women on the beach are with

difficulty restrained from rushing for¬
ward into the struggling billows as they
come crashing at their feet. In the boat
the men are still pulling, straining every
muscle, when, all of a sudden, an enor¬
mous wall of water rushes upon them.
The lieutenant yells out an order and
pulls frantically at the rudder cord. But
no, it is too late. Men, boat, oars, every¬

thing rolls over and is engulfed by the
monstrous wave, as by the great sea
dragons we read of in fables, and before
the terrified witnesses can realize what
has happened, men and boat, still held
firmly in the bosom of the invincible
breaker, are hurled with a crash against
a projecting line of boulders. All is
over. . . . The next wave wrenches them
from from their places, scoops them up
like so many corks and deposits upon the
beach twenty-one mangled corpses. Men
they were once—yea, and fine men at
that; resplendent in all the strength and
beauty of their youthful manhood, and
men who had laid down their lives for
the noblest cause we know—the saving
of human life.

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean—
roll!

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in
vain;

Man marks the earth with ruin—his con¬

trol

Stops with the shore.

The next morning arrangements were
begun for the funeral of the unfortunate
members of the life-saving boat, and
preparations were made for a great and
impressive ceremony, for France does
not forget her brave, dead or alive, nor
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does she neglect any opportunity to show
them her love and appreciation of their
heroic deeds. About noon, the long ave¬
nue extending from the navy yard to the
military cemetery was lined with regi¬
ments of marines and infantry, as well
as battalions of cavalry and artillery, and
about an hour later the long procession
left the navy yard. At the head marched
nearly one hundred priests, who were
immediately followed by a large party of
officers from both navy yard and battle¬
ships. These officers were all in full
dress uniform, and came in order of
rank. At the head were Admiral La
Roce, Commander at the yard, and the
Vicomte de Chavannes. In the group
right back of them was Commander M.
F. Maury, the great American navigator,
then commanding the cruiser “Georgia.”
Following them was a host of lesser offi¬
cers and town officials of Cherbourg.
Behind these came twenty-one artillery
caissons bearing the bodies of the young
lieutenant and his sailors, each of them
carefully draped in large French flags
and covered with magnificent wreaths.
The imposing cortege was closed by sev¬
eral regiments of marines, regular in¬
fantry, dragoons and artillery. Upon
reaching the burial ground, the proces¬
sion was cut up and the lines of soldiery
formed a complete quadrangle around
the newly-dug graves at one extremity
of the cemetery. There the coffins were
lowered to the ground and placed over
their respective graves where they were

supported by long sticks placed at each
end. The last rites of the funeral then

proceeded. The sight was overwhelming
in its resplendent yet silent solemnity.
Old officers were there whom wars had

scarred and maimed, who had fought for
France for the last forty or even fifty
years, and stuck to her flag through all
the turbulations and adversities that had

oppressed her so repeatedly, and as they
stood there with bowed heads, paying
their last homage to their young com¬
rades, with their white locks falling
loosely upon their scarred and manly
brows, their trembling hands closed upon
the hilt of a sword they now could hardly
wield, they were the true, the ideal per¬
sonification of that great motto which
France places before the eyes of her mili¬
tant children and inscribes into their
hearts—

“HONNEUR ET PATRIE.”

And there were young men, too, on
whose youthful countenances one could
read the very thoughts that passed
through their minds as they witnessed the
burial of their brave comrades. Their deep
and sincere sorrow at having lost those
friends, in whose sympathetic company

they had gone through the first trials,
sacrifices, and dangers of the noble pro¬
fession they had espoused. Their un¬
bounded admiration at the daring and
heroic conduct of the deceased, and the
thrill of excitement that goes through
them as they think of the time, the long-
waited for moment when they will have
the opportunity to show to the world
all the courage, fortitude and nobility
that lies dormant in their hearts.

But the twenty sailors have already
been interred, and now eevryone gathers
around the grave of the young lieutenant
and they prepare to lower the casket
when, suddenly, a great commotion is
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heard in the rear. A horseman wearing
the uniform of the Emperor’s Guard tears
his way through the astonished crowd,
and the soldiers quickly fall back in obe¬
dience to his cry: “Service de ”Em-
pereur! Service de l’Empereur!” Cov¬
ered with dust and exhausted by hard
riding the soldier throws himself from
his panting, foamnig stead, and comes

tottering to Admiral La Roce and de¬
livers into his hand a document bearing
the imperial ribbon, and a small parcel.
The Admiral, having glanced over the
contents of the paper, turned to those
present and made known the message of
the Emperor. It was an order from His
Imperial Majesty to pin upon the tunic
of the dead hero the cross of the Legion
of Honor. A great murmur of approval
sweeps over the crowd. Soldiers present
arms, and, as the Admiral tears open the
little parcel, the casket is quickly un¬
screwed and the removal of the lid ex¬

poses the body of the young hero in the
full regalia of his dress uniform. No
decorations adorn his breast as yet, for,
young as he was, he had never had the
eagerly-desired opportunity to win his
cross. But now the prize he had so ar¬

dently prayed for was his at last. His
grateful country, unable to reward him
in the new and greater kingdom he was
now serving, saw fit to honor the one and
only thing she still possessed of him—
his dead body.

With the care and tenderness of a

father, Admiral La Roce bends over the
casket and, amid a death-like silence, he
pins to the uniform of the officer the
cross of the Legion of Honor. The lid
is once more put in position, the casket
again screwed down and is finally low¬

ered in the grave that awaits it. Then-
the crowd falls back. A battalion of ar¬

tillery comes thundering down at full
gallop. In front of the newly-made
graves the horses rear upon their
haunches and swerve to one side; the
men leap to their respective guns and, at
the word, all the cannons boom forth in
one simultaneous salute. This battalion
is soon followed by another, and yet an¬

other, and several more. Then company
after company of infantry come fi> pay
their homage to the dead, and after the
last regiment has been represented, the
crowd breaks up, the soldiery return to
their quarters and the cemetery i» left
quiet, silent and deserted in the rapidly-
falling dusk.

Scarcely an hour has elapsed. The
sun has just gone down, and the pale, un¬
certain twilight will quickly yield to the
bright radiance of a beautiful full moon.
On the country road at the other end of
the cemetery comes rattling and bumping
an old farm wagon drawn by an ancient
steed which has evidently been urged to
his utmost speed. The wagon stops be¬
fore the gate of the cemetery and from it
descends an old couple. They gaze
around them anxiously and shudder as
they hear the faint bugle call in the bar¬
racks far away. Around them, not a
soul is to be seen. “We are too late,
Pierre,” sobs the old woman, as leaning
on the arm of her husband, she totters

feebly through the gate, “the cere¬
mony has long been over.” The man
answers nothing, but quietly leads his
wife to the tomb of the young officer,
covered with wreaths and flowers of great
value and beauty. But soon another
wreath is added to that same tomb, a
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small and humble one, but on it are in¬
scribed the few words that have conse¬

crated it and placed it high above the
rest, “TO OUR SON.”

The wife sobs, shrieks, raves, throws
herself across the kneeling-stone, crying
the name of her only boy and invoking
the wrath of God on the country which
she thinks has enticed him to its service.
Far better, thought she, had lie lived a

poor and humble life with us on the farm.
But her aged husband, suppressing his
sobs for a moment, frowns severely upon
his wife, and grasping her roughly by the
shoulder, he lays bare the upper part of
the tombstone and bids her read. There,
deeply cut in the snow-white marble, and
shining like the purest diamonds in the
silvery moonbeams, are the words:

“HONNEUR ET PATRIE.”

A PERSIAN FABLE

A. D., ’io.

A thirsty traveler chanced upon a brook
Whose water, virgin to his lips, was sweet,.
So drawing up a way-found bowl, he took
A second draught, to satisfy complete.
But found the sweetness of its taste had fled
And in its clearness satisfaction naught.
A voice, his silent question answering, said :
’Twas mortal clay from which the bowl was wrought.

It matters not what shape or size it feigns,
In mortal clay the bitterness remains..
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A Drive in the Country
William O’Brien, ’13.

The man and the little girl and the
sorrel mare jogged confortably along the
shining road. It was almost sundown.
It was a pretty road running along be¬
tween snug farmsteads with now and
again a bit of balsamic firwood to drive
through or a hollow where wild plums
hung out their leafy bloom. The air
was sweet with the breath of many apple
orchards and the meadows sloped away
in the distance to horizon mists of pearl
and purple, while

“The little birds sang as if it were
The one day of summer in all the

year.”
The child gazed wonderingly with

wide-opened eyes at everything. The
man silent, moodily flecked the mare

with the whip from time to time. Sud¬
denly turning the corner they came upon
the Avenue. The “Avenue,” so-called by
the people of the neighborhood, was a
stretch of road four or five hundred

yards long, completely arched over with
huge wide spreading apple trees, planted
years ago by an eccentric old farmer.
Overhead was one long canopy of snowy

fragrant bloom. Below the Toughs, the
air was full of purple twilight and far
ahead a glimpse of painted sunset sky
shone like a great rose-window at the
end of a cathedral aisle.

The beauty seemed in no wise to
affect the man, but the child leaned back
in the carriage, her dimpled hands clasped

before her, her face lifted rapturously
to the white splendor above.

At the end of the Avenue they topped
the crest of the hill. She wistfully saw
the gold of the sun leave the blue urn
of day. Below them was a pond. A
bridge spanned it midway and from
there to its lowest end, where an amber-
hued belt of sand hills shut it from the
dark blue gulf beyond, the water was a
glory of many shifting hues—the most
spiritual shadings of crocus and rose and
ethereal green, with other elusive tint-
ings for which no name has ever been
found.

Above the bridge the pond ran up into
fringing groves of fir and maple which
lay all darkly translucent in their waver¬

ing shadows. Here and there a wild
plum leaned out from the bank like a
white-clad girl tiptoeing to her own
reflection. From the marsh at the head
of the pond came the clear mournfully-
sweet chorus of the frogs.

They were nearing home now. The
sun had set sometime since, but the land¬
scape was still clear in the mellow after¬
light. To the west a dark church spire
rose up against a marigold sky. Below
was a little valley and beyond, a long
gently-rising slope with snug farmsteads
scattered along it. Over it, in the stain¬
less southwest sky a great crystal-white
star was shining like a lamp of guidance
and promise. The girl drank in the scene
ecstatically. “Home!” said the man.
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ADAM’S AWAKENING

THE QUESTION.
Hartley Coleridge.

What was’t awakened first the untried ear

Of that sole man who was all human kind??
Was it the gladsome welcome of the wind

Stirring the leaves that never yet were sere ?
The four mellifluous streams which flowed so near

Their lulling murmurs all in one combined?
The note of bird unnamed ? The startled hind

Bursting the brake in wonder, not in fear,
Of her new lord ? or did the holy ground

Send forth mysterious melody to greet
The gracious presence of immaculate feet?

Did viewless saraph’s rustle all around
Making sweet music out of air as sweet

Or his own voice awake him with its sound ?

THE ANSWER.

Herbert Wright.

’Twas not the gladsome welcome of the wind
Stirring the leaves that never yet were sere ;
Nor the mellifluous streams which flowed so near

Their lulling murmurs all in one combined ;
Nor note of bird unnamed ; nor startled hind

Bursting the brake in wonder, not in fear
Of her new lord, that woke the untried ear

Of that sole man, who was all human kind,
But ’twas the voice of God walking alone

At eventide in Paradise that filled
The listening air with untold melody

And when the music-burdened winds had blown
The sound to Adam locked in sleep, it thrilled
Him through, and he awoke in ecstasy.
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The Coleman Museum
Edward Q. Carr, To.

To one reflecting on the numerous
difficulties surrounding the foundation
of a museum it is little short of wonder¬
ful that they flourish as they do. To
those who know, the word museum has
a deep and underlying significance which
the average person cannot comprehend
and perhaps does not care to, for it con¬

jures up unpleasant visions of toil and
labor. Those objects which we, the
spectators, regard with so much equani¬
mity, as being more or less a matter of
course, have been obtained perhaps only
at the cost of great exertion and even
sacrifice. The principal features of every
collection are those objects whose diffi¬
culty of attainment or intrinsic value
render them objects of popular interest
and attraction. These, it may be readily
understood, are hard to discover and once

discovered hard to- acquire. However
the collecting and careful shipment of
the various specimens from distant cor¬
ners of the world are as little compared
with their proper arrangement and classi¬
fication once they have reached their
destination. Aside from this too we

must take into consideration the financial

aspect of the question, an important item
this, since most things are not to be had
for the mere asking. Remembering also
that the collection once started does not

increase in leaps and bounds but depends
for its growth on the generosity and
kindness of some interested individual,
with the addition of a specimen here and

there, and we have but a slight idea of
the enormity of the undertaking which
confronts the curator whose task it is
to guide the destinies of even the obscu¬
rest of museums.

In this respect Georgetown College
has been singularly fortunate. The
foundation and growth of a museum has
been a decided success. So much so that
in the Coleman museum it possesses a
collection which will not suffer by com¬

parison with any of its type in the land.
Deriving its name from a distinguished

benefactor and alumnus of the College,
James V. Coleman, the present museum
had its origin in the natural history col¬
lection which existed in the College as
early as the year 1840, under the
supervision of Fathers Curley and Jenk¬
ins. It soon, however, ceased to exist
as a mere collection of natural history,
but widened its scope and embraced
within itself all that is proper to a full
fledged museum. Although depending
entirely on the donations of friends, the
collection increased to such an extent

that it was deemed of sufficient impor¬
tance to have a room distinct for itself.

In the year 1889, a short time
prior to the celebration of the one
hundredth anniversay of the founda¬
tion of the College, the museum was
moved to its present quarters. The
visitor is well impressed by the large,
cheery room on the second floor of the
Healy building in which the various
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specimens are tastefully arranged in
cases of cherry wood. The one manifest
misfortune is that the room is not of

larger dimensions than it is. The num¬
ber of specimens has multiplied to such
an extent that every available corner has
been utilized and as a consequence some
of the objects cannot receive the space

necessary for their most advantageous
display. The needs and demands of the
collection would well warrant the erec¬

tion of a building to be devoted solely
to the museum, where the question of
space would cease to be an important
factor.

After the visitor has completed his
general survey of the apartment he gives
his undivided attention to the individual
exhibits about him. The most important
of these is assuredly the collection of
minerals consisting of several thousand
specimens covering the entire field of
the mineral kingdom. A very attractive
and interesting feature of this exhibit is
a collection ' embracing every mineral
known to exist in the District of Co¬
lumbia, which is the result of the labors
of Mr. John W. Langdale, through whose
generosity it was donated to the museum.
Considered from the standpoint of com¬

pleteness and in every other respect this
particular collection surpasses any other
in the vicinity, not even excepting that
possessed by the Smithsonian Institute.
Mr. Langdale’s generosity and good will
did not expend themselves with the mere
donation of the minerals, for he has spent
much of his valuable time in arranging
them and has always been most gracious
in offering up his services in the interests
of the museum. Besides the Langdale
collection there is one member of the

mineral exhibit which is worthy of
honorable mention, that is the piece of
jade, the largest known to exist in the
United States, a fact which has brought
it to the attention of the Smithsonian

Institute, whose efforts to obtain it have
been without success.

Of a similar character and equal in¬
terest with the Langdale collection is the
Toner Collection of the various forest
woods to be found in the District of
Columbia.

The lover of birds will find abundant
material for thought and contemplation
in the exhibit possessed by the museum.
The collection which was originally at
Woodstock was formed partly from
specimens purchased at the Centennial
Exposition at Philadelphia in 1876, and
partly from those which were purchased
from Peales museum in 1848. It com¬

prises not only birds common to this
section of the country, but some of rare

species imported by the missionary
fathers from distant lands.

Of exceeding interest to the student
of history is the collection of Pontifical
medals, one of the few in this country.
The medals mounting up into the hun¬
dreds are symbolical of the rise and
growth of the church for the last five
hundred years. They were coined at the
Roman mint with a view to commemo¬

rating the most important incidents in
the reigns of the various Popes begin¬
ning with Martin the fifth in the year
1417 down to that of the present Pope
Pius the tenth. This collection of medals
is but part of the large collection of coins
and medals possessed by the museum.

Among the most interesting of these
are those which represent the first at-
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tempts at coinage, during the infancy
period of the nation’s growth, with its
financial status still an unknown quantity.
The various forms of paper currency
which flooded the country before and
during the civil war period, have ample
representation.

Father Barnum the Alaskan mission¬

ary has left some lasting monuments to
the years of toil and privation spent
beyond the limits of civilization, in the
collection of specimens which he has
donated to the museum. These consist

mainly of weapons of the chase and
articles typical of the domestic life of
the Alaskan, all most interesting to the
visitor, if for the mere fact alone that
it would be impossible to see them else¬
where outside of some one of the large
museums.

Perhaps the object of the greatest
intrinsic, worth possessed by the museum
and beyond a doubt the “gem” of the
entire collection is the Gallandt Mosaic,
similar to the numerous specimens of
this wonderful art to be seen in the
churches of the old world. It is almost

impossible to detect it from the ordinary
oil painting, so perfect is the work. The
gift of James V. Coleman, from whom
the museum takes its name, it has the
distinction of being the largest work of
its character in the United States, measur¬

ing five feet by three. The scene por¬
trayed is St. Peter’s, at Rome, and
the artist has been such a thorough

master of his tools that it would be
almost impossible to judge it otherwise
than the work of palette and brush.

The museum holds place with some of
our most famous in that is possesses a

very representative exhibit of pottery
and utensils of ancient Rome, all of them
of great antiquarian interest, suggesting
thoughts of Herculaneum and Pompei.

Before turning his back upon the
museum the visitor cannot afford to over¬

look the collection of curios, many of
them rich in sentiment and association.
An old wine chest once the property of
George Washington is an example of
the historical interest which may be at¬
tached to some of them.

It has not been the object of the writer
to relapse into the unvaried monotony
of a catalogue and yet this of all can
best do justice to the merits of the
museum. Steadfast as its growth has
been the Coleman museum has in a

large degree to thank its many generous
friends for the repute that it now enjoys.
Many of its most precious acquisitions
have come from the open hand of its
benefactors. Any donation of fitting
character, no matter how small, is great-
fully received and it is to be hoped that
those who are in a position to further the
interests of the museum in this respect
will not hesitate to do so. Georgetown
has many things that it may well be
proud of, none more so than its museum.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 79'

Frank H. Burke.

COLLEGE NOTES.

On Sunday, October io, the solemn
opening- of all the branches of George¬
town University was celebrated in the
Votive High Mass of the Holy Ghost.
Rev. Father Eugene McDonnell, S. J.,
officiated as the celebrant, assisted by
Father Alphonsus Donlon, S. J., Deacon,
and Father Mark McNeil, S. J., Sub¬
deacon. The services were largely at¬
tended and Dahlgren Chapel was taxed
to its utmost capacity to accommodate the
students, alumni, and well-wishers of
Georgetown. The sermon was delivered
by Rev. Father Stanton, of Leonardtown,
Md. Father Stanton dwelt upon the im¬
portance of the opening of the scholastic
year, as emphasized by the fact that the
Church has set upon it its mark of ap¬
proval in the Mass which calls for the
assistance, blessing, and guidance of the
Holy Ghost, the Third Person of the

Blessed Trinity. In reviewing the ne¬
cessity for spiritual instruction as the
very foundation of a college education,
Father Stanton took occasion to deliver
a severe denunciation of Ex-President
Eliot, of Harvard, for his attitude toward
Christianity and his recent efforts to
found a new religion, based upon so-
called “scientific” methods or reasoning.

On Saturday, October 16, was cele¬
brated the Solemn Requiem High Mass
in memory of Judge Morris, to whom
may be attributed the credit of having
been the prime mover in the foundation of
the Law School of Georgetown Univers¬
ity. Three ex-Presidents of Georgetown
participated in the celebration of the Mass
—Rev. Father Whitney, S. J., Celebrant;
Rev. Father Richards, S. J., Deacon,
and Rev. Father Dougherty, S. J., Sub¬
deacon. The singing of the Gonzaga
College Choir, who generously lent their
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services, proved a beautiful and most im-
pressiye feature. The Choir marched in
procession and singing- across the quad¬
rangle to the Chapel, entered and pro¬
ceeded up the aisle to the altar; thence to
their station in the north transept. The
eulogy was delivered by Rev. Father
Doonan, S. J.. ex-President of George¬
town and now acting in the capacity of
Chaplain. Father Doonan’s address is
here subjoined in full:

Sons and Friends of Georgetown:
I rise with no intention of obtruding

upon this solemn function any formal
eulogy on the character and caieer of our

departed friend, richly as both deserve
the most glowing that active brain might
frame or fluent lips might fashion.

I would not thus ruthlessly profane the
sanctuary—bv death made holier and
more inviolable—of the modest and re¬

tiring nature which endeared Judge Mor¬
ris to all his friends. Rather my pur¬
pose is, in a few simple words, in behalf
of Holy Church whose loyal son, in creed
and practice, throughout life, Judge
Morris confessed himself, to voice the
sentiments and purpose embodied in the
sacred service at which this morning you
are present. It is the joy and the boast
of the Church that membership with her,
as Christ's Mystical Body, once estab¬
lished, lies beyond the reach of the hand
of the destroyer—Death—which parts
soul and body. Hence, this morning,
she extends to her departed son beyond
the grave her undying love and prayerful
help. From altar and choir you have
heard her mother cry: “Eternal rest
grant unto him, O Lord.”

A second reason for intrusion of hu¬
man speech upon these sacred rites, is the
obligation resting on the University of
Georgetown to place upon the newly-
made grave of her distinguished son,
some poor tribute of her appreciation of
the splendid and noble services rendered
by him throughout his professional ca¬
reer.

Judge Morris is rightly regarded as
the founder of Georgetown’s Law School,
whose flourishing condition to day, in
evidence of his wise counsels at its foun¬
dation and his devoted labors in its up¬

building, stands an enduring monument
acre perennius.

Admitting, as must all believers in God,
the existence of all-wise Providence, rul¬
ing the destinies of human life—“a Di¬
vinity which shapes its ends, rough hew
them as you may.” No one of us who
knew Judge Morris, could attribute to
blind chance the choice which wedded
him to the profession of the law, in
which he gained national fame.

Whether we study our departed friend
as pleader at the Bar or Justice on the
Bench, we find, in his wide and strong
grasp of the law, its principles and ap¬

plications, united with his utter conse¬
cration to the cause of Right and claims
of Justice, compacted a jurist, cast in the
heroic mold of England’s great Chancel¬
lor, under the Eighth Henry, known to
history as Sir Thomas More, to-day de¬
voutly acclaimed Blessed Thomas More.

In full confidence, therefore, with Holy
Church we commend the soul of our de¬

parted friend to the God who created it,
even as we have reverently committed to
the sheltering bosom of mother earth
that soul’s frail tabernacle, the body,
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whose presence in life was a joy to our
hearts and a delight to our eyes.

“May the angels conduct thee into
Paradise, at thy coming may the martyrs
and thy Saviour welcome thee, and with
the choirs of just men, may thou have
eternal rest."

The Annual Retreat was this year con¬
ducted by Rev. Father Gannon, S. J. All
the students of the College and Prepara¬
tory School participated, and were sup¬
plemented by a number of students from
the Law and Medical Departments.
Father Gannon proved an earnest and
capable worker. Flis daily talks were

strong and forceful and never failed to
hold the attention of his hearers. The
direct results of Father Gannon’s work,
for which the unprecedented number of
students embracing the Sacraments may
be taken as vivid testimony, proved ex¬

tremely gratifying.

Many of the students accompanied the
’Varsity on its trip to New York and wit¬
nessed its great fight against the strong
aggregation of Fordham. They met
there, on the side lines, cheering for the
Old School, many of the best known of
our alumni, among them Mr. Allen Glen-
non, ex-’o9, and Messrs. Edward Fitz¬
gerald, Baptiste La Plante, Vincent
Lynch and George Mullen, all members
of the Graduating Class of 1909.

LAW NOTES.

Earl John Mohn, To.
On Wednesday evening, October 6, the

Law Department formally inaugurated
the Session of 1909-1910.

At 6.30 the Faculty entered the main
Hall led by the Rev. President Himmel
and Dean Clabaugh. The latter was the
presiding officer, and, after a few well-
chosen remarks, introduced Father Him¬
mel, who made an excellent address of
welcome and urged upon the students
the necessity of unity and energy in order
to attain success. Mr. Justice Gould
likewise delivered an address and intro¬

duced the Hon. Wade H. Ellis, Assistant
United States Attorney General, who will
lecture to the Post-Graduate Class on

International Law and the Foreign Rela¬
tions of the United States.

The enrollment of the Law Depart¬
ment surpasses all previous records, with
a grand total of 583 men, containing in
its number 140 Seniors, the largest Grad¬
uating Class in the history of the Uni¬
versity.

Judging from the earnestness, unity
and energy displayed by the various
classes, all signs point to a most success¬
ful year, and the advice of President
Himmel has fallen upon fertile soil.

At the Arlington Hotel, Saturday
evening, October 23, the Senior Smoker
was held jointly by the Graduating
Classes of all four Departments of the
University. It was a very enjoyable
event and marked the beginning of the
so-called Senior Movement towards the
common ends—a greater Class; a greater
Georgetown. Father J. B. Creeden,
S. J., Prefect of Studies in the Depart¬
ment of Arts and Sciences, Dr. S. S.
Adams and Dean Cogan of the Dental
School, represented the Faculties, and
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Mr. Abner R. Neff, To, Law, acted as
Toastmaster.

On October 29 the Senior Class elected
its officers for the coming year. After
one of the most strenuous and spectacular
of campaigns the following were elected:
President, Earl J. Mohn, of Pittsburg;
First Vice-President, W. Aubrey Mudd,
of LaPlata, Md.; Second Vice-President,
Stanley Willis, of Washington, D. C.;
Secretary, Hugh William Barr, of Phila¬
delphia; Treasurer, George E. Kelleher,
of Providence, R. I., and Sergt. at Arms,
Leo J. Kelly, of Rockville, Conn.

The Junior Class likewise elected its
officers: President, William A. Wood¬
ruff, of Troy, N. Y.; Vice-President,
Mason J. Manghum, of Washington,
D. C.; Secretary, Nelson W. McKernan,
of Brooklyn, N. Y.; Treasurer, William
G. Feely, of Providence, R. I., and Sergt.
at Arms, Louis Ottenberg, of Washing¬
ton, D. C.

DENTAL SCHOOL NOTES.

George W. Solbach, To

senior.

The Senior Dental Class held their first

meeting of the year, October 7, at 8 p. m.,
and elected the following officers :

President, Mr. Waldo R. Spence,
D. C.; Vice-President, Mr. Fred Carey,
New York; Secretary-Treasurer, Mr.
William Fanning, Rhode Island; Sergt.
at Arms, Mr. W. Allyn Harrison, Con¬
necticut; Class Editor, Mr. George W.
Solbach, Baltimore, Md.

Well, vacation is over and school has
started in earnest.

Dr. Cogan, our Dean, is strictly on the
job, making all the boys get a hustle on,
as some of them have not yet straight^
ened out the kinks of their strenuous

vacation. Congratulations to Bill Se¬
ward ! He knows what for.

Wish Harrison would buy shorter ci¬
gars, or put a bend in them, for he is
continually sticking the lighted end of his
torch in someone else’s face.

Pearce looks thin. He said he lost one

pound on his summer vacation.

Painless Armstrong painted New York
a bright vermillion.

Monsieur Perrier said he struck it rich
this summer. Oh! You Perrier!

Fanning said no more Class meetings
at Van’s. What’s the trouble, Bill?

TO THE FRESHY.

As the Freshy slowly wends his way
To the lecture hall where the Professor’s

say
That he must do this and he must do that,
If he wants just a little knowledge under

his hat.
He surely must think that knowledge

profound
Is something like a chemical compound;
Its a mixture of thoughts he tries hard

to see,

And finally winds up in a grand jam¬
boree.
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•He keeps asking questions and does most
things wrong,

Until he thinks college life a most dis¬
cordant song;

But when studies are over and it’s time
for to play,

Hope the Dental Juniors have by this
time discovered the difference between
plaster and investment.

The Graduating Class of Georgetown
University held a smoker on Saturday,

Its hurrah, boys! lookout its the Ereshie’s
day,

For with football and baseball and row¬

ing—Gee!
I’m glad I’m a Freshie, after all—See?

Open confession is good for the soul,
but bad for the reputation.

October —, at 8.30 P. M., at the Arling¬
ton Hotel, for the purpose of bringing
the students in closer relations.

After refreshments and cigars the stu¬
dents were addressed by Rev. Father
Creeden, S. J., who explained in detail
the object and benefit of such a meeting.
Next in order were speeches by the heads
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of the departments and the Presidents of
the Senior Classes. The Dental Depart¬
ment was ably represented by Dean
Cogan and Class President, Mr. W. R.
Pearce. To judge from the congeniality
and goodfellowship which was apparent
during and after the meeting, it was a
great success. If the Senior Classes of
all the Departments take up the idea of
the meeting and establish a permanent
1910 organization, it will be something
new in the annals of the University, and
the benefits of which will be too numer¬

ous to mention.

JUNIOR.

J. L. Dudley, Ti.

The 1911 Dental Class elected the fol¬
lowing officers for the ensuing year:

President, Norman L. Downs; Vice-
President, C. H. Hildreth; Secretary-
Treasurer, Valentine S. Dufif.

One popular Secretary spent his sum¬
mer chasing—for a consideration—the
expensive golf ball at Woods Hole, Mass.

Messrs. Flavin, Clavenger and the
writer, made a tour of France and En¬
gland, partially for the purpose of ascer¬
taining dental conditions abroad. The
writer is of the opinion that the oppor¬
tunities for success and advancement in
the profession are greater in America
than elsewhere, because here, more than
anywhere else, the public seem to appre¬
ciate the necessity of properly caring for
its teeth. Moreover, in most foreign
countries the acquisition of another lan¬
guage is necessary, in order, not only to
practice, but to pass the necessary ex¬
aminations.

In Paris the competition is so keen
between so-called American Dentists, that
men are sent upon the boulevards to hand
out descriptive circulars. Besides this,
the French dental schools are turning out
competent and able men in large num¬
bers.

In England the profession has not
been sufficiently dignified, and almost
anyone may hang out his shingle.

The Class Editor feels the need of

co-operation, and not only invites, but
urges, his associates to assist him in mak¬
ing this space of some value to all con¬
cerned.

FRESHMAN.

F. M. Taylor, ’12.

On October 11, 1909, the Freshman
Class of the Dental Department, thirty-
eight strong, and hailing from fifteen
different States and Countries, met and
elected the following officers:

President, William T. MacKey, of
Massachusetts; Vice-President, P. F.
Groden, New York ; Treasurer, J. J.
Lally, Massachusetts; Sergt. at Arms,
W. J. Guinn, Massachusetts; Journal
Representative, F. M. Taylor, California.

The Class is doubtless as green as the
proverbial “Freshie,” but contains good
men, and will develop the spirit that has
made Georgetown famous, and endeavor
to do its part to advance the good name
of the University, both on the athletic
field and in the class-room.

It is the largest Freshman Dental Class
in the history of the University.
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Some Obsolete Customs
Robin Rubf, ’6o.

Reverting to the review in our last
issue of some obsolete customs, there
present themselves several which in col¬
lege 50 years ago were firmly imbedded;
“Ranks,” "Plays,” and “Officers Feasts.”
By “Ranks” is designated a regulation
requiring students repairing to any place
of general assembly, such as Chapel, Re¬
fectory, Study Hall or Dormitory, to
walk in a single file, observing meanwhile
strict silence. Twice a year, at the be¬
ginning of school and at the Middle Ex¬
amination, the entire school, from dig¬
nified “Philosopher” to the youngest ma¬
triculant in “Rudiments,” was summoned
to the First Prefect’s room to be meas¬

ured. For this purpose there was a
standard set into a wooden base of suf¬
ficient amplitude to accommodate any
two feet of average dimension, said
standard being topped by an adjustable
cap which could be raised or lowered
upon the head of the subject under pro¬
cess of measurement. The student whose

head pushed the cap to the highest notch
on the standard was, for six months,
dubbed “Leader of Ranks.” All other
students ranging behind him as in heighth
they fell below. Places in Chapel, Study
Hall and Dormitory were assigned ac¬

cording to “Ranks,” all talk and play in
“Ranks” being strictly prohibited. The
custom exercised a mild but wholesome
restraint upon untimely loquacity and un¬
seemly vivacity. Naturally it became
the occasion of the frequent recurrence in
the post-prandial proclamations of pen¬

alties incurred in the preceding twenty-
four hours, of such announcement as:

“Robert Smith, twenty-five lines of Vir¬
gil for talking in ‘Ranks.’ ”

In July, 1864, after the battle of Mo-
nocacy Junction, the writer found lying
on a hospital cot a classmate who had
received a bullet through his windpipe,
unable to speak above a wisper. Leaning
over the wounded Southerner, who had
been a frequent offender by talk in
“Ranks,” Robin Ruff suggested this grim
consolation: “Ah, Bert, this bullet would
have saved you many an hour of “Jug”
at Georgetown.”

Ordinarily, and very naturally, prox¬

imity in “Ranks” became the occasion of
close friendships, offering as it did op¬

portunities for study at close range of
habits, characteristics, personal manners,
etc. Sometimes, on the contrary, it fur¬
nished the occasion of an invitation to

meet a comrade behind the Ball-Alley,
which in college was a substitute for the
too frequent invitation extended under
the white dome of the Capitol for ex¬
cursions to Bladensburg. As might be
supposed every student sought an ad¬
vance in “Ranks” at the regularly recur¬
ring semester-measuring, resorting to va¬
rious devices, such as false soles inserted
in socks, padded heels, etc. These de¬
vices, unluckily, were easily detected, not
only by the official in charge, but by fel¬
low students whose places in “Ranks”
were thereby put in jeopardy. .
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Herbert Wright, Ti.

The recent successes of Bleriot, and our
own aviators, Glenn Curtis, the Wright
brothers, and Captain Baldwin, have
called forth many reminiscences of the
time when aerial navigation was in its
infancy. In a copy of the National
Intelligencer of August io, 1816, in the
possession of Mr. Charles C. Glover, of
this city, is an account of the preparation
of a balloon here at the College by one
of the professors. It is recorded thus:
“On the 1st instant and at the com¬

mencement of the annual vacation for
the students of Georgetown College there
was launched in the presence of several
hundred spectators a balloon 8 feet in
diameter by about 9 feet in height
charged with hydrogen gas or inflam¬
mable air, which, when filled with gas,
was specifically lighter by eight or nine
pounds than the atmospheric air and had,
of course, nearly that much power of
ascending. The day was unluckily very
cloudy, and the wind, setting from the

southeast, wafted it briskly to the north¬
west, ascending at the same time very

speedily. When at the height of about
1,500 feet it penetrated a dense cloud,
which soon hid it from the view of the
beholders. For this novel and beautiful

sight we are indebted to the ingenuity
and skill of the professor of mathematics
of Georgetown College, Mr. Wallace,
who had prepared it for the occasion.”
Notice that the summer vacation began
nearly two months later then than it does
to-day, a fact which most students of
to-day do not appreciate. The article
goes on to say that “the first aerostatic
experiments made with success were in
France, about the close of the year 1782,
by Mr. Mangolfier, from experiments
and suggestions made by Cavallo, in the
early part of the same year.” The rest
of the article tells of “the bold adventures
of Mongolfier, Blanchard, (and) Lu-
nardihow “Dr. Jeffries, our country¬
man, in company with Mr. Blanchard,
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crossed from Dover to Calaisand what
the probable progress in aerostation
would be “for future ages.”

One of the most popular bookbinders
in the employ of the Government Print¬
ing Office is Forrest C. Pendleton, LL.
B., ’08, elected secretary to succeed the
late Joseph Broadbent. Pie is the young¬
est member of Local No. 4, I. B. of B.,
which organization he ably represents in
the Central Labor Union of this city.

Among the many Churchmen and
prominent laymen present at the corner¬
stone laying of the Archbishop Ryan
Memorial Library Building of the Semi¬
nary of Saint Charles Borromeo, Over¬
brook, Pennsylvania, on Sunday, October
24, 1909, was one of Georgetown’s
distinguished graduates, Mr. A. A. Hirst,
of Philadelphia, of whose loyalty to
alma mater we are continually reminded
by the presence of the library here which
bears his name.

A recent visitor to the College came
in the person of John Hood, ’08. We
understand that John will enter the army
as second lieutenant in the near future,
or at least intends to take an examina¬
tion for that position, which is saying
the same thing in John’s case, judging
by the brilliant record he left behind him
at Georgetown.

Among those enrolled in the First
Year Class of the Medical School this

year are Percy Fitzpatrick, of last year’s
graduating class and Francis J. Hartnett,
also an A. B. of the year ’09.

A

Iu the Triennial List, published two'
months ago, appeared the following in¬
sertion :

Fournet, Gabrial A A. B., ’61

Deceased, Killed in Civil War.

This elicited the following reply from
the gentleman in question:

To the Secretary of Gcorgetozon Univer¬
sity:
I received from one of the alumni of

the University a copy of the Triennial
List of the alumni in which it appears
that I am “credited” with having been
killed in the Civil War. Thanks to a

merciful Providence—I escaped unhurt
from the dreadful four years’ conflict,
and I am now practising law in this
city, broken down in health and well-
advanced in years, perhaps, but still in
the ring. Trusting this correction will
be made; and with my heartfelt wishes
for the continued prosperity of the “Old
Georgetown College,” where I spent the
happiest days of my life, I am.

Yours truly,
. G. A. Fournet, ’61.

The Journal is glad to record the
continued existence in this world of so

gallant a son of “Old Georgetown,” and
rejoices with him that the grave to which
he was permaturely assigned was typo¬
graphical and not actual.

*

The publication of the Triennial List
also brought forth the following letter:
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Juneau, Alaska, Oct. 9, 1909.

Editor Georgetown CoeeEge Journae:

Through the kindness of Father Cree-
den, I have just received a copy of the
Triennial Graduate List of the Uni¬
versity, and, having read the cheerful
FOREWORD of the Reverend Secre¬

tary, am induced to put before your read¬
ers a “triumphant failure” here in Alaska
of a “loyal son” of old Georgetown, in
the hope that some other “loyal sons”
may help to turn—as there is yet time—
his defeat into victory.

Juneau, as an Alaskan town, came into
existence a little over twenty-five years

ago, and nearly the first three permanent
buildings erected here, were the Catholic
Church, the Pastor’s residence and the
Sisters’ Hospital. These, after the man¬
ner of the pioneers, were built on wooden
foundations after removing the terrible
Alaskan stumps and draining the bogs
in which they stood. These wooden
foundations have brought us woe. They
stand about four or five years, and then
let your house gently down into the mud
and water, causing your roof to open
and your chimney to fall, the winds com¬
pleting the work of destruction.

The Sisters and myself have renewed
at great expense the foundations of the
Hospital and Parochial residence, but the
little church is beyond repair. The rains
have almost washed it away. It is no
exaggeration to say “It RAINS in
Alaska,” for the natives here smile in¬
credulously at the story of the effects
of the Deluge. Our Church, then,
must be rebuilt, and $10,000 are

necessary to make it proof against

the cold and wind of winter and
the rain and wind of the other three
seasons of the year. In our poverty we
are not able to raise half of this amount,
and consequently I have, during the last
four months, turned beggar in a sacred
cause, but my best efforts have only so
far spelled FAILURE. A triumph¬
ant failure” indeed it is, but I and my

people are still praying for success—a
new church on the vacant corner of Fifth
and Gold Sts. Where is the “loyal son”
to hear our far cry? The faith here in
Alaska needs strengthening, and many
of those whose names appear on the
Graduate List have been blessed with
much of this world’s wealth. I hope
they, or some of the Journal readers,
are not afraid to divert a little of it to

Alaska. Their charity would be long
and gratefuly remembered by us Alas¬
kans.

Yours truly,
Edw. H. Brown, S. J., ’79.

On September 10, Rt. Rev. Bishop
Forrest, of San Antonio, assisted by the
Provincials of the Oblates and Benedict¬
ines and several priests of the diocese,
solemnly blessed the new plant of the
Southern Messenger, of San Antonio,
Texas, in the presence of the staffs and
employees of the paper. The new plant
consists of a Mergenthaler Linotype Ma¬
chine of the latest pattern, and a new

printing press with patent folder and
trimmer, all run by electricity. The son
of Mr. L. William Menger, the editor and
Manager, who was a student at George¬
town in the later 60s, was the chief aco¬

lyte on the occasion.
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In the Evening Star of September 21,
there appeared a sonnet entitled “Cook-
Peary.” We are of the opinion that it
was composed by Judge Wendell P.
Stafford, LL.D., ’07, of our Law School.
The poem closes with the line: “How
human, at the best, can heroes be,” in
speaking of the controversy in which
both of the explorers who have reached
the North Pole claim that he-arrived there

first.

For the purpose of carrying on the
practice of law, Vernon E. West, LL. B.,
’08, LL. M., ’09, and Ralph D. S. Quin-
ter, LL. B., ’08, LL. M., ’09, have formed
a partnership, with offices in the Century
Building. Mr. West, who is a son of
Commissioner Henry L. West, is private
secretary to Associate Justice Van Ors-
del of the Court of Appeals. Mr. Quin-
ter is private secretary to Supreme Court
Justice Ashley M. Gould. Both were
the recipients of honors for class stand¬
ing at their graduation.

The Democratic candidate for City
Comptroller of Albany, N. Y., was James
Harrison Power, A. M., ’93, the Albany
representative of McCurdy, Henderson
■& Co., bankers, and members of the New
York Stock Exchange. Before coming
to Albany, Mr. Power was the law part¬
ner in New York of Mr. John E. Risley,
who was Minister to Denmark under
President Cleveland’s administration.
Mr. Power is a member of the Fort

Orange, University, Albany and Country
Clubs of Albany, and of the Glenns Falls
Club and the Glenns Falls Country Club.
The Argus, in speaking of him, says that

“he will make a financial officer of whom
the city may be proud.”

At a meeting of the Executive Com¬
mittee of the Catholic Young Men’s Na¬
tional Union, held in the headquarters of
the Brownson Library Association, of
Wilmington, Del., on October 24, and
presided over by its President, William
C. Sullivan, LL. B., ’01, James A.
O’Shea, A. B., ’99, A. M., ’00, Ph. D.,
’01, LL. B., ’02, was elected Secretary of
the Catholic Amateur League. An Ath¬
letic Committee of the National Union is

composed of President Sullivan and Mr.
O’Shea. The Literary Committee, which
will arrange intercity debates, contains,
among others, the name of Joseph' D.
Sullivan, A. B., ’97, LL. B., ’99, LL.M.,
’00.

America has recently established a col¬
umn of dramatic criticism, which is ably
written by Charles McDougal Pallen,
ex-’o9. The last two numbers have con¬
tained well-written criticisms of “The

Passing of the Third Floor Back,” “The
Fourth Estate,” “Is Matrimony a Fail¬
ure,” “Herod,” “The Harvest Moon,”
and “Israel.” We would adv-ise anyone
who desires a knowledge of the good
and bad points of any of the above-
mentioned plays to consult Volume II,
Numbers 3 and 4 of America.

Both because of recrudescence, at the
present time, of interest in the subject
involved, as also because of the promi¬
nence in our College world of late given
an honored name by the foundation of
the Mallory Medal, our attention has
been called to the following extract from
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a speech delivered over fifty years ago
by the father of our benefactor, the lat¬
ter an alumnus A. B., ’69, and successor
to name and Senatorial toga of his dis¬
tinguished father, the Hon. Stephen Rus¬
sell Mallory, of Florida. We quote from
“The Memoirs of a Senate Page”:
“The Senate having under consideration
a bill for the acquisition of Cuba by
negotiation (February, 1859), Mr. Mal¬
lory made an inspired address in defence
of the Cubans and their religion. In part
he spoke as follows: Tt is said that the
Cubans are Catholics and, therefore,
averse to, and unfitted for, liberty, and
that the Catholic Church is hostile to

freedom. An assertion so unreconcila-
ble with the truth of history scarcely
merits a serious answer; but, sir, if the
charge shall ever be made under circum¬
stances requiring a response, Heaven
grant that the Church may have the
privilege of confronting her enemies be¬
fore the freest and greatest forum upon
earth. As one of her humblest followers,
and a most indifferent one, I regret to
say, perhaps the only one in her body, I
stand always ready in her defence; but,
sir, she needs no defence. There she
stands wifti her historic truth and tra¬

ditionary love of eighteen centuries clus¬
tering around her head; her annals illus¬
trated and adorned by the proudest
names and monuments of earth; her
teaching sublime and universal; her
morning sacrifices to the ever-living.’ ”

HYMENEAL.

In St. James’ Roman Catholic Church,
West Falls Church, Va., on Monday,

November 1, Miss Agnes McClure Jor¬
dan was married to Mr. William Thomas

Doyle, one of our graduates.

The marriage of Miss Abbie Glancy,
daughter of Mrs. Mary Glancy, to Mr.
Daniel McKenna, a graduate of our Law
School, took place in the latter part of
September, at St. Stephen’s Roman
Catholic Church, the Assistant Rector,
Father T. D. Williams, officiating. Mr.
and Mrs. McKenna are at home, 147 C
Street N. E., this city.

Miss Anna Margaret Anderson, daugh¬
ter of Mr. and Mrs. G. G. Anderson, of
140 U Street N. W., was united in mar¬

riage to Mr. Chester Morrill, LL. B., ’09,
in the New York Avenue Presbyterian
Church, on Wednesday, October 20.

The marriage of Miss Clara Barton
Kehoe, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. W. J.
Kehoe, to Howard Montgomery Etchi-
son, LL. B., ’04, was solemenized at the
home of the bride’s parents, 1532
Twenty-second Street, on Thursday, No¬
vember 4, by Rev. Herbert Scott Smith,
Pastor of St. Margaret's Episcopal
Church, in the presence of only a small
party of relatives and friends. The cere¬
mony was followed by a reception at
Raucher’s, after which Mr. Etchison and
his bride left for an extended wedding
trip through the North.

A beautiful wedding took place in his¬
toric old St. John’s Episcopal Church,
this city, October 9, at high noon, when
the marriage of Miss Mary N. Shepard,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Robert Fitch
Shepard, to Mr. Richard Payton Whitely,
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A. B., ’oi, LL. B., ’04, of Maryland, was
solemnized, the Rector, Rev. Roland Cot¬
ton Smith, officiating. Following the
ceremony, a wedding reception, to which
the invitations were limited, was held at
the home of the bride, in Eighteenth St.
Mr. and Mrs. Whitely left on an after¬
noon train for their wedding trip, and on
their return will reside in Hyattsville,
Md.

Dr. and Mrs. C'. W. Shreve, of Dick¬
erson, Md., celebrated their golden wed¬
ding anniversary on Tuesday, October
19. Dr. Shreve was a classmate of Ad¬
miral Schley at St. John’s College, Fred¬
erick, Md., and afterward attended Dick¬
inson College, Carlisle, Pa., and George¬
town University, being subsequently
graduated at the University of Mary¬
land, in the city of Baltimore. The
couple has two daughters and six sons
all of whom are living. Dr. and Mrs.
Shreve were remembered upon this occa¬
sion with appropriate gifts and received
the congratulations of their children,
friends and guests.

MORTALIA.

The; Journal, in the name of the Uni¬
versity, wishes to extend its sincere sym¬

pathy to Conor W. B. and J. G. Blaine
Coppinger, both of the Class of ’07, on
the death of their father, Brig. Gen. John
J. Coppinger, U. S. A., retired, on Thurs¬
day, November 4. Cardinal Gibbons
was the celebrant of Solemn Requiem
Mass, Saturday morning, November 6,
at St. Matthew’s Church, for the repose
of his soul. Mgr. Lee, Father Buckey
and Father Cooper, of St. Matthew’s

Church, and Father Conway, S. J., of
Georgetown University, assisted at the
ceremonies. There was a large attend¬
ance at the church of Army and Navy
officers, including a delegation from the
Loyal Legion. Interment took place at
Arlington Cemetery with full military
honors. The honorary pallbearers were

Maj. Gen. R. M. O’Reilly, former Sur¬
geon General of the Army; Brig. Gen.
Theodore Schwan, U. S. A., retired;
Rear Admiral Winfield Scott Schley,
U. S. N., retired; Brig. Gen. Clarence
Edwards, Chief of the Bureau of Insular
Affairs; Col. George W. Dunn; Col.
Robert Emmet, of New York; Martin D.
Crimmins, of New York; Gerald Barry;
Chief Justice Clabaugh, of the District
Supreme Court; and Maj. Frank Mc¬
Intyre, Maj. David Stanley, and Capt.
Alexander Perry, who served as Aide-
de-Camp to General Coppinger while he
was in active service.

Francis Marcellus Cox, LL. B., ’74, a
prominent lawyer of this city, died at his
residence, 3021 Cambridge Place, the lat¬
ter part of last month. Born 59 years

ago, in Charles County, Maryland, he
practiced law for many years after his
graduation from the Law School, in
Southern Maryland, where for fourteen
years he was the editor and proprietor
of the Port Tobacco Times, a Democratic
paper. Under President Cleveland, he
was appointed Collector of Internal
Revenue for the District of Maryland,
and also represented his county for sev¬
eral years in the Maryland Legislature.
He was appointed Clerk of the Senate
Committee on Printing by his friend Sen¬
ator Arthur Pue Gorman, and was also
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editor of the Congressional Directory,
which office he held for several years.
For the past ten years he has practiced
law in this city. Besides his wife, who was
Miss Elizabeth C. Dement, a daughter of
Capt. Wiliam E. Dement, of Charles
County, Maryland, one brother, Cornelius
Cox, survives him.

In the October 23d issue of America
there appears the following contribution
by Mr. Michael Earls, S. J., A. M., ’97:

AMERICA.

Thou art the goal of labored centuries,
Since first from Aryan valleys came the

train
Of unrecorded men, aglow with pain

Of westward hope: from mountain lands
and seas

As mountains to their keels, they took
rich fees,

Made wise the hills of Greece, each Ro¬
man plain

A mart, and Celtic towns beside the main
That taught the Teuton hordes amenities.

To thee the gathered strength of time
remains,

And mightier grows thy power from
East and West.

But wisdom keep for guide; court not
decay;

Give vision more than mines or teeming
plains:

One other line hold to thy sight as best—
Upward! and thou shalt see Time’s latest

day.
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Thomas S. Smith, ’12.

Georgetown, 17; Richmond College, o.
At Richmond, Va., on October 16, the

Blue and Gray warriors scored a victory
over the Richmond College eleven, the
final score being 17—o.

Both teams appeared evenly matched
during the first period, but in the second
half Georgetown played a much superior
game and succeeded in taking a well-
earned victory.

Georgetown’s weakness during the first
part of the contest was due to the fact
that their whole system of play was
worked wrong. The ball was repeatedly
being fumbled and signals were mixed.
The line was very firm and twice, in the
early part of the struggle, the Virgina
lads succeeded in pushing the oval to
Georgetown’s fifteen-yard line, but at
these times the Blue and Gray el-even

showed considerable strength and held
for downs.

Early in the second half the visiting
aggregation took a decided brace, using
a series of line plunges to good advan¬
tage, coupled by a most spectacular fifty-
yard run by Byrd, the ball went over for
a touchdown. On the kick-off Wymard
booted the ball to Richmond’s goal line,
the Southerners made twenty yards.
They then sent a play through the line
for the first down. Following this, they
fumbled, and Georgetown recovered the
ball.

McNulty was now sent around the
end for forty yards to a touchdown, his
run was through a broken field and was
most spectacular.

After tbe next kickoff an exchange of
punts mixed with an interference of a
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fair catch gave Georgetown the pigskin
on their opponents thirty-yard line. Wal¬
dron went through center for twenty
yards, and, on the next play, Dunton
gained the remaining distance for the
last touchdown.

For Georgetown, Wymard featured.
His kicking was excellent, and in the-first
half was mainly responsible for his team’s
failure to be scored on. He also gained
considerable ground. Byrd, at quarter,
also displayed good generalship and tore
off a couple of long runs. Tyler excelled
for the losers. He displayed good form
both in carrying the ball and in tackling.

Line-up:
Richm’d College. Positions. Gergetown.
McFarlin ...R. E Carter,

Sitterding
Davis

Decker.
...R. T Wymard

Jones .. R. G ...Fitzgerald
Stringfellow -Cent

Feenan
Sadler ...L. G Dailey
Haizlitt . L. T Dunton

Ranson ...L. E Stuart,
Barricello

Smith -Q. B Bvrd
Sutherland ....R. H .... McNulty

Guy. Joliet
Tyler ...L. H Kerrigan
Meredith ...F. B Waldron

Umpire—Mr. Richardson, Richmond.
Referee—Mr. Johns, Hampden-Sydney.
Head Linesman—Mr. E. Sitcerding,
Georgetown. Assistants—Messrs. Stohl-
man and Kershaw. Timers—Messrs,
Murray and Handy. Touchdowns—
Byrd, Dunton. McNulty. Goals from

touchdown— Wymard (2). Time of
Halves—20 minutes each.

Georgetown, o; North Carolina, 5.
Fighting desperately until the last min¬

ute of play, against a much heavier team,
Georgetown was defeated for the first
time this season by North Carolina by
the score 5—o.

The Tar Heels made the only score in
the first half, Winton picked up Wy-
mard’s short punt and dashed through a
broken field to a touchdown.

Georgetown’s line repeatedly displayed
the strength which has characterized
their work this season. The back field
was weak in carrying the ball, and at
critical moments the pigskin would be
fumbled, only to be recovered by one of
the opposing players. But the two most
important elements of football were pre¬
dominant throughout the entire contest,
and they were gameness and aggressive¬
ness. The visitors rushed the oval to

their opponent’s danger zone repeatedly,
but Georgetown’s line each time fought
hard and proved to be a tower of
strength.

The methods used for the most part by
both teams were of the old style game,
forward passes were attempted twice, but
to no avail, and the onside kick also
proved a failure.

The game started by Wymard kicking
off to Belden, who ran the ball back ten
yards. Immediately both teams began
fumbling, but neither goal was seriously
threatened for the first fifteen minutes.
Then, with the ball in Georgetown’s pos¬
session, on their own 25-yard line,
Wymard punted short and the ball rolled
off to about a foot from the side line.
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Winston picked it up and made the touch¬
down.

Shortly after this Carrigan recovered
a fumble and ran the whole length of the
field to a touchdown. Immediately after
he started Referee Givens blew the whis¬
tle for the conclusion of the second half.

Carrigan hesitated when in midfield, but
was urged on by his teammates, and with
Byrd forming interference, succeeded in
putting the ball behind the goal posts. A
heated discussion followed, but as Givens
claimed he blew his whistle before the

ball was put in play, the decision was
final.

The game in the second half was very

rough, and both teams were penalized
frequently during the last few minutes
of play. Georgetown put up a game
fight, but when within hailing distance
of their opponents goal, time was called.
Wymard and Daily distinguished them¬
selves for the home team, their work was
of the highest order, and was mainly
responsible for the strength of the line.
Winston and Williams, the two extremes
on the Tar Heels’ aggregation, were
about the best seen on the 'Varsity field
in recent years.

Line-up:

Georgetown. Positions. North Carolina.

Barricello L. E Winston
Dunton L. T Spainhour
Dailey L. G Thompson
Cunniff Cent

Brown

Fitzgerald R. G

Wymard R. T
Carter

Sitterding.
R. E

Byrd Q- B Ruffin,
Belk

McNulty L. H Belden
Elder

Carrigan R. H Croswell
Waldron F. B Porter

Touchdown—Winston. Referee—Mr.

Percy Givens, of Georgetown. Umpire
—Mr. C. Moore, of Davidson. Head
Linesman—Dr. White, of Georgetown.
Linesmen—Messrs. Quail, of George¬
town, and Venable, of North Carolina,
and Kirby and Mulligan, of Georgetown.
Time of Halves—20 minutes.

(From the N. Y. Sun.)
Georgetown, o; Fordham, o.
In a game in which there was a vast

amount of broken field running and in
which the pigskin was booted or carried
from one end of the gridiron to the other
with suddenness and rapidity hard to fol¬
low but never got across the goal line,
the Fordham and Georgetown football
elevens played a tie game at the American
League Park yesterday afternoon. The
result was a surprise, a painful surprise,
to Fordham. The Bronxites, feeling their
oats after their good record, expected to
wipe up the field with the Washing¬
tonians. They were talking about a 40
to o victory before the game. Instead of
a snap they caught a tartar and the tus-
tle ended in a o to o score.

The Hon. Otto Bannard did not find
the strain of awaiting the day’s election
outcome so trying that he did not take in
the football battle. He sat over in the
bleachers with the rest of the crowd and
was warmly cheered both when he came
and when he left. He did not stay for
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the finish and did not see the most stir¬

ring play of the day, a remarkable
dodging run of fifty yards by Harry
White, the crack Fordham halfback.
White, who has been on the injured
list lately was put in in the second
half as a last resort, but even then
Fordham couldn’t win. White’s long
run landed the ball at the ten-yard line
just as time was up.

The Fordham team gained more

ground than Georgetown, but the attack
was streaky and erratic. The George¬
town people were too alert, gritty and
active to allow Fordham to keep up its
gains long enough to make a touchdown.
Georgetown wasn’t content with playing
a defensive game, either. There were

long runs and line plunges on their side
which had Fordham in distress.

Excellent individual playing stood out
prominently on both sides, and two backs,
G. Walsh and Carrigan, were in the lime¬
light by their vivid dashes for the ball.

Had either team had consistency there
would have been scoring, but something
always cropped out just when one side
was tearing through the other—an abort¬
ive forward pass, a fumble or stiffening
of the defensive line and the consequent
stopping of a play just after the same
defensive line had been torn apart for a

gaping hole. All things considered, the
Fordham team played as if in a slump
and made a bad mess of the forward pass
whenever tried; but for all that the un¬

expected strength of Georgetown worried
the local players all through.

Acting Captain Dailey of Georgetown
had to leave the conflict in the second
half. In a scrimmage attendant upon a
Fordham end run, Dailey ran into a heel

or toe or something hard, and was cut
over the eye. The wound bled profusely,
but was not serious. The cut wao sewed

up at a nearby hospital. The affair was

entirely accidental, for, hard as the play¬
ing was, it was sportsmanlike and free
from any intentional roughness.

Wymard,whose good kicking was a big
factor in Georgetown’s game, opened the
ball with a drive to S. McCarthy. The
latter ran the leather back twenty yards,
and after G. Walsh had cracked the op¬
position for seventeen yards in two
rushes, Gargan fumbled and S. McCar¬
thy recovered for a loss of five yards.
Fordham tried a trick play, a double pass

topped off by an onside kick, but George¬
town, wide awake every minute, nipped
the ball on her 50-yard line.

Carrigan broke through for six yards
at Fordham’s left tackle, but Wymard
was forced to punt. The ball hit the
ground and Baricello and McCaffrey
both jumped for it, the last Fordham
end getting it.

Sitterding immediately had the ball for
Georgetown again. He got it when G.
Walsh fumbled. On a forward pass,
Byrd to Carrigan, Georgetown gained
twenty yards and landed the ball on
Fordham’s 15-yard line. This was one
of two ripe chances Georgetown had for
a touchdown, but a fumble lost ground
and then came an incompleted forward
pass. The ball was carried back fifteen
yards from where it had been put in play
and Carter tried an onside kick, the ball
going to Fordham.

After Fordham had lost fifteen yards
for holding a tremendous hole was opened
in Georgetown’s left wing and E. Walsh
stormed through for twenty-five clear
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yards. S. McCarthy was thrown for a
loss and G. Walsh punted to Carrigan,
who raced back ten and was downed by
Barrett. The ball passed back and forth
until Fordham did succeed in putting
through one forward pass, a beautiful
thirty yard heave from Gargan to J. Mc¬
Carthy. Another forward pass was

tried, but this time Baricello intercepted
it. Carter shot around right end twelve
yards from scrimmage and Carrigan
plugged through the center fifteen yards
more on a delayed pass.

Fordham braced in midfield, held for
two downs and forced a punt. Gargan
ran the kick back six yards and followed
it up with a lightening quarterback run
of forty yards. The latter was a wasted
effort. There had been holding on both
sides and the ball, after a consultation of
the rule book, was called back by Tommy
Thorp and put in play at the original
spot.

The Fordham backs, alternating end
runs with line bucks, carried the ball well
down into Georgetown territory, but
couldn’t keep going, tried a forward pass
and, as usual, didn’t make it go. It was

Georgetown’s ball. Wymard’s punt was
a poor one and an end run by Gargan
took the ball back to Georgetown’s 15-
yard line. The Georgetown line became
strong and solid, hurled the enemy back
twice, and when Gargan let go with a
forward pass, Baricello caught it on the
fly. Carrigan made ten yards on a tackle
play and on an end over formation Car¬
ter reeled off six around the left wing,
the Fordham end being boxed neatly.

S. McCarthy ran a punt back eighteen
yards, Sitterding missing the tackle.
Georgetown sifted through and smeared

Gargan’s quarterback run for a loss of
five yards, but a wing shift and forward
pass gained nine yards for Fordham. A
little while later Sitterding and S. Mc¬
Carthy came together head on when the
former was catching a punt. Gargan
slipped around left end twenty yards and
a forward pass netted twenty-five yards,
or would have if a Fordham man hadn’t
been offside.

G. Walsh tried an onside kick. Wy-
mard punted back and a forward pass
by Fordham was intercepted on George¬
town’s 50-yard line. G. Walsh made a
fair catch on Fordham’s 35-yard line and
after Vlyman had run a punt back fifteen
yards the half ended.

Byrd took G. Walsh’s kickoff in the
second half and Wymard lifted a long
punt to Geary. There had been holding
by Fordham while the ball was in the
air and the oval went to Georgetown in
midfield. Swinging from one wing to
the other Vlyman made seven yards in
two tries. Geary froze onto a punt at
Fordham’s 25-yard line. Rushes by
Gargan, Geary, and G. Walsh, the last
named skirting right end for thirty yards,
had Georgetown backing up fast.

Georgetown was penalized five yards
for being offside and the advance was
kept up. Putting the ball in play quickly
Fordham made twenty yards in three
tries, G. Walsh, Geary and E. Walsh
carrying the ball. Fordham lost fifteen
yards on an incompleted forward pass
and a spell of punting and ineffectual
rushing followed. Dailey was hurt in
one of these rushes. White went in just
after Fordham had made an incompleted
forward pass on a third down.

A big scare came Fordham’s way when
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Carrigan took a forward pass and scur¬
ried over the chalk marks for forty-five
yards. He cracked the center for eight
more, but Fordham got the ball on downs
on ber own 30-yard station. White went
around left end twelve yards on a fake
kick and then negotiated six at the other
end. G. Walsh was stopped without
gain. E. Walsh wriggled through for
seven and White was toppled for a loss.

Sitterding recovered a fumbled punt
on Georgetown’s 40-yard line and then
Carrigan again made his presence felt.
His forwards split Fordham’s left wing
and he jumped into the clear. He
streaked over the turf forty yards.
Chances for a touchdown were spoiled
by a fumble in the next scrimmage. Gar-
gan broke through and got the ball for
Fordham.

The battle was nearly over when punt¬
ing exchanges found the ball in Ford-
ham's possession at the center of the
field. Here White made his cyclonic
dash, a regular Brink Thorne flight.
White ran this way and that, shook off
tacklers, made use of interference and
covered ground in every conceivable way.
He went out of bounds at the ten-yard
line and the whistle blew before there
was time for another play.

The line-up and summary:

Fordham. Positions. Georgetown.

J. McCarthy.... L. E
Kellcher L. T Danton

Scanlon L. G Dailey
Barrett Cent Feenan

Sarubbi R. G

O’Toole R. T Wymard
McCaffrey R. E Sitterding
Gargan Q. B Byrd

S. McCarthy L. H Carter
G. Walsh R. H Carrigan
E. Walsh F. B Vlyman

Referee — Thorp. Umpire — Miller.
Linesman—Glennon. Substitute—Ford-
ham—Collard for O’Toole, Geary for S.
McCarthy, White for Geary. George¬
town—Stohlman for Dailey. Time of
Halves—25 and 20 minutes. Attendance
—4,000.

BASKET BALL.

That Georgetown will have a basket¬
ball team this winter has been decided

upon after much debating by the Execu¬
tive Committee. The financial losses in¬
curred by the sport in the past three
years has been the main objection raised
against further pursuance of the sport,
but the new plan is one by which the
finances of the Athletic Association will
not be affected.

The sport will be continued under the
jurisdiction of what will be termed the
Georgetown University Basket Ball As¬
sociation, whose members shall be stu¬
dents from the various departments
throughout the University. Manager
Burdick and Captain Colliflower of the
Basket-Ball team will be at the head of
this new Association, and both will en¬
deavor to collect funds among the student
body of the University, which shall be
used solely for basket ball. “Jim” Colli¬
flower is the student who has .been instru¬
mental in the maintenance of the sport
and great credit is due him for his unceas¬
ing efforts. His endeavors most likely
will be successful, as the majority of the
students have signified their intentions of
joining the new Association.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 9&

Rice, J. Colliflower (Captain), Gog-
gins, Schlosser, Kingsley and G. Colli¬
flower, veterans of last seasonL aggrega¬
tion, have returned to school, and to date
have displayed the same classy form
which characterized their work last year.
These six players will be forced to work
hard to retain their positions, as the new
material displays excellent form. Among
them the most prominent are Reges, the
former Y. M. C. A. star; Monarch and
Spence, both of whom played on crack
quints in Massachusetts; and Gibson,
who, previous to his enrollment, wore the
Notre Dame colors.

Morton Burdick, of Massachusetts,
and member of the Third Year Class at

Law School, has been the student selected
to fulfill the duties of manager of Basket
Ball, and a wiser selection could not have
been made. He has sound executive

ability, and the business-like manner in
which he commenced preliminary plans
for this season should insure him of suc¬

cess. The University should eagerly
contribute and aid this new Basket Ball
Association in whatever manner they are
able. Both Manager Burdick and Cap¬
tain Colliflower will have enough to con¬
tend with, besides begging for funds to
maintain the sport, and endeavoring to
have the students attend the games sched¬
uled at Washington.

We should all turn out strong from the
very start of the season, and give the
men our heartiest support, for no doubt
they deserve it, as they are capable of
forcing the best quints in the East to step
pretty lively in the indoor sport.

Manager Burdick, of the Georgetown
basketball team, has announced his sched¬
ule for the coming season, and when it rs

taken into consideration that his selection
as manager has been made but recently
the arrangement is a most creditable one.
While some of these smaller colleges on
the list are not famed in Eastern collegiate
circles in the major branches of sport,
they generally turn out a very classy
team to represent them in the indoor
game.

It will be noticed that the majority of
the games have been arranged to be
played abroad. Manager Burdick has
done this in order to clear expenses.
Previous to this year, for the most part,
the games have been played at home at
a considerable expense, but proved a fail¬
ure, inasmuch as sometimes the amount
of money taken at the gate would hardly
pay for the rent of the hall.

December 4—College of City of New
York at New York.

December 18—Navy at Annapolis.
January 7—College of City of New

York at Washington.
January 11—Manhattan College at New

York.

January 22—Navy at Annapolis.
January 27—Mount St. Mary’s at Em-

mitsburg.
February 4—Virginia at Washington.
February 11—Delaware at Newark.
February 12—Army at West Point.
February 19—Delaware at Washing¬

ton.

February 26—Virginia at Charlottes¬
ville.

PENDING.
Two games with V. P. I.
Gettysburg College at Washington.
Cornell at Ithaca.
Yale at New Haven.

Loyola at Washington.
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Rochester at Rochester.
Two games with St. John’s, of Brook¬

lyn.
Johns Hopkins.
Western Maryland.

CREW.

Manager Byrne, of the Crew, has an¬
nounced that the date of the “ Inter-class
Crew Race,” which has heretofore been
some time during the early part of No¬
vember, has been changed to spring.

The most important reasons for the
change is, that the men, owing to the
Football season being in full sway in the
fall, have taken little or no interest in
the aquatic sport. Another cause which
in itself alone is sufficient is the fact that
the oarsman reporting for class crews do
not have the services of a coach, and
thereby learn and acquire various faults,
which are fatal to good oarsmanship.
The doubtful conditions of the elements
in the fall of the year as contrasted with
the pleasant and balmy days of spring is
another reasonable cause for the change.

While it is too early to predict whether
or not the management will send a crew
to Poughkeepsie, the student body is
very much in favor of the plan. When
the present Football season expires the
Executive Board will discuss the ques¬
tion, and Captain Murray will report the
prospects, and what material is here on
hand from which to pick an eight.

NOTES.

Manager McNulty has announced
March 5 as the date of the Annual Indoor
Meet. As soon as the Football season

-expires he will chase “Skip” Wymard
-out to get some pointers on a suitable

man to coach the squad. Wymard is
Assistant Manager of Track, and in order
that he might become accustomed to the
duties he will be forced to perform next
season, Mr. McNulty thinks it advisable
to have him become prepared to meet
just such emergencies as recent ones
which the present manager is forced to
contend with.

“Tom” Stuart was elected by the
football men to the captaincy which was
left vacant by Jack Lowney. His selec¬
tion is both a popular and wise one,
inasmuch as he is a very “heady”
player, and has a thorough knowledge of
the game.

Prof. Joyce is busily engaged these
days, preparing for the gymnastic exhibit,
boxing and wrestling contests, to be held
in Ryan Gymnasium Saturday evening,
November 6th. This year Mr. Joyce
intends to hold six of such exhibitions,
two of which will be open to members of
the University and four to Preps only.
As will be remembered by all who
attended the exhibition last season, that
they witnessed the most classy affair of
its kind ever held in the Ryan Gym¬
nasium.

ORDER OF EVENTS.

Running High Jump—1st, Gold Medal;
2d, Bronze Medal. Open to Preps.

Running Jump from Flying Rings—
1st, Gold Medal ; 2d, Bronze Medal.
Open to Preps.

Potato Race—1st, Gold Medal ; 2d,
Bronze Medal. Open to Jr. Preps.

Rope - Climbing Contest—1st, Gold
Medal; 2d, Bronze Medal. Open to
College and Preps.
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Wrestling. Catch as Catch Can—Gold
Medal to Winners. Two Bouts Open to
Preps.

Pin Falls Only Count. Strangle, Full
Nelson and Hammer-Lock Barred.

Qualifying for the Wrestling Bouts
will take place in the Gymnasium Satur¬
day evening, November 13th, at 7.30.

Sparring. For Points Only—Gold
Medal to Winners. Three 2-Minute

Rounds. Open to Preps. Three 2-Minute
Rounds. Open to College Men.

Qualifying for the Sparring Bouts will
take place in the Gymnasium Saturday
evening, November 13, at 7.30.

No student will be allowed to take part
in the Wrestling and Boxing unless they
are in the very best physical condition.
Report to the Physical Director.
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It is with some temerity that we take
up our duties as Exchange Editor, for
the critic has ever a disagreeable and a
thankless job. No matter how good his
intentions may be they are often miscon¬
strued, especially when some effusion of
our own is the subject of an unjust criti¬
cism. According to our notion of it the
object of an Exchange Department is to
find out what others are doing and what
they think of our efforts. A college
magazine certainly can not be bettered
unless its editors know just what is wrong
with it. A writer can not improve his
work unless he knows in what it is lack¬

ing, and he can hardly seek a more im¬
partial and unbiased judge than some
stranger who is totally unacquainted with
his personality and whose criticisms are
not influenced by any exterior motives.

Regardless of the value of our opinion,
we intend to give it candidly, to censure,
not for the joy of it, but that we may

help to improve, to praise, when our ap¬
preciation is due, and we ask nothing

more in return. We invite censure that
is fitting and feel certain that the more
we are criticised, the better our journal
will become.

The University of Virginia Magazine is
the most entertaining that has come to
our notice. A well-balanced magazine,
with some very good verse, a few inter¬
esting stories and a rather superficial
article on Three Poems of Oscar Wilde.
The Oath of the Landesvater, by Stanley
M. Cleveland, is certainly well written,
as far as style and expression goes, but
we wonder what it is all about, and
whether the author knows himself. If
he would follow the advice given in
“Exchanges” of the same magazine,
The University of Virginia Magazine
would be the gainer.

The Redwood is an old friend and as

such we bid it welcome, and wish to con¬

gratulate editors on its prosperous appear¬
ance. The cover is very striking, and we
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marvel at the variety in size and kind of
type that is to be found in its forty-six
pages. The matter of the magazine is,
on the contrary, sadly tiresome, with a
sameness of theme that is surprising and a

deplorable lack of life. If the editors
would depend less upon originality in the
manner of printing and put a little diver¬
sity into the choice of subjects they
would do better.

In the Georgian we found under
“Sketches^” a verse that is worthy of
mention. It is light in theme and in
execution and anything of the kind in a

college paper that is above mediocrity is

the rarest of the rare. After pompous
effusions concerning “Autumn Leaves,”
“

Dying Summer ” and the like, “Nellie
Strolling on the Beach,” the same old
Nellie in a new dress, is refreshing.

The Holy Cross Purple, a bulky
periodical, has one or two things worthy
of comment. The Wilderness Charm
needs no recommendation from “Field
and Stream ” to attract attention. It is a

pretty bit of verse with a few trite
phrases which nevertheless aid, rather
than hinder, the adequate expression of
the “Charm.” Sparks from a Whetstone
are worth reading.


