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RPV. PATRICK P. HpARY, S. J.

With the separation of the soul of
Rev. Patrick F. Healv from its home of

clay came the termination of a career of
great achievements for Georgetown Uni-
veisity. Possessed of the very highest
talents for the things of God and the nat¬
ural sciences he had marked success in

every field of endeavor he cultivated.
As President of the University for over
nine years he gave it a standard of
scholarship and culture that his suc¬
cessors have done well to maintain.

Equally conversant with literature, the
whole gamut of the physical sciences,
and with philosophy and theology, he
was an ideal head of a great and broad
educational institution. Though un¬
known to the great mass of undergradu¬

ates of to-day, he is well remembered
by the students of thirty years ago, on

many of whom he made an impress that
fashioned their characters in the heroic
mould of his own and made so many of
them leaders in the professions they
afterwards adopted. It is unfortunate
that so little of his spoken words have
been preserved. The great main build-
of the College group that bears his name
with its noble outlines and pointed towers
forms a poor substitute for the words
of wisdom couched in classic language
which have perished except in their
effects on those who were so blessed as

to hear them. For the last five years
of his life Father Idealy lived in seclusion
at Georgetown, preparing to receive the
reward which his richly endowed life so
fully merited. May he rest in peace!
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THE COOK HUMBUG.

The expose of the fabrications of Dr.
Cook and the rejection of his claim to
the North Pole discovery by the Uni¬
versity of Copenhagen suggests the neces¬
sity of more scientific procedure in the
treatment of self-proclaimed inventors
and discoverers. If it had been pre¬
dicted one year ago that the enlightened
present-day world would be gulled with
a hoax such as Dr. Cook perpetrated the
prophet would have been laughed to
scorn and arguments advanced to dem¬
onstrate the impossibility of any success
in such an attempt. Had the ordinary
tests of scholastic philosophy been applied
to Cook’s testimony the scientists of
Europe, who pride themselves on their
powers of observation and their precise
methods, would not have been cajoled into
the public recognition of an imposter.
According to the philosophic system the
reputation of the witness should be as¬
certained and its character should be the
norm of the degree of credulity given to
his testimony. Very little inquiring by
the Danish authorities would have dis¬
closed the Mt. McKinley episode. Again
the nature of the testimony in its bearing
on the material welfare and interest of
the witness should be weighed. As¬
suredly Cook was an interested witness
in his own behalf, and his claim meant
thousands of dollars to him from the lec¬
ture tours he proposed giving. The
object of those who furnished the funds
for the expedition, Cook’s own conduct
on his return to civilization, and the vari¬
ous circumstances that marked his home¬

coming, would constitute another test;
while the narrative which he wired from
the northern outposts should have been
subjected to so keen an analysis that its
worth would have been recognized.
Meanwhile the judgement of the world
would have been suspended and the ab¬
surd situations which we have witnessed

during the past few months would not
have existed. It is well to note that the

so-called scientists proceeded most un¬

scientifically, and to call their attention
to the profit they would derive from a
serious study of the purely scientific prin¬
ciples laid down by the mediaeval philos¬
ophers for such emergencies. From the
application of- the methods of those stu¬
dents of old the present-day leaders of
science would not be trapped into being
unconscious abettors of a fraud.

REVISION OF THE FOOTBALE RULES.

The committee appointed to revise the
football rules to govern the game during
the season of 1910 were well apprised
of the evils which they are called upon
to eradicate. The representatives of
many of the smaller Eastern colleges were
clear spoken in their denunciation of ma»s
plays and kindred hazardous features.
The reforms the committee anticipate
making, will be tried out by teams in
the Southern Universities w7ho have pur¬

posely resumed training in the interest
of reformed football. The personnel of
the committee includes sincere advocates
of a thorough revision of the rules and
the scientific tests to which the committee
will submit the various plans offered
assure thorough and painstaking efforts.
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THU REVIVAL OR TIIIv DRAMATIC

ASSOCIATION.

Due to the unstinted labors of Mr.
Edmund Walsh, S. J., and a number of
-enthusiastic students of the dramatic art,
the University Dramatic association has
been revived and a play will be given
almost simultaneously with the publica¬
tion of the January issue of The Jour¬
nal. While the initial effort is to be a

farce comedy it will serve nonetheless
to inaugurate modestly the return of dra¬
matic production by the undergraduates.
The art of acting is praiseworthy and
its study has great educational value. It
demands keen powers of observation,
complete self- abandonment and the abil¬
ity to impregnate one’s self with the
thoughts, feelings and sentiments of the
personality portrayed. Its history goes
back further than the great Greek drama¬
tists and is co-existent with human
nature. The practices of children who
assume the dress and manners of their

parents bespeak the origin of the art and
though their enjoyment in the impersona¬
tion is transferred to the spectator of

after years, the secret charm of the play
is the same.

Some idea of tfie deep analysis which
the great actors have made of characters
that they were called upon to create is
had from a story told of the late Joseph
Jefferson. A farmer who witnessed his
performance of “Rip Van Winkle” re¬
marked that he saw nothing wonderful
in “Rip Van Winkle,” that out his way
he knew men just like him. No higher
praise could have been given Mr. Jeffer¬
son’s portrayal than what is implied in
the farmer's criticism. Jefferson had so
analyzed the character, had been so true
to life, so natural that the farmer was

completely deceived and thought that he
had merely made the acquaintance of
another henpecked village ne’er-do-well.

The society may not produce a Joseph
Jefferson but it will confer a great boon
on its members by developing their
powers of observation, the habit of
character analysis and accustoming them
to public speaking. The pleasure
afforded the non-members will be very

great as the atmosphere of a students’
play has a charm all its own.
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The Jewel Queen
William F. Miltenberger, ’13.

Johnnie and I had been walking up and
down the Strand for some time and had
been working pretty hard to find or invent
a more interesting way of passing the
time, when suddenly we unanimously
decided to go and pay our long delayed
visit to our old and mutual chum, Lloyd
Duncan. We had not seen Lloyd for
over two years for he had just returned
from one of his long periodic tours in the
Orient, in what he called “his paradise.”
The life and environment he found in the
Eastern countries were, he declared, a
wonderful relief from the boredom of
this advanced civilization. True to his
old Bohemian nature, Lloyd was forever
changing quarters, and we had found
out the other day his latest residence
was somewhere near Hyde Park where
he had leased an entire house. Well

John and I hailed the first cab that came

by and we were soon rattling away at a
good rate. We reached our destination
in due time and stepped out before a

large and imposing brown stone mansion
surrounded by a rather pretty piece of
ground. We were soon ushered in by a
liveried flunkey and comfortably installed
in a cozy and luxuriously fitted parlor.
Both John and I could not help noticing
this great and sudden improvement in
Lloyd’s ‘domicilium’ and simultaneously
remembered those far less rich and impos¬
ing apartments in Jermyn street. But
our reflections were soon cut short by
the appearance of our host himself, who
greeted us in the same old effusive

manner as of yore, and immediately
began showing us around his new home.
Never have I seen such a comfortable
and attractive residence. Of course

everything was in the Oriental style;
none other would suit Lloyd, and when¬
ever he changed quarters and had time to
send for his ‘things,’ his apartments
always seemed to me to be worthy of the
Caliph of Bagdad or the Maharajah of
something-or-other. His collection of
curios also had been increased during
this last trip and in his ‘sanctum,’ where
the ‘personally conducted tour’ was
ended, we found many rare and beautiful
additions to his Oriental treasures.

But I have never described Lloyd’s
‘sanctum.’ In this new house of his, the
privileged apartment far surpassed any
of its predecessors in richness of decora¬
tion and Orientalism, if I may so call it.
It was a fairly large room, occupying the
center of the third and topmost floor of
the house, illuminated, in the day time,
by a glass roof or ceiling such as we find
in photographic studios and at night by
a large Japanese bronze lamp with many
multicolored stones or crystals in its
sides and chiseled through and through
at top and bottom in various odd designs.
Under the lamp hung an incense cup,

arranged in such a way that the smoke
arising from it passed through the lamp
above it. Imagine therefore a strange,
mystic fire burning in all the colors of
the rainbow, (as it shone through the
multicolored crystals in the lamp), and
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giving forth the most delightful and
intoxicating perfume ever breathed by
human nostrils. “You see, ’ ’ said Lloyd,
“this room was formerly used as a
greenhouse or something of the sort,
now I made my ‘ den ’ of it for three
reasons : first, being way up here none of
the vile and profane noise from the street
below can disturb my dreams and medi¬
tations; secondly, you will notice that we
have a glass roof overhead, that does
away with all windows and gives me
more wall space; thirdly, well, that’s a
little hobby of mine, I like to hear the
patter of the rain over my head, it’s
soothing I think.” We all smiled at
this latest hobby, this new peculiarity of
Lloyd’s, although it didn’t astonish us a
bit; we knew him too well to be surprised
at anything he did, thought or said. The
dear old chap was in his usual evening
accoutrement. I recognized the same
old purple dressing-gown, much the
worse for wear but evidently dearer than
ever to its owner, the identical beaded
moccasins he had purchased some ten
years before at some Indian settlement
in the great Northwest of America, and
last, but not least, that old, musty and
dusty Turkish fez, cocked at an angle of
forty-five degrees on the back of his head,
with its long tassel dangling insolently
but gracefully over his left ear just as if
it had not been disturbed for the last
two years.

But to finish the ‘sanctum.’ There
were only two doors and these were
covered over and rendered nearly invis¬
ible by a couple of large Persian prayer-

rugs of pure silk and of rare design. On
the walls were weapons and armour of

all times and nations, a truly wonderful
collection, and with their background of
dull red rugs and tapestries, the glitter
of their steel in the uncertain light of
the Japanese lamp produced a unique
and awe-inspiring effect. Here were the
long spears and strange shields of the
mighty Zulu; here the bow and toma¬
hawk of the American Indian; the
deadly boomerang of the Australian
native; the grotesque knives and spears
of the Eskimos; the beautiful scim¬
itar of the Moor and the Bedouin

together with the long ornamented rifle;
the huge bronze swords of the ancient
Greeks and Romans; the heavy double-
edged Damascus blades of the Crusaders;
the fine and delicate Toledo dagger; the
sharp, thin, three-cornered French rapiers,
and countless others. Underfoot was a

large red velvety carpet you felt almost
ashamed to tread upon. The furniture
consisted of a large couch covered with
fine silks and littered with cushions of all
colors and dimensions, three comfortable
lounging chairs and a great number of
small Turkish, Indian and Persian tables
upon which Lloyd had arranged his
collection of curios and ornaments.

He, however, lost no time in making
himself comfortable, but threw himself
upon the couch with the ease and grace
of a Sultana and gave a low whistle for
Abdul, his Indian servant, who immedi¬
ately appeared, dressed as usual in his
native garb, and bearing a tray on which
I saw a small black pipe and some
tobacco. After that he disappeared as
silently as he had come and presently
came back with a little casket of liqueur—
wood, inlaid with mother-of-pearl—which
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he deposited on a small table by our side
and opened. It contained a complete
liqueur set; four bottles and sixteen little
glasses, all of the finest Bohemian ware.
Well, Johnnie and I tackled a couple of
Turkish water-pipes, which we had learned
to use after much labor, and sipped
some rare old wine and started enjoying
ourselves in earnest. The conversation

gradually subsided and the utmost silence
reigned over the house, interrupted now
and then by the faint clicking of our
glasses as we sipped that old and delicious
Amantillado. With my eyes I began
wandering over this wonderful room and
fell to examining each part of it. Pres¬
ently I picked up a large and beautiful
opal lying indolently in its bed of silk
on the table near by, and was soon study¬
ing its marvelous reflections. I had heard
a great deal concerning the evil nature of
this choice gem and the danger attend¬
ant upon its unfortunate owner, and, in a
moment of derisive anger and impatience
I tossed it up in the air and caught it as
it fell. A thousand fires shot from it.
A tongue of red flame burst out angrily
and burnt my eyes as if the stone had
resented the harsh treatment it had re¬

ceived, and as I held it to the light of
the lamp, it seemed to reflect the glitter
of the deadly blades on the walls all
around and pierce me with them. But
now I took it up gently and caressed it,
and the Jewel Queen glowed and scintil¬
lated in a myriad of soft colours. Sud¬
denly a long ray of blue light shot from
the Japanese lamp right into the heart of
the opal. It sparkled gently at first,
like the clear water of the mountain

ook, but now a thousand wonderful

hues benumb my vision, my eyes are
chained to the stone, they are the
slaves of its slightest whim. Rays of
purple, green, blue, orange, flit across
its surface like gorgeous shooting stars.
What beauteous wonders issue from thee,
‘O Queen of Gems.’ All the princes
of thy court are now present with you
in all their majesty. The fierce and lord¬
ly Ruby gives you its wonderful glow,
the Sapphire yields to you its dark blue
splendor, the Ivmerald, its soothing
green, the Amethyst, its regal purple,
the lovely Pearl, its creamy, velvet-like
softness, the fascinating Diamond, its
countless lights. . . . All of them,
O Queen, serve you, their sovereign
mistress. . . . Look now, the jewel
scintillates more and more, its splendor
beams forth in a myriad of multi-colored
flashes. What is that in the center ? A
second stone is growing, more beauteous
than the first. It grows larger, and larger,
and still larger, until—there, it breaks
out like a celestial bomb, and what do
I see ? . . . Heaven, Heaven itself.
I hear the celestial choir, a thousand
harps are giving forth their exquisite
melody. What bliss ! What happiness !
It shall never end, no it must not end,
no, no, never, never . . . Heavens!
What is this ? What has happened ?
Has that devilish lamp given forth a red
light ? The opal glows again. Flames
leap from its bosom. It burns my hand.
I drop it and it falls upon the ground but
my eyes are chained to it, they are en¬
slaved by it, they torture me. ... I
hear the crash of thunder. . . . Cries
of agony, moans, screams—screams of
pain, of torture, of death. ... I
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myself become oppressed by the huge
red shroud. ... It presses down
upon me. ... I choke.
Struggle. . . . Gasp. O,
Queen of Gems, when will you stop
your satanical torture ? . . . I am

dying But no, the stone has
changed again. See, it grows paler and
paler. . . . Look, it is white now, and
inanimate, what does it mean ? . . . Ah,
I know. . . . It is weakening; it is
powerless. . . . There, I have you,
no more will you inflict that living death
upon any man again, you Queen of the
Devil. . . . You are dying; help¬
less in my hands, I will crush you, yes,
crush you; crush you into powder and
throw you to the flames and . ” ‘ ‘No,
you won’t,” said a quite voice nearby,
‘come Billy stop your nonsense.” “And
don’t you walk off with that opal either,”
said another voice, “it is the finest in

my collection.” “But where are the
harps, the celestial music and then the
thunders I heard?” I asked meekly.
“ It was the piano, you idiot; come on,
don’t look at us like that, it was only
Lloyd banging a little Beethoven in the
next room ; come, put on your coat
and hat and let’s go, it’s nearly three
in the morning and Lloyd wants to
go to bed.” I rose up slowly and went,
but I remember well how Lloyd had to
lock up that dev’lish opal out of my sight
for some time afterwards and guard it
well, for my one idea at the time was to
find it and crush it.

There is one thing I forgot to mention.
The reason why Lloyd had begun living
in such luxury was because he. had ‘acci¬
dentally’ stepped into a lucky investment
in a South African mine. He always
was a lucky dog.
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The Reverend Patrick F. Healy, S. J.
Vincent Dailey, ’12.

Four hundred and twenty-eight years
before the coming of Christ, there died
the illustrious Anaxagoras, a philosopher
of the Ionian school whose life had been
devoted to the promulgating of his logic
and who, when passing away, was so
mindful of the pupils for whom he had
labored that he uttered as his last words
the trite admonition : “Give the boys a

holiday.” In his death the pupils lost one
whose labors counted for much and
whose friendship was unending.

Of this I was reminded when I heard
that shortly before mid-day, on the tenth of
January in the year of Our Lord nineteen
hundred and ten, there died at George¬
town a venerable and holy Jesuit whose
life-work, spent in the cause of the
“Old College,” w7as so productive o{
results that the ever-sweeping wands of
time will not carry off on their speeding
wings the memory of his career. He was
the Reverened Patrick F. Healy, S. J.,
president of Georgetowm College for ten
years, commencing with eighteen hundred
and seventy-three

Born in Macon, Georgia, on Febru¬
ary twenty-seventh, eighteen hundred
and thirty-four, Father Healy wms
brought up among his three brothers, all
of whom, like himself, gained high dis¬
tinctions in their chosen walks of life.
Two of them became priests, of whom
one afterward was made Bishop of Port¬
land. The third entered the United
States Revenue Cutter Service and did a

great work for his country by detecting
the crafty schemes of a foreign power
aimed to take great tracts of valuable
land from the territory contained in the
Alaska purchase.

Patrick F. Healy, upon completing
his course at Holy Cross College at the.
early age of sixteen years, became a
Jesuit novice at Frederick, Maryland,
where he so impressed his superiors by
his high degree of proficiency in philo¬
sophical studies that they sent him to
Belgium to continue his work both in
this branch and in theology. After his
ordination, which took place in the foreign
country, he returned to the Maryland
Province and in eighteen hundred and
sixty-six he was assigned to the Chair of
Philosophy at Georgetown College.

Two years later he was made prefect
of schools at the same institution, in
which position he served until eighteen
hundred and seventy-nine. It is a nota¬
ble fact that from eighteen hundred and
seventy-three, when he became President
of the College following the sudden death
of Father-President Early, Father Healy
performed both the duties falling to the
lot of the prefect of schools and those
concomitant with the rectorship. This
is one of the few instances on record of
such a duplicate task being performed
by one man at Georgetown.

While prefect of schools, Father Healy
had laid the foundation for a complete
reorganization of the classes, a founding
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of many medals and the formation of a

Society of the Alumni; and he had
cherished a fond hope . that the near
future would see the long-projected new
building, which was to connect the “Old
North ” Hall and the Maguire Building,
proudly rising toward the heavens. With
an increased scope in which to utilize his
persistent energy for the furtherance of
his extensive plans and unselfish ambi¬
tions, he immediately, on becoming Presi¬
dent, set out to make Georgetown’s
greatness greater, and her glory more
glorious.

One of the first pleasantries that he
enjoyed as President was the conferring
of the degree of Doctor of Laws on
Richard T. Merrick, an old student who
was a captain in the Mexican War and
who a year later furthered one of Father
Healy’s plans by presenting to the College
eighteen shares of Metropolitan Railroad
stock, the income on which was to pro¬
vide annually for a medal for proficiency
in debating among the students of the
Philodemic Society. During Father
Healy’s term the Morris Historical
Medal and the Toner Scientific Medal
were also founded.

It might appropriately be chronicled
here that shortly before the Christmas
holidays of his first year in the rectorship,
Father Healy abolished entirely the
obsolescent custom of reading in the
Boys’ Refectory. That this move was
most gratifying to the students cannot be
doubted since it is authoritatively reported
that the announcement was followed by
music from the band, followed later by a
serenade to the P'athers.

It was also during Father Healy’s

regime that the unprecedented event
occurred which has never been repeated
since and which caused such wonder¬

ment among the “Old Boys” that they
tell of it to this day. Ansel B. Cook, a
non-Catholic, was the winner of the
Christian Doctrine Medal which then, as

now, was sought after most diligently by
a large number of the Catholic students.

In the summer of eighteen hundred and
seventy-seven, Father Healy was at last
gratified to know that work was started
on the building of his dreams—the mag¬
nificent structure which now rises in

princely state high above the Nation’s
capital, looking out on all sides on such
enthralling scenery that it is remarked by
every visitor to Georgetown, the artist as
well as the author; the statesman as well
as the layman.

It was in the financing of the construc¬
tion of this building and the directing of
its splendid shaping that Father Healy
felt the last straw settling on his heavily
burdened back and before its completion
he was forced to go to California to rest.

Here he was overjoyed to hear that the
sixty-first commencement, graced by the
presence of Rutherford B. Hayes, Presi¬
dent of the United States, had been held
within the massive walls of the new

building.
The obtaining of moneys with which

to build had been a difficult task and had

weighed heavily on Father Healy’s mind.
Nor was this all, for once a falling plank
narrowly escaped killing a number of
workmen while orp two other occasions
fire came so imminently close to igniting
the wood-work that it seemed as though
the fates were combined to prevent the
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structure’s completion. The building,
however, was exteriorly finished in the
late fall of eighteen hundred and seventy-
nine.

Immediately after the religious thanks¬
giving marking the completion of the
work of which he was the instigator and
insistent supporter, Father Healy took
up another task, that of forming the So¬
ciety of the Alumni. His almost fruitless
endeavors to raise funds from among
the old students had convinced him that
such an organization was a necessity and
he made haste to bring about its for¬
mation. From May, eighteen hundred and
eighty, he waged his campaign diligently
and three years later he saw the Society
of the Alumni, still in existence, perfect
its organization and set out on its career
under most auspicious circumstances.

But these manifold troubles and toils
which were so beneficial to historic

Georgetown, had been too heavy a burden
for a single man to carry. Father Healy
was broken down in health and, at the
most pressing advice of those \Vho knew
and loved him best, he finally relinquished
his hold on the reins which had so

able directed the affairs of Georgetown
for a decade and resigned his rectorial
dignity to the Reverend James A. Doo-
nan, S. J., who three years earlier had
also taken from him the work accruing
to the prefect of schools.

On leaving Georgetown, Father Healy
went to Portland, Maine, where his bro¬
ther, the Right Reverend James Augus¬
tine Healy, was Bishop. Later he was
assigned to the Church of St. Ignatius of
Loyola, in New York City, where he per¬
formed parish duties until about five

years ago when he came back to the
College for which he had so diligently
labored, within whose walls and about
whose grounds he spent the remainder
of his life, broken down in mind and
body as a result of the fearful strain he
had voluntarily set on himself in the in¬
terests of the school he loved so well.

His funeral, on January the twelfth,
was in every way characteristic of Jesuit
simplicity. The plain wooden casket in
which his body reposed was carried
to Dahlgren Chapel at sunrise, aiid
shortly afterwards the priests and scholas¬
tics began the chanting of the Office of
the Dead. At seven-thirty a Requiem
Mass was said by Father President Him-
mel in the presence of the students, and
at ten-thirty the body was carried to the
community cemetery for interment.

The silent line of boys followed by
Jesuits, secular priests, friends and rela¬
tives of Father Healy, wended slowly
their way to his burial place, where Father
President Himmel recited the service and
the casket was lowered into the lasting
resting place of one who, like Anaxa¬
goras, always had the interest of his
students at heart.

A modest white headstone will mark
the spot where his body lies, but those
who have known him and his works will

always turn from that stone to the mas¬
sive and beautiful building which bears
his name and which for centuries shall
stand in mute witness ot the toils he un¬

derwent for Georgetown and the pros¬
perity and blessings which were showered
on the “dear old place” through his
intercession.
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POUND

R. A. Ridgway, To.

My heart was sad, I made a song;
To me, the like of bird in glee.
I sang it softly, and the wrong,
In quickest flight was made to flee.
My heart was glad, drear Pain forgot;
I lolled, a thoughtless nymph, the while.
The roses died,—the light was blot,
And Pain had chased my drowsy smile.
With falt’ring lips 1 sing a tune;
The sad attempt demands its tear.
I turn, in weakness, for a rune,
But mind, aweary, ’tains not near.

And then a sharp turn brought me fast
Upon a sound;—I gave a cry.
Ah ! dear, once more—the ill is past;
The Spring is young,—so you and I.

MY ROSE
R. A. Ridgway, To.

What of the heart that once beat fast?
And what of the thought that died?

Ah! memory’s sweet,
Save when it greet

A ghost of the sad gone by.
And what of the flower that once was blue?
And what of the hand that gave it?

Oh the past is gone,
And the present borne

On wings that fly full swift.
But you, my rose, in your withered clothes,
I love with the same old joy.

And what if a tear

My cheek doth sear,
If the pain is a tear-wet kiss.

4
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TRANSLATIONS

(Horace. Book I, Ode. IV.)

J. M. To.

The snow has vanished from the land,
The woods new locks of foliage wear,
The fields again are green and fair;
The earth revives at Spring’s command.
And now within its banks the stream

Flows gently by, unswoll’n by rain.
A Grace with Nymphs and sisters twain,
Her chorus leads in summer dream.
The year, the hour that steals the day,
They teach, O friend, no hope from death.
The cold dissolves with Zephyr’s breath
And Spring is but the Summer’s way.

SOPHOCLES, OEDIPUS TYRANNUS

Second Stasimon.

O! May it ever be my lot in word,
And deed to reverence the oracles,
Divine! For this were laws ordained on high;
To them no mortal race did e’er give breath
And mighty Zeus alone their father was.
Nor will forgetfulness their rule destroy,
For strong the God in them and youthful aye.

But pride the tyrant Lord begets, yea pride,
That full of emptiness and nought and wrong,
Upclimbs the topmost peaks of power and,
O’er reaching, rusheth down the lowest depths,
Where foot availeth not. I pray the God,
That in my land in worthy strife man strive,
With man for aye. For then I ne’er shall cease,
To hold the God for my defender true.
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(From Martial.)

IN VACERRAM (Lib. VIII, 69)

Thou dost admire the bards, ’tis said,
Only of ancient days;

Nor e’en on them, unless they’re dead,
Dost thou bestow thy praise.

Do not, I beg, suppose that I,
To gain thy praise, would wish to die!

AD CINNAM (Lib. V, 57)

China, be not elated by
My salutation, “Master;”

I hail my servant thus when I
Would have him move the faster.

AD STELLAM (Lib. V, 59)

I send to thee nor gold nor silver urn,
And for thy sake I da this, Stella fair;

Who gives great gifts, expects great in return;
My earthen jars will free thee from this care.

AD PONTILIANUM (Lib. VII, 3)

Why send I not my books to thee?
Lest you send yours in turn to me.
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Epic Poetry
William F. Miltenberger, ’13.

Before we undertake to study one of
the most important branches of the poetic
art and give our attention to its particular
and individual merits, it would perhaps
be well, by way of introduction, to say a
few words concerning poetry in general.
Many are they who have endeavored to
give it a clear and prosaic definition.
Their efforts, however, have generally
ended in a full realization of the inferior¬

ity of their definition to the subject to
which it applies, and in an acknowledg¬
ment of the inadequacy of the same to
represent faithfully the wonderful beau¬
ties and qualities of the art.

When we stop to consider, among
its other properties, the almost magical
influence it exerts over the human mind,
especially among those who have been
taught to appreciate its value, we imme¬
diately realize that it cannot be merely
a trivial bit of nonsense, feasted on by
a more or less diseased imagination.
Besides, poetry is very ancient. From
Homer down to the present day the
lapse of time is certainly sufficient to
have eradicated and abolished any form
of literature which had given proofs of
uselessness or even unpopularity. But
we find that amidst the most radical
social and political changes which form
the milestones of history, among all
nations, Latin as well as Teutonic, the
use of poetry has always continued and
its popularity has never been questioned.
Thus, the gentle art of Calliope has with¬

stood the most severe of all tests, the
test of Time, and now that it has been
loved and studied for so many genera¬
tions it finds a truly hereditary apprecia¬
tion on every side.

With the above remarks as premises
we may immediately proceed to the
definition of poetry without the fear of
diminishing its worth by a description
which is, at its best, disloyal to its sub¬
ject. If we may so describe it, poetry is
the art which has for its object the crea¬
tion of intellectual delights by means of
passionate and imaginative expression.

There are of course many different
styles of poetic writing which may be
considered as divisions of poetry in gen¬
eral, but they are nearly all derived from
the two principal kinds—Narrative and
Lyric. We will here consider only the
more important of the subdivisions of the
former class, namely, the Epic.

Epic poetry is best illustrated by that
kind of poem which narrates a story,
real or fictitious, representing in an ele¬
vated style, some signal action, or series
of actions and events, usually the achieve¬
ments of some distinguished hero. The
aim of Epic poetry is, before all, the
pleasing of the mind by a method at
once recreative, instructive and emu¬

lative, addressing itself at once to the
higher sentiments, and conducive to the
most perfect state of mental gratifica¬
tion known, the pleasure of the imagi¬
nation. A good poetic narration dis-
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tracts the attention from the cold ma¬

terialistic influences of the surround¬

ing world and brings the mind to the con¬

templation of the high moral virtues and
the various complex sentiments of the
human soul.

The Epic has, however, another im¬
portant and valuable quality. From the
definition we have read above, we learn
that such a poem is generally concerned
with life ; also with the human character
and sentiments as.shown in the social in-%
tercourse with men, and influenced there¬
by. Consequently, the laws of human
nature must be taken into consideration,
and anything not in accordance with even
their fundamental principals destroys all
the practical value of the poem and is
apt to remove all reasonable admiration
on the part of the reader. The composer
of the Epic, therefore, is by no means given
‘carte blanche,’ and in the interest of his
composition he is held to the observance
of certain rules. The result of these

limitations is to give to the Epic a practi¬
cal value which makes it rank above any
of its sister compositions, enriched as it
is with an instructive and emulative

power unequaled by the others. For
when, in addition to its rhetorical beauty,
which he admires, the reader can recog¬
nize in its lines the portrayal of sentiments
with which he is personally familiar, the
poem becomes, in his eyes, far more
valuable. Horace admits this when he

tells us that, “ Non satis est pulchra esse
poemata, dulcia sunto. ” The deeds and
characters of the great heroes depicted
in the poem in making an impression
upon the reader’s mind will very naturally
bring forth certain ideas, reflections,
comparisons and opinions which are
beneficent as well as enjoyable. The
fact also that the Epic can be read like
an ordinary narration, with little mental
exertion, and is free from the more
abstract and sometimes fantastical forms
assumed by many other styles of poetical
composition, is duly appreciated by its
readers who enjoy both rhetorical beauty
and sane, intelligent narration.

To those who through sheer ignorance
have made themselves invulnerable to the
influence of poetry, a great pleasure is
denied, and a wonderful source of conso¬

lation is lacking, for poetry, like phil¬
osophy, is no stranger to the sorrows and
troubles of mankind, and its soft, sweet
influence acts upon a wounded heart as a
sunbeam upon the exhausted, storm-
swept flower. In this however, as in
everything else, ‘ignorantis non excusat
peccato, ’ and the person who deliberately
sets aside good poetry as “ the rediculous
and fantastical mind-food of fools and
old women ” has acted the fool better
than any of the people he refers to.

Tale tuum carmen, nobis divine poeta,
Quale sopor fessis in gramine.
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Herbert Wright, Ti.

The following account of the reception
held in Pittsburg for the purpose of
founding a Pittsburg Club of Alumni
is taken from the Washington Herald:
“One of the most elaborate college func¬
tions ever held in Pittsburg was the
reception and ball given by the George¬
town University Alumni Society at the
Plotel Schenley, Tuesday night (Decem¬
ber 28). It was the first of what the
society hopes will become an annual fea¬
ture, if the success of the initial affair
may be taken as a criterion The
entire first floor of the hotel was a fairy¬
land of electric lights and college colors.
The lobby, dining-rooms, and ball-rooms
were gorgeous masses of flowers, but
rising above and dominating all were the
Blue and Gray of Georgetown. No one
was left m doubt as to which college was

giving the reception. The Blue and
Gray were everywhere. The decorations
of the ballroom were unique and beau-
iful. Suspended from the walls and ceil¬

ing were the colors of every university
in the United States, and at short inter¬
vals were large silk banners, in alternate
blue and gray, bearing the lettered in¬
scription, “GEORGETOWN.” These
banners were made especially for the
event. The floral decorations were also

profuse. Holly, Christmas bells, poin-
settia, palms and firs covered with imini-
tation snow, all with a background of the
everpresent Blue and Gray, made an at¬
tractive scheme. The orchestra stage
was screened by a mass of fir trees cov¬
ered with imitation snow. All over was

shed the soft radiance of vari-colored elec¬
tric lights. The society had reserved
practically the entire first floor of the
hotel, which, when the reception was in
full swing resembled more a college
hall than a mere hotel lobby. The supper,
which began at 11 o’clock, was served
in the main dinning room, east of the
ballroom, where covers were laid for
300. The dancing began at 9 o’clock,
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and was resumed after supper and con¬
tinued until a late hour by the younger

college set present. From 7 h> 9, Rev.
Joseph Himmel, S. J., President of
Georgetown and many other distin¬
guished honored guests were enter¬
tained at dinner at the University Club.
Among those present besides the above,
were Mayor William A. Magee, Rep¬
resentative James Francis Burke, Right
Rev. J. F. Regis Canevin, Bishop of the
Pittsburg Catholic Diocese; Rev. Father
David Hillhouse Buel, S. J., former pres¬
ident of Georgetown University; John
Harry Gibbons, H. C. Evert, Charles J.
Gulentz, Conde B. Pallen, J. Linus
Moran, Albert J. Barr, Charles M.
Fagan, Dr. Thomas Francis Cashman,
Charles B. Kenny, Dr. Ewing W. Day,
Francis P. Fay, Joseph MacAleer, John
Parrott, Patrick Devine, Clarence Fitz¬
patrick, and George Leguere Mullaly.

Dr. Charles J. Boehs, ’09, has beun
appointed resident physician of Casualty
Hospital of this city.

President Taft recently sent to the
Senate the nomination of Lewis W. Has¬

kell, LL- B. ’94, of Columbia, South
Carolina, to be consul at Salina Cruz,
Mexico.

Judge Wendell P. Stafford, of the
Supreme Court of the District of Colum¬
bia, recently published a small volume
■of his shorter poems.

The Right Reverend Thomas D.
Beaven, D. D., ’89, Bishop of Spring-
field, Massachusetts, says the Sacred
Heart Review, was invited to offer the
prayer at the opening (January 5), of
the Massachusetts Senate for the session
of 1910. This was the second time that
a Catholic clergyman has opened either
branch of the Massachusetts Legislature,
the first time being one year ago, when
Monsignor Griffin of Worcester offered
prayer in the House. Never before has
a representative of the Church offered
prayer in the Senate, and never before in
either branch has a Bishop officiated.

In the Catholic World for December,
there appears a poem very Catholic in
tone, entitled “The Change,” written by
the PI011. Maurice Francis Egan, United
States Minister to Denmark.

News has at last reached us, though
very indirectly, from Peter J. Dolin, ex-
'io, at the “Kozponti Papnevelde”(which
rendered into English means, I think,
“Central Seminary”), Budapest, Hun¬
gary. From one of his friends we have
inveighledan account of how he enjoyed
the celebrations in Bubapest last Easter.
But let us give it in his own words.
“The method of celebrating it here in
Hungary,” he says, “was something en¬
tirely new to me, but it was really very
beautiful Here at the Seminary,
where we have over eighty young men,
they sang the Tenebrae during Holy
Week, and the singing was beautiful;
every day the church was filled. We
are all sent out as assistants to the
various parishes, hospitals, and convents
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all during the year, but during Easter
season, especially, and I think I partici¬
pated in more ceremonies during those
few days than ever before. On Easter
Saturday they have here what is called
the “Resurrection Ceremony” in which
the Blessed Sacrament, which from Fri¬
day afternoon has been exposed in the
tomb—representing Our Savior’s entomb¬
ment—is brought forth and in antici¬
pation of the morrow^’s Resurrection, is
displayed to the faithful, and then
carried in procession through the streets;
the latter were crowded, literally packed
with people; in all the windows candles
were burning, and the bands play and
bells ring as the procession in which are
Societies, Sodalities, children, Sisters
(usually the Coronet Sisters), semi¬
narians, and priests in front of the blessed
Sacrament, advances. ’Tis really very
beautiful and impressed me greatly, as
we are not accustomed to have public
processions in the States.” “Pete” ex¬

pects to return to his home diocese after
his ordination about three years hence.

During the past summer we had occa¬
sion to write to a former member of
the Faculty. A few days ago the fol¬
lowing interesting letter was received in
reply.

Colegio Seminario
BE EA

Tnmaculada Concepcion
VIGAN.

Nov. ii.

Old Boys Editor, Gcorgctown Journal.
Dear Mr. Editor :

Your kind letter of August 17, reached

me toward the end of September, but
a plentiful supply of work prevented my
answering it until the present time, and
the same cause will permit even now
only a few lines. The need of the
Philippine Islands today is priests and
I may add sisters. The priests that we
have are working hard. Two days ago,
two of the most indefatigable workers—
Fathers Lazo and Verzosa—leaving their
own parishes in charge of the Fathers
of the neighboring parishes—went to
llocos Norte, the home of Aglipayism,
to revive or rather strengthen the faith
there. These two Fathers have parishes
or districts, one numbering 7,000 souls,
the other 5,000. They have formed a

“Triple Alliance” with a third Father,
of a neighboring town. The three towns,
Santa Catalina, San Vincente, and
Bantay, might be considered as the
vertices of a triangle, the sides being
some two miles long. To augment the
number of Confessions and Communions,
the three Fathers hear confessions in
Bantay on the eve of the first Friday,
in San Vincente on thieve of the first
Sunday, and in Santa Catalina on the
eve of the second or third Sunday.
Where the League of the Sacred Heart
has an active existence in a parish the
desire of the people to go to Holy Com¬
munion cannot be satisfied from lack of

priests. In one parish, Santiago, I have
seen the people come at half past five
m the morning for confession and then
wait in the church until half past seven
for Mass and Communion, the Father
in the meantime hearing confessions.
The general Communion in Vigan is on
the first Sunday. Flere there is a popu-
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lation of 15,000 and only one priest to
attend to the spiritual needs. Fortunately
the Fathers of the College help a little
when their collegiate duties permit. Two
hear confessions every Sunday morning
from four in the morning until half past
seven or eight, the parish priest also
hearing. This good Father, Father Bril-
lantes, deserves great praise for his
diligence in keeping warm the devotion
in the hearts of his people. Before the
coming of the Americans, the services in
the Cathedral were carried on a scale
of great magnificence. There were 7
Fathers of a Religious Order, Augus-
tinians or Dominicans, attached to the
Cathedral, and 6 of the native clergy.
During the year five or six novenas were
held with High Mass every morning,
and sermon or instruction in the morning
or afternoon—these works of piety the
good Father tries to keep up. One of
the principal feasts here is the Feast of
the Holy Rosary, the first Sunday of
October. This year on that day there
were four High Masses in the Cathedral,
the last one being a Solemn High Mass,
with orchestral music and sermon by
one of the Jesuit Fathers. During the
preceding week the number of daily
Communions was very great, and on the
day itself the number would probably
have reached 2,000 if an intense bagino
had not prevented many from coming to
church. During the following week
there was a Solemn Novena in honor
of Our Lady of the Rosary, with High
Mass every morning and Rosary and
Sermon in the afternoon. On the second

Sunday, the closing day of the Novena,
there was a beautiful procession. One

of the features of the procession was the
singing of hymns by the boys of our
College as they passed through the
streets, and still more edifying the
solemn recitation of the Rosary, and the
chanting of the Office of the Blessed
Virgin by the members of the Blessed
Virgin's Sodality of our College. The
two Societies of the Knights of the
Sacred Heart, composed of boys and
young men of the Public Schools, and
High School, also took part, singing, too,
the “Daily Daily Sing to Mary” but in
llocano. The young men of the Sodality
are doing excellent work here for the
cause of religion. The Reverend Direc¬
tor of the Sodality, Father Alfonso, S. J.f
established a Catechism Class, with 1,000

children, in the Cathedral, and his So-
dalists are his active assistants. Eight
of these also visit the prison every Sun¬
day morning, where catechetical sections
have been formed. During the week,
the Sodalists beg alms from the richer
families in Vigan—the kind of alms the
prisoners like, i e., tobacco, wearing
apparel, etc. One of the Fathers, Father
Tarrajo, S. J., accompanies them and
after Catechetical Classes gives a short
sermon. There is a competition for the
souls of these poor prisoners between
Father Farrajo and his Sodalists on the
one hand and an American Protestant
minister and his satellites on the other.

Up to the present, the latter have not
made much headway. A Filipino fellow-
preacher of the American goes to the
prison in the afternoon, but of the 80
prisoners, very few attend. With our
American freedom of worship, the Protes¬
tant minister has “full swing” even
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where all are Catholics or nominally so.
In Bilibid, Manila, the central prison of
the Islands, there have been as matiy as
eighteen preachers the same afternoon
“sowing the word of God,” and some
of the “preachers” were of the gentler
sex. I am afraid that “wild oats” is
all the seed they scatter and that nothing
but irreligion or indifference to all re¬
ligion will be the harvest that will be
reaped. It is really wonderful, and
shows the deep implanting of the Catholic
Faith in the heart of the Filipino, that
after ten years of constant work by the
American Protestant preacher and his
Filipino allies, the “harvest” is so meagre.
These, dear Mr. Editor, are a few
“notes” I have jotted down as they
came to me. I hope they may satisfy
your desire and be at the same time a
medium to convey to Reverend Father
Rector and the Faculty, to all the “Boys”
Old and New, and last but not least to
the Old Boys Editor the hearty wishes
for a Merry Christmas and Happy New
Year of one

Devoted to old Georgetown,

John J. Thompkins, S. J.

Judge William H. DeLacy, LL. B.,
’83, LL. M., ’84, of the Juvenile Court,
spoke of the efforts to keep the children
of Washington from crime, before the
Woman’s Interdenominational Mission¬
ary Union meeting, at Luther Memorial
Church, this city.

The president of the Dime Savings
Bank of this city, Maurice D. Rosenberg,

LL. B., '96, LL. M., ’97, is one of the
National Capital’s youngest financiers,
who has come to the front within a

remarkably short period. Mr. Rosenberg
is in his forty-second year, and is a man
of energy and considerable executive
ability. “For a number of years,” says
the Washington Herald, “he has been
one of the leading attorneys of this city,
which experience has well fitted him for
the position which he occupies as pres¬
ident of the bank. Through his efforts,
the location of the bank was selected at

Seventh and E Streets Northwest, which
took seven months to> acquire. There
were thirteen heirs interested in the prop¬

erty, scattered through different sections
of the globe. The property was appraised
at $142,000, but he negotiated the deal
for $95,000.”

Anthony A. Hirst, M. A., ’71, LL. D.,
’01, founded the first memorial church
erected by the Catholic Church Exten¬
sion Society of the United States, and
announcement is now made by the Cath¬
olic Register and Canadian Extension,
of Toronto, that the death of Anthony A.,
Jr., in 1907, has been the means of bring¬
ing the comforts and consolation of
religion to two little groups of Catholics
in the far Canadian West. His death
was the providential means whereby the
first memorial church of the Canadian
Church Extension Society was founded
in the province of Alberta. The two
little chapels to his memory are now
under construction in Bishop Legal’s
diocese.

The Boston Globe brings us word that
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William A. Murphy, A. M., ’92, “a pop¬
ular Boston newspaper man, is being
congratulated on all sides in view of his
selection by Governor Draper as his pri¬
vate secretary. Mr. Murphy, has en¬

joyed for many years the esteem and
the good will of legislators and of every
sort of state official to a remarkable

degree, his cheerful face, happy disposi¬
tion and unfailing courtesy rendering
him a welcome guest whereever he goes.”
After leaving Georgetown, “he received
a valuable all-around training in news¬

paper reporting with the old City Press,
and when that concern expired he was

employed by the Globe, with which paper
he has remained till the present time.
He was secretary and executive officer
of the Jamestown Exposition Commission
of Massachusetts, also' secretary of the
legislative committee headed by the pres¬
ent Judge Dana of the superior court,
which revised the railroad and railway
laws of the commonwealth.” Such

praise, we feel sure, is by no means un¬
deserved.

Mr.Charles W. Russell, LL. B., ’83,
LL. M., ’84, who was recently appointed
Minister to Persia by President Taft,
will start for his new post together with
his wife and daughter about Febru¬
ary 1, going by way of the Mediterra¬
nean, but the last 400 miles of the jour¬
ney to Teheran must be made on a camel’s
back, and that is just what worries Mr.
Russell. He says he has never been on
the back of one of these passenger-bear¬
ing animals of the far East. The trip
is expensive, it having recently cost one
man nearly $1,000. This, however, is

not worrying Mr. Russell as much as the
thought of that 400-mile ride astride the
camel. Mr. Russell was recently an
Assistant Attorney General.

Among the officers installed at the
joint installation of the officers of the
five councils of the Knights of Columbus
of this jurisdiction, at which State Dep¬
uty Thomas J. Donovan, LL. B., ’95,
presided, were Charles W. Darr, LL. B.,
’94, LL. M., ’95, and Daniel S. Master-
son, LL. B., ’02, LL. M., ’03, of Keane
Council; Francis J. P'. Cleary, LL. B., ’06,
and John M. Henderson, LL. B., ’90, of
Spalding Council; and Richard A. Cur¬
tin, LL. B., ’04, of Potomac Council.

We are in receipt of a small leaflet,
entitled “The Call of Home,” written by
Francis J. Kilkenny, LL. B., ’02, the
originator of the Irish Home-Going
Movement for 1910. As it is certainly
of interest to many of our readers, we
reprint the article in full. “In these
modern days the novelist has written
“The Call of the Wild;” the playwright,
“The Call of the Norththe poet, “The
Call of the Woodsand the intent of
this leaflet is to issue yet another call—
not inviting you to the forests, not en¬

ticing you to the land of ice and snow,
nor alluring you to the haunts of nature;
but to call you home—the home of your
fathers and of mine. Home, be it ever
so humble, there’s no place like home.
Ireland, with her beautiful lakes, her
verdant valleys, her noble rivers, her
storied mountains, her balmy atmosphere,
her ancient traditions, and her glorious
history, is beginning more and more to
appeal to the fancy of the tourist. The
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artist will there find inspiration for his
brush; the weary body and the fagged
brain rest at the sight of her green fields
and smiling meadows; and the writer
material to translate into the written
word. The visitor need have no doubt
of a kindly reception, for whether it be
castle or cottage, the latch string always
hangs on the outer side of the door.
What a grand spectacle would be pre¬
sented, if, during the summer of 1910,
the scattered wanderers from their native
heath should return to the “ould sod”,
and gather around the hearth stone;
smoke with their kith and kin the pipe
of contentment; tell stories of their
happy childhood and promising man¬
hood; and repeat again the fairy tales
which, in their younger days, stirred their
imagination! Who can measure the pos¬
sible good resultant from such a reunion ?
Ireland, already awakened from her leth¬
argy, would be stirred to new endeavor,
and, inspired by words of encouragement,
the work of achieving and pursuing
would take on a new impetus. The suc¬
cess of the home-going rests with indi¬
viduals. What wanderer in the farthest
corner of the earth will be unmindful
of the call? Will you be a soldier of the
peaceful army of invasion of 1910, or
will you be one of the children, who,
seeing the arms of motherland out¬
stretched forth in mother love, will turn
and run away?”

Under the caption, “Literary Activity,”
Robin Ruff has contributed the follow¬

ing: “During the closing days of 1909
were discovered evidences of literary
activity displayed by two former stu¬

dents. In the Notre Dame Ave Maria
appears an exhaustive and graceful
critique on the poetic works of the Reve¬
rend John Bannister Tabb, the poet-
priest, who passed from earth a few
weeks ago. The writer of the paper is
Raphael Semmes Payne, one of three
brothers, hailing during their college days
from Warrenton, Virginia. The eldest,
John Carroll Payne, who carried off all
the honors of his class—the centennial,
1876—is at present a leading member
of the bar in Atlanta, Ga. Another
brother of the trio is the Reverend
William Gaston Payne, of Clifton Forge,
Virginia. The writer of the article in
question, it will be observed, bears the
name of a gallant sailor held in high
repute throughout the South, Admiral
Semmes, of the Confederate cruiser,
Alabama, and who through life was a

devout, practical Catholic.”

“Very favorably reviewed is a work,
entitled “Serious Study of Christmas,”
from the pen of William Shephard
Walsh, A. M., ’89, a scion of another
family distinguished in Georgetown’s
annals. His grandfather, Robert Walsh,
whose portrait hangs on the walls of
our local Hall of Fame, began the tradi¬
tions of his family at Georgetown, by
delivering an ode at the death of the
first President, George Washington. The
writer, one of several brothers who

represented the family in the third gene¬
ration has attained an enviable reputa¬
tion as a litterateur. A nephew of the
writer at the commencement honored by
the presence of Theodore Roosevelt,
represented the fourth generation of the
family.”
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America for January 8, contains a
masterly article on the “Truth about
Ferrer,” written by Andrew J. Shipman,
A. B., ’78, A. M., ’87, and after the lies
about the matter which are to be found
in most American newspapers, this bit
of truth is quite refreshing. Mr, Ship-
man has just returned from Spain and
seemed surprised that the facts were not
known here? We recommend anyone

wishing to know the truth to consult the
above-mentioned article.

The Hirst Library has just received a
tew copies of “Under the Sanctuary
Lamp; The Hills that Jesus Loved”
from the pen of Father John H.
O’Rourke, S. J., who taught here some
few years ago.

We regret very much to hear of the
death of Charles S. Voorhees. A. M.,
’73, son of the late Senator Daniel S.
Voorhees, last month at Spokane, Wash¬
ington. Mr. Voorhees served two terms
in Congress as a delegate from Wash¬
ington Territory and was largely instru¬
mental in securing the passage of the
Statehood Bill in 1889.

Col. James G. Payne, LL. D., ’85, who
for more than 30 years was auditor of
the Supreme Court of the District of
Columbia, died on the 28th of December,
at the age of 76 years, after a long
illness. The funeral was held from St.

John’s Episcopal Church, the pallbearers
being Chief Justice Clabaugh, Associate
Justices Barnard, Gould, and Anderson,
•of the District Supreme Court; Justice
Brown, Aulick Palmer, United States

Marshal; E. J. Stellwagen, F. W. Pratt
and Nathaniel Wilson, President of the
District of Columbia Bar Association.
Col. Payne was a native of Buffalo,
N. Y., a graduate of Hobart College,
and served with distinction in the Civil
War. He began the practice of law in
this city and was a professor in the Law
School.

Friends from many parishes of Wash¬
ington, the orphan boys of Saint Joseph’s
Asylum, and representatives from sister¬
hoods and religious organizations made
up a congregation that filled Saint Pat¬
rick’s Church on January 3, at the
Solemn High Requiem Mass, celebrated
on the occasion of the second anniversary
of the death of its former pastor, Rev.
Denis J. Stafford, D. D., ’90. The
Washington Herald, in speaking of it,
said, “No word of eulogy was spoken,
and none was needed. For those who
had assembled in remembrance of Dr.
Stafford in the Church he loved, and for
which his great talent was so freely
given, the surroundings recalled too
eloquently his passionate love of the
beautiful in religion, and his zeal for
the glory of the House of God.” The
music of the Mass, which was Gregorian,
was sung by the solo quartet of the mixed
choir.

Among the delegates to the national
conference of the National Civic Federa¬
tion and the Conference of Governors,
meeting in this city January 17-19, was
one of Georgetown’s distinguished sons,
the Hon. George H. Cortelyou, of New
York City.
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Seth Shepard, Jr., A. B., ’04, called at
the College during the Christmas holi¬
days. Seth is at present practising law
in Dallas, Texas.

We read in one of the local papers
that Judge Ralph S. Latshaw, A. B., ’85,
of Kansas City, in fixing the date for
the hanging of two negroes who were
convicted of an attack on a white woman,
declared that to hang them on the regular
day set for hanging murderers would
be “a desecration of the day.” “This
incident,” says Robin Ruff, recalls a
similar occurrence in a trial in Wash¬
ington City, in which Richard T. Mer¬
rick, the distinguished son and benefactor
of Georgetown, was a pleader. The trial
had run over into Holy Week and Mr.
Merrick, on Thursday, made a motion
that the court at the close of the day’s
session should adjourn over Friday until
Saturday. The motion was denied by
the presiding judge. With that, Mr.
Merrick, turning to the Court, said,
‘Your Honor has precedent in your re¬
fusal. There was a judge who held
court on Good Friday. His name was
Pontius Pilate.’ ”

We hear from George Quinlan, A. B.,
’02, that he is now located in the Wilson
Building, Dallas, Texas. George is a
civil engineer.

George Harbin, A. B., ’02, continues
to hold down a professorship of Elec¬
trical Engineering at the Catholic Uni¬
versity in Brookland, D. C.

The San Francisco Call brings us the

news that Robert P. Troy, LL. B., ’99,
has been appointed a member of the Park
Commission of that place. Mr. Troy
was the bearer of a message of sympathy
from the mayor of San Francisco to
the mayor of Rome, at the time of the
Messina diaster in Italy.

“The evolution of Chevy Qhase, Mary¬
land, from a cosmopolitan community to
an incorporated town,” says one of the
local dailies, “was decided upon at a
meeting of the resident taxpayers on

January 12. After some informal discus¬
sion the decision was reached to present
to the Maryland Legislature a charter
and articles of incorporation and urge
their adoption. ” The committee selected
to present the charter to the legislature

■is composed among others of three
Georgetown graduates: Dr. Glennan,
George C. Wedderburn, and Preston
Shealey.

Julius Walsh, A. B., ’98, one of the
best track men of his day, called at the
College recently. Julius is Vice-Presi¬
dent of the Royal Typewriter Company.

The Catholic University has inaugu¬
rated a system of public lectures. Among
those to be presented later in the season,
we note two lectures, “The Rise of the
Temperance Movement,” and “What
Temperance Means to the Child”, to be
given by Judge William H. DeLacy, LL.
B., ’83, LL. M., ’84, of the Juvenile Court.
They will be given under the auspices of
the Catholic Total Abstinence Union of
America. ^This organization founded
the chair of Psychology at the University,
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and two lectures connected with the sub¬

ject of temperance are given annually at
the University in fulfillment of the con¬
ditions of the endowment.

The Viginia Polytechnic Institute will
lose a very valuable and capable football
coach in the person of Branch Bocock,
LL. B., ’06, who recently declined to re¬
new his contract with that institution. We
understand that he has accepted an in¬
vitation to enter a legal firm in Portland,
Oregon, to practice his profession.

Dr. Franklin Camalier, A. B., ’04,
has opened offices in the “ Parkwood, ”
on K Street between 17th and 18th
Streets, this city, where he will be glad
to see his old friends.

The Columbia Historical Society has
as its president for the coming year, Dr.
James Dudley Morgan, A. B., ’81, M.
D., ’85, and as treasurer, William H.
Dennis, A. B., 74, LL. B , ’76, A. M., ’83.
/

The election of officers of many of the
national banks and other Washington in¬
stitutions took place January 12. Among
the changes made were the election of
Thomas Bradley, LL. B., 74, as real
estate officer of the Washington Loan &
Trust Company, and A. Saunders
Worthington, LL. B., ’97, LL. M., ’00,
and J. J. Darlington, LL. D., ’86, as
advisory counsel of the same institution.
Because of the. death of Col. James G.
Payne, LL. D., ’85, first vice-president
of the Union Trust Company, the direct¬
ors selected George E. Hamilton, A. B.,
’72, LL. B., ’74, A. M., 82, LL. D.,
’89, president of the Capital Traction

Company, to fill the vacancy, with the
added titles of attorney and trust officer.
J. Nota McGill, LL. B., ’87, LL. M.,
’88, was elected to the office of third vice-
president of the same company. Wilton
J. Lambert, LL. B., ’93, LL. M., ’94,
was named as general counsel of the
National City Bank ; Anson S. Taylor,
LL. B., ’81, LL. M., ’82, as vice-presi¬
dent of the Home Building Association
and Henry D. Wilson, LL.B., ’89, LL.
M., ’90, as assistant' treasurer of the
Union Trust.

Charles V. Moran, A. B., ’02, famous
as an elocutionist and as an actor no less
than as an athlete, is now living in Scran¬
ton, Pennsylvania, where he is interesting
himself in the political life of the city.

A Georgetown graduate was one of
the principals in a real exciting romance,
which is described by one of our news¬
papers in the following manner : While
visiting friends in Troy, New York, Miss
Dorothy Y. Smith, of this city, daughter
of Major Ernest G. Smith, of the United
States Army, eloped and was married in
New York to Edmund Fitzgerald, a
well-known athlete of Georgetown Uni¬
versity. The marriage was performed
at the Church of St. Francis Xavier by
the Rev. Charles Macksey, S. J., who
was director of athletics at Georgetown
when Fitzgerald was winning records at
that institution on the river and gridiron.
He met Miss Smith during his junior
year at college, four years ago, and fell
in love at first sight. The sentiment ap¬
parently was mutual, as they were seen
much together during the remainder of
Fitzgerald’s college days. Mrs. Smith
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said her daughter planned the trip to
Troy for the purpose of visiting friends,
but it was not clear to her that the trip
was made for the purpose of meeting
Mr. Fitzgerald.” Congratulations from
the Journal and all the students. * * *
i

At the annual meeting of the District
liar Association, Michael J. Colbert, A.
B., ’83, LL. B., .’85, LL. M., ’86, A.
M., ’89, was elected president for the
ensuing term, and Henry W. Sohon,
LL. B., ’84, LL. M. ’85, A. M., ’89,

was elected as one of the vice-presidents.
The feature of the meeting was the
adoption of a resolution of confidence in
the integrity and ability of Corporation
Counsel E. H. Thomas, LL. B., ’77,
who had been prominently mentioned as
a candidate for District Commissioner.
The speeches preceding the adoption of
the resolution were replete with expres¬
sions of the high regard in which Mr.
Thomas is held by his associates in the
legal profession.

TO HIS GRACE,’ •

THE MOST REVEREND PATRICK JOHN RYAN.

The Indian Sentinel, published by the Bureau of Catholic Indian Missions,
■contains the following beautiful tribute to Archbiship Ryan of Philadelphia,
from the pen of an old boy.

Hall Stoner Lusk, A. B., ’04.
High is thy place in Church and State, nor less

The high distinction of thy ancestry;
But this we count thy kingly dignity:

That thou hast held out hands of gentleness
To all a-weary with the world’s distress—

The oppressed, the simple Child of Savagery,
The waif, the Black Man born to contumely—

To lift them up and comfort them and bless:

Like that Good Shepherd of the sheltered fold,
Who, when the erring one afar had strayed,

Solicitous, did leave the ninety-nine
To seek the one through mountain, plain and wold,

And lead him back, in peace and unafraid,
Amid rejoicings of the Hosts Divine.
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Reminiscences of Former Dramatic Productions
Robin Ruff, ’6o.

The revival of interest in histrionics re¬

calls the existence over fifty years ago of
the Dramatic Association of Georgetown
College, membership in which was held
in high esteem in those far-off days.
Shakespearean plays, the popular farce,
and modern comedy variously held the
boards. For the period of the fifties
Harvey Bawtree, English by birth,
easily held the first place as the trage¬
dian of the local stage. His impersona¬
tions of King John, Macbeth, Richard
III, and kindred characters, were consid¬
ered far above the amateur standard and

by his admirers regarded as approximat¬
ing the successes of Edwin Booth, James
McCullough and Edwin Forrest. The
rattle of the tin-scaled coat of arms worn

by Bawtree on the field of Bosworth
behind the wings yet lingers as a memory
over half a century. At a dress rehear¬
sal of Richard III, as Bawtree was
furiously roaming the stage crying, ‘ ‘ My
kingdom for a horse,” a would-be wit
and actual college wag shouted: “Would
not a jack-ass do"? Promptly Harvey
retorted: “Certainly sir, I did not
know you were in the house.” So
identified with the character assumed and
for the nonce swayed by its passions,
playing the counterpart to Harvey was
sometimes attended with danger, as the
student enacting the role of Henry VI,
in the Tower of London might attest
when with a thrust of the hunchbacked

king’s dagger he received the injunction,

“Down, down to Hell and say I sent
thee thither.” The violence of the blow
sent the point of the dagger through the
kingly costume to the flesh of the gentle
Sixth Henry, who, however, sustained
no serious harm as the flesh scratch be-
fel him in the days before microbes were
discovered or blood poisoning fashion¬
able.

During the Pentecost holidays what
was regarded as a great dramatic revival
took place. Former students, who in
their college had gained fame before
the footlights, returned for the presenta¬
tion of three plays on three successive
days in which they had earlier starred.
Richard II, of Shakespeare furnished
Bawtree his opportunity to confirm and
increase earlier fame as our great trage¬
dian. Schiller’s William Tell had in its
title role Wilfred B. Fetterman, yet sur¬

viving as one of Philadelphia’s most
prominent Catholic laymen. James
Manning McLeod enacted the role of
Albert, Tell’s son, and rushing upon the
stage with the arrow-pierced apple upon
his head, vaunting his father’s marksman¬
ship, was not so fortunate in later life
when the tomahawk of an Indian sent

him to his death on the plains of Texas.
In a later production of the same play
Charles B. Kenny, of Pittsburg, sustained
the title role.

On the third day of this dramatic
revival Hamlet held the boards. The

impersonation of the Prince of Denmark
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having been assigned to William M.
Smith, in after years acting mayor of his
native city, Philadelphia.

A very bold essay of the Association
was made in the production of Macbeth.
The part of Lady Macbeth, whose sex
barred her presence on the college stage,
having been adapted to a nephew of the
tyrant. Three of our local comedians
enacted the parts of the witches. Frank
X. Ward, of Baltimore, still surviving in
dignified and well-earned leisure after
strenuous experience at Bull Run and
other battles of our Civil War, and years
of successful practice before the Mary¬
land Bar. Another witch was Eugene
Higgins, of Baltimore, long prominent in
Maryland politics as a chief of the Demo¬
cratic forces. The third witch was the

popular Jim Dougherty, of Harrisburg,
he whose ready wit and tactful courtesy
secured favor instead of condemnation
when captured and led to the headquart¬
ers of a Confederate officer during Lee’s
invasion of Pennsylvania.

Some mention of the primitive resour¬
ces of necessity employed by the Associ¬
ation may bring a smile if not of con¬

tempt at least of pity to the faces of our

readers. The auditorium itself was the
“Large Boys’ ” Study Hall which oc¬
cupied the third floor of what is now
called the Mulledy Building. The stage
itself at the rear of the hall was a tempo¬
rary structure put in place for each pro¬
duction. Its footlights simply pieces of
candle ensconced behind unpainted tin
shields. Light in the flies and wings was
unknown. As the performance took
place by day-light the clothesroom was
drawn upon for cotton quilts and blankets
to be nailed over the windows for the ex¬

clusion of day-light, leaving the audi¬
ence to the miserably dimmed light of the
few widely scattered gas jets and the total
exclusion of all fresh air.

One presentation of Julius Caesar was
long remembered because of the fact that
the day before the performance Brutus,
who hailed from Mississippi, had been
summoned to a real fight around “The
Walks’’ and appeared on the stage with
face in damaged condition, claiming how¬
ever, either by reason of his dramatic
ability or his native prowess in fisticuffs,
the uproarious applause of his fellow
students.

ACROSTIC VALENTINE, (To R )
Redolent flowers have whisper’d to me
Oft of a flower divine;
Since I now know thee, wilt thou let me be
Ever thine own Valentine.
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An Earthquake Record

On January 1st the seismograph re¬
corded the most severe earthquake that
has occurred since the erection of the
station at the University. The shocks
were violent, entering in suddenly
and going out gradually. They lasted
from 6.11 to 6.25 A. M., the direction

being from east to west. There were
five distinct maxima as the reproduced
record shows. The delicacy of the
record indicates the perfection of the
instrument. The shocks were experi¬
enced throughout the West Indies.

J. B„ ’13.



i ADVERTISEMENTS.

THOMAS A KEMPIS SAYS:

•Grant me, O Lord, to kno7U whatever is
to be known."

That Should be the Catholic Stu¬
dent’s MOTTO.

Hence the publishers of The Harvard
Classics feel warranted in calling their
undertaking one of the most important
literarp and educational projects of re¬
cent times for three reasons.

First: Because no such comprehensive
extention of liberal education has ever

been attempted before under such aus¬
pices.

Second: Because the mechanical part of
the work, the actual making of the books,
has conformed in every respect to the
best methods of paper-making, typog¬
raphy, presswork and binding.
AN IMPRESSIVE PRESENTATION

The Harvard CLASSics'are, as regards
texts, notes, typography, paper, binding
etc., entirely worthy of their title, and
thus are qualified to occupy, in relation
literature and education in America, a

position similar to that held by the Ox¬
ford texts in England.

ONLY COMPLETE WORKS IN¬
CLUDED.

The Harvard Classics should not be
confused with those collections of literary
fragments that serve no really useful
purpose and are a constant source of ir¬
ritation to the lover of literature by rea¬
son of their incompleteness.

HISTORICAL SITES AND OB¬

JECTS
The photogravures of historical sites

and objects will still further increase the
reader’s interest. Such subjects as Mil¬
ton’s Cottage at Chalfont St. Giles, Em¬

erson’s Library in which he wrote his
‘ ‘Essays, ’’and the printing press at which
Franklin worked while in London take
us into the daily life of the author as no
description could.

The list is a long one, and includes
celebrated paintings of Samuel Johnson
at the house of Lord Chesterfield, Louis
XIV and Moliere at Versailles, Louis
XIII and Corneille by Jean LeonGerome,
and portraits of the actors of “Hard-
castle”— “Tony Lumpkin” and “Mrs.
Hardcastle”—in the original cast of “She
Stoops to Conquer.”

There are reproductions of paintings
on Greek vases, showing some of the
earliest illustrations (in color) of Hom¬
er’s “Odyssey;” a drawing of the ruins
of a Greek theatre, showing the seats cut
in the side of a hill; and a drawing of
the recently discovered site of Pliny’s
villa (hitherto unpublished), referred to
in the letters of Pliny the Younger. One
of the photogravures shows the fireplace
in Burns’ cottage, the room in Carlyle's
house in Cheyne Row, with the fireplace
in front of which he and his old friends
used to sit and talk.

EXCLUSIVE FEATURES
The paper on which the books are

printed has been chosen carefully with
the object of securing a maximum of legi¬
bility in the printed page. It has been
especially manufactured by S. D. War¬
ren & Co. of Boston for use in this
edition.

PHOTOGRAVURE FRONTIS¬
PIECES

The frontispiece to each volume is a
photogravure portrait surrounded by a
beautiful design espacially made by
Maxfield Parrish, N. A., in accordance


