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A LETTER

March, 1910.

My Dear Mr. Editor:
It is with no intention of criticising

you nor the staff, but in the hope that
you will answer certain pertinent queries
which I have often heard propounded by
several fellow students, that I address to

you these lines.
Why is The Journal so grave? Why

so thin? Why so deformed?
As to the first question, you, Mr. Edi¬

tor, must realize that Latin Verses, His¬
torical and Scientific Essays, and articles
of a more or less philosophical nature,
to which literature so many of The Jour¬
nal's pages are devoted, can scarcely be
calculated to tickle the palate of the un¬
dergraduate. Why not serve the student
food which he relishes—not bitters, but
sweets.

As to the second question, I notice that
the last general catalogue of the Univer¬
sity claims a registration of nearly one
thousand students, yet the contents of
The Journal are made up almost solely
from the contributions of the staff. Why
do you not publish the contributions of
other students not members of the staff?
I should imagine you would even solicit
them.

As to the third question, while I admit
that some space should be given to the
‘Old Boys’ notes, yet I do not understand
why so much space is allowed to that
department. In your January issue, for
instance, nearly half of the entire publi¬
cation is dedicated to ‘Old Boys’ news.
Is not this deformity—lack of balance?

Hoping you will answer my difficul¬
ties, I remain,

Sincerely,

AND AN ANSWER.

“Why is Tile Journal so grave?”
The first purpose of The Journal, as
advertised in every issue since 1872, the
year of its foundation, is to AID THE
literary IMPROVEMENT OF
THE STUDENTS.

It is therefore the object of The Jour¬
nal to serve good, solid and healthy
food to the student and not to tickle his

palate with sweets, which, no matter
how pleasing they may be in the eating,
are nevertheless often hurtful to the
stomach.

The Journal is a University Literary
Publication and not a High School Joke
Book. If any element of the student-
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body desires a paper the object of which
shall be to tickle the reader’s palate with
sweets, let them found such a periodical.
Meanwhile, let The Journal remain true
to its founders’ serious purpose—to aid
the literary improvement of the students.

There is besides such a thing as good
taste and bad taste—i. e., that the taste
like every other human faculty must be
educated. Whence solid and healthy
food may often taste bitter and sour, due
to the untrained condition of the organ.

“Why is The Journal so* thin ?” “Why
do you not publish the contributions of
other students, not members of the
Staff?” For the rather good reason that
there are NO contributions from other
students not members of the Staff. And

therefore, since it is no wise desirable
or fair to demand that every member of
the staff write two or three articles a

month, The Journal must of necessity
be thin.

“I should imagine you would even
solicit them.”—i. e., contributions from

other students, not members of the staff.,
We have not only solicited them, but we
have even offered seventy-five dollars in
prizes to be divided among the students
submitting to us the best essay, the best
poem, the best story, in awards of
twenty-five dollars. As a result of which
offer we have received NOT A SINGLE
CONTRIBUTION which we would
not have otherwise received.

“Why is The Journal so deformed?”
We, of course, deny that there is ‘lack of
balance in the editing of The Journal
but if our correspondent wishes to know
why we make the ‘Old Boys’ Column so

conspicuous, the answer is the fact that
the ‘Old Boys’ are equally prominent in
The Journal’s subscription list.

It might surprise the reader to learn
that only one-half of the students in the
College department are subscribers to
The Journal—the sole student publica¬
tion in the entire University.

Charles Angulo, ’ii.
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The Episode in the Hut
R. A. Ridgway, To.

“Babette, what must the people at
home think of us ? Here we are in the
midst of Quyon wood, fifty miles from
the Junction and home, and tomorrow
morning, Babette—tomorrow our wed¬
ding-day.”

The girl laughed happily, and there
was a high, fine light in her face.

“Yes, Rodney, tomorrow. Ah tomor¬
row ! God is good, Rodney; the world
is good, and—and you are my world,”
and the girl passed her arm through the
man’s, brushing his shoulder with droop¬
ing, flushed cheek.”

“But, Babette dear,” the man per¬
sisted, “I really feel that we should turn
back now. You see, no one knows
where on earth we are, and ”

“Oh I forgot to tell you, Rodney.
Mother knows where we came. I told

her, and she promised not to say a word
to anyone. So come along, bad man,”
with an arch look at her sweetheart,
“and let go the hand of dull worry. See,
Rodney, the squirrel is happy; and look
at that pert and important thrush. Oh
come, Rod—come. The bird of life is
singing on the bough, his two eternal
notes of I and Thou. Oh listen well,
for ”

The girl’s joy infected the man. Be¬
fore she had finished he caught her
hand in his and the next instant the two

were racing down a small knoll, the
woods echoing their loud, incoherent

cries. Reaching a clearing, where the
ground was thick with brown pine
needles, they came to a halt. Breathless
and with a sigh of exhaustion both
dropped to the earth, laughing into each
others eyes.

With a low whistle of surprise the
man jumped to his feet.

“What is it, Rodney?”
“I lost my pistol in that run,” answer¬

ed the man, running his hands over his-
pockets. “No, it’s gone, Babette. I
thought that I might have changed it
from my hip-pocket, but I didn’t. You.
wait here and I’ll run back and find it
in no time.”

“No, wait Rod. I’ll go with you.”
The two of them slowly retraced their

steps, eyes alert and every now and then,
scattering piles of leaves, for fear that
it might have dropped in them. Thus
they went on, but neither saw the shin¬
ing piece of nickle.

“Oh well, what does it matter, Rod¬
ney. I have one in my blouse, and any¬
how it must be getting late.”

“What! You have a pistol? Why
you little pirate. How did you happen
to bring such a thing with you, today of
all days?”

“I don’t know why I brought it. I
took it out of my desk this morning and
without thinking slipped it in my dress.
See, Rod, isn’t it too darling for any¬
thing?”
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“Yes; but even so, Babette, I would
like to find mine. I’ve had it some time
and besides it has an unusually good
movement. So let’s go over this ground
once more, and then, if we don’t find it,
why I will be satisfied to give it up for
lost.”

Back they went, slower than before,
as the forest here was of the densest

description, and the close branches over¬
head shut out the rapidly waning light.
Now they were compelled to stoop nearer
the ground, for the unsubstantial 'forms
of oaks and shrubbery grew deeper and
larger. Yet both were intent on their
search and did not heed the quickening
gloom for the time being. Then the girl,
turning to glance at the man, remarked
the shrouding darkness, and called out
to him to hasten. Just at this time she
saw Rodney leap forward, bend to the
earth and straighten up with a shout of
exultation.

“Ha! at last. Babette! Babette! I’ve
found it.”

“Yes, I saw you jump for it. But,
Rodney, see how dreadfully dark it is.”

The man glanced up and about him.
“By jove, so it is, girlie. Come, quick

dear. I don’t know these woods and I
have no particular fancy to be lost on
the eve of my wedding-day. Here,
Babette, give me your hand and we’ll
travel better.”

In the deepening shade they hastened
on, keeping steadily to the right. Past firs
that became monotonous in their regu¬

larity they went, neither one recognizing
any landmark. In this vicinity the ten¬
sile earth rendered walking difficult, and
Rodney, noticing the exertions of his

companion, gave a firmer support to her
arm; while in the wetter places he was

quick to lift her to safety. Thus had
they been going for an hour, when the
man laid a restraining hand on the girl
and stopped. For the space of a short
second he looked about, smiled grimly
and turned to the girl.

“Babette, look at this place. Don’t
you remember it?”

“Why no. Where are—Yes I do, too;
but—-Oh Rodney, we have been going in
a circle, haven’t we ?”

She gave a broken little laugh and
whisked some hair away from her eyes
with a weary gesture of vexation.

“I don’t want to be weak, Rod,” she
continued, “but I—I do so feel like hav¬
ing a real good crying spell.”

“Of course you do, dearie. But it
won’t be as bad as that. We’ll get out
of here in a jifify, you may be sure. So
sit down for just a minute, while I take
a look at this place.”

“O-o-oh Rodney, you’re not going to
leave me alone in this spoo-ky spot?”

“I shan’t be a second, Babette,” and
the man turned and was walking away,
when the girl sprang to her feet and
called after him.

“Rodney! Rodney! Oh Rodney!—
Come here quick.”

The man ran back without a moment’s

delay, saw the girl pointing through a
small vista in the forest, and straining
his eyes in the direction that she indi¬
cated, he descried a welcome object.

“A light, Babette ! Thank God! And
it must be a house, for it doesn’t move,

does it? You can laugh now, girlie,
can’t you? But come along, Babette;
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let’s get to that light.”
In an instant they were off, weariness

forgotten, and stepping through briars
with a sincere disregard of scratches.
After ten minutes they came to the light,
which filtered from a feeble source be¬
hind a square of oiled paper that was
tacked over a window in a low, rude hut.
Both gave a sigh and hastened to the
door, upon which Rodney beat lustily.
Instantly it was swung open by a man
of such huge stature that he filled the
doorway to its capacity. At first sight
it was a simple matter to see that the
owner was a half-breed, but more than
this the visitors were unable to discover.

Rodney explained their plight and
asked if they could not possibly obtain
a horse and conveyance of some kind
and drive to Quyon Junction tonight.
The man’s reply was positive. He had
no horse himself, and there was no one

living nearer than thirty miles to him.
But, he assured them, they might stay
the night with him and start at sunrise
and meet a wagon that was due to be
going that way tomorrow.

“Well, Babette, shall we do this?”
“Oh Rodney—I know that the people

will be terribly anxious, but I just can’t
walk another step now. Probably some
food and a little sleep will make me feel
better.”

“Yes,” replied Rodney, “and perhaps
we can start before morning. The road
is good, and the moon is full tonight.”

With a word of acceptance and thanks
the man and girl entered the hut. There
was the one room with a door to the

rear, which Rodney supposed opened
into a kitchen or store-room, for it was

in there that the owner passed to get
them their food.

As the half-breed left the room, Bab¬
ette came quickly over to Rodney’s side,
drew him near to her and talked earnest¬

ly and hastily into his ear. At first
Rodney looked incredulous and laughed
softly. But the girl insisted.

“I tell you, Rodney, the thing is even
more than likely. You haven’t taken a
good look at the man. I didn’t think
about it myself, until he stood in the
glare of that fire, and I surprised a
horrible expression of triumph on his
evil face. Pie was looking at my
diamond brooch. I had felt his eyes on
me for some time; I turned, and his
eyes dropped. He shifted uneasily from
foot to foot and then went into that
room. His sort doesn’t need much to

be tempted. Besides, that unnecessarily
large amount of money you gave him
would only be another reason, for he
would naturally suppose that there was
more from where that came. And who
would ever know that he had done it,
Rodney? A few hours would see him
miles from here; now how many days
do you think it wo.uld take to trace us
to this lonely spot? Oh surely, Rodney,
it isn’t an idle fear.”

The seriousness of the girl had its
efifect on Rodney, and when she pointed
out in a dark corner a couple of pairs
of shoes three sizes too small for their
host and reminded him that the man had
asserted that he lived alone; and when
she called attention to the poverty that
the room displayed and how simple a
thing it would be for this man to ac¬
complish the deed with the aid of his
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friends, Rodney became a convert to her
apprehensions.

Hearing the man return with their
meal, they hurriedly agreed that one
should keep awake while the other slept,
and so take turns about until it would
be time to start their walk.

The meal was eaten in silence. No
amount of effort could induce the half-
breed to join in any talk, though Rodney
had persisted to learn something of his
occupation in guarded questionings. But
their host was sullen and scowled darkly
when addressed, and Rodney gave over
the attempt.

The half-breed finished some time be¬
fore his famished guests were satisfied,
and pointing a finger to a few moose-
skins, he gave them to understand that
he surrendered his bedding to them. He
himself dropped down alongside of the
fire that blazed in a mud-made hearth,
and was sleeping comfortably when the
man and girl arose from their meal.

Babette was to have the first sleep, so
she forthwith rolled herself in the skins,
placed in a shadow towards the back,
and was asleep even before Rodney took
up his station on a great log near the fire.

A good hour had passed, and the
warmth together with his weariness, had
its effect on Rodney. Several times he
caught himself up with a jerk, just in the
act of dropping off into a sound slumber.
It was during one of these moments
that Rodney, leaning forward with face
covered by his hands, noticed a stirring
of the half-breed’s body. Stealthily the
giant rolled over, half raised himself on
elbow, peered at Rodney, and satisfied,
evidently, that he was sleeping, swiftly

rose to his feet and went out through
the front door. Not a move did Rodney
make, but strained his ears for any
sound, and, in a short while, was con¬

vinced that he heard a muffled whisper¬
ing on the outside.

“Babette was right. That fellow
means mischief. Well he won’t find me

off my guard. Thank the Lord I found
my pistol. Hm-rn! here he comes back.
I wonder how many men he has.”

The owner re-entered alone, and
carrying a pine log in his arms, which
he carefully put on the fire. This act
at first surprised Rodney, but he con¬
cluded that his man was not yet ready
to begin his business. This judgment
was confirmed when the half-breed once

more threw himself down and was soon

breathing regularly. Assured that he
was sleeping, Rodney drew out his
watch, arose and went over to wake
Babette. At his first gentle shaking she
sat up. Despite his entreaties that she
continue to sleep while he watched, she
insisted on taking her turn, and on being
told of the actions of the half-breed, she
tapped her blouse and smiled bravely.

“ Well, Babette,” whispered Rodney, “I
don’t like you being near that man, still
I’ll keep an eye on him from where I am.”

He glanced in the direction of the
sleeping man; but there was not a stir.

“Remember, sweetheart, don’t hesitate
with that gun of your’s.”

The girl gave a low “Allright” and
walked to the fire, while Rodney, draw¬
ing the skins over his body, turned his
head so as to command the hearth and
its occupants. Possibly two or three
minutes thus went by, then the two
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figures grew confused to Rodney’s eyes.
The lambent spirals of flame became
grotesque outlines of queer, funny crea¬
tures, and suddenly his eyes closed and
he experienced a sweet sensation of rest.
With an unusually loud snapping of the
wood on the fire Rodney sat up with a
start, blinked his eyes, realized the cause
of the noise and dropped back again.
But he thought to himself that it would
be safer to have his revolver at hand. So

reaching over he drew it from his pocket
and held it just outside of the coverings.

Again he conjured up some absurd
figures out of the dying blaze. But this
time the forms were stalwart monsters

with human heads, and Rodney smiled
at the picture of Babette’s stuntedness
beside these Tritons. Then all these

phantasms quite suddenly passed out of
Rodney’s mind and he drifted into a
state in which there were vivid impres¬
sions of figures more real in appearance
and proportion. At first there had only
been one immense, muscular man, with
jet-black coarse hair that hung in his
eyes and which gave an added cruelty of
expression to his evil-lined face. Then
this man, swiftly stepping to a door, ad¬
mitted three others, smaller by far, but
infinitely more villanous-looking than
himself. One of the newcomers had a

smoking herb in his hand, which, ad¬
vancing to a sitting woman, he held close
to her nostrils.

Up to the advent of this woman upon
the scene, faces had been unknown to

Rodney. But there was something fa¬
miliar about the woman’s countenance,
hazily familiar at first, and Rodney’s
brain began to fight madly to know who

this girl was. Gradually the features
became well defined in his brain, and in
a rush of recognition he saw that it was
Babette. But she was bent forward,
with eyes closed, and a sickly stupor
showed in her face.

Good heavens! Now he saw it all.
That was the meaning of the smoking
piece of weed. Plainly he saw one of
the men stoop over Babette, smile a
smile that began and ended at his
crooked mouth, draw forth a long glitter¬
ing knife and point to him. Closer Rod¬
ney saw the man creep up to him. Now
he was at his very side. The blade was
raised and about to descend, when with
a quick uplifting of the hand holding his
pistol, Rodney leveled the weapon with
nerveless fingers and fired !

A fearful blast rent the silence of the

hut; a cloud of dense smoke arose and
Rodney was standing in a tangle of
moose-skins, while a dark heap lay prone
on the floor before him.

“Mon Dieu! What have you done,
M’sieu,” cried the half-breed, running
up to Rodney. “She was jus’ cornin’ to
wake you.”

But Rodney’s eyes had opened at the
report of his pistol, and he had come out
of his sleep. Pie now saw Babette, with
a dark stain trickling across her brow,
a crumpled mass at his feet. A great
shivering surged over him, shaking him
from head to foot; the gun fell to the
floor, and wth a frightful dashing of
both hands to his head, he toppled back
and forth for an instant, and then, an

agonizing moan coming from his work¬
ing throat, he fell stiffly by the side of
Babette.



230 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

Report of Georgetown University hospital
M. A. W., To.

Receipts, $33,109.29.
Expenses, $33,165.87.
Deficit, $56.58.

This in brief is the financial statement

of Georgetown University Hospital for
1908-1909, from which a general idea
may be gathered of its material welfare.
The receipts above included $2,150.00
contributed by the Lady Board of
Managers, without which consequently
the deficit would have been $2,206.58.
The records of the hospital are a revela¬
tion of what is going on in our midst
and a story of constant progress for the
past twelve years. The hospital was
opened on August 15, 1898. It was the
result of the foresight and the untiring
zeal of Rev. J. Havens Richards, Presi¬
dent of Georgetown College. He had
many difficulties to meet and many ob¬
jections to answer, above all the serious
one of money with which to build and
carry on the institution after its com¬
pletion, but he placed his confidence in
God and fearlessly set to work; and the
old saying was verified in this case,
“Well begun is half done.” It was a

very modest building into which the
four Franciscan Sisters entered in

August, 1898, but it was only the foun¬
dation of that which will surely be one
of the largest hospitals in the District of
Columbia. The first building had a
frontage of 60 feet by a depth of 50; it
was four stories high with a basement;
it contained 25 beds for patients. There
were of course rooms for the Sisters in

charge. The outlay had been $27,000,
$20,000 being subscribed by friends of
the new hospital, so it began with a debt
of $7,500.

The Sisters had come to take charge of
the new hospital literally penniless, but
rich in faith and hope; nor was their
confidence vain. They were supported
by the College from their coming on
August 15th until September 1st, when
the Superioress, finding that she had a
fortune of $45, announced that hence¬
forth she would be able to provide her¬
self for the needs both of her community
and of the hospital.

It would be tedious to recount the
additions and improvements which went
on year after year until the present ex¬
pansion. The original property had a
frontage of 150 feet, to-day its total
frontage is 768 feet. Good friends have
come to the aid of the hospital as Mr. E.
Francis Riggs and Mr. A. Lisner. Dr.
Kober has been a staunch friend and
benefactor since its foundation; it was
he who set up, at his own expense, the
beautiful operating room with every
modern convenience.

Perhaps the best way to get a com¬
prehensive view of the progress made
by the hospital will be to compare the
record of work done during its first year
with the latest one of 1908-1909. The
hospital was opened on August 15th,
1898, and the first patient was entered
on August 17th. From that date until
August 18th, 1899, just one calendar
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year, the record is, patients, 264; days’
maintenance, 3,896. When the hospital
was opened it had accommodations for
25 patients, now it can receive conven¬
iently 150. Total number of patients
for 1908-1909 was 1,252; total number
of days’ maintenance, 25,950; treated in
Dispensary, 2,609; emergency cases,
1,311. These figures indicate the won¬
derful growth of the first decade of the
hospital, scarcely needing any comment.
Attention might be called to the days’
maintenance which gives a clearer in¬
sight into the work done than the bare
record of patients.

Thus if a hundred patients remained
in the hospital for one week the days’
maintenance would be 700, whereas 50
patients for thirty days would make the
days’ maintenance 1,500. It should be
noted that of the patients mentioned
above, the charity patients numbered
414, and of these the days’ maintenance
was 9,159. The District Board of Chari¬
ties makes an appropriation of $3,000
yearly for charity patients belonging to
the District, that is a dollar a day per

capita to the extent of $3,000. In the
above statement the days’ maintenance
for charity patients during the year was

9,159, which means that the District
Board provided for something less than
one-third; over two-thirds were pro¬
vided for by the hospital. Not a few of
this class of patients are from nearby
places in Virginia and Maryland, for
whom no States aid is given. In 1909
the following was the record from Vir¬
ginia : number of patients, 29; days’
maintenance, 672; for Maryland, number
of patients, 24; days’ maintenance, 395.

Taking the year from July 1st, 1909,
the days’ maintenance for charity pa¬
tients up to February 1st, 1910, has been
7,737, against the District Board’s ap¬
propriation of 3,000. The remainder
were cared for by the hospital itself, as
will 'all the charity patients that will be
received till July 1st, 1910, since the ap¬
propriation was exhausted before the
first of February. A hospital like that
of Georgetown is expected to do con¬
siderable charity and can afford to do so
better than other hospitals, perhaps,
which are not State institutions, for the
officials get no salaries, but no hospital
can long prosper with a yearly deficit
that may impair its usefulness and nar¬
row its sphere of charitable work. The
receipts last year were less than ex¬

penses by $56.58. This was due, I am

told, to extraordinary repairs and im¬
provements which demanded an unusual
outlay, so that if the material part of the
hospital had remained stationary a fair
surplus would have resulted. But these
improvements seem necessary every
year; there is always something new to
be done needing motley, and so they
must ever be reckoned with. At any

rate, the figures given will show that a
more generous appropriation by the Dis¬
trict Board for District citizens might
reasonably be expected and pleaded for.

Unless something be done to insure it
from financial stringency, it is, at least,
possible that the hospital may be com¬
pelled to refuse deserving applicants.
No such incident has ever occurred in
these years of its incipiency and trial,
and no such contingency is ever likely to
occur with the good Sisters in charge, so



232 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

ingenious in their charity and so expert
in the doctrines of self-sacrifice; for
charity must be fundamental with the
daughters of the lowly Francis of As-
sissi. But there is a possibility, and in¬
convenient possibilities have to be faced.
An institution, no matter how religious
it may be, cannot sacrifice all its income
for charity, cannot live beyond its means.
“God helps those who help themselves,”
is a sacred axiom, and the Sisters must
live up to it.

One thing is certain, the most careful
economy is employed in every depart¬
ment, and as the good Sisters receive no
compensation, be\rond actual livelihood,
anything given to the hospital will go
directly to the poor patients.

The actual debt on the hospital is
$71,500.00, the yearly interest upon
which amounts to $3,425.00. The les¬
sening of this debt would be a great gain
for the hospital and a broadening out of
its sphere of usefulness.

The hospital has passed beyond the
line of experiment and financial trouble,
though it experienced the latter at the
very beginning of its career. Shortly
after the four Sisters had settled down
in their new home a note was presented
for $4,000, to be met at once. The
Superioress was dumfounded; she had
little more than four thousand cents;
she was a stranger in the community;
she knew no one in the city except the
few doctors and one or two ladies who
had shown interest in her work. To

appeal to some one of these seemed to

be the only course left, so off she started
on her pilgrimage. But disappointment
forestalled her; none of the doctors were
at home. In her despair she made up
her mind to turn to her one lady friend
for aid and counsel. But alas, the same
fate awaited her there. The lady, who
has been one of the staunchest friends of
the hospital from its foundation to the
present time, was not at home. The
poor Sister did not know what to do, but
the thought occurred to her that all
things come to him (or her) who waits,
and so she determined to wait. With
tears in her eyes and grim despair in her
heart, she, with her companion, sat
down upon the steps until the angel of
mercy appeared. A few seconds at the
telephone cleared the atmosphere and
the two Sisters went home rejoicing.

The hospital is not in straits, nor

likely to be, but it needs expansion, and
for this it needs substantial aid. Are
there not here in Washington, or else¬
where in the country, some generous
souls willing and ready to help the hos¬
pital in its work of humanity? A large
debt, $71,500, still rests upon the hos¬
pital, with a dragging yearly, inexorable
interest tc be paid, but when we view
the work already done, the cozy private
rooms and the spacious lightsome wards
and accommodations for the Sisters, and
the home for the nurses, and the well-
appointed operating rooms, and all the
other improvements, we feel compelled
to congratulate the Sisters and to wish
them God-speed.
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The Sailor’s Story
ClIARUvS R KILLY, ’ll.

From my view point on the crest
of the hill I discerned the light of a cabin
a short distance away. . It was a wel¬
come sight, for I had wandered from the
trail hours before and was completely
at a loss as to my whereabouts. Hasten¬
ing towards the light I soon entered a

clearing in the woods which had evi¬
dently been laid out to resemble the deck
of a ship. Near the bow stood a tall
pine as flag-staff, and on it a crow’s nest.

The house was set about the center of
the deck and surmounted by a bridge.
As I finished my survey, two large
hounds came bounding towards me,
awakening the echoes with their deep-
mouthed baying. In the open doorway
appeared a man, who in a stentorian
voice commanded, “Down Neptune!”
“Be still Mermaid!” and then more cor¬

dially to me he said, “Come in stranger
and put up for the night. You’re a long
ways from town and a bunk here will
be more welcome than a night on the
mountain. Gratefully accepting the
offered hospitality I entered the single
room whose furnishings likewise be¬
tokened the presence of a sailor.

After a hearty meal we sat before the
fireplace and my host, Captain Bernard
Conboy by name, told me that his ship
had been lost in the polar seas. Hav¬
ing oil lands in the mountains, he gave

up the sea life and settled down to the

development of “gushers” as he called
them. Further urging and the bribe
of a cigar induced him to tell me the
yarn of the lost ship.

“Well, said he, if you insist, and since
it’s early yet, here goes, but I warn you
that it may change any existing notions
you may have as to who first discovered
the pole. I recollect it was in the fall
some two years back that I landed in
Boston after a hard trip from South
American ports. While awaiting orders
from the company, I was introduced one

day to a young man bent upon hiring
a ship for a cruise.

The details were finally arranged and
I’ve never before nor since engaged on

such a brainless enterprise. The young
man was the son of Halloway, the finan¬
cier, and the expenses of the proposed
trip came as secondary matter.

Unluckily for him, he fell in love with
a girl whose preference seemed to be
for a husband who had achieved some¬

thing himself, and not merely inherited
his position and power. In jest, she
told him that if he obtained for her a

portion of the North Pole she would
consider his offer seriously. The result
of the matter was that, through his un¬
limited means, we were equipped and
ready to sail in a month or so. Several
scientists accompanied the expedition, and
the regular crew of the “Nancy Lee” was
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thought sufficient. I will pass over the
details of the first part of the journey,
except to mention that our different de¬
pots were not so well planned out ahead
as in the case of the two late explorers,
so our difficultities were added to.

We left the last settlement in the early
part of the year and began our dash in
quest of the desired bauble. The “Nancy
Lee” fully came up to our expectations,
until finally, in seeking a channel, we
were jammed in an ice floe and left
helpless. Leaving a party on board to
care for our supply base we hastened
on with sleds and dogs. Day after
day we plodded over the hummocks and
rough ice, through cold that chilled
men’s very souls.

Several stations were made and par¬
ties left in charge to aid us on our re¬
turn journey. About the first of March
we made our final stop, expecting next
day, if all went well, to reach the long-
coveted goal. In the early morn, Hal¬
loway and I started ahead to break trail,
including in our outfit some instruments
for rough observation as to our proper
course.

We had proceeded some distance from
the rest of the party, when on rounding
a hummock, we sighted a large animal
resembling a walrus. The quarry be¬
came aware of our presence and fled, we
following, for our supply of food was
by no means plentiful. Over the rough
ice led the chase, now stumbling, now
forced to circumvent a hill, but ever on¬
ward in pursuit. Sometime after mid¬
day we halted from sheer weariness, and
consumed a slender meal of pemmican.

Halloway with the instruments, ascended'
a pinnacle of ice some twenty feet high,
to make observations regarding our posi¬
tion. I watched him set the instruments,
figure slowly, and then rapidly repeat the
process.

He waved to me, and drawing a flag
from his breast he planted it at the top
of the mound. The pole was discovered'
and the victory was ours. While cir¬
cling the base of the pole, we were sud¬
denly brought to a standstill by the roar
of a walrus. There he stood, with gleam¬
ing tusks, at the entrance of a cave
directly beneath the flag, and evidently in
a mood for fight. With guns ready for
action, and knives loosened in their
sheaths, we charged, and the monster re¬
treated within the cave. We entered

cautiously, and in the semi-darkness made
out the gleaming dyes of the walrus. Our
guns rose and banged simultaneously.
What followed, I have only an indistinct
remembrance. The walrus roared and
the baleful glare of his eyes disappeared,
but as the shots echoed and reechoed
within the confined space, an avalanche
of ice fell upon us and we knew no
more.

When consciousness returned all was

in darkness, and by careful groping we
found that the entrance was completely
and effectively blocked by ice. Our elec¬
tric pocket lamps showed the walrus lay
dead at the far end of the cave, but no

crack or crevice could be discovered in
our prison at the top of the world. Had
it not been for Halloway’s optimistic
spirit I believe we should have gone mad,
for we realized that any hope of rescue
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was useless. Two days passed away,
marked only by our meals of raw meat
from the walrus, when another shaking
and rumbling took place and we seemed
to be sliding down hill rapidly. A sud¬
den stop and then the sensation of riding
on the swells of the sea. Our condition
thereafter remained unchanged for what
seemed numberless eternities. The sup¬

ply of walrus meat was beginning to
dwindle and had long since become un¬
palatable. We were able to distinguish
between night and day, the cause of
which Halloway ascribed to a melting of
the outer surface of our prison, but I
scoffed at the idea, for who could im¬
agine such a thing occurring in a region
where the temperature generally stood
eighty-three degrees below zero. As we

began our last meal on the remnants of
the walrus, we were aroused from our
listlessness by an indistinct murmur of
voices, followed by a rasping as of a saw

biting its way through the ice. Shout¬
ing and yelling like madmen to attract
their attention sapped our remaining
strength and I returned to consciousness
in a berth of a palatial yacht.

A heavy fever beset me, while through
the open port holes I could distinguish
a shore line of waving palm trees. The
doctor at my side, in answer to the ques¬

tioning look, informed us that we were
on the yacht “Athlete” lying off a win¬
ter resort in Florida.

Being able to talk, they led us to the
captain’s cabin and heard our strange
story. The captain, a most courteous

gentleman, supplied us with proper rai¬
ment and engaged rooms at the hotel on
shore until we could communicate with
friends. As we strolled around the cor¬

ner of the veranda at the hotel, a young
girl, evidently heading for the tennis
courts, collided with Halloway, and the
mutual recognition that followed beggars
description.

“Why, Billy Halloway!” she at last
managed to gasp in her surprise, “I
thought you had gone hunting up North
or some such thing. Didn’t you get my
letter saying I had reconsidered your pro¬
posal, and—.” Then perceiving a stran¬
ger she blushed becomingly and Halloway
introduced me to the cause of the quest
of the pole. Seeing that two was com¬

pany I let them continue the conversa¬
tion alone, but I’ll guarantee it apper¬
tained more to a trip on the sea of life
than one like we took. After reporting
to the ship’s owners, I stopped off in
New York long enough to be best man
at the wedding. The groom’s present to
me was this valuable oil land I’m living
on. With a sigh of content or weariness
the captain finished and puffed his pipe
into order for a night cap smoke. “But
Captain,” I interjected, “why don’t you
bring forward your claim as discoverer
of the pole?” “Well, you see,” said he,
“none of my crew ever returned to cor¬
roborate the story, and the “Nancy Lee"
is still among the icebergs. Besides,
didn’t the pole melt down on the Florida
coast ”
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OUR FLAG AND THE BREEZES

James P. Needham, ’13.

As cooling shadows lengthen fast,
A Starry-Flag floats o’er a mast;

Its stripes in writhing snaky curls,
Now wind and flap with fitful whirls.

‘Tis fluttering in the Breezes four,
From Lake to Gulf, from shore to shore;

They whisper through its silken fold,
Of glories bright and legends old.

The bold North-Wind with whirling laugh,
Begins to tell, ’mid mirth and chaff,

Of how the Flag braves storm and snow,
And waves o’er Artie’s icy flow.

The West-Wind now her tribute pays—
And croons it through in dreamy lays

Of golden grain and silvery ore,
And westward course of ancient lore.

With dampening breath the East-Wind boasts,
Of how ’neath Her the English hosts

Sought peace and quarter from Her Son;
And self-dependence dearly won.

With saddened note the South-Wind cries:
“For You I’ve mingled tears with sighs;

By force you bowed me to your will;
Regardless that, I love you still.”
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The Rosewood Casket
A True Story.

Robert Gannon, T3.

The day of rest was upon us once
more and what a bleak, old Sunday it
was! Edinburgh had been weeping
steadily for two days and, except for a
dash to church and back, we sat all
morning disconsolately looking through
the window at the raindrops pattering
on the sidewalk below. As the after¬
noon wore on, however, a rift in the
clouds appeared above the pinnacles of
Scott’s monument and,- encouraged by
these few beams we set out in high
spirits for a long walk. The town’s new

quarter proved too modern and com¬
monplace to be interesting—so it was
not long before turning our steps
towards the historic old section of the

Cannongate, we were in the very heart
of Midlothian.

As had been planned we arrived at
the Castle Square about five o’clock and
passing under the various frowning
gates and battlements soon found our

way to the little terrace that fronts Saint
Margaret’s tiny chapel. Loth to go on,
we lingered here resting against old
Mons Meg and gazed long, out over the
city, at the really exquisite sunset. Once
I thought I heard a familiar laugh and
in turning quickly, by accident took off
an old Scotcher's hat. Of course I

picked it up and was most profuse in
my apologies and explanations. These

he not only accepted but began in fun to
tease me about my “lithesome grace.”

In the conversation which followed
he told us, in that rare dialect for which
the Scotch are famous, that he was an
old soldier, pensioned now but still liv¬
ing on the old camping ground. Hav¬
ing introduced his pet subject in this
way he asked suddenly, “And hee ye bin
oner the castle?” We replied, “No, that
this was our first visit.” Whereupon he
proudly became our self-appointed guide
and led 11s off on a tour of inspection.

Half an hour later we were seated on

an old sentinel’s bench in a gloomy little
inner court talking little and thinking a
lot on all we had seen. For the last

place visited had been the room, the very
room where Mary, Queen of Scots, had
given birth to< James, the founder of the
Stuart dynasty in England.

It seemed at first in the far distance
that I heard our old friend talking.
Was he answering me in my little
dream ? No—as I gradually came back
to earth, I realized that he had just
begun some interesting experience, so I
pricked up my ears and listened.

“Yes,” he was saying in his rich
Scotch accent so resonant with its rolling
r-r-s (for the delineation of which Bobby
Burns may keep his laurels), “it was over
that very gateway—good many years.
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ago now though—how time flies! That
spring the Colonel had hired some
workmen to repair a few broken ceil¬
ings and sound for other weak places
that needed fixing too. Well, I was
doing sentinel duty in this very court
one day when two of these busybody
repairers came in with their little ham¬
mers and began tapping around. Says
I, ‘I’ve better sight than both of you
together. Why don’t you get up over
that gateway there and tend those loose
stones.’ Now, while they were’nt exactly
keen on taking their orders from me,
still they thought they’d better, so up
they climbed.

“It was gettin pretty well on towards
evenin so I wasn't much surprised that
Dunk should ask for a light, but ’twas
the way he asked for it that took me.
His voice was all shakin like, with ex¬

citement ! 1 could see by the little flame
in his hand that he was busy loosening
and pushing away the mortar to make a

bigger hole.
“Then in went the lamp and his head

into the opening, but out they came
quick with a start like. ‘Boys,’ says he,
‘we’ve found something.’ ‘That’s right,’
says I, ‘always be nice and definite
about everything.’ ‘Taint a fool’n
matter,’ says he, ‘a little coffin is
what I’ve found.’ ‘A little what!’—And

up the ladder I went. Between us we

got it down. There was nothing else
in the little room ’cept a poor wee bunch
of faded lavender a’ top o’ the box.
Nary a bit we stopped ’till we reached
the Colonel’s room, where we set it down
and told him how we’d found it.

“Right off he sent for some friends of

his, Archi—something or other-s he
called them-—and his old crony, the
Major, to come to him as soon as they
possibly could. It wasn’t ’til nine that
night, however, that they were all there.
Then I was called in to tell them what
I had seen.

“Well, sir, first of all, when they got
some o’ the dirt and cobwebs off, it turned
out to be a beautiful box, all rosewood,
polished nice too—and the wee screws
that were in it I noticed were o’ siller.
When the cover was off I thought we’d
found a little mummy, it was wrapt up
that way, but the coverin’ was all of a
rusty cloth o’ gold. Under that, were
the bones of a tiny baby, dressed real
carefully, in fine linen and the nicest
kind o’ lace’—“Poor little kiddy!” mut¬
tered the old man, “from one tomb into
another a’fore ever he knew he was alive.
What might he ha’ been ?—Then the
gentlemen found what looked like a
piece o’ dried skin wi’ writin’ on it. I
didn’t see that though—they wouldn’t
let me. All the same I knew it was

something—they were all so worked up
over it. Then the Colonel turned to me

and said, ‘Cameron’ (that’s my name),
‘you’ve always been an honest fellow.
Now take anything you want but for
the present your mouth must be sealed,’
says be. “My mother used always say
that if Bob Cameron didn’t know much
he did know what was good for him.
So I went down and ”

“But the rest was lost on me, T was

back centuries, back, back to year 1566,
when all Scotland was alive with ex¬

citement over the expected heir. I was
in this same little court watching the
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light in the latticed windows above and
the shadows crossing and recrossing be¬
fore it. Quiet steps on the little stone
spiral caught my ear and a moment
later in the flare of a torch I saw three
cloaked men enter the court, carrying
the little box among them. When it
had been placed above the arch and the
stones carefully sealed I thought I saw
them take an oath on their swords and
.almost breathe ‘Long live the prince .’

Of course—it was all clear now—this
was why England’s first James was so
unkingly. He was only a subst

I came to myself with a start. “Then
this infant,” I gasped, “in the cloth of
gold, was he the real James?”

“Hold on there,” interrupted the old
man, “and be careful what you are say¬

ing around here. I told you neither
who he was or wasn’t—’cept a poor
wee baby in a rosewood casket.”
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The Merrick Debate
Vincent Dailey, ’12.

The thirty-sixth annual recurrence of
the Philodemic Debate for the Merrick
Medal took place in Gaston Hall on the
evening of February twenty fourth, under
circumstances which were most favorable
for the success which attended it, and be¬
fore a crowd which was most worthy
of the dignity of the occasion. The audi¬
torium, with its lettered walls, oak
ceiling, and tastefully decorated ros¬
trum, never appeared to greater advan¬
tage under the rays of the multitude of
lights which seemed to sparkle from every
nook of the upper depths. The many
seats which graced both the pit and bal¬
cony were nearly all taken by the guests
present from the neighboring institu¬
tions of learning and ■ from the city at
large, while the student body in full at¬
tendance did its best to make the affair

truly collegiate.
The four speakers, ushered to their

places by the Chairman, were greeted
with an enduring applause which drowned
the strains of the University March and
lasted until the Chairman arose to open
the affair with the customary remarks.
This duty was fulfilled by the President
of the Philodemic, J. Francis Carlin, To,
who explained the nature of the occasion,
the honor which the medal signified, and
the status of the question at issue. He
also thanked the audience and judges for
their attendance and expressed the hope,
which was easily fulfilled, that the even¬

ing would prove to them to be both en¬

joyable and interesting.
Taking up the question from the begin¬

ning, Edward V. Carter, Ti, of Wash¬
ington, opened the discussion for the
Affirmative side with a well cut speech
on the evils blamable to the trusts. With
his usual Western alacrity, he followed
example by argument and built up a case
in defense of his side which seemed in¬
vulnerable.

Pitted against him was the first
speaker of the Negative who compared
the trusts to monstrous beasts of prey

engaged in continual orgies of magnitu-
dinal dimensions in which they satisfied
their ever increasing avarice with the
moneys of the poor, thus fattening on the
very tendons of society. He admitted
that legislation to a greater extent was
needed, but he qualified that since Fed¬
eral Laws had been tried and found

wanting, it was now advisable to give the
state governments a chance to furnish the
panacea for the monopoly evil.

The second debater of the Affirm¬

ative, Charles Angulo, Ti, of Cuba, took
exception to the.previous speaker’s con¬
tention and with his delightful suavity
called him to task for dodging the issue
as it was laid down in the resolution
offered for argument. Then following
up this thrust with statistics secured
from almost every source interweaved
with expositions of how the trusts were
undermining the strength of the nation
by compelling its citizens to slave for the
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necessities of life, he compared the condi¬
tions in the United States at present
with those in France previous to the
Reign of Terror, and urged that Federal
Legislation be furthered with all speed
lest the great nation of the New World
become enthralled in the clutches of a

like strife.

Closing the discussion, Edward Q.
Carr, To, of New York, made a plea of
a judicial nature basing his upholding
of the Negative on the definition of the
term trusts, which he claimed did not
exist in the true sense. He showed how
it would be impossible to prosecute cor¬

porations under an act made for the gov¬
ernment of combinations in the restraint
of competition unless it was proven be¬
yond cavil that such competition was re¬
strained which, he declared, was an im¬
possibility.

Each of the speakers returned to his
place in the midst of intense applause
and fully deserving of the sanction which
was so generously given to their efforts.
Their task completed, they were able to
await the decision of the judges with a
satisfaction of knowing that they had
distinguished themselves as orators and
had fully lived up to the standards set
by those who in years before had upheld
the honor of Georgetown and the Philo-
demic by their perfect speaking in com¬
petition for the Merrick Medal.

It took the judges some time to reach
their decisions, during which an enter¬
taining program of music was rendered
by the Minster Orchestra which had also
held sway with an overture before the
inauguration of the debate. But finally
the three, to whom fell the lot of settling
the merits of the question, appeared on

the scene and all was hushed in the ex¬

pectation of hearing which side was the
luckier and which one of the four had
most excelled.

In a few remarks brimful of witticisms
and good-natured jests, the Honorable
Joseph A. Goulden, Representative from
New York, announced that the Negative
had proven a little more convincing than
the Affirmative and hence the two mem¬

bers of that side were in order to be

congratulated. As to the individual win¬
ner well, his name would not be pub¬
lished until Commencement Day, at which
time he would receive the medal for which
the four had so valiantly contended.

Associated with Mr. Goulden on the
Committee of Judges, were the Honor¬
able Richard Young, Representative from
New York, and Mr. Charles I. Murphy,.
LL. B., LL. M.

The Arrangement Committee was com¬

posed of Joseph D. McNulty, To, Chair¬
man. John D. Murray, To; John
Lyon, To; Herbert F. Wright, To; Vin¬
cent Dailey, ’12; Louis C. Haggerty, T2,
and John F. Crosby, 12.

The Reception Committee was com¬

posed of Thomas A. Stuart II, To, Chair¬
man ; Conde de S. Fallen, To;Edwin Lang
Miller, To; William E. Fitzgerald, ’n;
Leo F. Joliat, Ti; John M. Power, n;
Leonard A. Brosseau, ’12; Harold Car¬
ton, T2; William IT. S'itterding, T2;
Thomas S. Smith, ’12, and J. Enis Mc-
Quail, T3.

After the debate the judges, debaters,
officers of the Philodemic, members of
the committees, and a few invited guests
were entertained by the faculty at a
luncheon.
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College Notes
Frank Burke:, ’12.

The Georgetown University Dramatic
Association will take its first trip, present¬
ing “All the Comforts of Home,” at the
Waldorf-Astoria, New York, on the
evening of March 31. Several members
of the original cast have been forced to
resign, owing to activity in athletic and
other occupations. Their places have,
however, been filled by others of prom¬

ising ability and there is no doubt that
the performance in the Northern city will
prove a splendid repetition of their suc¬
cessful appearance in Washington. The
presence of a numerous body of alumni
of Georgetown, in New York, joined
with the reputation established by the
cast in their initial performance insures
for the youthful Thespians the heartiest
welcome that could be hoped for. A
sympathetic audience and a production
capable of compelling attention and keen
interest, are the most certain components
of theatrical success.

debate: with boston college.

The coming month will mark a new
chapter in the annals of the Philodemic
Association and the readoption of a pol¬
icy long abandoned by that society.
On April 12 a team representing the
Philodemic will debate in Boston against
the debating team of Boston College.
The full quota of speakers has not yet

been arranged, but it is very probable
that Messrs. Carter, Murray and Crosby
will participate.

The Philodemic Society has not com¬
peted in an inter-collegiate debate since
the Georgetown College-Boston College
Debate of 1895, a splendid exhibition of
controversial ability, won by Boston Col¬
lege. The history of that debate has
lived in the memory of the alumni of
both colleges and great interest is felt
in regard to the meeting of the rival
teams to be held in April. The George¬
town Alumni are very numerous in Bos¬
ton and a section of the theatre lias been

reserved for their accomodation. The
members of the Philodemic Society are
making every effort to make the event
a success, for this departure from the
established policy of the society is of ex¬
treme importance, marking as it does, the
recognition and welcoming of George¬
town College debaters in college circles.

The Reverend Bishop Carroll, of Mon¬
tana, honored us with a visit in the last
week of February, and, incidentally, we

enjoyed a brief respite from our laborious
toil. We love our “Oedipus Tyrranus,”
but—O you late sleep!

On Thursday evening, March 3rd, Mr.
J. V. McNeal, the 4th Vice-President and
Treasurer of the Baltimore & Ohio Rail-
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road, delivered a discourse to the Senior
Class of the University, choosing- for his
subject, “Some Wasteful Economies and
some Economical Extravagances.”

The Hirst Library was well filled with
the older students and many members of
the Faculty, who listened to the speaker’s
interesting remarks with evident pleas¬
ure.

The lecturer considered his subject
from a practical viewpoint and conse¬

quently confined himself to a discussion
of facts.

He showed the folly of parsimony.
He pointed out how unwise it was for a

government to sacrifice the health of chil¬

dren by failing to provide suitable public
playgrounds and school houses in order
that the expense might be saved. This,
he classified as a wasteful economy. On
the other hand, he cited numerous in¬
stances where apparent extravagances had
been the causes of beneficial and econo¬

mic results. Such for example has been
the case in the construction of a stone

bridge by the B. & O. Railroad. For
although the expense was greater than
that of building a wooden or metal bridge,
yet the. extraordinary durability of the
stone structure has more than compen¬
sated for its extraordinary cost.
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Herbert Wright, Ti.

Misled by a paragraph that went the
rounds of the Catholic press, we credited
the temporary retirement of Jozach
Miller, A. B., ’04, to the Jesuit novitiate
in Missouri as indication of a decision
to become a member of the Society of
Jesus and ultimately a priest of the
Roman Catholic Church. Later and
more correct information discloses the
fact that in retiring to Florissant, our
A. B. of 1904, was preparing for the
reception not of the Sacrament of Holy
Orders, but of the Sacrament of Matri¬
mony. After his marriage which will
take place shortly, he will continue, we
understand, the business in which with
his father he has hitherto been engaged.

The Sacred Heart Review of February
12 brings us the news that the fourth
annual banquet of the Georgetown Uni¬
versity Club of New England was held
a short time ago at Hotel Brunswick,
Boston, on which occasion seventy-five
members and guests were present. The
following officers were elected at the

business meeting: President, M. R.
Donovan, ’80; Vice-Presidents, Charles
A. DeCourcy, ’78, John D. McLaughlin,
’83, Dr. John R. Slattery, ’85, William
G. McKechnie, ’90, John B. Madigan,
’83, and B. A. Doherty, ’73; Secretary,
Clarence E. Fitzpatrick, ’04; Treasurer,
Charles J. Martell, ’99; Executive Com¬
mittee, Frank Hayes, ’06, Joseph I. Mc¬
Laughlin, ’08, Edward L. Leahy, ’08,
and Dr. A. A. MacDonald, ’95. We
wish the secretary of the club would
keep us informed of the doings of
Georgetown men in New England.

According to the Holy Cross Purple,
the following tribute of praise to the
Right Reverend Thomas J. Conaty, D. D.
’89, Bishop of Los Angeles and Monterey,
California, was paid by The Beacon,
New York, in one of its January issues:
“Quite the finest holiday number of
Catholic publications is that of The Tid¬
ings of Los Angeles, Cal., the official
organ of the Rt. Rev. Thomas J. Conaty,
Bishop of that diocese. Bishop Conaty
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is one of the foremost advocates of the

importance and influence of the Catholic
press. The Tidings is a credit to him
and to his diocese.”

The Youth’s Magazine for February,
contains a very interesting note about
Father Barnum, S. J., who was stationed
at Georgetown several years ago. It
says that he “has made a thorough study
of the language and ethnology of the
Eskimos.” He has reduced their lan¬

guage, the Innuit tongue, to writing and
composed a dictionary and grammar
for it.

Dr. John A. Foote, ’06, has started a
series of articles in Men and Women.
The first one, which is in the December
issue, tells of “The Medicine of Ancient
Ireland.” He begins from the pre¬
historic period, about 487 B. C., And
shows that the very oldest folk-tales of
Ireland speak of physicians and of the
use of herbs in medicine among the
Irish people.

In Life’s Little Day published by the
Society of the Divine Word, Techny,
Illinois, there appear selections from the
writings of several Old Boys. Two
quotations are from the pen of John
Boyle O’Reilly, one from Dr. Maurice
Francis Egan, one from John Brisben
Walker, and another from our first stu¬
dent, William Gaston.

At the thirty-third annual meeting of
the New York State Bar Association
held at the City of Rochester, on the
20th and 21st of January, James F.

Tracey, A. B., ’74, of the Albany Bar,
presented a paper on “Law in the Philip¬
pines.” It deals with the two things
guaranteed in the instruction of Presi¬
dent McKinley to the Taft Commission:
the preservation as their common law of
the Spanish law of the islands, both civil
and criminal; and the simplification of
procedure in both branches, and especial¬
ly the expedition of criminal trials.

According to the New York Freeman’s
Journal, “The Society for the Propaga¬
tion of the Faith was organized nearly
one hundred years ago, at Lyons, France,
to help the struggling missions in
America. The organization of the So¬
ciety came as the result of an appeal made
by Bishop Du Bourg, of New Orleans, to
a pious French widow of Lyons, on
behalf of some of the missionaries of
his diocese, whose labors could not be
continued unless help was provided them
from a distance.” Bishop Du Bourg was
Pesidenit of Georgetown from 1796 until
1799. He was consecrated Bishop of
New Orleans, and then Bishop of Mon-
tauban in France, later becoming Arch¬
bishop of Besancon, France, in which
place he died, December 12, 1833.

“The Chorister’s Christmas Eve, a
little play for the Christmas days, with
a modern legend and the old Christmas
carols,” recently published by B. Herder,
has for its author none other than Mr.
Michael Earls, S. J., A. M., ’97. The
play was produced during the Christmas
holidays in New York City. The Irish
Monthly for January, contains a poem
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entitled “To an Irish Mother” by the
same writer.

Dr. Thomas O’ Hagan, writing in the
Catholic Register and Canadian Exten¬
sion, says, “There are several Catholic
poets of today worthy of unqualified
commendation.” Then he mentions a

few; after which, he continues, “but I
think the most considerable among these
names is Thomas Walsh.” Mr. Walsh
is a Ph. B. of 1892 and a Ph. D. of 1899.
The Sacred Heart Review, in comment¬
ing on it, says: “Thomas Walsh, whom
Professor O’Hagan places foremost in
the group of present-day Catholic poets
in the United States, would undoubtedly
be heartily accorded that place by each
of the others mentioned. Mr. Wajsh’s
“Prison Ships and Other Poems,” pub¬
lished last year, is a book whose finely-
conceived and well-wrought verse has re¬
ceived warm commendation from his fel¬

low-poets as well as from the critics.”
The poem mentioned, it will be remem¬

bered, appeared in The; Journal a year
or so ago.

The Reverend Zed H. Copp, LL. B.,
’09, probation officer of the Juvenile
Court of this city, recently declared that
he will give free legal advice to those
persons who cannot afford to pay a fee,
and for this purpose he has opened an
office in the Fendall Building. Several
prominent members of the bar are in¬
terested in the idea, and have guaranteed
their assistance in trying certain cases in
court. We understand that the Rev. Mr.

Copp had this idea in mind in taking up
the study of law and that consequently

he will always be ready to help those
who cannot help themselves.

“Charles” Moran, A. B., ’02, accord¬
ing to one'of the local dailies, has “scrib¬
bled his name on a contract tendered him

by Elmira owners to manage the Colonels
for the season of 1910,” all of which
simply means that he will manage the
Elmira Baseball Team of the New York
State League during the coming season.
The same paper goes on to say that
“Elmira fans are delighted with his ap¬
pointment. They depend upon Moran’s
acquaintance with big league managers
to bring them a winner, and also upon
his youth and ability as a player to give
them strength at second base.” We hope
that he will be as successful a manager
as he is a player, and that this will be
another opportunity for him to add to
the laurels which he won as a player at
college.

In the lecture course of the John Boyle
O’Reilly Reading Circle, this year, three
lectures were given in the Boston College
Hall by the Reverend Jeremiah M.
Prendergast, S. J., A. B., ’89, A. M., ’92,
Professor of the Junior Class of Boston
College. The first two lectures were de¬
voted to Gilbert K. Chesterton, the Eng¬
lish journalist and author, of whose
works Father Prendergast has made a
close and sympathetic study. The first
lecture dealt with “Chesterton, the Phi¬
losopher,” the second with “Chesterton,
the Man.” The third lecture of the
course was on Hamlet. Father Prender¬

gast took his final vows as a member of
the Society of Jesus on the second of
February.
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The Irish-American Union of Wash¬

ington held a celebration in the beginning
of this month in honor of the 132b anni¬
versary of the birth of Robert Emmet,
the Irish patriot, at Clan-na-Gaei Hall.
Among the speakers of the evening were

Joseph Sullivan and Richard A. Curtin,
both Georgetown Boys.

Rossa F. Downing, LL. B., ’89, LL.
M., ’90, was recently elected exalted ruler
of the Washington Lodge of Elks.

Dahlgren Memorial Chapel was the
scene of a quiet wedding last month,
when Miss Annie A. Hollohan and Dr.

James Joseph Kilroy, ’98, both of this
city, were married by Father Aloysius
P. Brosnan, S. J. No invitations were

issued, and consequently only a few rela¬
tives of the married couple were present.

Among the collaborators for the two
new Century volumes, recently issued by
the Century Company, which complete
the Century Dictionary and Cyclopaedia
and Atlas, is Dr. Leland Ossian Ploward,
Ph. D., ’96, who has Entomology for his
department. The Century Company is
to be congratulated in securing such an
able authority on the subject as Dr.
Howard, for he is the chief entomologist
of the United States Department of
Agriculture as well as consulting ento¬
mologist of the United States Public
Health and Marine Hospital Service.
Dr. Ploward recently lectured before the
Biological Society of Washington on
“Alaskan and Far Northern Mosqui¬
toes.” He effectually dispelled the
popular belief that mosquitoes are con¬
fined to Southern climes.

The Creighton Chronicle brings us the
news that the principal address at the
Founders’ Day Banquet and Faculty Re¬
union was delivered by Plon. Patrick H.
O’Donnell, of Chicago, who responded to
the toast, “Good Government.” The
Chronicle says: “During the afternoon
Governor Shallenberger and Mr. O’Don¬
nell were escorted about the city on an
automobile tour of the Creighton Insti¬
tutions, and were very favorably im¬
pressed with the evidences on every hand
of the Founders’ generosity.” We hope
that the editors of The Chronicle will re¬

member us when they print Air. O’Don¬
nell’s address.

Addison Lusk, A. B., ’08, who has
been surveying in the Western States for
the United States Geological Survey
since he left College, expects to take up
his duties as suveyor for the Great
Northern Railroad in Canada in the near

future.

Hon. W. Gardiner, of Michigan, who
served under Major General William
Stark Rosecrans, LL. D., ’89, has in¬
troduced in Congress a bill to authorize
the Secretary of War to erect over the
grave of that fine old warrior in Arling¬
ton Cemetery a suitable monument. So
much we have on the authority of The
Philadelphia Catholic Standard and
Times. Commenting upon this move,
The National Tribune, the organ of the
Grand Army of the Republic, says: “The
astonishment about this is that the work
has not been done before and at the

modesty of the sum ($5,000) asked. It
will pain all the survivors of that gallant
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army which loved and admired ‘Old
Rosey’ to learn that he has been lying
for years in an unmarked grave at
Arlington.”

Lieutenant Leo B. Dannemiller, U. S.
A., a former student at Georgetown, is
at present stationed at Washington. He
has been an interested spectator of the
practice of the track team down on the
lower corridor of the Healy Building.
When Leo was at college he was quite
famous for his ability in bicycling, which
was quite popular at the time.

There is a movement on foot, called
the George Washington Memorial As¬
sociation, to commemorate the interest
taken by the first President in education
in America. Dr. George M. Kober is a
member of the general committee. If
the project is materialized, a building will
be erected which will be a home and

gathering place for all patriotic, scientific,
literary, art, and educational organiza¬
tions. It will contain an auditorium,
rooms for large congresses, rooms for
small meetings, and student research
rooms.

Prominent labor leaders took part in
a conference on the subject of compen¬
sation for employes, who are injured
while at work, during the latter part of
last month. The meeting, which was the
second of its kind held at the invitation
of the Minnesota Commission on the

subject of employers’ liability, was pre¬
sided over by Commissioner of Labor
Charles P. Neill. Nineteen Governors
of States named delegates and as a result

there were ninety-four persons in attend¬
ance.

Father John T. Hedrick, S. J., A. B.,
’71, A. M., ’74, has recently published a
little book of directions on learning the
office. A larger notice will be found in
our book column.

“Tom” Cantwell, who is now at Hot
Springs, Arkansas, with the Cincinnati
National League Base-ball Team, wishes
to be remembered to all his friends here
at the College.

The Indoor Meet brought quite a num¬
ber of Old Boys to the city. In the van
were Ferd McGettigan, famous not only
as a runner, but also as a base-ball and
foot-ball star, and McDougal Pallen,
another football celebrity.

For the purpose of erecting a suitable
monument over the grave of James
Ryder Randall, a memorial committee
has been organized in Augusta, Georgia.
It is hoped to place the monument over
his resting place soon, and later the
organization hopes to erect a more elabo¬
rate shaft in some prominent place in
Augusta. The association was formed
through the activity of the women of
Augusta, headed by Miss Hattie Gould
Jeffries. Miss Jeffries, with the approval
of Mrs. Randall and the memorial com¬

mittee, has selected the following inscrip¬
tion for the stone. On one side:

James Ryder Randall,
Born in Baltimore, Md.,

January 1, 1839.
Died in Augusta, Ga.,

January, 1908.
Author of “Maryland, My Maryland.”
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On the other side:

After a little while.
The cross will glisten and the thistles

wave

Above my grave,
And the planets smile;

Sweet Lord ! then pillowed on Thy gentle
breast,

1 fain would rest,
After a little while.

It is to be hoped that success will attend
the women of Augusta in their laudable
undertaking, a spur to which must be the
knowledge that the gentle poet himself
would be inexpressibly touched by their
fidelity to his memory.

Dr. George M. Kober, dean of the
Medical School, delivered an address be¬
fore the Social Service League and the
Montgomery County Medical Society at
a public meeting held a month ago in the
town hall at Kensington, Md., for the
consideration of public health and sani¬
tation.

We have received a card announcing
that George L. Wheelock, LL. B., ’89,
LL. M., ’90, has moved his office for the
practice of patent, trademark and copy¬
right law to Room 1900, nineteenth floor,
2 Rector Street, New York City, in as¬
sociation with Emerson R. Newell, Esq.

John L. Nagle, of the Class of ’99,
who was famous as a long distance run¬
ner, spent a day at the College recently.
He is at present engaged in business in
San Francisco.

A recent visitor to the College came in
the person of John Sheridan, ex-’o2, who
honored us with his presence on March
3. He needs no introduction to the
readers of The Journal, on whose pages

the result of his talented pen is ever

present in the many drawings and
sketches.

One of the special committee appointed
to devise a plan for a more perfect
operating arrangement between the
Northern Central Railway Company and
the Pennsylvania Company is Henry
Walters, A. B., ’69, A. M., ’71, LL. D.,
’09. The appointment of this committee
is regarded as a step toward reimburs¬
ing the stockholders of the Northern
Central for some of the earnings diverted
from that line to the betterment of the

Pennsylvania system. It is likely that
this step will be in the form of a melon
cutting in the way of a new issue of
bonds or stock, and at the same time
make more effectual the control of the

operating company over the Northern
Central property.

One of the best-known professional
base-ball players of Wilkesbarre, Pa.,
James O’Hara, M. D., ’06, decided
recently to give up baseball and go to
Canton, Ohio, to practice medicine.
James played fine ball on the College
Team for three years and after graduat¬
ing coached the team for two seasons.
Since his graduation he has played on
the Haverhill (Mass.) Team, of which
he was captain, and on the Boston
National League Team.

“Some Foreign Ideas of Pediatrics”
was the title of a paper read by Dr. John
A. Foote, ’06, at the March meeting of
the Georgetown University Clinical So¬
ciety. Dr. Wilfred M. Barton, ’92, was
the guest of the society. The meeting
was presided over by Dr. S. L. Owens,
’°3- |
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the; twelfth annual indoor meet.

With Convention Hall filled with ad¬
mirers of the sport, with all the events
run off quickly and smoothly and with
the competition keen, the Meet of March
6th will pass into history as one of the
best ever held in the South. Another
fact equally as important to the George¬
town following was the excellent show¬
ing made by the athletes wearing the
blue and gray colors, who succeeded in
registering the second largest number of
points, the point trophy being won by
Yale, whose representatives scored 21
points.

Georgetown’s relay team was defeated
after a game and gallant fight by the
Virginia quartet. Yale scored a decisive

victory over Princeton in the two mile
relay race. After the first two men
touched off their teammates, it was all
Yale. Penn also trimmed Cornell in easy
fashion at the same distance. Columbia
and Weslyan fought it out in a mile re¬

lay, victory going to the latter after a
hard race.

Georgetown’s good showing in the in¬
dividual events has been the best made

by track representatives in years. This
is especially noticeable as the competitors
were for the most part composed of
athletes from Yale, Princeton, Columbia,
Cornell, Virginia and Johns Hopkins.

In the 50-yard novice, Beary scored
three points for Georgetown, running a

splendid race and coming in a good
second. Sprowles, another novice took
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third in the 50-yard open. The 600-yard
novice found another representative of
the Blue and Gray among the point
winners. Watts succeeded in capturing
third position. Baricello showed good
form in the shot-put, with an actual put
of forty-two feet and one inch. He fin¬
ished second to Kilpatrick, the famous
Yale athlete, who tossed the pill forty-
three feet and four inches. Eight more

points were tallied for Georgetown in
the open four-forty. Vlyman, a novice
in the running game, displayed fine form,
winning the event. He wa's hard pressed
however by Sprowles. This made a total
of seventeen points.

The fine showing made by the George¬
town track squad in the Meet is most
encouraging and great credit is due
Coach Foley. Those who were foremost
among the point winners were novices,
and heretofore while at Georgetown have
been spectators instead of paticipants in
track athletics. Sprowles, Vlyman and
Beary are a trio who have developed
exceptionally fast and give promise of
even displaying superior form than they
did in the Georgetown Meet. Their suc¬
cess is due to the fact that while under
the careful supervision of Coach Foley
they followed his instructions to the let¬
ter. The same may be said of Wyatts,
who ran a good race in the six hundred.
He has not had much experience hereto¬
fore, but he looks like a comer in the
four-forty and six hundred. Brennan,
Capt. Martin, Mulligan and Gross, the
relay four, while defeated, fought gamely
until the last minute. With the exception
of Martin the men have never before
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competed in collegiate events. With this
taken into consideration, they did good
work and deserve much credit.

To Capt. Martin praise is due. He is
without a doubt one of the fastest sprin¬
ters in the South and would have stood
an excellent chance to place in the dash
events had he competed. But as he re¬
alized the intense interest attached to the

relay race and that it was very essential
for him to be at his best, he sacrificed
his individual chances for the credit of
the University. Other men on the squad
while not point winners acquitted them¬
selves nobly, and were well up among
the leaders in their respective events.

TRACK NOTES.

Manager McNulty is to be congratu¬
lated for the manner in which he con¬

ducted the Meet, the preliminary arrange¬
ments which in the end are the most im¬

portant, were carried on in a most busi¬
ness like manner. He also reports that
the games were a success financially.
His Assistant, Norman Wvmard, also
should be praised. Fie has been on the
job all season.

Stuart and Lyons of the Senior Class
put out an elaborate programme and, like
others connected with the Meet, are to be
handed a line of “you deserve credit.”
Flume of the Junior Class acted in the
capactity of assistant very well.

Through The Journal the manage¬
ment wishes to thank the Washington
papers for the space allowed for press
notices. The many business men who
advertised in the pages of the program
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are also to be thanked, and it is hoped
that the 'Student body will patronize their
places of business.

Mr. Ben Otbsteus, of Boston, who1 has
acted as Clerk of Course at the George¬
town Games in the past, was again on
hand this year to run off the events and
as heretofore aided very much toward
making the Meet a success.

There is a possibility of an outdoor
track meet being held on the Georgetown
field, sometime in early May. If such
should be the case, Virginia and Carlisle
will be the institutions invited to send

representatives.
There were several members of the

Faculty on hand to witness the sport
and, like other followers of Georgetown
present, greeted each point scored for
our colors with much applause.

BASkBALC.

Baseball is well under way at present,
and as the men have been out for a

couple of weeks, prospects appear much
brighter than they did in the early part
of the scholastic year. The pitching staff
has been weakened considerably owing
to the graduation of several of its mem-
hers last June. However, Charley O’¬
Connor and Wymard, two members of
the squad last season, have shown re¬
markable improvement and should be
able to give a good account of them¬
selves when the games are commenced.
Gray, formerly of Technical High School
of this city, has also reported for the
squad. While in scholastic baseballdom
he established quite a reputation as a

slab artist. Balzer, a regular during
the preceding season, has donned a
suit during the past week and in a
few days should be able to demonstrate
his old form in the box. The catching
staff is very strong. Menefee, who dis¬
played ability behind the bat while in
Central High School of the District,
looms up as the man who will be first
choice. He is the possessor of a good
whip, and has a fine batting eye. Wal¬
dron, another Freshman, is proving him¬
self to be a valuable assistant to the
above named. Coupled with these two,
Nolan is a first year man who is showing
class behind the bat.

It looks as though Bun Feenan will
be the man to hold down the initial bag.
He, too, has improved very much. The
other infield positions are sought after
by S'itterding, Cogan, Pallen Mess Cal¬
lahan, Gaynor and Gibson. While the
first five named are veterans, the manner

in which the new men, Gaynor and Gib¬
son are acquitting themselves in practice,
makes it certain that the places will be
won only after a hard fight. Oapt. Mur¬
phy might hold his position in center
field. He has retained all his old speed
and is hitting the ball even better than
last year. During practice games, he
has been switched to the left garden and
should it be necessary to' change him
permanently, he has demonstrated that
he can acquit himself in either place
with alacrity and sureness.

Dugan, a sub-outfielder last year, in all
probability will make one of the other
garden places. Harbin, a former Cath¬
olic LMiversity star, is putting in a bid
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for one of the field positions. Connelly
is another outfielder who looks good.
Other candidates are O’Connor, the for¬
mer Prep, star, who should make a first
class utility man, and Hunt, Flick,
Lorchat and Vlyman.

CREW.

Crew candidates have been on the river

for a week and while only the funda¬
mentals of the sport have been indulged
in so far, the men give every indication
of having excellent chances for turning
out a first class crew from their numbers.
Coach Dempsey seems well pleased with
the progress of his charges to date, and
feels almost certain that they will make
a good showing in the coming regattas.
He has divided the squad into two sec¬
tions, one being stroked by Capt. Mur¬
ray, the other by Cunniff.

The boathouse is now anchored di¬

rectly beneath the Aqueduct Bridge, and
adjoins the property of the Potomac Boat
Club. The change was a wise one, as
the distance from the college to the row¬

ing quarters has been greatly diminished
and many other benefits are to be derived.
Still another feature is to be added to the

aquatic sport. An order has been given
for a new shell, wlhich will be delivered
the early part of May. A new engine
is to be installed in the launch and the
old shells have been remodeled by Coach
Dempsey. With the material on hand,
the best in recent years, and with every

facility available it is safe to say that
rowing is to be replaced to its former
position at Georgetown.

During the past month the basket-ball

team has met the Y. M. C. A., Baltimore
Medical and Virginia quints, winning
the first two contests and losing the last
mentioned.

Scores: Y. M. C. A., 17; Georgetown,
34; Baltimore Medical, 17; Georgetown,
32; Virginia, 27; Georgetown, 26.

PREP NOTES.

The Prep Basketball quint have been
declared the interscholastic champions
of the District. The embryo squad this
season showed excellent form, their team¬
work was very consistent, and the all
around playing of each man was above
the ordinary. The squad was as follows :

Capt. Murphy, Trumbull, Heiskell, Loehl,
Waldron, Kerwin, Lane and Mclmnerney.

Track athletics in the Prep School re¬
ceived a bump in the Geogetown Games
when the Western High relay team de¬
feated the youngsters from the hilltop in
a mile relay race for the championship of
the District. Capt. Dahill who had been
showing excellent form during the sea¬
son was forced to quit the squad three
days before the Meet, owing to illness.
Plis absence was felt very much.

Capt. Brady predicts that the Crew is
to put in a strong bid for the Franklin
Cup, at Philadelphia, this year.

Baseball in the embryo department has
very bright prospects, the men have been
under the careful supervision of Fr. Em¬
met, S. J., for some time past and are
confident that they too wilil have cham¬
pionship honors as their goal.
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Book Notices
Arnurf Groftznfr, Ti.

By far the best book of its kind that
has come to our notice in recent years is
Francis Thompson’s Life of Saint Ig¬
natius Loyola.* Many were the praises
that preceded its arrival in this country.
Press notices varied only in the manner
of expressing that praise. Some said it
was “noble and eloquent;” others, that
it was “fascinating, devotional, and con¬

vincing;” and there was no limit to the
number of superlatives heaped upon it.
We were at first inclined to be skeptical
of such unqualified and, to our mind,
extravagant praise. But all such doubt
vanished into nothingness as soon as we
had read the first few chapters. The
author, unlike the majority of biogra¬
phers, seems peculiarly suited to his
task (if I may call that a task which
has given so much pleasure to both the
writer and the reader), and we lose
sight of two personalities, for genius is
met with genius. Would that this and
his other poetical works, for after all
this work gleams with poetry in every
line, were more frequently and more
widely read in this country! It suffices
to say that the commendations bestowed
upon it have fallen short of their mark;
words are but idle and inexpressive
things in this particular case. Let the
reader pick up the book for himself and
he also, as the biographer did, will be¬

come a lover of the Saint, and of that
sanctity which he commonly spoke of as
“the genius of religion.”

The old saying that “truth is stranger
than fiction” is once more exemplified in
“The House of Mourning,”t a pathetic
idyl of the Irish poor, by the Reverend
R. O’Kennedy. Although the story is
very short, yet it is well told and holds
the attention of the reader down to the

very last word. We feel no hesitancy
in saying that this story, sad though it
be, will add greatly to the growing
popularity of the “Marooma Library,”
to which it is the latest addition.

Such is the demand for the Very
Reverend Doctor Joseph Faa di Bruno’s
Catholic Belief that the publishers, Ben-
ziger Brothers, have just sent out
another edition. This encyclopedia of
useful knowledge, which all Catholics
should know in order to defend their
faith properly, is the author’s original
American edition, edited by the well
known apologist, Reverend Louis A.
Lambert.

Atoned,t a short story adapted from
the German by the Reverend L. A.
Reudter, reminds us of one of Hendrick
Conscience’s pleasant little novels. As

*Benziger Brothers, New York; ed. by John H. Pollen, S. J.
tAve Maria Press, Notre Dame, Ind.
iSociety of the Divine Word, Techny, Illinois.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 255

the title suggests, the plot of the story
lies in the restoration of an inherited
fortune, which had its origin in theft,
and the clearing of the good name of
the lawful possessor—wherein consists
the atonement. Incidentally the story
brings out forcibly the lesson of Shake¬
speare's King Lear, the receiving of evil
treatment and scorn from those bene-
fitted and good at the hands of those
harshly treated. It is written in a clear
and unaffected style. No accidents or

episodes are introduced merely to keep
up the interest; it needs none, for the
story naturally holds the reader’s atten¬
tion. Altogether, it is well worth the
reading. The same volume also con¬
tains a beautiful little Christmas story,
‘‘Two Christmas Eves," by J. C. Heine.

Learning the Office: On Introduction
to the Roman Breviary,* by Father John
T. Hedrick, S. J., has recently been re¬
ceived from the publishers. The author,
of course, needs no introduction to

Georgetown men, since he not only is
an A. B. and an A. Al. of Georgetown,
but is also at present Director of the
Astronomical Observatory. As for the
book, as far as our inexperience and
limited knowledge of the subject 1 will
allow us to judge, it is short and suc¬
cinct, and at the same time complete
and very explicit in every detail. The
most minute directions are given for the
exact performance of one of the most

important duties of the priest. The
many praises which it has received
from America, '/'he Ave Maria, The
I iatoriau, and other Catholic publica¬
tions the country over, certainly give
ample testimony of its usefulness and
merit.

In Life's Little Day! we have a col¬
lection of flowers in verse and prose,

gathered together bv D. J. Scanned
O’Neill, which it would be difficult to

equal. 'Hie book’s theme, which is
clearly explained in four verses on the
title page, can be summed up in the ex¬

pression, "life is short ; and after death
—eternity.’’ The selections are good,
numbering among their authors many

prominent churchmen and laymen of
both ancient and modern times.

A very interesting and amusing series
of Irish fi’reside stories, The Escapades
of Condx Corrigan1‘ by Cahir Healv, a
favorite among the Irish writers of to
day, brings us a collection of "fairy
tales” in one of their less familiar
guises. They are told in colloquial
language and in a manner which is sure
to satisfv the dullest sense of humor.
The stories are also rich in figurative
expressons, such as; “getting as red in
the face as a danger signal;” “the
weather was as cold as charity—my
teeth were clattering in my head like a .

pair of drumsticks,” etc., which, while

^Frederick Pustet & Company, New York.
'Society of the Divine Word, Teclmy, Illinois.
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they are not couched in such elegant
language, are nevertheless, very expres¬
sive, and quite sutable to the character
who is made to utter them. Little
salient bits of humor are interspersed
throughout the book, as: “What good is
the whole world and everything in it to
a man if his wife’s a widow?” and the
like. To each chapter is added one or
more illustrations by IT. ITorina, and
altogether the little book ensures a
hearty laugh and an entertaining occu¬
pation for the leisure hour.

Within the past fifteen years, a certain
Philadelphian, Henry Charlesi Lea bv
name, entered the ranks of modern his¬
torians by issuing several volumes deal¬
ing for the most part with Catholic in¬
stitutions. Why he selected this parti¬
cular sphere of history for his re¬
searches has been a matter of much

conjecture. But as for the books them¬
selves, even their admirers admit that
they are not nearly so valuable histori¬
cally as the immense labor and numerous
and exhaustive researches would war¬

rant. One of these admirers, Mr.
Joseph Jacobs, writing in the New York
Times, November 2, 1907, said: “It is
strange that the two chief historic
workers of our generation in the Anglo-
Saxon world—the late Professor Mait¬
land and Mr. Lea—should both have

shown this anti-Romanist bias. After
all, Anglo-Saxondom is Protestant.”
The volumes in question are critically
discussed by Monsignore Paul Maria
Baumgarten in a book,* which has late¬
ly been translated into English for the
benefit of American readers. The book
devotes a chapter to each of Mr. Lea's
volumes and contains not a few pages
of documents, papal letters, etc., in the
original Latin. Catholics should see
that their public libraries contain this
valuable refutation of books which are

ofifered to the public as authentic un¬
biased history.

A very delightful story has come
under our notice in the form of Seven
Little Marshalls,t by Mary Nixon-Rou-
let, author of “The Blue Lady’s Knight”
and several other excellent novels.
Seven Little Marshalls is a tale of the
adventures of seven little brothers and
sisters, in parts it is very exciting and
always highly interesting. There is not
a dull or tiresome page in the book. It
is perfectly pure and Catholic in tone,
teaching courage, fidelity and honesty—
principles which cannot be too much
encouraged. The story is cleverly writ¬
ten and in it the authoress displays an
unusual knowledge and appreciation of
boy character.

* Henry Charles Lea’s Historical Writings: Joseph F. Wagner.
tBenziger Brothers, New York.


