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CARROLL MONUMENT CELEBRATION.

The invitations to the unveiling ceremonies of the Carroll statue have
brought loyal responses from all parts of the country. The chapters of the Alum¬
ni Associations in North, South and West are endeavoring to have large quotas
of their membership make the journey to Alma Mater and participate in the
honors to be heaped upon her founder, John Carroll, D.D. The order of exer¬
cises will be as follows :

Friday, May 3rd: 8 P. M. Philodemic Reunion—Followed by Smoker.
Poem by Mr. Thomas Walsh, T2.

Saturday, May 4th: 11 A. M. Unveiling of Carroll Monument: Presenta¬
tion by Chief Justice White; Speakers: President of the United States; Cardinal
Gibbons ; Ambassador of Austria-Hungary; Speaker of the House of Representa¬
tives. 7:30 P. M. Annual Alumni Dinner.

Sunday, May 5th: 10 A. M. Pontifical Pligh Mass in Dahlgren Chapel.
Sermon by Rev. Terence Shealy, S. J. 4 P. M. Reception by the faculties in
Healy Building.
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THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR.

Time was when the Catholic church in America, raising her voice against
the encroachments of a foreign importation, miscalled socialism, was regarded
as an overwrought Alarmist and a theorizer that slept not “o’ the night.” But to
her eternal honor, she never ceased her warnings, until at last the whirligig of
time has brought her vindication. Society today is turning to the church as to
a bulwark ; and well it may for the storm that she discerned years ago is no longer
in the far east but is looming big on the horizon of the nation. Its rumblings are
heard in the lecture halls of universities and even from ministerial pulpits.

Mr. Harold Bolce exposed a condition of affairs some few years ago that came
as a distinct shock to that considerable element of the community that had come
to regard the State University as the embodiment of all that was American and
ideal. The public had long known, or at least vaguely suspected, that the ten com¬
mandments were regarded as something of a myth in some lecture halls, but had
fondly hoped that the Declaration of Independence and the fundamental prin¬
ciples of the government would be respected, if not on their own merits at least
from certain sentimental motives. But they were wrong, as Mr. Bolce demon¬
strated by certain specific quotations of respectable and respected teachers.

Senator Bailey, of Texas, has recently repeated and emphasized Mr. Bolce’s
indictment. In a speech before the University Club of Washington, he recently
declared that under the pretense of sociology, many universities are teaching So¬
cialism pure and simple. They are instilling unrest and discontent, and in the
sacred name of science are teaching hatred and class-consciousness. Better far
that a man should go without a university education, concluded the Senator, than
have his mind filled with such pernicious theories as one may hear propounded
today under academic auspices.

While the brilliant Senator was scoring the radicals in education, the presi¬
dent of Cornell, Dr. Schurman, was exposing the fallacies of Socialism before
the Socialistic Club of his own University—a fact, be it noted, that admits of
two interpretations. It may prove that Mr. Bailey is wrong in his indictment
as it also proves that he is right, since the very existence of a Socialist Club in
a University implies a certain sanction on the part of the authorities.

Simultaneously, from Rochester comes the report that Prof. Kendrick P.
Shedd, of the University of Rochester, has been asked by the trustees to resign
his professorship apparently because of Socialistic tendencies. Prof. Shedd has
been known as a Socialist for several years, but no effort was made to molest
him until his Socialistic activities inspired such inflammatory speeches that the
mayor refused to grant him permission to speak before the Labor Lyceum. “A
parent has some right of jurisdiction over the education of his child,” adds the
lave Issue, “and it is not improbable that there are some who would object to the
teachings of such a man.”
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There are other Universities, however, where Socialistic tendencies do
not inevitably lead to resignation. A certain school of finance of national repu¬
tation is reported to be thoroughly Socialistic in its teachings and still the Profes¬
sors are retained. Another well known University of the North is openly charged
in the current number of “The Common Cause” with being a hot-bed of Socialism.
The author, a convert from Socialism and hence doubtless competent to discuss
the situation evidently had a long conversation with the President of the Socialist
club of this University which not long ago welcomed the notorious Emma Gold¬
man and the anarchist Gorky in its halls. The results of the interview are
embodied in an article that makes even the optimistic read with concern Senator
Bailey’s recent strictures.

Against these floods of Social and economic unrest that are threatening the
peace of the nation the Catholic Church is admittedly the logical breakwater.
She has been preparing for it for years past, and at enormous personal sacrifice
she has gathered around her a solid phalanx of intellectually competent cham¬
pions,—priests, cultured nuns, teaching brother, and self-sacrificing laymen who
are wearing out their lives in training youth. In her magnificent Parochial School
System 1,333,786 plastic minds are being daily educated to a practical realization
of Christianity and American Democracy; her colleges, academies and semeniaries
likewise forming over 100,000 maturer minds to a fuller consciousness of that
are religious and civic loyalty which Socialism is striving so hard to destroy, while
with absolute fixity of essentials, her 17,491 priests are raising a warning voice
against the insidious lure of the Socialistic Delusion.

President Taft himself has commented with striking significance on the fact
that in Catholic Colleges and Universities never do we hear of a Socialist Pro¬
fessor. There are sociologists a plenty, but Socialists, none. “We are a sane
people,” said Archbishop Glennon in a recent lecture, “and a sane people will never
exploit an insane theory Social reform means to amend, Social¬
ism means to end. Social reform means to build up, Socialism means to pull
down. Social reform means levelling up. Socialism means crushing down.”

As these pages go to press, comes the nezvs that a wealthy Hebrczv of the
Middle West has donated $25,000 to Cardinal Gibbons to establish a chair against
Socialism at the Catholic University. The donor added that the Catholic Church
is the only pozver that can stop the growing evil.
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The Tree’s First Fruit
ROBT. I. GANNON, T3.

A cold damp fog had settled in the
narrow streets. Unusual weather this and
unused were the people of Bethlehem to
its kind. All day they hurried from place
to place, from brazier to brazier, wrap¬
ped in extra heavy cloaks and hoods.
As evening lowered on the city the ele¬
ments grew more boisterous. Separate,
violent blasts of wind broke loose from
the all including storm, and swept
through market-place and alley in search
it seemed of adventure. Water jars
were overturned, dust blown in every

eye. Veils and caps lifted and carried
distances on the dirty stones while an¬

noying. teasing, paining everything in
their several paths the winds rushed on
their way roaring with mirth.

One more daring than his fellows
found a loosely latched door in the street
of the Tinkers and without hesitation
blew in. It was a long low-ceilinged
room he had entered set out with drink¬

ing tables and poorly lighted by dull
hanging lamps. These at his entrance
flickered, almost went out—the men be¬
neath, crowded round their cups, hurled
imprecations at him, while a little boy of
six perhaps who was curled up in the
chimney corner pushed a fat purring cat
from his lap and ran to refasten the
door. As he did so a voice from the
darkness without addressed him asking
“if room might be had in the Inn of
Nephtoa,” “Ah, yes; why not?—would
they but wait till Josias, his father,

might come and welcome them.” The
landlord, pompous and bustling then as
from the beginning to the end of time,
hurried out to inspect his visitors,
Phares, his little son, close behind-
He found a grizzled man of forty-five on
foot, his wife, a pale delicate girl with
dark rings underneath the eyes that
seemed too weak to open, seated on a
modest donkey—“Galileans ? Well, ’een
so they should be welcome, but what
said he of the woman ? How ? Ah!
Xo! They must go elsewhere. He had
no room for that.” “For what?” thought
Phares. “Why should his father who
had always seemed so good and kind
say no to such a frail and lovely lady
because she w-as unwell! It was cruel
of him, cruel. He must not.” But re¬

monstrance was cut short by his father’s
curt “Come in and shut that door,”

The incident, though, was deeply
printed on his memory—sometimes at
night he would dream of the strangers.
What a nice old man he had seemed, and
the little lady, how sweet! Pie was sure
that his mother—though he’d never seen
her face—must have looked like her and

unconsciously her picture slipped into a
place in his heart that had never before
been filled.

One day at the egg market a few
weeks later he again saw his white-
haired friend of the stormy night.
Naively without preliminaries he pluck¬
ed his sleeve “And how is the lady, your



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 241

wife?” he asked. After a moment

recognition spoke in the mild grey eyes.
“Well and happy” he answered “and our
little champion how is he? He never
comes to see us. No ? I suppose not, but
now I'll tell you. You must take the
first road to the left on leaving the
east gate. Our cave is marked by twin
olive trees which stand on either side
of a spring in the garden. Come soon.
You will be welcome.” “May I come
today?” “Of course you may.” And so
it started.

To Phares’ marked surprise not two
but three people composed the little
household. There was the white-haired

father, a young mother—a very young
mother, whose large deep eyes of softest
violet seemed to mirror in their depths
the serenity of an angel’s soul, and a

baby who was healthy, normal and quite
ordinary except that his little stars
seemed already to have gathered ex¬
pression from his mother’s. What more

perfect for a six-year old. The baby
interested him deeply, as babies always
did. The father was, he thought, very
nice indeed, but the mother—ah, the
mother he worshipped, confessedly
worshipped! To work, run, fetch and
carry for her, that was happiness indeed,
or when every task was done just to
sit there at her feet and have her smile

at him; that smile that would have
chastened hell itself! Life was an idyl.
Soon they moved from the cave and
rented a one-story house at the border
of the town. What fun moving was and
how they enjoyed the first dinner cook¬
ed in their new little nest! The days
passed quietly by and contentment

seemed to have settled on their hearth¬
stone like a dove with folded wings.

Ordinarily the Inn of Nephtoa was
for Phares stupid enough. The same
old people he had always known, talk¬
ing about the same old things in just
the same old way—why he could have
almost taken the next word out of every
mouth. When the soldiers came to

drink though it was different. They had
seen the world beyond and talked of it.
Their speech was broad and sparkled
with delightfully violent language.
Lots of things they laughed about he
didn’t understand, but they were so jol¬
ly-—he’d just laugh when they laughed
and then they’d laugh more. Josias,
though/objected to his being around on
these occasions, so Phares found a lit¬
tle nook under the farthest table where
he could sit in comfort without being
seen and take in all that was passing.
One evening in early March as he stood
on the door step watching a caravan
swing down the street he saw two of¬
ficers of Herod’s army making for the
inn. Before they or his father had seen
him he was safe in his little retreat, his
eyes wide as his Persian cat’s, his ears
all primed for excitement. When wine
had been served them they asked that
they be not disturbed, so Josias, bowing
respectfully, locked the door after him.
“Let’s see,” said the senior officer,
“yours is the eastern portion. See that
you fail not in your duty as you value
your life. Every man-child under two
must die. Spare none for if one be
spared that may be he. We begin from
the several gates at dawn. The men had
best use daggers, though any way will
do if the work be clone quickly. The
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people must not have time to rise.
Divide your men into bodies of ten each
and . . So they planned each gory
detail.

The eyes under the farthest table grew
bigger and bigger as Phares slowly real¬
ized the full nature of the plot. Then
baby degrees of panic, horror, fury and
dread first warmed and then chilled him.
The uncertain lights that wavered in the
swinging lamps above the soldiers faded
and in their place he saw his lady moth¬
er’s violet eyes, tear-dimmed, but wide
with mute appeal. It seemed to him he
had been watching those two bad men
for days—and in truth hours passed be¬
fore they reckoned up and took their
leave. Then Phares with his heart beats

rapid as the ticks of a watch stole out
into the courtyard. Not a sound ! The
gate, of course was open, and a moment
later* a little figure was flying over the
uneven stones of the deserted alley. He
had never been out so late before, at
any other time he might have been afraid*
but now

Arriving at the house in safety he
knocked loudly at the low, rough door.
To his surprise it yielded at his touch
and he found himself in the familiar,
though darkened work-shop. The heav¬
ier pieces of furniture were still in place,
the last used ashes were strewn on the
hearth, but everything else had disap¬
peared. Unwilling to admit his own

misgivings he ran from room to room

calling softly and waiting for an answer.
There was none.

High on the massive city wall, blank-
white in floods of silver, a pitifully little
figure was staring with dry aching eyes

afar down the valley that led—he knew
not whither.

* * * * * * * * * * *

Years passed. Phares had grown to
a splendid young animal, one of those
tensely live creatures who, above all,
may not unleash themselves, who, when
they do, unleash a raging tiger that must
soon consume them. His voice was vel¬

vet, rich and sensuous, an 1 his dark
lashed eyes unconsciously flirtatious as
a girl’s. His father, Josias, had died
long since, leaving his too young son a
too heavy purse. Years of ease and in¬
dependence hardly served to expand
his heart or open up his mind to com¬
mon sense. But thoroughly spoiled, self-
centered, of course, perhaps a little vi¬
cious he was still an attractive animal.

With the early maturity of his kind
seventeen years made poor little Bethle¬
hem and an inn keeper's life too quiet
for his progressing tastes. The capital
was a luring eddy that drew him unre¬
sisting to its embrace and there he
sought what was to him his life—excite¬
ment.

Soon he became, his natural qualities
reenforced with gold, the reckless ac¬

knowledged leader in a circle of uncer¬
tain status.

Pleasure he made his goal and there¬
by never knew it. He had too much
love that was not love to really love; and
after all a loveless world is barren. So
n ore and more it palled on him. The
things that once had thrilled him grew
stupid, dry and tasteless. The tiger that
should have been a useful slave was fast

becoming an exacting master urginghim
on to fresh excess. Money ran low, as

money always does. It had to be re-
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placed .... But the story that
started so innocently is like its hero’s life
becoming unpleasant and dark.

And so to be brief the attractive young
animal was attractive no longer. He
sank, sank, sank! i he world rolled
round while time slipped quietly by.
Sunrise after sunrise brought new life
and hope eternal to man and beast, only
to him who was neither, but both was

there darkness in light wailing in laugh¬
ter, hatred in love. To him this world
was a sable stage indeed where he, poor
slave born worm must play to the scoff¬
ing stars. At thirty-eight his “exit cue’’
had come. Robbery had been his motive
—the ugly murder had followed resist¬
ance, and, as a coronet to all, he had
committed the unforgivable in being
caught.

So he was to die ? What matter ? It was

change at least! By crucifixion though !
Such was his sentence. Hours and
hours of torture. Could he bear up under
it? He must! He had seen others

writhe in agony, cry and shriek while
the rabble reviled and jeered at them.
They’d not get a sound from him, no
not a sound! And as he thought his
lined face seemed to harden into stone.

The goaler came in to set down his even¬
ing bread and meat, and as usual leaned
against the door jam for a chat. Had
he heard the news ? That blaspheming
dog of a Nazarene, who had created
such dissension among the people had at
last been run to earth. Betrayed, re¬

port had it, by one of his closest who
had now left the miracle monger to join
with God’s High Priests in doing jus¬
tice to his former master. “You're go¬

ing to die tomorrow to keep him com¬

pany,’’ he concluded; “so you’ll surely
meet on Golgotha.”

But Phares, or Dismas, as he called
himself, had numbed his every sense and
neither heard nor spoke.

On towards morning they came to his
Cell and dragged him him out to be
scouraged. Vicious strength lay behind
those lashes and quivering felts lept out
from the flesh to follow the retreating
thongs. Then, covered with his clotted
blood and prison filth, more dead than
living, though still strangely, doggedly in¬
different, he came forth into the Lith-
ostratos. He felt more than heard or

saw, the mob that surged around him;
felt their taunts, felt their hatred, seem¬

ed to feel—yes, felt!—what was harder
than all to bear, some vague drop of
pity somewhere in the crowd. Little
could he guess whose heart had touched
his own. Dim consciousness said that a

cross had been placed on his shoulders
and that an iron prod was forcing him
to stagger on, he knew not whither His
journey seemed years in a moment, a
moment in years. No idea of time was
left to him. It seemed to him instantly
on leaving the hall of judgment his
tree of death sank with a shock into its
fixed place in the ground; only then did
a shriek of animal pain escape him
and this it was that served to rouse him
from his deadened stupor.

He noticed for the first time now that

the thousands at his feet were in an up¬
roar, armed soldiers struggling with the
foremost were growling savage oaths ; his
fellow malefactor howled in his torment;

priests in robes of fringed silk were run¬
ning to and fro with orders trying to ex¬
cite the Jews to curses and revihngs.
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Then in the lull that followed the con¬

fusion he heard with amazement tne

prayer of his companion again and again
repeated. “Father forgive them, for
they know not what the}- do.” Despite
his own excruciating pains he turned
and fixed his gaze on the pale disfigured
face beside him. He noticed how real
tears.of pity mixed with his darkening
blood; for more sorrow than pain seemed
written on his brow.

From the cross’s foot came a sound
that could have been the sighing wind,
or the breaking of a heart’s last strings.
He looked, and looked right into •

Oh no! His fever-haunted brain bad

played him false! Still they remained !
Surely they were no phantom sprites!
They were his Lady Mother’s eyes grief
stricken, enisled in tears! There was

the one love of his life, her long gray •

hair tossed loose from its confining veil,
her cheek deep-lined and white with
suffering, her parched lips moving in si¬
lent prayer, struggling without avail to
think rather of the God-Head than of
her little baby now in his agony. A
lump as great as his iniquity rose in his
throat and choked him. That she should
see him thus! The great lump melted
and he wept. Cleansing drops they
were of deepest sorrow that purified his
inmost soul and made of the sinner, the
saint. Suddenly he heard his comrade
in crime burst out anew “If thou be the

Christ save thyself and us.” With what
fury did his new soul turn on the em¬
bodiment of all that it once had been.
“Neither dost thou fear God” was his

rebuke “seeing that thou art under the
same condemnation: and indeed justly
for we receive the due reward of our

deeds.”
Then with a rush of memories,

memories of long sweet mornings spent
in the one-story house at the edge of
the town of winter evenings and fireside
stories when the babe slept on its moth¬
er’s shoulder, his mother’s shoulder, his
lady mother’s, “but this man hath done
no wrong.”

As yet lie did not recognize his God
and' maker, only his mother’s son and
a suffering man in need. Out of his
bottomless poverty he gave what alms
he had—a charitable thought, no more.
Yet Solomon from his golden throne
could not have made an offering as rich.
At his feet she in return whose prayers
are always answered prayed for him.

In the flutter of an angel’s wing this
sin stained sold sped swiftly through
the chaos that lay between him and his
God. Miraculously hoping and believ¬
ing, he turned his head to say, “Lord
remember me when thou shall come into

thy kingdom,” and Jesus said to him,
“Amen I say to you this day thou shalt
be with me in Paradise.”
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LINES BENEATH A BUST OF SHAKESPEARE

Richard E. ConnEld, Jr., T5.

Three master songsmiths, true to race and age,

Three mimic zvorlds have zero light on Drama's stage,

The Attic bard zvho smote a thunderous strain,

The Weimar seer zvho sang a sad refrain,

More human still, proud Albion’s szvanlike son,

The genius of the tzvo ablaze in one.
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Lady Macbeth—An Impression
MARI/YN J. BROWN, T 5.

On the twenty-third of this month
the literary world celebrates the three
hundred and forty-seventh anniversary
of Shakespeare’s birth. Each passing
year invests with deeper interest this
commemoration, for Shakespeare’s in¬
fluence increases—never wanes. New
facts about his works are being slowly
unearthed; new books, embodying these
discoveries are constantly appearing.

Among these recent publications, is a
most valuable volume by William Win¬
ter, entitled “Shakespeare on the Stage.”
The author gives an interesting and com¬
prehensive account of the stage history
of six Shakespearean plays. From the
rich fund of information gathered dur¬
ing fifty years of observation, the ‘Dean
of American critics,’ in this work, of¬
fers a wealth of delightful anecdotes and
sparkling descriptions which render it
indispensable, both to lovers of Shakes¬
peare and to students of the contempor¬
ary stage. Particularly interesting are
his comments on “Macbeth.” Mr. Win¬
ter follows his discussion of famous im¬

personators of the title role by a brief
account of the great actresses who have
essayed Lady Macbeth, and in reading
the latter we find ourselves forced to

the conclusion that all conceptions of
this character must perforce divide
themselves into two hostile schools.

There are those who abhor her as an

ogress reveling in deeds of blood and hor¬
ror and who instinctively revolt from
pondering too deeply on one whom they

consider a fiend in human form. But

happily there is another view. To those
who study her more deeply there are
revealed undreamt depths through which
the woman clearly shines.

Such, in truth, is the first repellant
horror we receive by her murderous
plot against Duncan, that we are tempt¬
ed to condemn her at once. Only closer
scrutiny brings to light her complexity,
her depth, and above all. her tender
womanliness. Lady Macbeth exhibits
an intensity of passion, a singleness of
purpose and a masculine breadth and
sweep of intellect nothing short of mar¬
velous and to condemn her without con¬

sidering these qualities is as narrow as
to accuse the philosophic Hamlet of ef¬
feminacy and weakness, for hesitating to
execute his ghost-father’s commands.
As the prevalent idea of a Hamlet—that
all-noble and ill-starred prince of the
north—pictures merely a brooding mel¬
ancholy gentleman in black velvet, so
the ordinary view of Lady Macbeth,
though she is gifted with an intensely
sympathetic nature and a boundless ca¬

pacity for all-absorbing love, sees noth¬
ing but a fierce, cruel Amazon brand¬
ishing two daggers and urging her hus¬
band to the murder of an aged king.
Even when we study her more deeply
we are apt to judge her too much by
what she says; we do not stop to con¬
sider what she is. We forget that Lady
Macbeth’s participation in the murder
of the king is made more terrible be-
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cause we sympathize with her almost in¬
voluntarily.

Macbeth is universally regarded as
one of Shakespeare’s most complex cre¬
ations. He is represented in such varied
lights and in such widely different as¬

pects that he affords an absorbing sub¬
ject for analysis and criticism. On the
other hand the character of Lady Mac¬
beth can be readily resolved into ele¬
ments of the utmost simplicity. She is
as superior to her husband in intellect as
she is inferior in imagination. Macbeth
determines boldly, but straightway his
mind glances off into complex and fanci¬
ful broodings. Without the strength of
will which is essential even for the villain,
he wavers and resolves, determines and
falters, so that in constant fluctation be¬
tween “would” and “dare not” his “func¬
tion is smothered in surmise.” There is

nothing good in this constant hesitation.
It is pure cowardice. His scruples re¬

garding the king contain nothing noble
or intrinsically good. He has the cow¬
ard’s chronic fear of detection, he dreads
the universal hatred which Duncan’s
murderer will receive, he fears the deed,
not because it is morally wrong, but
because Duncan as his kinsman and his

guest is “there in double trust.”
On the contrary, with the Lady, to de¬

termine is to act. She no sooner re¬

solves upon the performance of the deed
than she bends up every energy of her
being to its execution. Up to the very
moment of the assassination, she never

pauses for a moment. She talks as cru¬

elly as ever murderers could, yet one
cannot help considering her subsequent
deeds a better test of her true nature

than these precedent words. The more

thoughtfully we read the opening scenes,
the more vividly does she stand forth as
a woman who is simply urging her hus¬
band to a deed of blood through her
love for him. She wishes his glorifica¬
tion ; his greater power is her only
thought. Not once does she refer to
herself or to her own ambitions. Her

every dream, her every hope, her every
happiness rest in him. How thoroughly
she knows him! How intuitively she
has sounded every depth and every hid¬
den nook of his tortuous mind. She un¬

derstands, as none other does, his weak¬
ness and his vacillation. He who to the
world is the great and noble chieftain,
the wise, the puissant general is child¬
ishly dependent upon her advice.

In the first reference to her in the

play we see something of this depend¬
ence. When Duncan announces to Mac¬
beth his intention of visiting him at
Inverness, the latter, bewildered by this
new turn of affairs and almost frighten¬
ed by the possibility thus opened up to
his ambition, at once thinks of her to
whom he has ever gone with every hope
and difficulty. He breaks out:

“I’ll be myself the harbinger, and make
joyful

The hearing of my wife with your ap¬
proach.

Previously he has written to her
of the weird women’s salutations,
and of his reception of the promised
title, “Cawdor. It is while perusing
this letter that we first see her. And
what a masterpiece that letter is! No¬
tice the superior conventional husband’s
attitude in the phrase: “This have I
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thought good to deliver thee, my dear¬
est partner of greatness.” If she did
not love him so entirely and devotedly,
she might smile in quiet scorn. “Lay it
to thy heart, and farewell.” Oh! no
need of that. How long already it has
lain there! She does not shrink from

considering the matter. Long since has
she urged and argued it with him. With
conscience—drowning love, she does not
falter even at the cost of blood that she

may see him throned in Forres’ hall.
Mrs. Siddons, the greatest imperson¬

ator of Lady Macbeth, always consider¬
ed her a woman of a rather slender,
fragile composition, full, of course, of
energy, fire and spirit, but radiantly beau¬
tiful both in face and figure. Thus it is
easy to understand why her husband
treats her so lovingly. A man of his
stamp would revere only such a woman.
If she were a massive brawny Amazon,
he might fear her physically, but he
would not writhe and twist in irresolute
agony when she taunts him with “cow¬
ard” and casts slurs upon his love. Her
invocation to the spirits “that tend on
mortal thoughts” shows clearly how as¬
sumed is her role of wickedness. Why
should she cry: “Stop up the access and
passage to remorse,” if her mind were

naturally of that fierce and fiend-like
cast that “no compunctious visitings of
nature” were to be feared. Her dar¬

ing is so wonderful that she can be mag¬
nificent even in sin. In that awful

speech beginning:

“The raven himself is hoarse
That croaks the fatal entrance of

Duncan.
Under my battlements.”

her vivid eloquence piles one horrible
image upon another in a wild excite¬
ment of terror, just as a man, pausing
before some dread attempt, will threat¬
en and storm in violent, but assumed,
bravado.

The following scene is ideal. The
sweet, light-hearted talk of Banquo and
the king, the gracious and courteous
welcome of their ‘‘honored hostess” at

the castle-gate, suspend the tragic ac¬
tion but wonderfully increase our in¬
terest. It seems incredible that, in the
seventh scene, the Lady’s heroic deter¬
mined persuasion of her husband should
be proclaimed the expression of her true
character. She pours forth first, a
stream of bitter ironical questions; then
with vigorous and irrefutable argu¬
ments she mounts steadily to a strong
climax when she sweeps her husband’s
waverings before her by the most ter¬
rifying and striking image which she
can call to mind. Every word bears the
imprint of the special purpose for which
it is uttered. The most superficial ob¬
servation may reveal how unlike her are
her words.

In the dim inner court of the castle,
Lady Macbeth waits her husband’s re¬
turn. He has crept up the narrow steps
to find “the daggers ready.” She has
drugged the “possets” of Duncan’s
grooms and the sight of the heavy dark
wine has given her additional boldness.
Her fears during the murder are very
natural ones; that they may be discov¬
ered ; that there will be some slip in her
carefully arranged plan; that they may
be called upon to appear before every
trace of the crime has been obliterated.
She has deliberately shut from her mind
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all the horror of the attempt, with al¬
most self-violent courage, she does not
permit herself to dwell upon one detail
of the ghastly business, or her con¬
science to speak against the deed of hell.
It is true that a while before, as she
stood in the dark chamber by the sleep¬
ing king, as her fingers, in sudden re¬

solve, closed swiftly upon the hilt of a

dagger, she was startled and unnerved
by his resemblance to an adored father.
But, though the sight of the old man in
his blood, though the faint, ghoulish
odor of it, sickens and horrifies her, she
ascends the winding staircase with a

tragic, frenzied jest upon her lips.

If he do bleed,
I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal,
For it must seem their guilt.

Never once does her almost preter¬
natural courage forsake her until, when
in the awful horror of the murder’s dis¬

covery, Macbeth describes the dead
king and his “blood-gilded’ grooms, the
full picture is for the first time thrum
before her. She can no longer ward it
off by sheer strength of will and wbh a
faint cry she falls swooning,—not in
feigning but in fact—overcome by that
one horror for which she had failed to

prepare.
When next we see her, the blood

bought crown has been achieved. In¬
stead of exulting in her husband’s pos¬
session of that for which she has slain
her soul, we find her suffering all the
untold agonies of remorse. From the
moment of her sin, she is doomed. She
conceals it in Macbeth’s presence, think¬
ing to strengthen him as of old but their

two lives are insensibly drifting farther
and farther apart. She is no longer his
confidant, she is no longer a partizan of
his new crimes and fears. Macbeth

goes on, sinking deeper and deeper in¬
to the slough of sin. He is so steeped,
bathed, soaked in blood that

“Should he wade no more,

Returning were as tedious as go o’er.”

Yet somehow, he holds on grimly to
the very end. She tortured by her
never-ceasing memories, can find no
relief in vague, imaginative ravings, as
can he.

“Nought’s had. All’s spent.
Where our desire is got without con¬

tent.

Pis safer to be that which we destroy,
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful

joy.”

“Oh ! what a sigh is there!” A sigh
from the depths of a repentant agonized
soul.

Concerning Lady Macbeth’s bearing
in the famous banquet scene one fact al¬
ways strikes us. When Macbeth is
haunted by the spectre of the murdered
Banquo and appears half crazed with
terror at the gruesome sight, her fierce
whispered rebukes, the biting sarcasm
with which she attempts to dispel his
fancies, her hasty agonized appeals to
the wonder-struck company have a
thrilling tragic force which holds us
tense. ' But when the company have
gone, she says no more, no syllable of
rebuke or of scorn; a patient submis¬
sive replying to his questions; a pa-
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thetic entreaty to seek repose; what love
and tenderness she shows! Beneath
that silence lies a depth of woe and hor¬
ror impossible to conceive. She can
find no egress, no channel in which to
loose the torrents of that blind tearless

agony. But nature finds a way. Sleep¬
less, while all else sleeps; wide-eyed yet
sightless, she glides ghostlike through
the dim halls of Dunsinane, haunted by
those phantoms of the past: the blood in
which the old man lay, the ghastly
knocking at the gate, the picture of Mac¬
duff's wife lying dead among her chil¬
dren, and—most horrible of all—that
sickly smell which “all the perfumes of
Arabia will not sweeten.”

And so she goes from us, without
help, without hope. There is no med¬
icine that can

“Minister to her mind diseased
Pluck from her memory those rooted

sorrows.”

The news of her death hardly touches
Macbeth. “It seems little more to him
than one additional incident in the

weary, meaningless tale of human life,”
Is not the close of the play by another
hand than Shakespeare’s? Would he,
who has inspired us with pity for Lady
Macbeth, have called her there a “fiend¬
like queen?” Would he have unveiled
the mystery of her fate by hinting that
she took her life by “self and violent
hands ?”

Can we condemn without mercy this
unfortunate woman? She sinned griev¬
ously but her atonement was awful.
Truly might it be said of her:

“She loved not wisely, but too well.”

A PHILOSOPHIC REVERIE

W. A. ’12

As when with shaded gaze, we dim descry
The distant sea’s horizon, where in view,
Hangs hut a speck fast mingling with the blue,
Noiv showing clear, now dxdl to the straining eye,
And now a fiery flashing wave tossed high,
Now sinking deep into the dismal hue
Of distance; so scan we great Nature’s due
Of Being, boundless sea of entity
And faint discern upon its heaving breast,
Poised twixt the Ocean’s brim and that dim sheen

Of nothingness that lies beyond the crest,
What sages term Pure Being, speck, now seen,
Now lost in that deep haze which obscures best
What lightened brain seems straining most to glean.
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An Untaught Lesson From Shakespeare
w. T5.

Prologue.

Readers of Shakespeare are all fa¬
miliar with the casket episode in his de¬
lightful comedy “The Merchant of Ven¬
ice.” They will recall the eccentric
whim of Portia’s father and the strange
lottery he devised for those who should
offer themselves as suitors for his

daugther’s hand and dowery. Three
closed caskets were exposed, one of
burnished gold, one of silver, and a
third of unpretentious lead. In one of
these lay hidden the precious scroll and
parchment which would announce to
the successful contestant that he had

chosen the proper casket, and with it
the “lady richly left, of wondrous vir¬
tues : nothing undervalued to Cato’s
daughter, Brutus’ Portia.” But in the
other two chests were messages gf fail¬
ure and words of caustic advice to the
unsuccessful! Every gale, accordingly,
brought some new candidate to Belmont
to essay his fortune at the keys;—one
after another they flocked thither, made
their election, and then departed in si¬
lent disappointment, only to meet some
new aspirant knocking at the gate.

Thus the merry game went on, until
at last the predestined man appeared in
the person of Bassanio, who, daring to
despise the sparkling gold and silver,
cast his lot in favor of the sombre lead.
He won the prize!

Now it would seem to be very much
the same with the young man of today

who stands for the first time face to

face with those weighty problems of life
which admit of no procrastination. Let
us suppose the case of the youth who
has left the shelter of his father’s home
and stands on the threshold of active
life. The innocent, dreamy days of
childhood and boyhood have slipped
away unnoticed, and the stern realities
are gathering and warning him that the
hour has come for that decisive step—
the choosing of a state of life. A triple
choice lies open to his young and sus¬
ceptible mind. There is first a golden
casket, typifying the gaudy, worldly life
that counts, alas! so many unfortunate
votaries—the life that deceives with

flashy ornament and hides its gross cor¬

ruption under a show of outward fair¬
ness. It is the life of sinful pleasure,
depraved ambitions and positive crime.
Then, there is a pale leaden casket that
seems to be the very antipode of the
first, for it is small, rough hewn and
unadorned. By it is meant the simple
life of Christian virtue and devotion—
the generous life whose one aim it to
fulfil faithfully all the commandments
of God and the precepts of His holy
Church.

But what, one might ask, becomes of
the silver casket? Ha's it no place in the
mystical tableau ? Ah! would that it
could be omitted or disregarded;—but
that is impossible, for it is ever found
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between the other two, a temptation and
a stumbling-stone that has tripped many
an unwary traveler on the road to heav¬
en. It is a symbol of that fatal mid¬
course of compromise between good and
evil,—the life of religious indifference
and lukewarmness that seeks to serve

God without entirely renouncing the
devil. “Is it so nominated in the bond
of my salvation?” is the cold, calculating
answer which the too numerous clients
of this life return to the pathetic plead¬
ings of the Sacred Heart and the ex¬
hortations of God’s annointed ministers.
If it is so expressed, then the duty, or
sacrifice, or work of zeal, or whatever
else it may be is reluctantly performed;
—if, however, it is not so written, then
it is easily transmitted, for so much will
they give, but no more. These are the
moral Shylocks who would drive a
close bargain with the Almighty!

With this much as prelude, we may
easily imagine the following scene to
take pl'.ce:

Scene—The World. Before on altar
in the Temple of Youth. The curtains
are drawn back, disclosing three caskets
on the altar.

Enter Juvenis, A young man,—his
guardian Angel, and the Ez'il One, the
Tempter of Mankind.

Angel {encouragingly in Young Mams
ear)—

“Choose well: your choice is
Brief, but yet endless:
Here eyes do regard you
From eternity’s stillness.”

Tempter, {impatiently pointing to
golden casket)—Behold the inscription

—“Who chooseth me shall gain what
many men desire.” Surely {with art¬
ful and persuasive voice) surely this
casket promises the happiness you are
seeking and which all men desire!

Angel, {warningly from other side).
—Beware ! there is a carrion death with¬
in ! Those gay baubles that disfigure
life may be enticing to look upon, but
Oh ! remember Christian soul, like the
apples of Sodom they will crumble to
ashes in your grasp. Be wise, be wise,
while there is yet time, for it will be all
too late when your conscience is weaken¬
ed and your moral sensibilities are par-
alized. Remember, youthful heart,

“All that glisters is not gold;
Gilded tombs do worms enfold.

Many a man his life hath sold
But its outside to behold.”

{The young man turns away. His
heart is truly noble at the core and re¬
volts at the thought of a life passed in
total cTcpravity. His gaze next falls up¬
on the sombre leaden casket.)

Juvenis '{reading the inscription).—
“Who chooseth me must give and hazard
all he hath.” Must hazard all he hath?—
This is a hard saying.

Tempter (scornfully).—Must give—
for what ? for lead ?—hazard all for
lead? Absurd! Duty and religion are
but dull and tiresome at the best, suitable
for women and children at home, but not
for men ! Then again, how could you.
with all your human weakness hope to
scale the heights of rigid virtue! They
are too high—they are not for you.
What is virtue, anyhow—
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“Virtue, and vice,
A knave’s pretence
’Tis all the same;

Ha! Ha!
Dread of hell-fire,
Of the venomous flame,
A coward’s plea.

Ha! Ha!
For shrewd good sense
You’ll slave for hire

Ha! Ha!
And do but aspire
To the heaven above
With sordid aim,
And not from love,

Fla! Ha!”

Be bold, free and independent, my
friend! Let not conscience make a cow¬

ard of you!
(The young man is stung by these so¬

phistical taunts and turns slowly to the
last, the magnetic casket of compromise.
Its edges are well worn and rounded, for
it has been handled fondly since the be¬
ginning of the world.)

Juvenis (reading the inscription).—
“Who chooseth me, shall get as much
as he deserves.”—as much as he de¬

serves?—Why, that is all I ask. I do
not presume to wear undeserved dignity.

Tempter (still hopeful).—If you will
not have my golden casket, then take
the silver one, at leats !—“In medio tutis-
simus ibis”—Perhaps the middle path is
safest after all, (aside) for ’tis but a

question of time before the traveller on
such a path is easily swung over to my
own broad and smooth highway. And
the gates at the end are open day and
night!

(The young man’s hand steals slowly
out towards the silver casket, but pauses
a moment as the old sweet voice again
sounds in his ear.)

Angel (softly) Think well, Oh soul,
before the fatal step is taken! Remem¬
ber the divine warning to the angel of
the Church of Laodicea—“I would thou
wert hot or cold.” If you are determin¬
ed to be lukewarm with God, then ex¬

cept a lukewarm reward. You shall get
as much as you deserve! And what will
you deserve? Not happiness, but only
the faintest taste of it; remorse of con¬

science, uneasiness of spirit and regret.
Your mind is sufficiently noble to re¬
cognize and appreciate that there is a

higher course than this sorry makeshift
and impossible attempt to reconcile
things that are contradictories! Your
better self tells you that you were cre¬
ated for God and that He alone can fully
satiate the yearnings of the human heart!
And yet that traitorious and cowardly
flesh must hesitate and hold you back!
Conscience, on the other hand, is urging
you on to the one true solution and will
eternally reproach you, if you heed not
its dictates. You may try to assassinate
it, but it will not die, for it is as imper¬
ishable as your immortal soul! And so
from day to day, from week to week and
down through the coming years, this
torturing warfare must go on, leaving
you forever doubting and never certain
of your acceptance with God! And is
this the happiness you are seeking?

(The hand that had almost made the
irrevocable election now hangs poised in
mid-air., arrested not by any unseen, co¬
ercive pozver, but by the free will that
was directing it. In deeper revery and
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with more solemn mien the young man
turns hack to the leaden casket.)

Angel.—Be brave;-—it is dull and lead¬
en only on the outside, for within there
is the splendor of God’s eternal sunshine.
A virtuous life does not necessarily im¬
ply a hermit’s cell, or the cloister with
cowl, scourge—and so-called dismal
countenance! Though religion and the
cloister are the natural retreats of sanct¬

ity, yet there have been saints who sat
in high places and wore kingly crowns!
St. Louis was a king, and Philip Neri
was the smiling saint of the public
square and marketplace! Any and every
walk of life may be sanctified by pure
and upright living. Hence, believe not
the Evil Tempter. He is a liar and
was so from the beginning. He has for¬
feited all hope himself, and in his fur¬
ious jealousy he seeks to drag you down
to his own degraded level of despair, and
thus bar you forever from those vacant
thrones in the eternal courts.

If you would rightly know the happi¬
ness and true peace of soul that lie hid¬
den in the life of virtue, look not to the
powers of hell for an answer, but turn
to that white robed throng of holy, bless¬
ed and immortal souls “who hymn their
maker’s praise continually.” These are
they who were once poor, flesh-encircled
mortals like yourself, but who have mer¬
ited to rank with angels. They are beck¬
oning to you and pointing the way to a
blissful eternity;—Agnes, Cecilia, Stan¬
islaus, Aloysius and the whole army of
God’s saints both men and women ! And
are you not able to do what they have
done? Or were they able to live virtuous
lives of themselves alone and not by the
help of the Lord, their God?—Have
confidence:—you will not fight alone or

unaided, for the angels will be your
guardians and the saints your interces¬
sors ; you will find healing of the past
and promise for the future in the Sacred
Tribunal of Penance; you will find a
safe and ready refuge in the maternal love
of Our Blessed Mother and last, but
greatest of all, you will find the strength
of lions in that great treasure of Catho¬
lic life—the true Body and Blood of
Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament of the
Altar!

And now to your choice.—
.... thine and of all thy sons

The weal or woe in thee is placed; be¬
ware !

In thy persevering shall rejoice,
And all the Blest. Stand fast; to stand

or fall
Free in thine own arbitrament it lies.”*

(Encouraged and inspired by these
heavenly messages, the hand that before
had hesitated, is nozv raised in unfalter¬
ing decision, and with the key of confi¬
dence unlocks the leaden casket of. Vir¬
tue.) ...

Juvenis.—What find I here! An in¬
terior lined with gold, three shining em¬
blems, a Cross a Key and a Crown!

Angel.—And these were thy reward
had the Tempter seduced thee (opens
the gold and silver caskets, showing a
hideous skull in the former and the im¬
age of a blinking idiot in the latter).

Juvenis:—I repent not my choice!
As Bassanio found his heart’s desire in
the leaden casket long ago at Belmont,
so have I found my soul’s true happiness
in the life of virtue and Christian man¬

hood.
This is a lesson from Shakespeare as

yet untaught by the commentators.
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Law Notes
WILLIAM L. LEAHY, ’ 12.

On April 19th, in the New Willard
ball room the combined senior classes of
the University held their annual Senior
Prom. The system of combination which
was inaugurated to foster the spirit of
unity, loyalty, and fraternal acquaintance
among the students of all departments at
Georgetown has met with that unquali¬
fied success which proves its permanency
beyond a doubt. College, Medical, Dent¬
al, and Law, all joined to celebrate in
common this, Georgetown’s greatest so¬
cial event. Freshman Law, Junior Law
proms there are and will be, successful,
enjoyable, socially pleasant and liappy
functions, but all are consigned to in¬
ferior places on the scale beneath that
held as custom’s greatest, the Senior
Prom.

The Committee in charge worked with
exceptional zeal to make this year’s oc¬
casion peculiarly a notable one, and their
efforts were rewarded. The great ball
room was resplendent with lights and the
colors of Blue and Gray. The music
was the best that Washington could pre¬
sent ; the gathering happy and congenial
within the influence of Alma Mater.

Fully two hundred couples were in at
tendance and all unhesitatingly pro¬
nounce this promenade the most suc¬
cessful. The entire University offers its
words of commendation to the sturdy
committee.

Voice in the rear:

“Aw, cut it out! What do you think
this is, a Law School?”

Ye Domesday Booke is in the mold
soon to be presented to the expectant
student body. Its preparation has to
date involved many a third year mind in
trials of mental anguish. Those various
pests of editors’ existence, they who in
the sincere conviction of their own facial
adornments will not let their copyrighted
counterpart he reproduced even in the
camera of an artist like Mr. Edmonston,
are often the greatest hindrance.
Many an Adonis has had his peculiar ex¬
cellences declared his special property
in 1912. Consequently the strained nerv¬
ous tension of the managers of
this year’s venture. Thayer, Perry, Law
in general pale into insignificance as
compared with that tax list of old Wil¬
liam thrust upon Saxon progenitors.
Business Manager Mark and Editor
Korn are hob-nobbing and button holing
till Ye Domesday Booke has become a

subsidiary course in Contracts. But be
it said of these same managers that the
success of this year’s Booke will be di
rcctly attributable to their strenuous la¬
bor and their unselfish interest, manifest¬
ed in the welfare of 1912. Georgetown
men are looking forward to the best edi¬
tion yet published of this chronicle of
Georgetown life, and when it is placed
in the hands of its subscribers the com¬

mendation and praise meted to it by it*
admirers will reflect in no small measure

back on those who have made the suc¬

cess we are certain it will prove itself.
Mr. Daly of the West Publishing Co.
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has delivered a course of lectures on

“How to j- ind the Law" to the Third
Year men. Quaere : Does anybody kno^
just how many lectures it would take to
teach those same men how to learn the
law after they had found it?

The ^.arroll Law Club has been re¬

cently organized among the members of
the First and Second Year men of the
Law School. At present its existence i :
limited to that period of preparation,
necessarily precedent to efficient work.
Officers and constitution have not as yet
been reported, but from the calibre of its
members and the determination mani¬
fested in its organization, success is as¬
sured. May this Hub honor the great
name of him whom they have chosen as
their sponsor that Georgetown Law may
be represented by another society com¬
memorative of the great men whose lives
are entwined about its history and whose
work has made their name dear to the
life of Georgetown.

Since the organization of the Morris
Law Club one year ago, its members
have realized the efficient work which
such societies could accomplish in stu¬
dent life and the excellent opportunities
they present for subsidiary legal educa¬
tion. Established with no intention
whatever of imbuing members with the
ideas of arbitrary exclusiveness which
are liable to obtain in such circles but
limited solely because its organizers
deemed that its existence and proper
activitity demanded some restriction as
to numbers, tbe Morris Law Club has

accomplished far greater success than
was expected or hoped for by its found¬
ers. Its Junior Branch, formed this
year, has convened in meetings more

regularly and worked more smoothly
perhaps in its programs than its prede¬
cessor, profiting by the difficulties that be¬
set the first organization, and the Senior
Club conveys to it its congratulations. Re-
cently Judge De Lacey honored its
existence by an evening with the Juvenile
Court in which he minutely traced the
history of that institution from its germ
to its present development, and in his
kindly but masterly manner and with
those peculiar judicial traits requisite for
such a position, pleasingly told and de¬
scribed the work from complaint to rem¬

edy and regaled the Club with many a
srorv of human nature. The Senior Club
has listened to instructive speeches and
discourses from Professors Baker and

Hogan and are contemplating a dinner
or smoker for both branches to fittingly
mark the establishment of such a Club
at Georgetown. And there is room for
many more such Clubs in the Law
vSchool.

Prof. B. “We will put this
man in about as bad a place as we know
of, Missouri.”

Mr. C. — “Perhaps yarn do
that because you know that I came from
Missouri.”

Prof. B “Well it’s a mighty
good place to come from.”
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Alumni
THE LATE EDWARD B. KENNA, A. B- ’99.

by

JOHN KENNA JENNINGS, ’l2.

On the 22nd day of last March at
Grant, Florida, the soul of Edward B.
Kenna, A. B., ’99, left this mortal earth
and passed to the great beyond. He
was thirty-four years of age, and the
distinguished son of an illustrious fath¬
er, the late Senator John E. Kenna, of
West Virginia, and, like his father, he
was called from his post of duty in the
prime of manhood and ere his wonder¬
ful talents could run their full course in

their noble purpose—the betterment of
his fellow-men.

While at Georgetown he was undoubt¬
edly one of the greatest college baseball
pitchers that had ever been developed,
and as a football star he was ranked

among the best. The call of the dia¬
mond was too strong for him to resist,
and after receiving his A. B. in 1899 he
entered the ranks of professional base¬
ball, where his fame soon spread from
coast to coast. During his career as a
pitcher he played with the Denver,
Louisville, Minneapolis, and the Phila¬
delphia National league clubs, and won
for himself renown, not only by his
pitching, but also by his poetic musings,
which frequently appeared in news¬
papers all through the land, whence he
earned the cognomen of “The Poet-
Pitcher.”

He was possessed of a magnificent
physical make-up; strong, energetic, yet

in his moral make-up was to be found in
an eminent degree courage, determina¬
tion, generosity, kindliness, loyalty and
manliness, mixed with a strongly char¬
acteristic spirit of courtliness, gentle¬
ness, and sympathy. He was indeed a
man of unusual literary ability, which
long before he entered the ranks of
journalism had brought him fame. The
poetical products of his graceful pen,
besides being of unquestioned and
recognized merit, are noble, dignified,
elevating, and will ever remain a mon¬
ument to his genius and his name.

At the time of his death Mr. Edward
B. Kenna was the able editor-in-chief
of the Charleston, West Virginia, Ga¬
zette, which under his leadership was
raised to a high standard, and which
owes much to his untiring efforts. By
those of his own profession he was ap
preciated and highly respected, deeply
loved by his friends and acquaintances
and revered by those who opposed him.

By the death of Edward B. Kenna
Georgetown has lost a loyal and noble
son, journalism one of its scintillating
lights, American literature a genius,
high ideals a worthy champion, West
Virginia one of its most prominent and
talented editors, a noble citizen, a zeal¬
ous patriot, and in every sense of the
word, a true gentleman
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DEATH OF CAPT. WYNNE.

Captain Robert Francis Wynne, L. L.
B. ’97, a former Varsity athlete and of¬
ficer of the United States Marine Corps,
known among his comrades in the ranks
as, “Boh Wynne, the fighting marine,”
died at the home of his father, former
Postmaster General Robert F. Wynne,
915 Rhode Island Avenue, N. W.,
Washington, on March twenty-fourth.
Death was due to tuberculosis Contracted
in China while fighting against the Box¬
ers. Capt. Wynne was born in this
city August 16, 1876. He attended the
District public schools, later St. John’s
Catholic College. For a year or two he
was enrolled in the academic depart¬
ment of Georgetown, but withdrew to
study law. He graduated from the
Law School in 1897. Wynne early had
the ambition to become a soldier and be¬
came a member of the National Fen-
cibles of the District National Guard,
one of the crack regiments of the coun¬

try. At the same time he gave up the
idea of becoming a lawyer. On the
outbreak of the Spanish-American War
Wynne was ordered to Cuba with a de¬
tachment of marines and from that time

distinguished himself in every engage¬
ment in which he took part. He partici¬
pated in the fighting at Guantanamo and
in the fighting in the eastern • part of
Cuba. He was selected to head a de¬
tachment of re-enforcements sent to the

Philippines August 8, 1899. There his
gallantry at the battle of Noveletta won
him his First Lieutenancy. A short
time later saw him in the thick of the

fighting against the Boxers. Congress
commended him and granted him a med¬

al for bravery displayed during the hos¬
tilities in China. Captain Wynne re¬

signed from the service about five years
ago. The funeral took place from the
Church of the Immaculate Conception
and interment was made in Mount Oli¬
vet Cemetery.

DEATH OF REAR ADMIRAL MEL¬
VILLE.

Rear Admiral George W. Melville,
the renowned Arctic explorer, who was

given the honorary degree of L. L. D.
by Georgetown in 1899 died at his home
in Philadelphia March 17th. The hon¬
orary pallbearers were Lieutenant-Gen¬
eral Arthur MacArthur, U.S.A. retired;
Col. John P. Nicholson, representing the
Loyal Legion-

Other honorary pallbearers were Col.
John P. Nicholson, representing the
Loyal Legion; Rear Admiral E. C.
Pendleton, and Capt. J. R. Edwards,
representing the navy; George Westing-
house. Pittsburgh, representing the
American Society of Mechanical Engi¬
neers ; Robert S. Griffin, of the Naval
Society; President Humphreys, of the
Engineers’ Club, New York, and of
Stevens Institute of Technology; Henry
G. Bryant, representing geographical
and arctic societies; Dr. Samuel G. Dix¬
on, State health officer of Pennsylvania,
who represents the Philadelphia Acad¬
emy of Natural Science.

IN MEMORY OF JOHN W. HALL-
AHAN.

Peter T. Hallahan of Philadelphia
has the honor of erecting the first church
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in the new Abbatia Nullius, in charge
of the Benedictine Fathers in North
Carolina. The church has been built as

a memorial in honor of Mr. Hallahan’s

son, John William Hallahan, 3rd, A. B,
’99, A. M. ’00, who met a tragic death
in an elevator accident at Cape May, N.
J., July 1, 1910. It is situated in the
pretty little town of Tryon which lies at
the foot of the Blue Ridge Mountains.

ORDINATIONS.

Among the members of the Society of

Jesus who will be ordained at Wood-
stock by Cardinal Gibbons next June,
are a number of former Georgetown
students and teachers. They are:

Mr. Richard A. O’Brien, S. J., pro¬
fessor of classics in 1904-1906; Mr.
Michael Earls, S. J., Post-Graduate stu¬
dent in ’97 ; Mr. Joseph A. Keller, S. J.
professor in 1908-1909; Mr. Charles F.
Arnold, S. J., professor in 1908-1909;
Mr. George W. Wall, S. J., professor in
1906-1909; Mr. Thomas J. Delihant, S.
J., in residence from 1894-1897, when
he entered the Society ; Mr. Edward J.
Moran, S. ]., professor in 1904-1908.

THE VISION

BY

THE LATE EDWARD B. KENNA.

When sunset tints the western hills have kissed

And, Midas-like, have turned the fields to gold:
When radiant rays, like those, in days of old,

God gave in dreams to him}, the visiomst—;
Ladders of pearl in floods of amethyst

And blush of rosd and violet bloom—unfold
Their gleaming lengths, then I, heart fain, am bold

To climb, in dreams, to her my heart has missed.

She is not dead! True mothers never die!
She has but gone, in her sweet self to be
A suppliant that her children miss the rod

Of chastisement that on their souls should lie.
When evening glorifies the sky, to me

A vision comes—my mother, and her God !
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D. O'SULLIVAN T4.

The Georgetown base ball team has
started the season by earning the repu¬
tation of being one of the best nines
playing college ball. True Georgetown
lost several games during the Easter va¬
cation, which should have resulted in
victories, according to the records and
past performances of the teams, but
every team of every kind takes a slump
at some time during its season and we

should be thankful that the Georgetown
team had its slump early in the season
and that for the rest of the year, the
Blue and Gray is likely to reign supreme
on the diamond. The only team that
Georgetown did not by far out-class, of
those that they played during the va¬
cation was Princeton. Princeton has a

wonderfully good team this season and
it will take as good a team as ever play¬
ed college base ball to defeat the Orange
and Black. Nevertheless we are con¬

fident that if our team was not stale

during the Princeton game, the result

would have been a different story, per¬
haps we would not have won both the
games from Princeton, but if the team
had been playing its annual game of ball
at this time, Princeton would not have
won both games either.

* * *

Roy Waldron of the Sophomore class
was elected as the class candidate for
ihe assistant managership of base ball,
while Hugh Carter was chosen to run
for track.

The coming elections are the last
chance for the Sophs to make good.

G. U. is Victor in Frlak Game.

March 23.—From Stanley T. Milli-
kin in the Washington Post.

G. U. AB H O A E
Hollander, ss

Cogan cf
Sitter ’d ’g If. . . .

Fury, rf

1 o 1 1 2

2 1 200

3 1 1 0 1
1 o 1 0 0
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Daly, 2b 2 1 2 0 0 Lamberton, 2. Umpire—-Mr. Colli-

O’Connor, ib.... 1 0 2 i 0 flower. Time of game-—2 hours.

Mulcahv, ib 1 0 0 3 0

Davis, 3I) 2 0 0 0 0 Georgetown Beats Navy.
Mullaney, c 1 1 6 0 1

Lanrton, p 2 0 0 1 2 Georgetown. AB H O A E
— ■ — — - Hollander, ss. . . • 5 2 1 2 0

Totals 16 4 10 6 6 Cogan, cf 5 1 2 0 0

Sitterding, If. ... • 4 T T 1 0

Mt. St. J. AB H O A E Fury, c • 3 O / 0 1

Kright, If 4 2 0 0 0 Daly, 2b ....... • 4 2 3 0 1

Wamsley, cf 4 1 1 0 0 M. O’Connor, ib. 1 0 Z) 1 0

Citranno, 2b, p. . .
■ 3 1 3 0 0 Chapman, ib. ... . 2 0 4 0 0

Mailer, ib 2 1 4 0 0 Davis, 3b • 4 1 2 2 1

Bagless, ss. p • 3 0 1 0 0 Lynch, rf 1 0 1 0 0

Hamdod, 3b 2 1 0 0 1 Campazzi, rf. ...
2 0 1 0 0

Lelar, c • 3 0 3 1 0 C. O’Connor, p. . • 3 0 0 2 0

C’wood, rf ■ 3 1 0 0 0 White, p 1 0 0 1 0

Knapp, p T 0 0 2 0

Morisette, p .... O 0 0 0 0 Totals 35 7 27 12 3

Totals . 20 7 12 3 1 Navy. AB H O A E

No one out in fifth when winning run Abbott, 2b • 3 1 1 1 0

was scored. Byers, cf • 3 0 2 0 0

Georgetown .... . O O 0 0 10—10 Hall, ib • 5 0 11 0 1

Mt. St. Joseph . . . O O 2 1 6— 9 Yaiden, 3b • 3 1 2 1 0

Runs—Hollander (2), Cogan, Sitter- Fisher, rf • 4 2 1 0 0

ding, Fury, Daly, Mulcahy, Davis, Mul- Cochran, c • 4 2 7 6 0

lancy, Lamberton, Kright, (2) Wamsley Seibert, p 2 0 0 3 0

(2), Lelar, Bagless, Hamdod, Knapp, Vinson, p. ..’... . 0 0 0 3 1

(2). First base on errors—-Mt. St. Jo- McGuire, ss. . . . • 4 0 2 0 3

seph, 3. Left on bases Georgetown, 8; Glover. If • 3 1 1 0 0

Mt. St. Joseph, 7. First base on balls * Nichols 1 0 0 0 0

Off Lamberton, 5 ; Knapp, 7; Morris-

ette, 2; Bagless, 2i; Citranno, 3 Hits Totals 32 7 27 14 5
made—Off Knapp,!}.. Struck out . By *Batted for Byers in ninth inning.
Knapp, I; Lamberton, 5. Home runs—
Sitterding, Wamsley. Three-base hit— Georgetown .... 00000340 o—7
Hamdod. Two-base hit—Citranno. Sac- Navy 000 1 002 1 o—4
rifice hit—Hamdod. Stolen bases—

Fury, Mailer. Hit by pitcher—By Mori- Home run—Hollander.' Two-base
sette, 2; by Bagless, 1. Wild pitches— hits—Hollander, Sitterding. Base on



262 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

balls—Off O’Connor, 5; off White, 1 ;
off Seibert, 1; off Vinson, 1. Struck out
—By O’Connor, 5; by Seibert, 4; by
Vinson, 4. Passed balls—Fury, 2. Left
on bases—Navy, 8; Georgetown, 4. Hit
by pitcher—By Seibert (M. O’Connor),
by C. O’Connor (Glover). Umpire—
Mr. Pensmith, Baltimore. Time of
game—2 hours and 35 minutes.

G. U. is Winner Over Harvard.

Georgetown. AB R FI O A E
Hollander, ss . . . . • • 3 2 1 1 5 2

Cogan, cf • • 4 0 1 2 0 0

Sitterding, If . . 2 1 0 1 0 0

Fury, c • • 3 0 0 5 0 0

Dalv, 2b .. 4 0 1 2 1 0

Davis, 3b • • 4 0 0 0 3 0

Mulcahv, ib • • 4 1 0 16 1 0

Rvan, rf . . 2 0 0 0 0 0

White, p • • 3 0 0 0 7 0

Heffernan* . . 0 1 0 0 0 0

Totals . .29 5 3 27 17 2

Harvard. AB R FI O A E
Wingate. 3b . . 4 0 0 0 2 1

Desha, ss • • 3 0 0 1 4 0

Bobson. If •• 3 0 0 0 0 0

Potter, 2b •• 3 0 1 1 4 0

S. P. Clark, ib . . . • • 4 0 1 15 0 0

Revnolds, rf • • 4 1 1 0 0 0

Wigglesworth, cf . . . 1 0 0 1 0 1

Coon, cf -• 3 0 0 0 0 0

Reeves, c •• 3 0 0 6 0 0

Felton, p • • 3 0 0 0 2 1

Totals • -3i 1 3 24 12 3

*Ran for Daly in the second and third
innings.

Georgetown ... 1 1 120000 x—5
Harvard 00000010 0—1

Left on bases—Georgetown, 8; Har¬
vard, 5. First base on balls—Off White,
2; Felton, 6. Struck out—By White, 2;

by Felton, 2. Home run Reynolds.
Two-base hit—-Hollander. Sacrifice hits

—Ryan, Desha, Reynolds. Flit by
pitcher—By Felton. 2 (Hollander,
Ryan). Umpires—Messrs. Betts and
McAtee. Time of game—1 hour and 50
minutes.

Cornell Game Tie.

Georgetown AB R H 0 A E
Hollander, ss 4 1 1 3 5 1

Cogan, cf ... 3 0 1 3 0 1

Sitterding, If 4 0 0 000

Furv, c 4 0 0 800

Daly, 2b 4 0 0 230
Davis, 3b ... 4 2 2 200

Mulcahy, ib . 4 0 2 600
Rvan, rf .... ....... 3 0 1 2 0 1

Fienle, p . . . . 3 0 0 020

Totals . . 33 3 7*26 10 3
* Bunted third strike.

Cornell. AB R H 0 A E
Clute. ib . . . . 3 1 0 600
Bills, 2b .... 4 0 0 200

Butler, If . . . 4 0 0 200

O’Connell, cf -4 1 1 400
Keller, 3b . . . 4 0 0 1 0 0

Kohnsch, rf . 4 0 1 0 1 0

Schirrick, c . 3 1 0 900
Tsett, ss 1 3 3 4
Nisbet, p . . . . ...... 3 0 0 000

Totals . . 31 2 3 27 4 1
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Georgetown .... o roo i oo i o—3
Cornell o 1 000002 o—3

Left on bases—Georgetown, 4; Cor¬
nell, 3. Struck out—By Fienle, 8; by
Nisbet, 8. Three-base hit—Hollander.
Two-base hits—Cogan, Ryan and O’Con¬
nell. Sacrifice fly—Cogan. Stolen bases
—Davis (2), and Bills. Double plays—
Daly to Hollander to Mulcahy; Cogan to
Daly. Wild pitch—Nisbet. Umpire—
Air. Betts. Time of game—Two hours.

Fordham Wins.

Georgetown. AB R H O A E
Hollander, ss . . . .

• • 3 2 1 0 3 1

Cogan, cf •• 5 0 2 0 0 0

Sitterding, If ■ • 5 1 0 3 i 0

Fury, c ■ • 5 3 3 6 2 0

Daly, 2b .. 4 0 2 4 6 0

M. O’Con’or, ib. . • • 5 0 0 >3 0 2

Davis, 3b • • 3 1 1 0 1 0

Ryan, rf . . 4 0 0 0 0 0

C. O’Con’or, p . . . . . 0 0 0 0 0 0

White, p • • 4 0 0 1 1 0

Totals ••38 7 9 27 14 3

Fordham. AB R H O A E

Brady, 3b • • 5 0 0 0 1 0

McCarthy, c • • 5 3 2 9 0 0

Kehoe, If •• 5 0 1 3 0 0

Sharkev, 2b • • 4 3 2 1 1 0

Lee, cf • • 3 2 1 2 1 0

Beckett, ib • • 4 0 1 10 0 1

Kiernan, ss ■ • 4 0 1 1 3 0

Walsh, p • • 4 0 1 0 2 0

Flannigan, c • • 3 0 1 1 0 0

Totals • -37 8 10 27 8 1

Georgetown .... 00002 1 20 2—7
Fordham 30300010 1—8

Left on bases—Georgetown, 8; Ford¬
ham, 3. First base on balls—Off O’Con¬
nor, 2 ; off White, 1. Innings pitched—
By O’Connor, 3; by White, 6. Times at
bat by opponents—Against O’Connor,
15 ; against White, 22. Hits—Off O’Con¬
nor, 6; off White, 4. Struck out—By
O’Connor, 3; by White, 3. Two-base
hits—Daly, McCarthy. Hit by pitcher—
Fury. Umpire.—Mr. Betts. Time of
By Walsh, Hollander. Passed ball—
game—2 hours and 5 minutes.

Princeton Wins Again.

Georgetown AB R FI O A E
Hollander, ss . . . . • • 5 0 1 1 3 0

Cogan, cf . . 4 1 0 1 0 0

Sitterding, If • • 4 0 1 0 0 0

Fury, rf • • 4 0 0 0 0 0

Daly, 2b • • 4 1 1 2 0 1

M. O’Connor, ib. . • • 4 0 1 14 2 0

Davis, 3b • • 4 0 2 1 2 1

Mullaney, c • • 3 1 0 7 1 0

Heffernan, p • • 3 1 1 1 7 0

D. White, p . . 1 0 1 0 0 0

Connelly* . . 1 0 0 0 0 0

Totals • -37 4 8 27 16 2

Princeton. AB R H O A E

Pendleton, ss • • 5 0 1 2 3 1

Worthington, 3b .
• • 5 0 0 1 1 1

S. White, 2b . . 2 1 1 1 4 1

Sterrett, c • • 4 1 1 7 2 0

Reid, rf . . 4 1 1 2 0 0

Beger, cf • • 4 O 0 0 0 0
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Parker, If 2 1 o 1 o o

Rhodes, ib 4 1 o 12 o o
Lear, p 3 o 1 1 3 o

Totals 33 5 5 27 13 3
*Batted for Mullany in the ninth.

Georgetown .... o 1 00200 1 x—4
Princeton 00 1 00 1 1 2 o—5

Left on bases—Georgetown, o; Prince¬
ton, 5. First base on balls—Off Heffer-
nan, 6. Innings pitched—By Heffer-
nan, 8; by D. White, 1. Times at bat by
opponents—Against Heffernan, 29;
against D. White, 4. Hits—Off Heffer¬
nan, 4; off D. White, 1. Struck out—
By Heffernan, 4; by D. White, 1; by
Lear, 6. Home run—Reid. Two-base
hits—Daly, Lear. Sacrifice hit—Lear.
Stolen base—Pendleton. Double play—•
Daly to M. O'Connor to Mullany. Wild
pitch—Heffernan. Umpire—Mr. Betts.
Time of game—2 hours.

Georgetown Defeated.

Georgetown AB R H 0 A E
Hollander, ss . .. . . . 2 1 0 2 1 0

Cogan, cf . . 4 0 0 4 0 1

Sitterding. If . . 4 0 2 1 0 0

Fury, rf 2 0 1 2 0 0

Daly. 2b • • 3 0 r 2 4 0

M. O’Connor, lb. . -• 3 0 0 12 0 0

Davis, 3b • • 3 0 0 0 2 0

Mullanev, c 0 0 4 1 0

White, p • • 4 0 1 0 6 0

Rvan* .. 1 0 0 0 0 0

Mulcahyf .. 0 0 0 0 0 0

Feinle? .. 1 0 0 0 0 0

Totals . .29 1 5 27 14 1

Princeton. AB R H 0 A E
Pendleton, ss . . . . • • 5 0 1 2 0 1

Worthington, 3b .. • • 4 2 0 1 2 0

White, 2b . . 4 0 0 2 3 0

Sterrett, c . . 4 1 1 8 2 0

Reid, rf •• 3 2 1 2 1 0

Berger, cf . . 1 0 0 3 0 0

Parker, rf • • 4 0 2 0 0 0

Rhodes, ib • • 3 0 1 9 0 0

Greenbaum, p . . . . . . 4 0 0 0 1 0

Lear, p . . 0 0 0 0 0 0

Totals • -32 5 6 27 9 1

*Batted for M. O’Connor in the ninth.
Batted for Davis in the ninth.

JBatted for Mullaney in the ninth.

Georgetown .... 10000000 0—1
Princeton 00001202 0—5

Left on bases—Georgetown, 7; Prince¬
ton, 6. First base on balls—Off Green-
baum, 7. Innings pitched—By Green-
baum, 8 1-3. Times at bat by opponents
—Against Greenbaum, 27. Hits—Off
Greenbaum, 5. Struck out—By Green¬
baum, 6; by Lear, 1. Home run—Reid.
Three-base hit—Pendleton. Two-base

hits—Sitterding, Daly. Sacrifice hits—
Rhodes, Berger. Double plays—Worth¬
ington to White to Rhodes; Reid to
Pendleton. Hit by pitcher—By White 1
(Berger). Passed ball—Sterrett. Um¬
pire—Mr. Betts. Time of game—2
hours and 10 minutes.

Georgetown Takes Yale’s Measure.

Georgetown AB R LI 0 A E
Hollander, ss 3 1 1 1 2 t
Cogan, cf 3 o o 3 00
Sitterding, If 4 o 2 4 0 0
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Fury, c, rf 2 o o 2 1 o

Daly, 2b 3 o o 3 2 o
M. O’Connor, ib.... 4 o o 6 2 1

Davis, 3b 3 1 2 o 2 o

Ryan, rf o o o o o o

Lynch, c 4 o o 7 1 o
O’Connor, p 3 1 1 1 3 o

Totals 29 3 6 27 13 2

Yale. AB R H O A E
Gross, cf 4 o .1 2 i o

Merritt, 3b 4 1 1 1 o o

Reilly, If 3 1 2 3 o o
Burdett, 2b ........ 4 o 1 2 2 1

Riddell, ib 4 o 2 9 o o
Carhert, rf 4 o 1 1 o 1

Blossom, ss 4 o o 1 3 1
Burnett, c 3 o o 5 o o
Geil, p 1 o o o 1 o
Hartwell, p 2 o o o 2 o

Totals 33 2 8 24 9 3

Georgetown .... 00 1 00200 x—3
Yale 20000000 o—2

Left on bases—Georgetown, 10; Yale,
5. First base on balls—Off Geil, 4; off
Hartwell, 2. Innings pitched—By Geil,
2 1-3 ; by Hartwell, 5 2-3. Times at bat
by opponents—Against Geil, 9; against
Hartwell, 20. Hits made—Off Geil, 1;
off Hartwell, 5. Struck out—By Geil, 2 ;

by Hartwell, 3. Sacrifice hits—Fury and
Reilly. Double play—Gross to Burnett.
Wild pitch—Hartwell. Balks—Geil (2).
Umpire—Mr. Betts. Time of game—2
hours and 10 minutes.

Vermont Beaten.

Georgetown. AB R H O A E
Hollander, ss 4 1 1 2 4 1

Cogan, cf •• 3 0 2 4 0 0

Sitterding, If .... .. 4 0 2 2 0 0

Fury, rf .. 4 0 0 0 0 0

Daly, 2b . . 4 1 1 1 3 0

M. O’Connor, ib . . . 1 1 1 16 0 0

Davis, 3b • • 3 1 0 1 2 1

Lynch, c . . 4 0 0 1 1 0

Heffernan, p . . . . . . 4 0 0 0 9 0

Totals • -3i 4 7 27 19 2

Vermont. AB R H O A E
Dowd, ss . . 2 0 0 1 2 1

Williams, 3b . . . . 0 0 1 2 0

McDonald, cf . . . • • 4 0 0 2 0 1

Halestein, ib . . . . . . 4 0 0 5 0 1

Dutton, rf •• 3 0 0 1 0 0

Fraser, 2b • • 4 0 1 2 0 0

Flaherty, If • • 3 1 0 3 0 0

Mayforth, c • • 3 0 2 8 0 0

Winkler, p • • 3 0 1 0 3 0

Berry* . . 0 0 0 0 0 0

Totals • -3i 1 4 1'23 7 3

*Batted for Dutton in nith.
^Hollander out, bit by batted ball.

Georgetown ... 0000021 1 x—4
Vermont 00000000 1—1

Left on bases—Georgetown, 10; Ver¬
mont, 9. Two-base hits—Hollander and
M. O’Connor. Sacrifice hits—Cogan,
M. O’Connor, and Winkler. Double
plays—Hollander to Daly to O’Connor;
Williams to Dowd. Hit by pitcher—By
Heffernan (Dowd). Passed ball—May-
forth. Umpire—Mr. Colliflower. Time
of game—1 hour and 50 minutes.
G. U. Wins an Uphill Game From

Columbia by 5 to i.

Georgetown. AB R IT O A E
Hollander, ss 4 o 1 1 6 o
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W NO DEPOSIT :: Fit or No Pay

Til ARE GOING TO GET A NEW SUIT SOON. WHY
not give the order to Vandoren & Co., Inc., at 928 14th St. N. W .?

They have been spending big money in this program for several years; they
have a very high class stock of fabrics of the newest 1912 weaves; their
prices are moderate, ranging from $25.00 up.

Then, too, you know what you are getting before you pay a cent, for
when they take your order, they complete the suit and allow you to pass

judgment upon it before you make them a payment. Can anything be fairer?
Remember, Mr. Vandoren, himself, cuts, fits and personally superintends the

production of eveiy garment that leaves his store. He has just returned from
the great National Style Show, recently held in New York, and is prepared
to give you only the latest ideas in both English and American fashions.

■v^tstidozrjeust & oc, 1=0.0.
SUCCESSORS TO

J. FRED GATCHELL OO.

928 14th Street IN. W.

Men’s Outfitters

A J. BENJSETT 8c CO
CLOTHES

For Men and Young Men and Men Who Want to Stay Young Men.
NEW YORK AVENUE and I4TH STREET.

. YOU CAN GET IT AT ANDREWS’

College Stationery
Of Every Description

Our Specialty

It. P. Andrews Paper Co.
TWO STORES:

193 F Street. 625-629 Louisiana Av

B. H. Stinemetz & Son Co.
F? St. Cor. 12th.

KNOX HATS
$3.00 & $5.00

JOE BEARDSLEY
FINE SHIRTS MADE TO ORDER

Men’s Furnishing Goods
1304 F Street N. W., - - . Washington, D- C

SpeciaIty--Guyot Suspenders

TO-KALON WINE CO.
1405 E STREET N. W.

HIGH GRADE CALIFORNIA.
WINES AND BRANDIES



ADVERTISEMENTS.

IF YOU WANT TO BE DRESSED IN THE LATEST FASHION
AND TO THE TOP NOTCH, GET YOUR CLOTHES FROM

B. <L
TAILOR

FOR

COLLEGE STUDENTS FOR TWENTY YEARS.

MODERATE PRICES.

.

The Old
Georgetown College

TAILOR. 507 ELEVENTH STREET N. W.

Tennis and Golf Baseball and Footba

Supplies Supplies

Q. H. White Co.,inc.
727 14th St. N. W.

WASHINGTON, D. C.

Headquarters for All Sporting
Supplies

Hold your meeting and meet your
friends at our rooms fitted up at store
for this purpose.

Fishing and Hunting Camping and Outing
Supplies Supplies

W. P. BOWIE, Manager

The Edmonston Studio £j■ ^ ~ —
Offers Better Rates and Facilities for

PHOTOGRAPHS
of Students than any Studio in Washington.

1329 F

James T. 'Clements’ Sons,
Funeral Directors and Embalmers

1241 Wisconsin Ave., Washington. D. C.
Telephone, West 804.

James Y. Davis’ Sons
1201 F>A. AVE.

Hats—Caps—Gloves
All Grades

38 Years of Satisfaction Given.

Say, Listen! I will meet you at the same place—

THE NEW EBBITT BARBER SHOP.
Gee ! but its a dream in design and par excellent in work¬

manship—everything immaculately white. 10 of the best
_ artists in. Washington. Your continued patronage solid ed.

Wc Know That—
The College Man’s Room
Must be His Home Dur¬
ing the College Term.

It can be made snug, cozy and comfortable at
small cost by seeing us and talking it over.

ask: the boys.

W. B. Moses & Sons,
Fand 11th Streets. Founded 50 Yean.



ADVERTISEMENTS.

( Continuedfrom page 236. )

Cogan, cf .... 2 1 0 1 0 0

Sitterding, If . 4 1 1
*

5 0 0

Fury rf 2 2 0 2 0 0

Daly, 2b 2 1 1 4 5 0

O’Connor, ib . 3 0 2 12 0 2

Davis, 3b .... 4 0 1 0 2 O

Lynch, c 1 0 0 1 0 O

Mullaney, c . . 1 0 0 1 2 O

Feinle, p 3 0 0 0 2 O

White* 1 0 0 0 0 O

Totals 27

*White hit for Lynch

5

in

6 27

fifth.

17 2

Columbia. AB R H O A E
Sanders, If . . . . .... 4 0 1 4 1 O

Shaw, ss .... 3 0 0 2 1 O

Williams, c ... . .... 3 1 1 7 1 O

Keindl, ib . . . . 4 0 2 7 0 O

Lommel, rf . . . . .... 4 0 1 0 0 O

Ferguson, cf . . . . . . 4 0 0 0 0 O

Freindrichs, 3b . . . . 4 0 0 4 1 I

Caruso, 2b . . . . .... 3 0 1 0 1 O

Bailev, p .... 3 0 0 0 2 O

— - — -

Totals . . . . . . . .32 1 6 24 7 I

Georgetown . . . 0000 0 0 2 3 X—-5
Columbia 1 0 0 c) 0 0 0 0 -1

Left on bsaes—Georgetown, 7; Col¬
umbia, 6 Two-base bits—Daly, Davis,
and Williams. Sacrifice hits-—Cogan,
O'Connor, and Williams. Double plays
—Williams to Shaw; Sanders to Frede¬
ricks; Hollander to Daly to O’Connor.
Hit by pitcher—By Bailey (Daly), by
Feinle (Shaw). Umpire—Mr. Colli-
flower. Time of game—1 hour 45 min¬
utes.

Nationals in Light Hitting Game
Defeat Georgetown.

Washington. AB R H O A E
Milan, cf 3 1 1 2 o o
C. Walker, cf 1 o o o o o

Satisfies Guaranteed

Investigate This Offer

Simpson
Tailored

Tall Suit

$25.00
A New Line of the Smartest Fabrics

Produced For This Season

i .. OSTi'ittSf
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STUDENTS’ RUGS.

Lansburgh & Bro.,
Oldest Established Dry Goods House in

Washington.

420-426 SEVENTH ST. NORTHWEST
Phone, Main 3857.

1809

Only Fuels of Recognized All of Our Coal Unconditionally
Superiority Guaranteed.

J. Maury Dove Company
(Incorporated)

ANTHRACITE OH A I WHOLESALE
BITUMINOUS OUML AND RETAIL

PRINCIPAL OFFICE
TWELFTH AND F STREETS N. W.

T. T. KEANE CO.
Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

WASHINGTON DRESSED BEEF

34 to 51 Centre Market,

9 Wholesale Row.

Telephone 159

GEORGE J. MUELLER,

SPECIALTIES IN

CONFECTIONERY

336 Pennsylvania Avenue

Buy Your MUSIC, Mandolins, Banjos, Guitars, Strings,etc
FROM

Sanders & Stayman Co.
1327 F Street

Leading IVIusic Store
in Washington

Pianos for* Sale and Rent

Easyr Terms

N. h. SHEA,
WHOLESALE

Grocer and

Liquor Dealer,
632 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W.

Washington, D. C.

IE. A. WRIGHT,

College Engraver, Printer ^ Stationery,
1108 Chestnut St., Philadelphia.

Commencement Invitations, Menus,
Fraternity Inserts and Stationery,

Class Pins, Visiting Cards,
Wedding Announcements and Invitations.

Samples Cheerfully Sent on Request.

E. VOIGT,
Manufacturing Jeweler, Engraver and

Diamond Setter.
725 SEVENTH STREET N. W.

School and Society Medals of all kinds a specialty.
Watch and Jewelry Repairing.

Clothiers Hatters Haberdashers

Nordlinger’s Stores,
3107-3109 M St. N. W. Georgetown, D.C.

Established 1865 Phones Main 816-817
Incorporated 1910

GEORGE T. KEEN
INCORPORATED

Merchant Tailors

1310 F Street N.W. Washington, D. C.
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ADVERTISEMENTS. IX

(Continued from page vii.)
Sdiaefer, rf . . . . •••3 0 0 0 0 O

Long, rf ... 1 0 0 2 0 0

Moeller, If ... 1 2 1 1 0 0

/ /

Flynn, lb •••3 0 2 ' 6 0 0

Spencer, ib 0 0 2 0 0

Cunningham, 2b •••3 0 1 0 1 0

Scheer, 2b 0 0 0 0 0

McBride, ss . .. . • • • 3 1 0 2 1 0

Foster, 3b 2 1 0 0 0 0

Morgan, 3b 0 0 0 0 0

Henry, c 1 1 6 4 0

Williams, c 0 0 6 0 0

Engel, p 0 0 0 2 0

Becker, p 0 1 0 0 0

Totals • • 30 6 7 27 8 0

Georgetown. AB R H O A E
Hollander, ss . . . . . . . 1 1 0 1 3 0

Cogan, cf . .. . 4 0 1 2 0 0

Sitterding, If . ., . . . . 4 0 1 1 0 0

Fury, rf . ... 3 0 0 1 0 0

Daly, 2b . . . . 4 0 0 1 2 0

M. O’Connor, ib ... 2 0 0 4 0 0

Mulcahv, ib ... 0 0 4 0 0

Chapman, ib . . . . . . 1 0 0 2 0 0

Davis, 3b • ••, 3 0 1 1 0 1

Campazzi, 3b . . . . . . 1 0 0 0 0 0

Mullaney, c ... . . . . 1 0 0 1 2 0

Lynch, c .... 3 0 0 5 0 2

White, p O 0 0 1 2 0

Fienle, p . .. . 1 0 1 0 4 1

Totals .... ....31 1 4 24 13 4

Washington . . . 120 0 2 1 0 0 x--6

Georgetown . . . . 0 0 1 0 0 0 0 0

First base on error—Washington, i.
Left on bases—Washington, 6; George¬
town. 7. First base on balls—Off Engel.
2; off Becker, 2 ; off White, 2 ; off Fienle,
3. Innings pitched—By Engel. 5; by
Becker, 4; White, 4; Fienle. 4. Times
at bat by opponents—Against Engel, 18;
against Becker, 13; against White, 14 ;
against Fienle, 16. Hits—Off Engel, 3
off Becker, 1; off" White, 3 ; off Fienle, 4.
Struck out—By Engel, 5; by Becker, 7;

C. H. REIZENSTEIN Phone Main 2132

THE HUB
Outfitters and hatters

New York Ave. and Fourteenth Street

The “Ara-Notch” makes the “Belmont”

Arrow
collar

Sit Perfectly
15c,2 for 25c. Cluett, Peabody & Co., Makers

ARROW CUFFS 25 cents a pair

Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute
SCHOOL of
Es,«ed ENGINEERING

Civil, Mechanical, Electrical
Send for a Catalogue. TROY, N.Y.

GEORGETOWN
Pins 25c to $12.00
Fobs .. $1 00 ‘ ‘ 17. 00
Pennants... 25c ‘ ‘ 2.50

. 1 50 “ 5.00
Steins 25c ‘ ‘ 1. 50

1 SO “ 8.00
MEYER’S MILITARY SHOP 1231 PA. AVE.JN. W.

703 N. Capitol St. Telephone East.

Christy Matthewson is New York’s best
pitcher, and REID S. BAKER, 1322 F
Street N. W.t carries the most complete
stock of college pictures, posters, flags, pen¬
nants, cameras, camera supplies, college
jewelry and stationery of any store in Wash¬
ington.

The Williams Co. Inc.
1425 H STREET
Southern Building

The kind of Furnishings and
Huts that young men want.

When dealing ivith Advertisers, please mention “The Journal.”
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*\ Turned down because he
had no savings account

In business life education is a great recom¬
mendation—another is a savings account.

Business men consider a savings account as
proof that a young man has a level head.

You can open an account at our bank with
one dollar, or more. We pay 3% compound
interest on savings.

United States Trust Company
N. E. COR. FIFTEENTH AND H STS. N. W.

Branches: F*a. Ave. and lOtH St. N. W.
1136 Conn. Ave. Seventh and O Sts. IN. W.
Center Market Pa. Ave. and 2()th St. N. W.

UNDERWOOD STANDARD TYPEWRITER

The UNDERWOOD has been displayed at all exposi¬
tions of importance since 1900, and in every case was award¬
ed the highest prize. Recent championship typewriting
con tests in the United States and Europe have been won on
the Underwood, and all speed records are held by operators
of this machine.

The UNDERWOOD is a mechanical masterpiece and
universal favorite

“The Machine You Will

Eventually Buy”

Intercollegiate Bureau
—of—

Academic Costume.

Cotrell Sc Leonard
Albany, N. Y.

MAKERS OF THE

UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITER COMPANY
1 206 F Street N. W.

FRANKLIN & CO.,
OPTICIANS

1203 F STREET.
We do all our own lens grinding, hence fill most

difficult Oculists’ prescriptions in a few hours.
KODAKS and KODAK FILMS

Let us do your developing and printing if you wish to
be sure of having it done well—Discounts to students

“I Never Disappoint.”

BYRON S. ADAMS,
CAPS, GOWNS AND HOODS

to Georgetown, Holy Cross, Fordham, Rock Hill
Catholic University of America, St. Francis

Xavier, Harvard, Yale, Prince¬
ton and Others.

CLASS CONTRACTS A SPECIALTY.
Illustrated, Bulletin Upon Request.

Official Agency for Washington, D. C.

PARKER, BRIDGET & CO.

Printer and Engraver,
512 nth Street N. W.

CHARLES H. JAVINS & SONS,
Fish, Poultry and Oyster Dealers.

930 C Street Northwest.
Center Market. Washington, D. C.

Telephone 4480.

When dealing with Advertisers, please mention “The JOURNAL.”



ADVERTISEMENTS. xi

(Continued from page ix.)

by White, 2; by Fienle, 2. Sacrifice hit
—Engel. Wild pitches—White, 2 ;
Fienle, 1. Umpire—Mr. E. J. Handiboe.
Time of game—2 hours and 5 minutes.

G. U. Beats Lafayette: 4-0; White
and Nugent in Duee.

Georgetown. AB R H O A E
Hollander, ss . . .... 4 0 0 2 2 0

Cogan, cf .... 1 2 0 4 0 0

Sitterding, If . . .... 4 1 2 0 ."> 0

Fury, c .... 4 0 1 10 0 0

Daly, 2b 4 0 0 0 1 0

O'Connor, tb .. .... 1 0 0 1 0 0

Chapman, ib . . .... 2 0 0 3 f 0

Davis, 3b .... 2 0 0 2 1 0

Ryan, rf 4 0 0 4 0 0

White, i) 4 1 1 1 0 0

Totals .... ...30 4 4 27 5 0

Lafayette. AB R H 0 A E

Helfrich, 3b , .. 3 0 1 0 2 0

Melan, If 4 0 0 1 0 0

Cedarquist, ss . 4 0 0 0 3 0

Wright, c 3 0 2 6 0 0

Critchlow, 2b . , 4 0 1 1 1 2

Fillmore, cf . .. 3 0 0 1 0 0

Keller, ib ... . 3 0 0 L3 0 1

Altschuler, rf . 3 0 0 1 0 1

Nugent, p . .. . 3 0 0 0 4 0

Totals ... 30 0 4 23 10 4

Georgetown ...
1 0 1 *0 1 0 1 0 X--4

Lafayette .000 0 0 0 0 0 0—0

Left on bases—Georgetown, 8; Lafay¬
ette, 5. First base on balls—Off White,
1; off Nugent, 5. Struck out—By
White, 9; by Nugent, 5. Two-base hits
—Fury, White, Helfrich. Double play
—Hollander to Daly to Chapman. Hit
by pitcher—By White, 1 (Wright) ; by
Nugent, 1 (Davis). Passed ball—
Wright. Umpire—Mr. Colliflower.
Time of game 1 hour and 50 minutes.

“Personality ” in “Walk-Over”
shoes.

Many people can recognize
“Walk-Over” shoes on the
feet of their friends.

They recognize the “Walk-Over”
character in the style and
build, or, in other words, the
‘‘ personality. ”

This “personality” cannot be
copied. It can be imitated
and is, but it cannot be du¬
plicated any more than one
can duplicate your personal¬
ity*

It is satisfying to wear shoes with
character as strong as this

Let Your Next Pair Be “Walk-overs”

Walk-over Shoe Shop
929 F Street N.W.

Get a Transfer
“Down by the Navy Yard”

CLASSY
COLLEGE-CUT

CLOTHES
For the snappy young man at a saving of

$5.00 on every grade from

$ 15-00 to $30-12
THE BIEBER-KAIIFMAN

“Out of the High-Rent District.”
901 -909 Eighth Street S. E.
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§>aks Sc (£0 rnpang
Pennsylvania Avenue Seventh Street.

The pronounced fashion this season with English-
cut—both in Suits and Top Coats. Our models are

exactly correct. We make a feature always of cater¬
ing to the “College Man.”

POSTERS

®ljr
Olullwjp

FLAGS

GYMNASIUM SUITS

rr U AIND

SHOES

1
Rufus H. Darby Printing Co.

Elmer E. Covert,
Treasurer and Manager.

RAILROAD, SHOW CUTS ILLUSTRATIONS
—AND—

AT LOW PRICES
COMMERCIAL PRINTING. THE MAURICE JOYCE LNGRAYINC C?

WASHINGTON. DC.

905, 907, 909 E Street, N. W.,

WASHINGTON, D. C.
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