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Three months has she lain in a port of rest. Now the gold October has

set in and she starts once more, ropes taut and sails full bellied out, upon
her long and uncertain voyage. At some points is she manned by old
familiar hands, at nearly all by truly competent men—which augurs well—as
far as crew is concerned, for a fair and favorable voyage through an even
sea. But Mr. Joseph Farrell, S.J., for many years her skilful Pilot, has been
commissioned for service elsewhere—though we ill could spare him! Mr.
Burke, her able Captain, too, has departed and his loss has not been remedied,
for now on the bridge in his stead stands a raw, unsalted tar vainly endeavor¬
ing to fill the post so well suited to his predecessor. He stares unhappily
at the chart before him and worries sleep away with thoughts of his cargo—
that pitiful little cargo—set up to represent the total output of a rich arid
populous port.
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“Is it not strange,” he mutters to himself, “time was when this schooner
of ours was much too small to hold all that Georgetown would have her
carry, when each month at the landing dozens were gathered anxious to board
with their precious freight; when her little world watched her comings and
goings with genuine interest and none were deemed so happy as those she
counted in her long list of passengers. But alas, ‘tempora mutantur,’ and
now the poor captain and crew must out and beg for cargo.” It’s more than
strange, it’s tragic. Can it be, as some say, that the railway of Athletics and
the Social Activities Steamship Line have robbed the old schooner of her one¬
time importance? No, hardly.

Each man of us is of course fitted by his disposition to pursue some
special line of work. There are those who are possessed of comeliness and
the gentle art of “brevis lingua” whom nature has ordained to gleam their
brightest in the soft pink light of shaded lamps. These do Georgetown a
very real service in gaining for it the fair opinion of the city’s drawing-room.
Then there are those endowed with the jewel of all adornments—application
and a heaven-born love of books. Monthly they give us the edification of
their success, even extending the honor of their University by successful
inter-collegiate competitions. Then there are our Giants of the gridiron and
their brothers of the diamond and track who all furnish a quota of legitimate
glory which their Alma Mater gratefully acknowledges. But why must the
field of their energies be so narrow? Why is the Journal, that special
activity which more than anything else is so open to everyone and so repre¬
sentative, to the vast outside, of the ebb and flow of spirit, so ignored by the
majority? Do you realize that each month this sheet is watched for by
hundreds of interested readers, that numerous representative colleges recog¬
nize its contributors by name and comment favorably on their work?

Oh, you of the socially inclined! Do you realize that you are leaving
the sands of Georgetown without so much as the faintest outline of an im¬
print? Can it be that you wish to return some day to the old camping ground
and find yourself unremembered, indistinguishably identified with the rank
and file? What will it mean to you then that you never missed a seminary
tea in Washington? That will but serve to make you more indistinguishable.
It’s nice to balance a tea cup and “Boston,” but it’s far from enough. Shake
yourself, man, before it’s too late. If you’re not poetically inclined, write up
a story on something that interests you; automobiles, butterflies, aviation,
travel, stamps, Japanese prints, politics, anything, the more personal to you
and the more interested you are the better it will be. Don’t sit back and say
“I can’t.” Have a little confidence in yourself. Do something that will raise
you above the level of a “What’s his name.”

And you, hard student, admirable as you are, who, think you, will re¬
member five years hence that you stood third, second or even first in your
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class, if you never lift your nose above the morrow’s work? What more pitiful
than a man who deserves the name of grind in it’s fully extended sense? All
the world admires a worker, but there are many too many grinds to create
a demand in the market of Humanity. By preparing only your little Latin
and Greek, Philosophy and Physics each day you are preparing yourself ad¬
mirably for a lifetime of a hundred dollars a month. You’ll doubtless be at
sixty an old reliable tending the books of some young man of originality and
enterprise. You are lacking in your duty to yourself in leading this nar¬
rowing, hampering life. Put that jewel of endowments to some account;
don’t let rust eat away that love of books by your mere weary plodding
through an endless series of “lessons.” Put on paper something you can call
your own, a criticism, an opinion, a story, a thought—for even a mere thought
is better than nothing.

More than either class, however, should the athlete distribute his ener¬

gies at least evenly between arm and head. We who are young look up to
strength and so the football hero is, from constant adulation, likely to think
that the grateful world should provide him a living without much exertion
on his part. But after all, we are worth from our neck down two and a half
a day, no more, and little is cared in after life for a merely splendid animal.
If your only boast is fine muscle you excel in something in which most
Hottentots are your equals and all bulls your superiors. In a fine body,
however, you possess an important asset for leaders of men if you make it
incidental to your intellect. Be not content with physical prowess. Reach
out for new conquests in other and different lines. Your appeal at the be¬
ginning of the season is for scrubs: “Come out and put on a suit for the general
cause whether you can play or not.” So with us, whether you can write
or not, come out and put on your old grey matter bonnet for the general good.
You can’t be a scrub very long. Nearly all of you could write if you tried.
Nearly all of you have interests that reach beyond athletics. Write them
up, or, if you have not, a criticism of this year’s rules or any little history
of the field will be acceptable. Write, be it poetry, romance, logic or non¬
sense, anything, but for our and your own sakes write.

To return to the analogy from which our enthusiasm seems to have
carried us, the good old ship leaves dock on the first of every month. All
goods to be shipped are received at the Journal Office, Healy Building, first
floor. Let’s see now if we can’t make her voyage worth while.
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“Ulljat! gmir untljmtt a umrh?
Ay an true Imtr atymlb bn; it rannnt apeak.
iFnr tritflt hath better brrba titan umrba to yrarr it.”

With the changes that are wrought by time good friends have left us to
go elsewhere. The most familiar face perhaps of all who smiled and frowned
on us last year has gone, they say, to Ireland. Sometimes it was good to see
that face, sometimes it was the least desired in all the world. It had that
property of omni-presence peculiar to all Prefects of Discipline so, naturally,
at times we wished it elsewhere. Through most of the hours of the day,
however, Father Emmet was a very real friend to every one here. Few men,
indeed, can be so pleasantly intimate with those in their charge and still
retain the profound respect our three years Prefect enjoyed throughout
his stay with us.

Eager as ever to supress the obvious and be original, let us observe with
easy confidence in our wit, that it never rains but it pours. The same in¬
explicable shift that took Father Emmet and Mr. Farrell from us carried
ofif Father Toohey, Mr. Cronin, Mr. Ott and Mr. Walsh. The last named
was the soul of our Dramatics, and “by the rood/’ as he himself would say,
our fears stick deep lest mayhap, now the spirit’s fled, the Christ Child Society
need must mourn a dear departed.

Glaring

“If thou and nature can so gently part—
The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch
Which hurts and is desired.”

Autumn more than any other season of the year reminds us that we are
not here forever. On our return to college in September the walks are a
mile of dense green glory. A week passes, two perhaps, the leaves are chang¬
ing; then some evening an unpitying breeze steals by and sweeps them all
away. A memory alone remains of them till their day of resurrection comes
again in April. But still more pointedly than that, how seldom have W"e
found our list of friends complete? This year Carlos Rodriguez is missing.
How careful and how selfish the Reaper sometimes shows himself in his selec¬
tion. Three years ago there came to us a tall, slight, dark boy of seventeen.
A quiet manner and mild blue eyes bespoke sincerity as the strain dominant
in his life’s melody. His gentle soul entered upon its eternal rest early in
August. Praise were useless, as those who knew him must say, “ ’Tis not
enough,” and those who knew him not would think it but conventional. One
more leaf has fallen and April seems so very far away!

3.
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Most gentle star! Thou certain, kindly light,
Rid’st thou before me o'er the western wave

To lead me on where lambent surges lave

Gold-studded strands and cliffs of ruby bright—
Where gleam rich gems illumining the night

‘That broods eternal in their secret cavef

Be still, all Greed. ’Tis not for thee I brave
These paths before unknown to mortal sight.

My pain hath purged me of such base desire,
No more do pozver and wealth my heart delude.

Low am I brought by Heaven’s chast’ning rod.
Within me burns a heart-consuming tire

To wrest the tomb of Christ from Moslem rude,
7'o gain dominion, not for Spain, but God.

Donald V. Chisholm, ’14.
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llaliu' nf a ©raining tit (Eathnlir JJhtUtHtiplui.
A Paper Read at the Catholic Educational Convention in Pittsburgh,

June 25, 1912,

By Reverend John F. Quirk, S. J.
Professor of Philosophy, Georgetown University.

It is hardly necessary to emphasize the
importance of a thorough study of Phil¬
osophy in these days of ours in which the
philosophic term and idea are so fre¬
quently abused. The word “Philosophy’’
itself is constantly heard falling from the
lips of those who use it to signify thereby
any system of inquiry or method of study
whatsoever, as seen in the phrases, the
“Philosophy of Hygiene,” or of “Public
Amusements” and as for the genuine idea
of Philosophy, it is quite largely applied
to any forcible or impressive explanation
of any subject ranging from Vocal Ex¬
pression or Elocution to that of Anesthe¬
tics or the Kindergarten. These exam¬

ples of abuse of the term and notion are
not cited to disparage the usefulness of
the topics mentioned; but only to prove
that the name of Philosophy has been
misapplied to a theory or a process of
application that is in no way deserving
of such a title and dignity.

For a right presentation, then, of our

subject, it is first of all demanded that
Philosophy, the proper word suited to
the proper idea, be clearly explained.
The benefits of its training can be easily
seen from the field of its subject matter
and from the impression or seal it stamps
upon the human faculties and character.
Philosophy in its correct definition is
styled the “scientific knowledge of things
through their last causes.” The ele-(

ments of this definition are evidently
three; namely, the knowledge which is
of science, and therefore certain bv
means of demonstration to the faculty
of natural reason; secondly, the object of
this knowledge which embraces all things
falling within the scope of reason’s in¬
quiry ; and finally, the intimate nature
and extent of reason’s investigation,
pushing, as it does, even to the origin
and end of things. Thus we may see

upon a first glance at Philosophy in her
abstract description that she is given
chief place in the hierarchy of natural
sciences in virtue of the preeminence of
reason in her service and the magnificent
realm of knowledge it is hers to com¬
mand. Dwelling still on this general
prospect only of the science, it is plainly
to be seen that her view reaches out to

the first principles of certitude and the
study of noble and spiritual substances;
that she scans the material universe of
which she reports and verifies the origin,
secrets and laws; nay, that she lifts her
gaze to God Himself, Creator and Pro¬
vider over all. What a royal kingdom of
knowledge for a science to possess!
Truly, one that founds the claim, and
inures to the title, of “Divine Philo¬
sophy.”

Let it not seem farfetched in kindred
thought although the distance of time
covered is long indeed, if I invite you to
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contemplate the first philosopher at his
work, which was not task, in the world’s
early days. Behold him in Adam, the
first man, with the dews of creation
fresh upon him, ushered upon the scene
that was his to view and enjoy as it was
to be no other’s. He had seen his Maker,
the Creator and Ruler of the universe;
had spoken with Him, had seen the origin
of the world in its meaning; he had ob¬
served the gradations of things; he had
noted in mind the nature of the heavenly
bodies, the things of the air, the beasts
of the earth, the finny tribes of the sea;
he had remarked the permanence, the
constancy, the swiftness of some; the
birth, death, sudden change and sluggish¬
ness of others. Nothing was hidden
from him as the man with whom God
Himself deigned to converse.” Alas for
us that Adam should have dissipated the
grand heritage of his knowledge and
left ns portionless save for the legacy of
intellect and its inherent powers. Yet
must we humbly admit the fact: Adam
and his Infused Philosophy are of the
past; study and training are the essential
conditions of its acquisition to-day

The story of Catholic Philosophy, as
such, embodies the history of intellec¬
tual truths wheresoever found in relig¬
ions so-called and philosophies before
Christ and of their appropriation by
Christ’s Church. That Church, to quote
from a learned scholar, “has gathered in
from age to age, the harvest of a hundred
philosophies ; and those who seemed most
antagonistic she has forced, when the due
time came, to yield up for her service
the good that was in them.” In this
way we come to understand what is
meant by the body of Catholic Phil¬

osophy and can describe to our satisfac¬
tion how it represents Philosophy before
Christ sifted and purged of error, found¬
ed in Christianity, and strengthened,
compacted, and shielded by Christian
faith. So that whatsoever truth was

proved such in a Plato or an Aristotle,
whatever white rays of truth illumined
the mind of a St. Augustine or a St.
Thomas, or the schoolmen or theologians,
all that has gone into the body of Catholic
teaching. Some of these truths are cer¬
tain and absolute, essentially so; some
are more certain, some less certain, some

only probable; yet they all form a system
of organized principles which are stored
away in the treasure-house of Philosophy
for the instruction and education of her
student.

It is of this body of ordered truths
that our subject treats. And we ask con¬

cerning it:—What is the value attaching
to its study? For a first reply to the
question, a brief survey of the field or
outlook of Philosophy is sufficient an¬
swer. . It is true indeed that knowledge
in itself does not imply formal training;
and consequently subjects of study would
not of themselves signify development.
Yet whore they are essentially noble,
broadening, elevating as in Philosophy
they cannot fail to shape and temper the
faculties for good. Take for instance
the solemn truths of “God’s Existence,”
“His Purpose in Creation,” “His Provi¬
dence” that stretches over the material
world and mankind. Can the mind of
man dwell on such themes and refuse
the sublime lesson to grow in reverence
for his Maker? Or again, let man but
consider himself and the living mechan¬
ism of his existence in the interlacing
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bonds of flesh and spirit and he will find
his mind and will subdued with wonder
and humility in the face of the wisdom
that fashioned him. These lofty subjects
are only some few of the many that Phil¬
osophy embraces; yet they serve to show
how the human mind is illumined and
exalted by the atmosphere and sublimity
they, create.

The training value of Philosophy in
its direct bearing upon the human facul¬
ties is seen first in the facility and cor¬
rectness which it gives to what is called
the good sense of man, and afterwards,
in the development which it imparts to
the superior faculties or powers of the
soul. Good sense is that natural and

innate judgment of individual man which
may be likened to a sort of rational in¬
stinct in him, answering to the need of
ordinary occasions where a practical
opinion or decision is to be delivered upon
matters of everyday life. This faculty
is helped and perfected by Philosophy in
many ways: thus, it is confirmed and re¬
enforced by the strength coming from
the reasoning mind in its habits of judg¬
ment and argument; and, again, it is
wonderfully enlarged and improved by
the common sense of others, since the
judgment of fellow-men is ever bound to
affect us in our individual acts.

Moreover, this same good sense is
heightened and perfected by the faculty
of intellect as a reflective faculty, a truth
that is clear from the habits of common

sense in man when compared with the
exercise of the mere animal instinct that

guides the birds of the air and the beasts
of the field in their actions, as we may

term them, of animal sense.

Passing from this power of good sense,

improved and regulated by the aids of
common sense and intellect, we come to
reason as the faculty of acquiring human
knowledge. The advantage that accrues
to this faculty in its intrinsic nature from
the study of Philosophy cannot be over¬
estimated. The area of philosophic mat¬
ter is vast in each of the treatises of

Logic, Metaphysics, and Ethics; it com¬

prises not only the formal theses or truths
demonstrated, but corrollary or sequel
truths, questions, topics, and ideas. The
mind is exercised in many ways upon
this immense and various field of knowl¬

edge. It must examine and weigh the
terms and concepts; it must separate the
precious from the cheap, it must choose
and reject; it must prove the truth and
convict the untruth. Any such mental
culture is bound to bear result in good
time and this result will be two-fold.
It will be found first in the larger mass
of knowledge acquired of things and,
secondly, in the penetrating force so gain¬
ed for mastering further knowledge. In
a word, reason will be trained to greater
breadth and capacity of knowledge and
will realize new and quickened intelli¬
gence in herself; she will increase in
storage force and in the energy of poten¬
tial. Of the former results no one can

doubt who considers for a moment the

.performance of reason. Moreover, if
there were any need, we might discuss
the bearing of mind upon mind and
reason upon reason, a potent influence
in the training of many classed together,
where mutual play or attrition of in¬
tellect exerts a stimulating and refining
effect. But we must be content with the
bare mention of this fact here and now.
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So far we may be said to have weighed
the training value ofPhilosophy upon the
ordinary mind, apart from any consider¬
ation of previous training in purely
academic studies. If we turn now to the
man of college antecedents who has re¬
ceived a classical education, this value
assumes a higher worth and importance.
For Philosophy means to him the logical
crowning of his other lower studies; it
signifies for him the fulfilment of their
undertaking and task. Merely to reflect
upon their scope is to realize the very
reason and necessity of the study of
Philosophy, seeing that they were intend¬
ed to develop certain faculties in prepa¬
ration for the afterwork of Philosophy in
adding what should be wanting, and
combining all into one harmonious whole.
This fact is illustrated from the nature

of the classical studies and literature in

themselves. In the acquiring of language
the memory is trained by grammar, hist¬
ory and other elementary instructions.
And as these studies progress, memory is
still further developed and rendered
exact, ready, and tenacious. In due
course of advance the imagination is cul¬
tivated, and is enriched and chastened in
the study of poetry and the humanities.
But it is to be observed that only with the
study of Rhetoric is reason made the
formal faculty of attention. And even
here, in Rhetoric, reason only indirectly
obtains recognition. But with Philoso¬
phy memory, the mimic faculty, and
imagination, a vagrant power, yield
precedence to reason, the queen-fac¬
ulty, which is to rule them both and
combine their energies to orderly purpose
and execution. Who that has benefited
in any way byPhilosophy can deny her

the credit of this wholesome influence

upon their student-lives?
There is, however, another and greater

boon conferred by Philosophy upon her
student-follower. It is that of the moral
benefit to character which results from
her training. It is to be remarked that
the period of youth in the student of
Philosophy is usually that of the full
flush and bloom; he is instinct with
curiosity; he chafes under control, he
feels the throb of passion in his heart.
It is the time when, of all others, he
stands in need of discipline in mind and
heart. He is plastic, but only in the
hands of truth. If he can only see the
truth, there is in him the generous spirit
to embrace her and her conclusions. At

this critical moment Philosophy is at
hand; she leads him to the truth and de¬
fines it to his eager mind; she analyzes
the principles that lie at the base of things
in general, and of human life in partic¬
ular ; she reasons sweetly, she persuades
convincingly; and abiding conquest of
self follows. Is it too much to claim that

Philosophy in the issue of such triumph
has become a very mistress of intellectual
and moral life?

Up to the present we have viewed the
benefits of Philosophy as the crowning
study of the College curriculum. It has,
however, a further service in regard to
the student as a member of society.
No matter what his calling or profession
may prove in the outcome, he will be a
member of the domestic fold, a unit in
family life, perhaps the father of a family
with corresponding rights and obliga¬
tions. Therefore to know and under¬
stand the nature of that society of the
hearth is a prerequisite to his future
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station and its demands upon him. Out¬
side and beyond the family, however, the
educated man will adopt some particular
employment and follow some calling in
the world of work. Perhaps he will be a
man of letters and science, or attach him¬
self to the law, or as a writer become
either an historian, or a poet, or he may
assume the mantle of an orator. In the

development of each of these separate
roles Philosophy has her part by laying
the foundation on which he is to build, if
be would deserve well of art and science.

Let us reckon first with the man of
science and letters to whom no fragment
of knowledge can come amiss. Above all
he should be truly learned in the sense
that he should know the fundamental
truths and principles that govern his re¬
lations to God, himself, and his fellow
man. He should know the connection of
cause and effect, the nature and destined
aim of his different faculties. Other¬
wise the products of his pen will be lack¬
ing in sound logic and effectual conclu¬
sions. He may write much and on many
topics; but, without a groundwork of
Philosophy, his output will have no depth
and cannot prove lasting. Especially
is this criticism true of the scientific man

with whom logic in her rigid exactness
must always prevail, as is evident in any
advance of mathematics or natural sci¬

ence. It need hardly be added that with¬
out a breadth of view on the one hand
and logical balance on the other, the sci¬
entific man will hardly go free of that in¬
tolerance of spirit which is the reproacii
of science in its ultra-devotion.

If we turn now to the lawyer we shall
find that Philosophy is no less the basis
of his ultimate equipment and success.

To be a skilled exponent of the law, he
should know the origin of law and the
intent and application of civil statutes.
This science in its turn supposes the
knowledge of conscience, of society, and
of the natural law. And in default of
this natural outfit of his profession, the
legal mind will be at best a literal inter¬
preter, a mind fettered to the written
code; but cannot give the law its liberal
application, nor prove an arbiter of jus¬
tice in spirit and in truth.

We have mentioned also the field of

history as one demanding a preparation
of philosophic study. This truth is so
evident that the most passing thought
given to the subject entails conviction.
The true record of history should not be
a mere tissue of barren, isolated facts; it
should carry with it the reasons, the
causes, the circumstances leading to
those facts and their impressions and in¬
fluence upon the age in which they hap¬
pen. No event or series of events can
be without influence upon mankind; it is
inevitable that they reflect something of
the sentiment and temper of the human
character of their day. Now in order to
fix with certainty the motives and pur¬
poses that inspired them, the writer of
history must discern the relation of
cause and effect. More than that, he
must be able to reason upon the nature
of the times from the character of its
men and their deeds. Yet, can any truth
be more apparent than that this office is
the function of the philosopher who is
weighing the premises and drawing their
pent-up conclusions. It may be, also, that
the historian is engaged in the study of a
great and leading character of his day.
If such be the case, he must have in mind
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an intimate grasp of the elements that
work in his subject, as the springs of his
purpose and action. He cannot sum¬
marize the man without sounding his fac¬
ulties in their depth and bearings. This
is only to state in other words that the in¬
dividual is measured by the faculties of
his mind and heart. It is the same fixed
rule that governs the study of nations and
the national spirit which is theirs. The
principle of cause and effect must apply
equally to nation as to individual. Like
causes and motives, kindred purposes and
principles prevail, as with individuals, so
among peoples and nations themselves.
And what, let me ask, is all this mental
process involved but the work of the
philosopher, the seeker after wisdom,
who has already studied and mastered
the abstract principles of truth.

Finally, the poet and orator must be
grounded upon the foundation of Phil¬
osophy. For without truth in his mind
and heart the poet and the orator are

dealing with empty words “and vacant
chaff well-meant for grain.” The Beauti¬
ful, which is naught else but Truth in
her radiance, can never shine in verse

unless it flow from the imagination of the
poet. Neither can eloquence speed from
the lips of the speaker who has not felt
truth glow in his heart and touched his
lips with the living coal of her fire. And
since this is so, both poet and orator must
ever be beggars at the door of Philoso¬
phy, who dispenses to each the dole of
truth which they would share with others.

There remains yet to be considered
another phase of Catholic Philosophy
which plays an important part in her
training. This is the feature of method
employed in lecture and repetition in the

classes of Philosophy. First of all, the
aim of the professor is to insure a clear
understanding in the statement of the set
truth to be demonstrated. To accomplish
this purpose, it is expressed in a thesis
consisting of one or more propositions,
each word of which has been chosen for
its studied and exact meaning. The lec¬
ture or prelection of the professor deals
with this thesis after the following man¬
ner : The wording of the terms is re¬
hearsed and explained; the “State of the
Question,” that is, the opinions of the
class-author and adversaries are briefly
yet concretely exposed; then the argu¬
ment or proof is given, either direct or
indirect, as the case may be. Here again,
however, is further need of distinction
affecting the thesis in its compelling
power of conviction, which, as must be
seen, depends entirely upon the character
of the proof establishing it in one degree
or other of certainty or as a merely ten¬
able opinion. Accordingly it is the prac¬
tice from the very announcement of the
thesis to declare its convincing note or
character by stating that it is defended
as certain, and in what degree, or as

probable or more probable.
In due time when the treatment of the

thesis is concluded — usually upon the
succeding day—a repetition is exacted by
the professor. This exercise is conducted
at the discretion of him who presides,
either by pointed questions on the sub¬
ject-matter, or by presenting objections
against the positive doctrine to be de¬
fended, or by calling for a review in sum¬

mary of the whole question. The result
is that the thesis or truth is thoroughly
examined, weighed and sifted anew, and
that not only positively in itself but also
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on the negative side by dissipating all its
difficulties. But although this treatment
might appear quite sufficient, it does
not fully satisfy all the demands of
our method. There is a more formal ex¬

ercise than that of repetition which is
called the “Defence” or “Circle,” and is
held several times during the week. It
consists of a disputation in which one
student designated as the defender pro¬

poses and maintains a thesis against two
others who ply him with objections
framed in syllogistic form. Its import¬
ance can be best understood from the
fact that it is the final view taken of the
matter during time of classes and be¬
cause the student defending is tried and
put to his mettle before his fellows who
on their own behalf look to him for a

solid and capable defence. If there be an

appearance of excessive formality in all
this method, it is nevertheless justified by
the results obtained. For it is impossible
to follow such a process of mental dis¬
cipline without improving the mind in
two particulars. The first gain consists
in an alertness and vigor of concentration
which arouses the intellect against mis¬
taken sense or interpretation in argument
coming from an opponent. The second
benefit is corrollary to this and marks that
which goes by the name of the acutely
trained and logical mind. It is that skill
or dialectic quality which comes into view
in the rapid pass of question and answer,
of objection and reply, ever recurring in
the “Circle” or disputation and which in
its display of mental thrust and parry

may well be styled the sword-play of the
intellect. Much more might be said in
praise of the method here cited that pre¬
vails in our schools. Thus, for instance,

we might set forth the profit of a course
in philosophy that is taught, technically
at least in Latin, the language of that
science. One might also extol the con¬
stant use of the syllogism as the philo¬
sophic form of argument by excellence.
These subjects, however, would take us

beyond the limits of our time and paper,
and are, besides, well deserving in them¬
selves of separate and formal treatment.

Turning from the aspect of philosophy
in its bearing on the individual mind, we

may recognize its value in a greater field,
. namely, that of society at large. There

is a twofold relation existing between
philosophy and the society of men that
we call the state or nation. One subsists

through the prevailing system of educa¬
tion derived from philosophy; the other
is the outcome of the great truths phil¬
osophy proposes in her schools. Both of
these subjects are of momentous import¬
ance.

No one can gainsay the influence of a
light education on a people. In its in¬
tellectual, moral and last state of well¬
being, society or the state is what its edu¬
cation makes it. Let only that education
be balanced and orderly; then order and
truth will secure progress in letters, in
justice and in national prosperity. But
when the system of education is ill-as¬
sorted and unregulated, either among the
masses or among the lettered, there can
be no looked-for product of learning or

lofty honor or consistent growth. This
is the plain lesson of history; and history
is philosophy teaching by example. But
whether education be considered in refer¬
ence to the ranks of the people or to the
leaders who might be expected to impart
the tone of thei/r right principles to others,
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it should conform to the condition of the
class in question and should entertain
due regard for the grade of each sepa¬
rate human faculty. By this statement
I mean that education, to be definite and
at the same time proportionate, should
not be outside or above the rank of the

educated, and should not allow the fac¬
ulty of sense to be arrogated above the
intellectual, nor the latter to dominate to
the prejudice of the moral. There is, as
Cardinal Newman pertinently informs
us, a close union of the various sciences:
“They have multiplied bearings one on
another, and an internal sympathy, and
admonish, or rather demand, comparison
and adjustment. They complete, correct
and balance each other.”

To this pregnant remark we might add
that in the same science of philosophy
different treatises fulfil great purposes of
education and that psychology in its an¬
alyses of the various intellectual faculties
and their workings and respective im¬
portance teaches how one should subserve
and transcend another in essential char¬

acter. How naturally, then, it follows
that according to the age and condition
and nature of the faculty, the study or

subject must be chosen in order to bring
about the cultivation at one time of mem¬

ory, at another of judgment, now again
of reason, and finally of the will. It is
in this seed of truth that we find the refu¬
tation of any electivism in its application
to earlier education and of Vocational
Education in college studies.

Speaking of numerous studies pursued
at random and a gathering of subjects
chosen at will without regard to definite
purpose either in particular or in combi¬
nation, the great Balmes calls such an

education a sort of small encyclopedia.
And, going on to compare the really edu¬
cated world that was disappearing in
Spain sixty years ago with that which
followed it, he drew the lesson of the
parallel in a passage which must be
deemed invaluable in any discussion of
the question:

“Solidity of principles and clearness of
vision marked the men of the old school;
while change and uncertainty were the
striking features of the new. The former
were ruled by religious convictions
and moral truths; the latter, by natural
interests, the rage for a tinsel refinement,
and a leaning for progress, but a progress
vague and general that they were unable
to define. The first named stood for a

method of reason rigid though dry (in
its calculations) ; their fellows cultivated
a formal elegance of style that was alto¬
gether wanting in exactness. The old
order did not understand the new so¬

ciety ; the newcomers would not under¬
stand the men of earlier day. They were
two peoples who had pitched tent in the
same country but who spoke different
languages. They came, in fact, from
very opposite countries and journeyed
towards regions no less remote from
each other. Happy they who could un¬
derstand the tongues of these respective
peoples, and converse with them on an
even footing; for they would prove not
only interpreters, but mediators between
them.”

Such is the statement of comparative
results in education under two systems,
the one of which was limited, harmon¬
ized, balanced in its parts and chosen
with utmost discretion; the other, a mot¬

ley mass of instructions without cohesion
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or mutual relation. Need we wonder
that in the analysis of the causes that
produced so startling and alarming a dif¬
ference of character, the master-mind of
Balmes laid bare the truth in unsparing
terms. “Those,” said he, “who belonged
to the old school possessed principles
eternally true; the men of the modern
school were captivated by the spirit of the
century. How then was it possible for
them to come to any understanding or
agreement, seeing that compromise was

impossible where there was question of
the truth, and the world could not stop
in her headlong advance.”

In this last inference of the noted phil¬
osopher and critic we find allusion made
to the “eternal principles” that helped in
the formation of the seasoned character.
This weighty thought is the concluding
one of this paper in behalf of a training
in Catholic Philosophy.

The influence of a sane and wholesome

body of truths, such as that presented by
our courses of philosophy, is in itself
strengthening and elevating on civil so¬

ciety. The mere fact of existing truths
that are objective and absolute, stabile
and eternal, guarantees the welfare of
society by reason of the reverence they
challenge and inculcate. Now it is the
function of a philosophy, such as ours, to
present these doctrines; and when they
take deep root, society is found firmly
established, well-knit and prosperous.
On the other hand, when these principles
are lacking, the fabric of the state is brit¬
tle in piece and joint. Hence false theo¬
ries in philosophy and so-called new prin¬
ciples of reason in that science work
incalculable harm, sapping by their
doubts the standards of truth and replac¬

ing them by false and fictitious values.
The systems of Pragmatism and Social¬
ism are striking examples of this evil
current today. Yet subversive of order
and reverence as they are, they furnish
the dangerous spectacle of a propaganda
of doctrine in one of the largest univer¬
sities in the land.

Therefore, the plea for Catholic Phil¬
osophy is something more than an appeal
to Catholic spirit and loyalty in behalf of
a doctrine that is deemed correct; it is a

reasoned argument for the truth and her
preservation at the risk and peril of dis¬
order and revolution in society herself.
Perhaps this note of warning may seem
the breath of idle prophecy to many. In
that event it would be well to remember
that the French Revolution, with its
crimes and excesses, was not the work of
a day, but was conceived long before in
that iniquity of logic, the Cartesian
Doubt. In fact, every social uprising
may be said to pass through a threefold
stage of development. There is first the
period of conception in which some fine¬
spun theory with catchword title plants
in mind its pretence of regenerating
truth. Time passes and a philosophic
system has been evolved with its prin¬
ciples of flagrant injustice at variance
with the truth; it is the monster delivered
to the light of day. The third stage,
which we would fain avert, is that in
which the evil, grown a lion, stalks into
the open to lay waste and ravage.

It is the part of Catholic educators as
sober-minded men and sound teachers to

minister to the mind of society suffer¬
ing with disease. This we should do
within our measure and degree by pre¬
venting any further sowing of the
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dragon’s teeth on the part of youth in IL
the land. And to this end so desirable
and necessary, what better means at hand
than frequent thought on our present 1IIL
subject: the solid advantages of a train- 1V

ing in those principles which are as un- y

shaken as God himself, as eternal as His y

Holy Truth, and which render the sci- yn

ence to which they belong an everlasting y

one—Philosophia perennis. lx
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©n tin' ICakr CtmiteiE
“SEE. Jay. Are.” T5.

In the only American city without the
ballot there are some who vote that its
summer temperature is hotter than any
found in the community established just
previous to Paradise. True or otherwise,
I know that at the time this story opens
any debate on the subject would have
found me strongly supporting the affirm¬
ative side. With the real estate business
as dull as an undertaker’s in healthy sur¬
roundings, my plans for a two weeks'
vacation in the Adirondacks were well

past the formative period when the fatal
letter arrived from my old chum and
classmate. In substance the letter con¬

tained an urgent appeal that I come on
and act as best man in his ensuing nup¬
tials to the best little girl in the world—
something every friend will tell you at
such times, even though you hold that
the specimen of genus feminine you have
discovered is the only rightful claimant
to the title. The appeal of a friend in
distress (not the getting married, but
needing an assistant to carry one through
the ordeal) was urgent, and with
thoughts of vacation temporarily aban¬
doned, the morning of the third day after
found me at the station. The smoker
was crowded, so I tried the next coach
to the rear, and finally espied a vacant
seat beside a prim schoolmarm. Evidently
she was from the land where learning is
the hall-mark and frigidness the sine qua
non of society, for beyond moving a

slight inch toward the window she gave
no sign of hearing my request regarding
the occupancy of the seat next to her.

She was absorbed in a French volume

bearing an abstruse title and an author
whose name was followed by enough de¬
grees to start a language all his own, so
I turned my attention to a sporting extra
and the pennant race. As the train
pulled out there came an elderly lady
down the aisle, evidently having arrived
at the last moment, for she was breathing
heavily from her exertions and the
weight of the Gladstone bag in her hand.
Some courtesy instilled in younger days
prompted me to rise when she reached
my place. She weakly protested at first,
and then smilingly accepted with a flash
of dimples in her cheeks the like of which
might well be envied by a young maiden
just out of boarding school. I returned
to the platform and the solace of a
smoke, inwardly cursing the inadequacy
of the car company’s service and the
perversity of human nature in getting
married at inopportune times. At Balti¬
more I saw the prim young school
teacher preparing to leave the car, and I
hastened back to reclaim my seat, regard¬
less of any crowds that might be left to
stand. A closer view of the little grand¬
mother beside me (for she seemed to
fairly radiate that idea in her presence)
gave me the impression that she was
much younger than I had at first imag¬
ined. Time had touched her but lightly
in his passing, and the few wrinkles
about the eyes, that showed the depths
of knowledge gained by years, were an
added dignity rather than a detraction.
Much to my embarrassment, she thanked



17GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

me profusely for the small favor I had
done for her, and that led to a talk on the
disregard of the present generation for
the age and infirmities of their elders.
We were soon in a lively conversation,
talking as intimately as old friends meet¬
ing after a long separation. But what
man cannot recall the days of the posses¬
sion of a grandmother and the great
friends they were, sharing some secrets
with her of his treasures and ambitions
that even a mother never learned. Mrs.
Conville informed me that she was bound
for a visit to her only son, whom she had
not seen since he was married, some

years previous. From her rather fash¬
ionable costume and her intimate knowl¬

edge of subjects of the day, I was led to
class her mentally as the modern grand¬
mother, yet in this case with all the charm
of the other kind as well. The train had
come to a standstill on a switch track be¬
side a station, and wondering as to the
passage of time I looked at my watch,
rather an elaborate affair which I had
won at the Hunt Club in a steeplechase
event. Mrs. Conville immediately evi¬
denced great interest, and I passed it to
her for closer inspection. She soon had
me telling the circumstances connected
with it, and then the fob led the talk on
to college days. Finally she remarked
that if she might trouble me again would
I mind getting her a drink of water. Not
finding a glass at the end of the coach, I
went forward to the smoker in quest of
her desire. I had been there but a mo¬

ment when a voice hailed me and I
turned to meet Jack Lonsdale, a member
of the old college crowd. After exchang¬
ing salutations and the like we discovered
that we were bound in the same direction

with the same identical social event as

our destination. As we stood in the aisle,
swaying with the lurch of the now mov¬
ing car and gossiping of other days, some
reference to our time of arrival was

made, and I suddenly realized that my
watch was in the other car, to say noth¬
ing of having kept the old lady waiting
some fifteen minutes or more. Hurriedly
explaining the circumstances and prom¬

ising to see him as soon as I could dis¬
charge my duties of cavalier, I returned
with the desired glass of water. Judge
of my astonishment when on reaching the
seat I found both the lady missing and
her bag as well. A man nearby whom I
questioned vouchsafed the information
that while the train had stopped some
distance back she had hastily gathered to¬
gether her belongings and presumably
left the train. I searched to the rear and
went as far forward as I had been, know-
nig she could not have passed me, but no

elderly lady that resembled her in the
least could be found. Next I hunted
around the seat, hoping that she had left
the watch and it might have slipped out
of sight. But my work resulted in noth¬
ing beyond a few remarks from nearby
passengers regarding the advisability of
taking cars apart only in the repair shop.
Somewhat ruffled in temper that I could
have been cleverly though easily duped,
I joined Jack Lonsdale. My long-drawn
face elicited an inquiry as to the cause,
the relation of which proved to be the
source of much merriment to him. He

promised that the story would be his con¬
tribution to the fun of the wedding break¬
fast, and as most of those present would
be more or less strangers the approach¬
ing situation was anything but pleasant
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to contemplate. After informing him of
a few uncomplimentary pedigrees at¬
tached to his remote ancestors and com¬

paring the present generation with that
beast of burden noted for its auricular

appendages, I relapsed into a moody si¬
lence unbroken until we reached the me¬

tropolis on the three rivers. As we

passed through the crowd at the station
I detected in the dim light a Gladstone
bag that seemed strangely familiar.
Without a word to my companion I has¬
tened forward to detain the carrier of the

bag. My mistake was apparent the in¬
stant she turned, and I had it confirmed
when a cool, acidified voice remarked,
“Sir, if you attempt to molest me I’ll call
a policeman.” The steel-blue eyes above
a firm little chin of a maid who had

passed but a few years beyond the bor¬
ders of girlhood fully convinced me that
she meant what she said, so under cover
of an excuse about mistaken identity I
retreated to the party that came to meet
us. A jolly crowd had gathered at the
house, and we had a week of enjoyable
events, with the wedding to cap the cli¬
max. Following the departure of the
happy couple the party returned their
various ways, the next week finding me
with gun and guide in the mountains.

A month or more had passed since the
wedding, and I was again at the office
settled for a year’s work ahead, when
one morning a registered package ar¬
rived addressed by a rough masculine
hand and postmarked from Shelby, Mon¬
tana. Wondering who of my friends or
clients could have wandered so far from
the beaten path, I opened it, and there
was the missing watch and fob, seemingly
none the worse for their wanderings.

Thankful that they were once more in
my possession, I soon stopped trying to
fathom out the scheme by which I had
been deprived of them. Several nights
later, while calling on some one whose
door bell had come to know my ring, I
looked at the watch to learn what time
remained before the hour of departing.
The lady seated beside me, noting the
action, immediately remarked that I had
not worn the watch in her presence since
my return from the wedding. In view of
which she was willing to wager that I
had fallen in love with one of the brides¬

maids, and furthermore that a picture of
the latest flame had replaced her own in
the back of the watch. Protesting my
innocence of any such unfaithfulness, I
accepted the wager and opened the case
for her. The picture that had always
been there fell out, and with it a small
square piece of paper, which she eagerly
seized. Unfolding it from its many
creases, we read together the following
message:

Dear Jimmy:—
“They’ve caught me with the goods up here

in these wilds, and I guess the government will
put me away out of danger for a while. If
I do say it myself, I had them fooled for
years, and made considerable money carrying
jewelry across the border for an Eastern firm,
but the best of us get caught through the lure
of the game and carelessness. Something
about your kindness to me on the train
caused me to keep the watch instead of turn¬
ing it into more negotiable form. I’m having
it returned for I don’t want to ruin your good
manners, nor cause you to think that ‘old
ladies’ are unappreciative. While you were

getting the glass of water, I stepped back to
the lavatory and changed my costume, as well
as putting on a new make-up. I knew the
stations of the road, and figured that the stop
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we were to make would lead you to surmise
that I left the train there during your absence.
You almost had me when you tapped that
young girl on the arm in the big station, but
a resourcefulness, born of years in the game,
came to my rescue, and I fooled you.

Good luck to you and ‘the girl in the case.’ ”
“Grandma,” alias Elsie Norwood.

The note was to a great extent unintel¬
ligible to its fair reader, and being as
matters were such between us, it involved
a long explanation, punctuated at inter¬
vals by my receiving what I bad won on
the wager. Had I lost, my debt would
have been five pounds of candy. Can
you imagine anything sweeter ?



(Harbin &utu*uutf2
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(Carina

When Nature smiles, grozvn to majestic prime,
We vainly boast that Winter breathed his last;
That storms and struggles are forever pass’d,

And that the flaunting blossoms heed no time.

Yet, when on merry laughter breaks a chime,
A mournful, melancholy clang, we cast

To wind our blast'ring pride and stand aghast,

Tor then we see that death’s a thing sublime.

When we perceive our comrade's bated breath

That his brave breast with virtue did expand,
And find his cheerful lips forever dumb,

We grieve and ask ‘‘What is this thing called Death?”
Oh! then we hear ’tis but a stern command—

A Voice that knows no answer save, “I come.”

—Louis Baumer, T4.
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There are certain days in summer
when the sun seems to mesmerize into
a magic sleep the earth stretched out
beneath him and a soft warm haze

tinges with unreality the distant vistas.
On such a day we love to steal away
from the heat and tumult of the world
of men and, in some secluded shady
place, to dream away the golden hours.
And so it chanced that on just such
a day I loitered on the terrace of the
Villa Somnia, which nestles on the
crest of the Albans peering down at
Rome, enjoying the luxury of care-free
indolence and the dreamy languor of
Italian June.

I was sitting on a fine old marble
bench that might from its antique ap¬

pearance have given rest to some weary
Caesar. Just before me the terrace
came to an end. I could look down,
across the worn and lichened stone

balustrade, at the undulating plain of
the Campagna stained with every

changing color tone and hue. Ear off
against the horizon flashed the level
lines of the Mediterranean; the stately
Sabine hills rose to the right, with
Soracte lifting its leonine bulk from
the rolling land-sea at its foot. In the
midst of the vast plain I could just

descry the purple bubble of St. Peter’s
Dome, rising from amongst that heap
of walls and towrers which I knew to be
eternal Rome.

I remember gazing for a long time
at this prospect, thinking idly of many
things, when the sound of distant voices
made me turn, listlessly curious.
Through the ilex avenue behind me, I
could plainly see the eastern gates of
the villa and I noticed, standing just
without them, a group of youthful,
black-cassocked figures, evidently stu¬
dents from some neighboring seminary.
Their somber robes and their aesthetic

spiritual faces seemed strangely out
of place amid the luscious beauty of
that old-world garden. They were

looking curiously through the paling
at the riot of crimson flowers which
were banked in picturesque disorder
between the lofty trees, but, though
they appeared interested in all that
they saw, their gaze had that strange
spiritual detachment which seems to
mark the Madonnas of Botticelli as be¬

ings of another world. Soon they
passed on and their voices grew fainter
and fainter, and at length died away.
The sound of a bell, tolling the hour,
floated softly up from some far-away
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village—then ceased — a profound
silence reigned on the sun-flecked ter¬
race.

Idly I looked up into the time-stained
face of an old marble satyr who, from
his ivied concealment, gazed down at
me with wide-lipped smile. Once, no

doubt, in classic elegance he had
beamed down at his reflection in a

crystal fountain, but now only a
broken moss-grown basin, filled with
dust and withered leaves, stood altar¬
like before him. The ivy had enveloped
him in its green mantle and woven a

chaplet for that brow which formerly
bay had wreathed, while a great sheaf
of scarlet fuchsias crept garland-like
around his pedestal. As I looked at
him the garden seemed to me a tomb
where the satyr, like a mummy, stood
mouldering in perfumed oblivon. How
many days of toil, how many sleepless
nights, I thought, did this statue cost
some long-forgotten Greek; how pa¬

tiently and tirelessly did its creator
labor, with what zeal and with what
ardent hopes! And all for what ?
That this child of his brain and his
hand should crumble and decay amid
the tangled loveliness of an ancient
garden, to be curiously stared at now
and then through the passing centuries
by some sun-browned gardener or
some casual traveller like myself and in
a future age to fall to utter ruin? Was
this the fulfilment of the sculptor’s de¬
sire of immortality? A passing glance
of admiration—maybe only a listless
look? It was like the soft chime of
the bell which had tolled in the village
beneath—floating in the air for a mo-

P‘!

ment thexi passing away like a thing
thar was not.

While I sat thus pursuing this some¬
what doleful train of thought, evoked
partially by the sight of the semi¬
narians, with my head resting upon my
outstretched arm, lo! the satyr lifted
his head and ceased to smile. I opened
my eyes wide in astonishment, but the
stone god showed no surprise. On the
contrary he yawned very quietly sev¬
eral times like one waking from a deep
sleep, cleared his throat huskily and
commenced to speak. At first his voice
was indistinct and broken since he was

much troubled with some golden lichen
lodged by the centuries in the recesses
of his smile, but he soon spoke more

clearly and proved to be an exceedingly
loquacious deity indeed. He began by
bitterly denouncing the neglect of the
world, bemoaned the fact that true
merit was so rarely recognized, and in¬
dulged in some similar artistic com¬
plaints.

“Now, by the gods, what mean

they?” he crief fiercely. “Do their
senses wander that thus they leave me
in this abandoned nook to be the prey
of hoary time? Statues were made
to be gazed at and admired and I would
fain pass a law that the Emperor him¬
self with all his court should visit each
of us at least once in the year, or, if the
Parthians press too sorely on him, let
him loose into this garden the common

people of Rome that, in spite of all, we

may be honored and admired.”
“Why, worthy Pan,” I replied, “you

do not realize how much more fortu¬
nate you are than most of your marble
contemporaries. By being secluded



24 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

thus in this world-old garden you are
like the buried paintings of those
southern cities, preserved intact by
that same lava flood which destroyed
all around them. If instead you had
stood in some square or market place
of Rome you would long ere this have
perished utterly. And pray to what
Emperor do you refer? Do you not
know that there has been no Emperor
crowned in Rome for over seven hun¬
dred years and he a foreigner, a Ger¬
man ?”

“Nay, friend,” said the satyr, look¬
ing politely bored, “your words come
strangely to my ears. I was wrought
for all the world, not for the adornment
of some provincial city. You cannot
compare me with the paintings of the
lost Pompeii. And pray, think not to
teach me history. Had you lived in
Rome—when Rome was Rome—you,
too, would say the Emperor. I spoke
not of the divine race of the August!
which died with the last Romulus at

Naples, nor of the Barbarossa’s
haughty sons from the north. Prince,
king, duke, pope—be he what he may—
the sovereign of eternal Rome to me

is—Emperor.
I must allow that I was somewhat

angered by the marble deity’s intolerant
attitude, but I felt considerably calmer
when I called to mind his vast age
and realized that his observation could

hardly be either limited or small.
“I crave your pardon,” I said, “for

entertaining doubts as to your knowl¬
edge, good sir; I did not realize that
one living in that retirement of which
you were complaining could possibly
amass the information which you have
just displayed.”

“Friend, I meant not that I lacked
all news of what passes in the world
beneath when I bemoaned my misera¬
ble decay. I speak of Emperor and
Parthian because to me they are as

types. The memories of my youth
o’erflow me as I speak. But I learned
strange things, friend, and by stranger
ways I learned them. Know you not
that this villa was the abode of all

the Caesars? Here they came when
seeking rest and quiet from the busy
stir of Rome. From their lips and the
lips of those who knew them I have
heard much, and out across the plains
beneath I have seen more. Nine times
I have seen Rome in ruin; nine times
her blazing towers have cast their lurid
light up to my feet. I saw the Visi-
gothic Alaric march south towards
Sicily, but he came not back again.
The Ostrogoths have sacked this villa.
’Twas they who broke this fountain
at my feet. Upon this terrace Nero
woed Poppaea. Domitian here sen¬
tenced the Vestal, who repulsed him, to
her living tomb. In later days the
Swedish Queen Christina came here,
too, to brood upon her new-found con¬
solation, in the faith of Him who dwells
beneath that purple dome. Vittoria
Colonna loved this terrace. She said
that it reminded her of Ischia, and
when I tell you Michael Angelo has
gazed on me, do you then wonder that
my stone heart swells with pride.”

“But do you then,” I cried, “you
who have seen so much of Christian

grandeur, hark ever backward to your
earliest days? Was then the Augustan
age all-glorious?”

“You have yourself pronounced your
answer, friend. It was the Augustan
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age. The ages following have but re¬
flected it. Each country fondly boasts
its own Augustan age. Then men were
men. Then Horace wrote his satires
and his odes and then Maecenas ex¬

tended god-like patronage to worthy
bards. Then—”

“But tell me, Satyr, did you see,”
I cried, “these men of whom you

speak—Maecenas, Horace and Au¬
gustus ?”

“Aye, many times,” replied the satyr,
“this villa was Maecenas’ own and here
to this same terrace, the imperial Au¬
gustus loved to come and dream on
Rome. There Horace quaffed his cups
of sweet Falernian—he was a short,
stout man with ruddy, jovial face; here
Ovid came—young, strong and hand¬
some, and here was banished for that
secret fault. I know not what it was;

some say he dared to love the Lady
Julia herself. And here, too, dwelt
for a short space the greatest of them
all, the divine Virgil whose mighty

song goes down the ages with undying
fire, teaching those youthful nations of
the west the epic legends of imperial
Rome. One evening, I remember, as
the red sun sank into the far-off sea, he
came alone and stood beside that seat—

a slender little man with wide grey

eyes—he gazed down at that rolling
plain and at the city bathed in sunset
fire and I could hear him murmur,
‘Rome ! Rome !’ ”

“Virgil stood here!” I cried in rap¬
ture. “Virgil has gazed down from
this very spot. Oh, how can I—” the
sound of an approaching footstep made
me turn my head, surprised and
startled. It was the old custodian of
the villa who came to tell me that the

closing hour had come. I turned to
have a parting word with the satyr but
his marble lips were silent; placidly
smiling his unchanging smile he looked
oblivious of all that had occurred.

Marlyn J. Brown, ’15.
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Here shall his loving effigy in honor stand,
Whose name, upon the fairest archives of the land,
Is writ in guarantee of all things great and good!
His highest boast, the ties of common brotherhood,
That bound him, to the company of valiant men

Who gladly dedicated time, and voice, and pen

To liberty of worship, and the holy cause

Of righteousness and Truth! Nor was he known to pause

Though oftentimes confronted with the threaten’d loss

Of all his plans — his means — his friends! The holy Cross
Was ever all in all to him. He once declared

To this, his chosen mystic school, he oft repaired,
And there, in contemplation, learned the half he knew.

Oh! could the honored presence of this image true

Enkindle in our hearts his apostolic joy
In doing good; it might, perhaps, in part, destroy
Our wayzvard worldliness, too prone today
To siveep the mern’ry of the great and good away.
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Bari' Qllautmt.
Dawn smiled palely on the Cumber¬

land mountains. As the stars winked
out one by one, some bold little bird
peeped loudly and waked a neighbor.
Together they chirped and sang till the
whole dark forest was as full of melody
as a large plum cake of steam. Wake¬
fulness spreads more quickly than gos¬
sip, and before the great clean orb of
day had shown himself above the trees
the morning prayer of nature had
reached and called our heroine from

sleep.
Dare Clayton sighed; just why, it

would be hard to tell. Perhaps from
relief because another night of weary
watchfulness was passed; perhaps be¬
cause another day of anxiety and care
had dawned. Her father had grown
grey in the month. Grief-stricken and
all but broken-hearted he was failing
rapidly. Lloyd, his only, his adored
son had been the latest victim in the

Craig-Clayton feud, and with his crushed
hope, his lost love, his wish to live had
also left him.

He was awaiting her on the broad
veranda when Dare appeared for
breakfast. “How long have you been
up?” she inquired. “Just a little
while,” he replied. “Why, daddy, your
eyes are as heavy as though you hadn’t
slept in ages,” the girl remonstrated.
“You’ve been up nearly all night. 1
heard you moving about in your room.
What’s the matter, Daddy? Lloyd is
gone and in happiness, and, could he
see you now, would bid you calm your
grief. You must’nt do this way. You

promised me you wouldn’nt any more.”
He knew that what she said was true,
but grieve he must, though he felt his
strength on the wane.

One morning, not much later, the
same inevitable dawn smiled palely on
a newly-made grave in the Cumber¬
land Valley. Half prostrated over it
lay a slender figure sobbing convul¬
sively. She tried to pray but some¬
how her thoughts would stray from
the submissiveness which she knew
was Christian into feelings of deep
hatred for the family who had mur¬
dered her brother and indirectly caused
her “Daddy’s” death. “I’ll show them,"
she cried suddenly aloud. And on the
instant she was speeding down the path
to the house. An old black mammy
who stood at the rear door picking a
chicken, looked very much astonished
to see her young and only mistress fly¬
ing towards her at such a pace. “Wha
de mattah, honey?” she asked as the
girl approached her. “Is yo scared?”
“No, Aunt Melissa, I’m not scared. Did
you ever see me scared? I’m just mad
clean through. I tell you, Mammy, I’m
going to avenge them; I will, I am, I
must or I shall never know peace here.
I just found out this morning, out
there on Daddy’s newly-made grave,
that I loved him better than all the

world, and to think that those mur¬

derous old Craigs are responsible for
his death! I’m going to kill the whole
lot of them, Mammy, just as sure as
the sun rises to-morrow.” She paused
for breath, but her thoughts went on
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in their mad channel, for she dashed
into the house and reappeared in a very
short time with a dangerous rifle whose
gun-length glinted sunlight. “Law,
chile, Auntie’s, mammy’s baby ain’t gona
get shot, too, is she?” the old darky
pleaded. “Why, deah, dey’d shoot yo
haid off ’fore yo’ knowed it; bettah
stay heah wid Mammy an’ let de good
Lawd punish dem.” “Well,” said Dare
weakly, “what am I going to do. I
can’t live with Daddy calling out to
me to avenge him. Oh, Mammy!”
And suddenly she threw away her
weapon and sobbing loudly, flung her¬
self on the old negress’ breast.

“Dar, now, honey, don’ you cry.

Mammy will kill every sneakin’ one of
’em.” Then, more passively, “Go to
sleep, honey lamb, yo ain’t slept none
in fo nights; I knows, kase I beared
you cryin’. Sleep an’ res’ an’ yo’ll be
all right by ebenin’.” But Dare was
not all right by night time; she was
worse. A delirious fever, fostered
slowly by her gnawing grief and her
sense of loneliness, had settled close
upon her. For days and weeks life
wrestled with death for her now frail

body; but good old Doctor Edwards
and faithful old Melissa succeeded in

aiding life to regain such a foothold
over death that all the while from the
crisis night Dare grew steadily better
and stronger until at last one morning
Mammy had her patient warmly snug¬

gled in a big red blanket on the veranda.
She was left alone for a moment, the
old negress having duties to perform
in the kitchen which required her in¬
stant attention. In that brief moment

appeared her fate, her surcease from

loneliness! His mount was a beauti¬
ful chestnut stallion whose spirits
seemed as high as those of his master
for he was tossing his head playfully at
the Autumn leaves of brilliant hue and
even inclined to become frisky when a
sudden gentle breeze lifted his flowing
mane and tail. The rider was singing
an old love song seemingly to all the
world as there was, as he thought, no
one near to hear him. His rich mel¬
low voice burst forth in snatches like,
“If this be forgetting, you’re right dear
and I have—.” His voice trailed away
into silence for he was very close to
the Clayton homestead and seemed to
sniff unwelcomeness in the air about

him. He kept coming nearer, how¬
ever, until the girl who had turned
away her head heard the hoof beats
cease as the rider dismounted at a

jump. With an easy swing he strode
across the lawn to the veranda where

Dare, wrapped in the red blanket, was

sitting, buried in thought.
“Miss Clayton, I believe?” he said

bowing. “Your belief is correct, sir.”
she replied, smiling ever so slightly.
“But whom have I the honor of as¬

suring in his belief?” This last he
thought seemed close to pertness. So
he drew himself up and bowing again
answered her. “Barry Craig, at your
service.” At the hated name she al¬
lowed her face to distort itself into

that of a veritable fury rather than that
of a brown-eyed lovely maiden. “You!”
she cried hoarsely. “You dare come
here when you know what you have
done to me? If I were strong enough
I would choke you with my own hands.
Leave me! Go, go, now! God, my
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temples seem bursting.” She rose

pointing at him, “Leave! Leave me!”
The youth moved not an inch, but
stood straight as an arrow and, in even
tones, begged her to make him her
target if she so desired. Before his
coolness and effrontery she sank back
helpless in her chair. He hastened
to wrap about her shoulders the
blanket which had fallen to the floor.
She did not resist; his hand lingered
for one short noticeable instant on her
shoulder. Catching the hand and hold¬
ing it she sobbed out wildly: “Why
did you kill him? What did he do to
you? What have I done to you that
you should come here?” Then sudden¬
ly as though remembering that he was
a Craig, she flung his hand away and
continued in a quieter voice: “What
do you want of me? Tell me quickly
and go; I’m nearly exhausted. I have
been ill. Tell me quickly and in God’s
name go.” “I am here,” he began in a
surpressed voice, “because Dr. Ed¬
wards told me I ought to come; he said
you had mentioned the Craigs in
a moment of delirium, swearing to kill
everyone of us and going through a
fashion of the act. Now, will you listen
to me a moment?” he said as she be¬

gan to speak. “I have no quarrel with
you; my brothers and father may have
but they shall not touch you or yours.
I had no part in Lloyd’s death. I
begged Brete and father to let him
alone. They swore at me and called
me a chicken heart, but, Dare”—he
used her first name unconciously and
seemed not to notice his familiarity
nor her start of surprise—“you see I
am a Christian, and, besides, although

I’ve only seen you a few times, and
have never met you, I love you and you
are going to marry me.” She came to
her feet and weakly demanded: “Why,
how dare you, sir?” He shifted to a
better and more easy position (he had
been bending near and talking in low
intense tones). “You are going to
marry me,” he said, “and end this
bloody business now. Did God ordain
such lovely hands as yours for mur¬
derous work? Is such a life as yours

going to be snuffed out by hatred?
Never as long as my hands and my
heart are yours, as they are. Never,
hear me swear it, never!” He stopped,
bowed once and left the porch.

When she aroused herself from the

seeming trance of it all, Barry Craig’s
chestnut stallion was galloping swiftly
down the shining roadway. The rider
seemed to her a piece of the horse, so
close and so well he sat upon the flying
animal. She continued to look and to

listen It was thus Aunt Me¬
lissa found her, when she brought the
tray which held her patient’s tempting
breakfast. “Who dat, I heared, ridin’
away, honey?” The girl did not move
a muscle. Aunt Melissa placed the
tray in Dare’s lap and was gently
stroking her hair. Dare looked up and
murmured: “He loves me. He said
so. A Craig, but he loves me.” The
astonished negress’ jaw fell. “Aunt
Melissa,” she purred, “shall I?” “Fo
de Lawd’s sake, honey, I don’t know
wahr to say. I’se just that s’prised,
’deed I don’t.” She halted and in a

prophetic manner continued. “It’s de
Lawd’s will, I reckon, to stop dis heah
fightin’. I know dat boy, too. He’s
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right. Yas, honey, he am de one and
he lubs you.” Suddenly there was a
fusilade of shots which sent tray and
all with a clatter to the floor. The old

darky was on her knees and praying
loudly. “Great Gawd, save us! Great
Gawd, save us!” Then she relapsed
into groans and pitiful lamentations.
As Dare looked up she saw Barry flying
towards her, his hat gone, his pistol
cracking between the hoof beats; he
was looking backwards and firing with
coolness, although the air was singing
with bullets.

A moment later he dismounted at

the gate; he was limping. She flew
to him weak as she was, as though her
presence might protect him. “What’s
ir all about?” she asked him tremu¬

lously. “Only Brete artd father bid¬

ding me good-bye forever.” He looked
down the road. “When I told them
that you were going to marry me they
said they’d see me dead first. I left the
house.” .... “Yes, once in the
leg, but I’ll be all right in a day or so,
then we’ll go to Knoxville where they’ll
never see us again. Aunt Melissa can

join us later and I’ll sell the place.”
She noticed his full assurance of man¬

ner, but raising her eyes to him and
then to Heaven said aloud: “Oh, Lord,
who gives us to love and not to hate,
to save and not to kill, I see Thy Will.
It shall be done.” He looked at her
with the first bit of surprise she had
ever seen him manifest. “What do

you mean?” he asked. “Take me, it is
the Will of God,” she answered.

James P. Needham, ’13.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 31

iffranria ©fyampBrnt.
A

Francis Thompson is a star in the firmament of English poetry whose
rise was so rapid, and whose radiance is yet so newly born that few students
of literature are intimately familiar with his songs. True, indeed, the reign¬
ing princes of English letters discerned in the first flashings of his genius
a power far surpassing that of his contemporaries, but the world at large
is still almost unacquainted with his name. But this neglect cannot long
endure. Even now, not five years from the day of his death, commentaries
and interpretations are being written; and it is hardly too much to prophesy
that soon he will be honored as the chief literary luminary of his time and
ranked with the great bards of all lands and of all ages.

There are few poets, at least among those who write in English, from
whom we can gain more benefit by careful study. To quote the words
of Chesterton, “In Francis Thompson’s poetry, as in the poetry of the uni¬
verse, you can work infinitely out and out, but yet infinitely in and in. These
two infinities are the mark of greatness; and he was a great poet.”

The feature that should most commend Thompson to the modern world
is his living Catholic faith. To him faith is not merely an inherited habit
nor a customary view of the supernatural; he makes his whole life an act of
faith, supreme and all-embracing; he sees the Kingdom of God within him¬
self.

“O world invisible, we view thee,
O world intangible, we touch thee,
O world unknowable, we know thee,
Inapprehensible, we clutch thee !
Does the fish soar to find the ocean,
The eagle plunge to find the air—
That we ask of the stars in motion
If they have rumour of thee there?”

But although religion is the keynote of all his writings, it does not follow
that in the manner of some Catholic mystics he pens poor sentimental prose
in metrical form. His “Hound of Heaven” is at the same time a wonderful

lyric and a picture of the life of the spirit, which for its ascetism, a dis¬
tinguished Jesuit, Father J. F. X. O’Conor, considers worthy of a parallel with
the “Spiritual Exercises” of St. Ignatius. It treats of the selfish soul’s vain
flight from the love of God, and God’s unceasing pursuit of it.
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The poet pleads for the love he craves “by many a hearted casement.’
He knows the infinite love of his Pursuer, but fears lest having Him he must
lose all else.

“But if one little casement parted wide,
The gust of His approach would clash it to.”

Disappointed in man and maiden, betrayed by all the servitors of his tre¬
mendous Lover, he turns to search in little children’s eyes, thinking that they
who are so near akin to him will be for him against his loving Enemy.

“But as their young eyes grew sudden fair
With dawning answers there,

Their angel plucked them from me by the hair.”

Although finding no shelter in his flight, he still refuses to pause and acknowl¬
edge himself conquered. He becomes one with the “delicate fellowship” of
nature and shares the tears and merriment of her children. He was

“heavy with the even
When she lit her glimmering tapers

Round the day’s dead sanctities;” he “laughed in the mornings eyes;”
all the sweet mysteries of nature have become his own, but his soul is still
without rest or peace. Pie cries out in his pain,

“Nature, poor stepdame cannot slake my drouth;
Let her, if she would owe me,

Drop yon blue bosom-veil of sky, and show me
The breasts o’ her tenderness.”

But Nature, too, is true to her Master and grants him no respite. Now,

“Nigh and nigh draws the chase,
With unperturbed pace,

Deliberate speed, majestic instancy,
And past those noised Feet

A Voice comes yet more fleet—
‘Lo! naught contents thee, who content’st not Me.’”

At last the pauseless chase must end. The poet stands naked and alone,
begrimed with the dust of his shattered universe. He learns that divine love
is an “amaranthine weed,” permitting no flowers but its own to blow. He
learns that God demands as a pencil for His infinite designs, not the green
and lusty sapling, but the wood that is charred in the furnace of suffering.
Upon his soul is graven the image of Christ crucified. He learns the gospel
of pain and renunciation.
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Now comes the inevitable conclusion. In a voice as of a bursting sea
the Divine Pursuer calls to the poet,

“ ‘Wherefore should any set thee love apart
Seeing none but I make much of naught’ (He said)
And human love needs human meriting;

How hast thou merited—
Of all man’s clotted clay the dingiest clot?
All which I took from thee I did but take

Not for thy harms
But just that thou might’st seek it in My arms.

All which thy child’s mistake
Fancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home:
Rise, clasp My hand, and come.’ ”

The poet is overcome by the “bursting sea” of love and yields at last.
“Halts by me that footfall:
Is my gloom, after all,

Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly?
‘Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest,
I am He whom thou seekest!

Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest Me.’”

This magnificent ode needs no comment. It is almost beyond the range
of criticism. Rich in mystical meaning, sublime in its wealth of imagery,
with rhythm and diction perfect, it expresses its great and burning passion
in the one suitable manner. When it was first published (if we must look
for authorities for obvious truth), Mr. J. L. Garvin, the reviewer of the
“Bookman” and of the “Newcastle Chronicle,” declared, “We do not think
we forget any of the splendid things of an English anthology when we say
that ‘The Hound of Heaven’ seems to us, on the whole, the most wonderful
lyric in the language. It fingers all the stops of the spirit, and we hear now a

thrilling and dolorous note of doom, and now the quiring of the spheres,
and now the very pipes of Pan, but under all the still, sad music of humanity.
It is the return of the nineteenth century to Thomas a Kempis.”

If we accept the “Hound of Heaven” as truly subjective (and it is im¬
possible to believe it to be mere art for art’s sake) we can recognize how
all things were stored for him at home. In his poems, Thompson plummeted
the depths of human love with a chaste affection that recalls the “Vita Nuova”
itself and a reverent admiration worthy of Beatrice in Paradise; poor step-
dame Nature dropped her bosom-veil; he searched again the little children’s
eyes and now they answered him for their angel was bidden not to pluck
them from him; but the dust of his mad flight still clung to his feet though
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they scaled the Empyrean, and in all that he wrote there is a reminiscence
of his sorrow.

In such of Thompson’s greater odes as are inspired by some view of
nature he interprets the whole symbolism of creation. He sees that

“From sky to sod,
The world’s unfolded blossom smells of God.”

The “Ode After Easter” from which these lines are taken is a clear,
fresh chant of joy and hope.

“Now is no time for sober gravity,
Season enough has Nature to be wise;
But now discinct, with raiment glittering free,
Shake she the ringing rafters of the skies
With festal footing and bold joyance sweet!
I sit apart, a somewhat alien guest,
And watch your mirth,
Unsharing in the liberal laugh of earth ;
Yet with a sympathy.
Begot of wholly sad and half-sweet memory—
The little sweetness making grief complete.”

It is indeed a most apt and wonderful Easter hymn, although the Resur¬
rection is not mentioned once. Every line is replete with double meanings.
After describing how “the Sun comes with power amid the heaven” to the
reintegration of the heavens and the earth, he turns his thought inward and
draws his lesson from the coming of the spring. He listens and he hears:

“A voice which cries:
‘All dies;
Lo, how all dies! O seer,

And all thing too arise:
All dies, and all is born ;
But each resurgent morn, behold, more near

the Perfect Morn.’ ”

The “Ode to the Setting Sun” is a grand succession of pictures of the
sun’s glory and a parallel between its dethronement and Calvary. The poet
sees that he must bear his cross alone.

“Vain were a Simon; of the Antipodes
Our night not borrows the superfluous day.

Yet woe to him that from his burden flees,
Crushed in the fall of what he cast away.
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Therefore, O tender Lady, Queen Mary,
Thou gentleness that dost enmoss and drape

The Cross’s rigorous austerity.
WGpe thou the blood from wounds that needs must gape.”

The “Corymbus for Autumn” and the “Orient Ode” are both remarkable,
the first by the wild abandonment of its poetic flight, the other for the
scriptural power of its conceptions.

To say that Thompson was a lover of children is to say less than the
truth, for he preserved until death his own immortal spirit of childhood, and
when he speaks of children it is the voice of knowledge, for his own soul
was like to theirs. His “Sister Songs” and his other poems of children are
as sweet and tender as anything ever written. With all his greatness and
with all his sorrow he retained his pristine simplicity. In the poem “To My
Godchild” he bids us look for him in the “nursery of heaven.” He speaks
of Shelley in words that might well be applied to himself: “Coming to
his poetry, we see the winsome face of a child. . . He is still at play. . . .

The universe is his box of toys. He dabbles his fingers in the day-fall. He is
gold-dusty with tumbling amidst the stars. . . . He stands in the lap of
patient Nature, and twines her loosened tresses after a hundred wilful fashions,
to see how she will look nicest in his song.”

With his celestial vision, his divine enthusiasm, his passion for metre¬
making, Francis Thompson is a poet of immortality. If any think that true
poetry died with Browning and Tennyson, let them search no further; here
is one who is the peer of Browning and Tennyson and in many things their
master.

DONALD V. CHISHOLM, ’14.

“CEaur!”

When the days pass by
Like the sun on high
And all is bright and gay,
Have a care, old friend,
Lest the morrow rend

The blue sky of to-day.

J. P- N., T3.
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§>nriaUsm.
Within the last century there has

sprung into being a novel and striking
theory of so-called government having
to do with laws, economics and reli¬
gion. Many men consider it of little
importance and see in it nothing but
the thoughtless ravings of irresponsi¬
ble men and women. But, gentlemen,
it is no longer a joke; it rather bids
fair to become a tragedy. It is no

longer confined to the self-seeker and
political charlatan; it has permeated
the minds of the intelligent, the edu¬
cated and the strong. Its name is a
name to conjure with: it is SOCIAL¬
ISM. As it is only by its effects- we
can discover the true meaning of the
doctrine, let us examine Socialism with
regard to religion, government and
economics.

What, then, is its attitude towards
religion? Socialists teach that there is
no God and thereby attack the greatest
fundamental truth of Christianity.
Karl Marx, the founder of modern
Socialism says: “Religion is a fantastic
degradation of human nature.” Could
any declaration of war be plainer?
Could there be a wider chasm between

Socialism and Christianity? Socialism
ridicules the doctrine of Christianity,
slanders its ministers, vilifies its fol¬
lowers. The Commandments of God
are despised and set at naught. His
priests humiliated, His dhildren de¬
graded, His religion defiled.

Not only does Socialism teach athe¬
ism but under the guise of free love
it threatens the very keystone of civili¬
zation. The integrity of marriage is

at stake. Socialists as well as Chris¬
tians know that marriage is the most
vital and the most sacred tie that binds

mankind; without it there can he no

other human bond.
When Socialism assails the home it

indirectly attacks the state, for the
family is an integral part and the most
important component of the state. But
it does not end here. Disrespect for
the flag, disloyalty to country, and dis¬
obedience to authority are three of the
foundation stones of Socialism. Even
now an earnest propaganda is being
conducted to instil these principles into
the hearts of the soldiers and sailors
of the United States. The mission of
Socialism is not to built up, but to de¬
stroy. Gaining possession of the gov¬
ernment they would confiscate all prop¬

erty and attempt to found a system
of unlimited co-operation in all things.
In defiance of our rights as set forth
in the Constitution they would uproot
religion and establish atheism. Under
the guise of a pure democracy our re¬
publican form of government would be
subverted into a tyrannical despotism
ruled over by demagogues.

To establish government ownership
and state control of all industries is
the most cherished plan of the Social¬
ists. They overlook the fact that there
are different kinds of work, and they
do not attempt to say whose duty it
shall be to assign work. If in the
eyes of the state every man is an equal
unit, then, to be consistent, each man

may choose whatever work he wishes
and no one will be qualified to refuse



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 37

him. What an harmonious state of af¬
fairs we should have with thousands

clamoring for the best positions, while
for lack of men to fill the humbler

places the wheels of industry would
lie idle! When the government employs
comparatively few of the people it must
make the terms and conditions inviting
enough to draw the persons needed
from private employment, and if those
employed in the public service become
dissatisfied they can return to private
employment. But what will be the re¬
sult if there is no private employment?
What outlet will there be if the govern¬
ment owns and operates all the means
of production and distribution? Is it
not evident that Socialism would in¬
flict an exceedingly hard condition on
the individual by closing every avenue
to laudable ambition?

To attain its ends there are no means

to which Socialism does not stoop. Its
followers declare they will bring about
the millenium by a revolution of the
masse- against the classes. They 'deny
the fatherhood of God yet proclaim the
brotherhood of man. Asserting the
brotherhood of man they incite men to
class hatred, revolution and anarchy.
Is this brotherhood? Does brotherly
love steel the heart of man against his
neighbor, set man against his brother,
and bid him lift his hand against the
throat of his fellow? Socialism is a

monster which, red with the fires of
hell and bending under the crimes of
earth, erects its murderous divinity and
would gladly offer up, even a brother’s
blood on its altar of sensuality.

True it is that the working classes
are often oppressed and down-trodden.
But violence cannot set the world right.
The blessings of peace and the fruits
of prosperity cannot issue from class
wars. It is impossible that a universal
revolution of the masses against the
classes can result in anything but
anarchy. What good have class wars
ever brought to mankind? Shall I
point to Rome? Rome, once mistress
of the world, brought about her own
destruction through the civil conflicts
of the different classes of her people.
Shall I point to the French Revolution;
That deplorable slaughter is the blood¬
iest milestone which marks the course

of history. Countless were the lives
that were sacrificed; immeasurable the
blood that was poured out; unmention¬
able the outrages that were committed.

In a word, gentlemen, Socialism is
a failure. It must of its very nature
be a failure for no system founded in
greed and based on distrust of man
can long endure. The utter collapse
of the Brook Farm experiment clearly
demonstrates the impracticability of
Socialism in America. History abounds
with instances in which like attempts
have been overtaken by disaster; and
disaster must inevitably attend upon
Socialism. For we have seen that it
is economically false, politically un¬
sound, morally and ethically bankrupt,
and in its last analysis fundamentally
destructive of the rights of man.

Bernard S. Brady, ’14.
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(Tbr ©yplmmt (Tauter.
Just who was the first man to begin

training wild things upon the earth is
not recorded, but to a Georgetown
Alumnus and former professor may
be applied the unique distinction of
being the first who has undertaken to
tame so unrulely a subject as the
typhoon.

If the saver of a single human life
deserves the highest praise of his fel¬
low men, this inventor has won the
undying gratitude of a host of souls in
half a hemisphere and has. gained an
enviable place in the hearts of a people
delivered by his genius from a dread
destroyer.

Having devoted more than half of a

long life to the study of science, es¬

pecially to that branch of astronomy
which treats of the atmosphere and
climatic conditions, and more particu¬
larly to a study of the East Indian
storm, Father Jose Algue, S.J., Ph.D.,
Georgetown, ’04, . Assistant Director
of the Observatory, 1893, and at pres¬
ent Director of the Manila Observa¬

tory, P. I., has eventually contrived
and perfected an instrument which has
rendered a monster of the seas com¬

paratively harmless and now gives to
the Eastern mariner a security against
his greatest dread.

As an inhabitant of those parts for
many years, Father Algue was well
acquainted with the nature of the beast
he had undertaken to harness. He had
seen its fangs in the night and had
heard its roar on the deep. He had
seen it sweep down on the teeming har¬
bors of the Orient packed with every¬

thing that floats, from ocean liners to
Chinese junks, and had seen it toss
them about like playthings, pile them
up on the shore like kindling wood,
and drown and batter the life out of
ten thousand human beings. He had
watched it lash the wild sea in its fury
and wrap the helpless mariner in its
embrace of death. He had seen the

great East a prey to this demon of the
deep and the master mind of the
scientist was awakened by a cry for
help.

It was not a vain dream nor an idle
delusion that set the learned scholar
to work. He was determined to bring
to bear all the vast storehouse of the

accumulated wisdom which was his

upon the destruction of this plague of
a people. Marshalling the faculties of
an acute brain and a fund of experi¬
mental knowledge against this ele¬
mental terror of the East; arraying
calm deliberation with unmeasured

fury, the silence of the study with the
wail and shriek of the tempest, oppos¬

ing incessant and concentrated thought
to nature’s law run rampant, he event¬
ually constructed an instrument, insig¬
nificant in appearance, but a weapon
that would render the storm but a voice
on the waste, and the tempest, a mons¬
ter that was tame.

He knew that the typhoon was but
a vast whirl of aerial currents which
surround a central space of calm, rela¬
tively small, called the vortex or cen¬
ter of the storm. Its diameter ap¬

proximates ordinarily a thousand miles.
The outer ring is not dangerous, but
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you near the center the wind in¬
creases in violence until the vortex is
reached when a comparative calm pre¬
vails. It is a calm of the wind, but a

crater of mountainous waves. If you

pass a suction pump over the surface
of a basin of water, alternately ex¬

tracting the air and forcing out the
wind, you will create a veritable tum¬
ble of little bubbles and waves. The

typhoon is a suction pump whose body
is a roar of circular winds and whose
vortex is a comparative vacuum. As
this huge funnel .moves over the sea,
the waters already made rabid with
the wind, are forced up the tubular
vacuum by the outlying pressure, and
it is this which creates that fury of
foaming seas appreciable only to the
experienced.

From countless experiments Father
Algue had determined the relation
which exists between the height of the
barometer and the distance from this
vortex. By determining the normal
variations of the barometer for many
different localities and at different
times of the year, and from his knowl¬
edge of the action of the mercury at
the approach of a typhoon, he was able
to construct an ordinary aneroid baro¬
meter so lettered and engraved that
by turning a disk on the top until the
normal reading for a place and time
was recorded, the fall of the barometer
from that point would register 'the
presence of the storm and the approxi¬
mate distance from the vortex.

But as he himself said: “Although
there is this relation between the

height of the barometer and the dis¬
tance from the vortex, still the read¬

ing of the barometer does not give us
any information with regard to the di¬
rection of the vortex, information which
is frequently of the greatest importance
to the observer.”

To remove this difficulty Father
Algue constructed another instrument
of his own invention which he calls
the “Cyclonometer.” It is a wind-disk
so arranged that the operator by noting
the directions of the winds at dif¬
ferent intervals of the storm’s progress
and at the same time consulting his
barometer to determine whether the
vortex is approaching or receding, he
can manipulate the arrows engraved
on the disk in such a manner that a

needle in the plane of the disk will
point in the direction of vortex. By
repeating the experiment he can not
only determine the distance and direc¬
tion of the vortex, but can map out its
probable track, thus enabling him to
avoid the danger zone entirely.

Without this instrument the captain
of a vessel is left to the mercy of
chance as a guide in his battle with
the storm. He sees the rising wind, the
water growing rougher day by day and
the waves rising higher and higher.
The wind veers continually and, as he
proceeds, the shifts are more frequent.
His ship can barely weather the seas,

yet, instead of decreasing, the wind
grows in velocity. It blows a hurri¬
cane and lashes the water to such a

fury that only the stoutest vessel can
live. Then the wind ceases; the sky is
clear over head ; the wail of the tempest
is still. But what was the wind to this

cataclysm of the waves! The water
rears to mountains and the deep
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troughs of the seas sink to an abyss.
The mariner has unconciously plowed
through the body of the storm and has
entered the inner circle of death.

With a barocyclonometer aboard,
this catastrophe could have been pre¬
vented. By the fall of the mercury in
his barometer the operator would have
been made aware of the proximity of
the typhoon. By careful calculations
on the wind-disk he could have de¬
termined the location and path of the
vortex, and set his vessel in a direction
that would have avoided an encounter.

On shore, by means of the instrument,
a storm is forecasted, its track mapped
out, and then word may be sent to the
inhabitants of the typhoon’s approach.
Precautions can be taken, preparations
to avert damage made and life and
property protected.

This instrument is now in use on

every vessel of any importance that
sails the waters of the East. Since
1897, when it was first put upon the
market, the loss from shipwreck in
typhoons has been practically elimi¬
nated, and its use on shore has reduced
the loss of life and property, which was

formerly so enormous, to a minimum.
So successful has the invention been
that the United States government re-

cpiested Father Algue to adapt an in¬
strument for use in Western waters.

It was on this mission that he came

to the States during the summer and
during his stay here took advantage
of the opportuunity to spend a few
days at the College. While in Wash¬
ington he was the guest of honor at
a luncheon given at the Cosmos Club
by the meteorologists of this city. This
luncheon was tendered in recognition
of his abilities as an efficient adminis¬
trator and a scientist of high repute.

Among those present were Prof. Willis
S. Moore, Chief of the United States
Weather Bureau; Manuel L. Quezon,
Resident Commissioner of the Philip¬
pines ; Rev. George A. Dougherty,
Vice-Rector of the Catholic University;
Rev. Francis A. Tondorff, of George¬
town University; Col. Frank McIn¬
tyre, U. S. A. of the Bureau of Insular
Affairs; Capt. Joseph L. Jayne, U. S.
N., Superintendent of the Naval Ob¬
servatory; Prof. Otto H. Tittman,-Su¬
perintendent of the Coast and Geode¬
tic Survey; Dr. Beverly T. Galloway,
Chief of the Bureau of Plant Industry,
and many other men of note.

Father Algue is a man of most amia¬
ble qualities; a modest, unassuming
and loveable gentleman. His quiet and
composed air, his very pleasant man¬
ner would never lead one to suspect
that he was the master tamer of one of
nature’s most dreaded destroyers. He
is one in whom the drop of knowledge
has not quenched the fire of faith, and
his life testifies that his work is ruled
and guided only by the highest motives
of Christian philanthropy and charity
for the suffering.

What this new invention has done to

rob the dread typhoon of its terrors
can be fully appreciated only by those
who have had frequent enough occasion
to experience the phenomenon. In the
Philippine Islands when an average of
twenty-one storms yearly sweep over
the islands, there is no one who does
not express his heart-felt gratitude to
the inventor. What success the in¬
strument will have in the west remains
to be seen. Georgetown is fortunate
in having one of such world-wide
renown and a man so useful to his
fellow men, so closely allied to it as
an alumnus and professor.
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I heer’d ’em tell how you coidd smoke
A pipe, cigar, or cigarette,

'N watch the smoke turn into gurls—
Confound it ef I seen 'em yet!

I tried ’n tried to prove that tale,
But gosh ef I kin see a thing;

Soon's I puff I lose my head,
My stomach hurts 'n both ears ring.

My head spins 'round like some old top,
'N then I sit or fall right dozvn,

'N all the time I’m keepin’ watch,
'Cause maybe them there gurls is 'round.

They must be there, 'cause men says so
What use the pipe 'n cigarette,

But I’m so sick I jes’ can't see—
I’m only nine—I’ll see 'em yet!

—Alfred J. Bonomo, Law T4.
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30aui Null's.

A. J. Bonomo, ’14.

With a crowd that filled the big lec¬
ture hall to overflowing, the George¬
town Law School opened for the year
1912-13. Every seat was taken long
before the appointed hour, and when
the President and members of the

Faculty arrived the aisles were filled
and many men were obliged to remain
in the outer hall.

Among the students the customary
salutations and good wishes were ex¬
changed and an atmosphere of good
fellowship made the evening a pleasant
one. Like its predecessors this opem

ing night was merely to give the stu¬
dents an opportunity to renew old ac¬

quaintances and to form new ones. It
also afforded the Dean an opportunity
to tell the Freshmen what the school

expects of them throughout their
course.

Rev. Father Donlon, S.J., President
of the University, made a stirring ad¬
dress in which he appealed to the men
to live up to the standard set by the
Alumni of the School; and the interest
of the students was manifested by the
frequent bursts of applause with
which Father Donlon was interrupted
throughout his speech.

The Dean, Hon. Harry M. Clabaugh,
with his customary grace, ’delivered a

sprightly little speech dealing with the
method of study in vogue at the School
and touching kindred topics. The Dean
was succeeded by the Honorable Solici¬
tor General of the United States who
read a paper on the Sherman Anti-
Trust Law. The subject was a timely
one and the manner in which it was

rendered served to make it interesting,
to all present.
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Thus the Law School reopened with
every sign of success, and the Journal
voices its sincerest wishes that this

year may be the most successful G. U.
Law has ever had.

Hon. Clabaugh assured the students
that the Faculty for the coming year
would be the same as last year. Sub¬
jects may have changed hands, but no
essential change has taken place among
the Proiessors and Instructors.

At the time of going to press we
are unable to give the exact number
of Freshmen for this year, but we have
good reason to believe that last year’s
class will be beaten by a large majority.
Up to the opening night 222 new stu¬
dents had matriculated. Draw your own
conclusions!

The growth of the School during
the past few years has been marvellous.
The Dean called attention to the fact
that two years ago an addition was

necessary to accommodate the stu¬
dents. It didn’t need a prophet to fore¬
tell that another addition would be
called for in a short time, for last year’s
Freshman Class taxed the capacity of
the largest lecture hall. Now the
Freshies are crying for more space and
they will get it, too, for by the end of
the second term the addition under
course of construction will be ready
with its large class rooms, lecture halls,
and, above all, its auditorium with a

seating capacity of one thousand.

Mitral

(See. Jay. Are. Med., ’15.)

The Medical School reopened on

September 27 with a large number
present for the first day exercises.
Father Augustus J. Duarte, S.J., Vice-
President of the University, speaking
for the Reverend President, extended a

hearty welcome in the name of the Uni¬
versity to both new and old students.
He went on to say that the Medical
Department had been placed on a new
footing and every effort made to bring
it in point of efficiency to the standard
set by the best in the country. He was
followed by the Dean, Dr. Kober, who
welcomed the students on behalf of the
Medical Faculty. His very interesting
address was of some length and in sub¬
stance dealt with the numerous changes

that had taken place during the sum¬
mer in the way of increased facilities
and of the changes in the personnel
of the faculty necessitated by the
raised standards. In regard to the
present Freshman class in medicine
he observed that while its numbers
were small in comparison with its pre¬
decessors yet in view of the higher en¬
trance requirements in force this year
the showing was very gratifying since
it surpassed that of some other schools
when they first adopted the new
regime. He concluded with a refer¬
ence to the Congress of Hygiene and
Demography then in session for the
first time in this country and the in¬
terest its exhibits would hold for the
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third and the fourth year men. Dr. W.
N. Cogan, Dean of the Dental School,
followed with a welcome from the Den¬
tal Faculty to the matriculates of that
department.

Among the matriculates this year are
the names of Joseph P. Madigan, Col¬
lege T2, and William J. Galvin, ex-’13,
in medicine, and J. Kenna Jennings,
College ’i2, in dentistry.

The dissecting room has been con¬

siderably rearranged and the improve¬
ments made are both pleasing to the
artistic sense as well as tending to¬
wards the greater comfort and conven¬
ience of those who will use the room.

The Freshman Dental Class seems

to be fully up to the usual size of its
illustrious and studious predecessors.
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Seldom, if ever, has the opening of
schools of the College and Preparatory
Department occurred under more au¬

spicious circumstances. The prompt¬
ness with which the majority of the
students registered augurs well for the
discipline of the school year. The reg¬
istration far surpasses that of other
years.

The returning upper classmen missed
the kindly smile of several former mem¬
bers of the Faculty which greeted them
on past opening days. To many it
seemed very strange to realize that
these kind prefects and professors,
whose names they had long been ac¬
customed to associate with Georgetown
and its precincts, were no longer with
us, though their good will and kindly
interest still remain as a treasure in
our midst.

All sincerely regretted the departure
of dear Father Emmet who was Pre¬
fect of Discipline during the past tlwee

years. Mr. Farrell, so long connected
with the College Journal, was also
missed. The members of the staff of
the Journal especially feel his de¬
parture. Others who had endeared
themselves to the students and who
are no longer with us are Fathers Too-
hey and Sullivan, Messrs. Ott, Walsh
and Cronin.

Varied and far divergent are the
fields of labor in which these late mem¬

bers of the Faculty are at present en¬

gaged. Father Emmet is at the Jesuit
House in Tullabeg, Ireland, for his ter-
tianship or third year of noviceship, a

period of special spiritual retreat and
retirement from public ministrations,
common to Jesuit priests on the com¬

pletion of their course of studies and
regency in the schools as scholastics.
Father Toohey is engaged in his ter-
tianship at St. Andrew-on-Hudson,
Poughkeepsie, N. Y. Father Sullivan
is teaching at Loyola College, Balti-
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more. Messrs. Ott and Farrell have
entered upon their theological studies
at the Jesuit House of higher studies
at Woodstock. Mr. Walsh has be¬

gun a special course of advanced
studies at the new National University
of Ireland. Mr. D. Cronin is engaged
in teaching at St. Joseph’s College,
Philadelphia, Pa.

To one and all of these former mem¬

ber of the Faculty the students of the
College and Preparatory School send
their heartiest greetings and sincerely
wish them abundance of Heaven’s

blessings on their present undertak¬
ings.

If many well-known faces were sin¬
cerely missed, others, no less kind and
interested in Georgetown, were pres¬
ent to welcome the students on open¬

ing day. We, too, welcome to George¬
town our new members of Faculty.
Fathers Gregory, Miley and McNeal,
Messrs. Dore, O’Leary, J. Dolan, Han¬
lon, Byrnes and Doherty. These
Fathers and Scholastics, whether re¬

turning to Georgetown after a period
of absence or coming to us for the first
time, will, we are sure, soon endear
themselves to the students by their
generous and kindly sympathy in all
the interests of the boys.

Mentor.

The class of 1913 has started on the
last lap and so far everything has gone
along smoothly. There are two mem¬

bers, however, who are not in the fold—
Eugene M. Carr—whose absence is
felt (to a great extent) by the entire
class—has decided to take up medicine
and is now enrolled at the University
of Pennsylvania. Here’s wishing him
success both in his course and in after
life. Billy Galvin has also decided to
follow medicine, but, unlike Gene, is
staying with the “Old Boys.” Success
to you, too, Billy.

The class elections were held soon

after we returned, and to James P.
Needham was given the “seat of
honor.” Jack Cronin was elected Vice-
President and Joseph A. Lamorelle, Sec¬

retary, while J. Frank Leary will take
charge of the class finances.

James C. Madigan was recently
elected to take up the duties of basket¬
ball manager for the coming season.
He’ll be a busy man, but any one who
knows James knows there is no doubt
that he will be equal to the occasion.

Overheard in the class room:

President—Does anyone make that
unanimous ?

Mr. Waldron—Mr. President, I make
the nomination unanimous.

President—You can’t do it, there are

two men running.

“Chick” Lavelle has a piano. Gather
round, boys!

J. A. Lamorelle.
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3lmtinr.
Somewhat diminished in numbers,

the Class of 1914 returns to begin its
Junior year. The loss of such men as
the O’Sullivans, Tom and Dan, McMul¬
len and Killian will be felt keenly. The
first mentioned will continue their Col¬

lege course at Princeton. McMullen
will enter the Maryland University
Law School, while Killian remains in
Washington as private secretary to the
Representative from his district.

At the first class meeting held Sep¬
tember 17, the following officers were
elected:

President—William H. Prendergast,
of Rhode Island.

Vice-President—Louis J. Baumer, of
New York.

Secretary—Bernard S. Brady, of
Ohio.

Treasurer—George T. Driscoll, of
New York.

The elections were unanimous, with
the exception of that for Treasurer, in
which, after a spirited contest, the pop¬

ularity of Mr. Hugh Carter gave way
before the well-known business ability
of Mr. Driscoll. At the same meeting
Ronayne Waldron was chosen Captain
of the class football team with John M.
Murphy as Manager.

It is the inevitable fate of every class, sooner or later, to mark down, in its
chronicles, the name of a classmate taken from the roster by the inexorable hand
of Death. To many this sorrow is spared, at least during the time covering
their undergraduate days. Others must bow to the inevitable before they have
left the walls of Alma Mater to engage in the struggle of life. Among the
latter must the Class of 1014 stand and sadly pay tribute to the tender memory
of Carlos Rodriguez.

It has often been said, “He taketh first to Himself whom He loveth best.” If
this be true, then-where could there have been found ai clearer example of its
truth? No name, as.long as the word “classmate” shall have significance, will
be more sincerely mourned for than that of Carlos Rodriguez.

Upon his return to school, last fall, it was known, more or less widely, that his
health had suffered somewhat during the vacation period. However, his appear¬
ance had not changed greatly, so that all, even his medical adviser, were deceived
as to his real condition. After the mid-term, nevertheless, it was decided that
he had best give up his college course, for a time at least, and return home. A
few months later the news came that he was travelling in Europe for his health.
Still no great anxiety was felt by his friends, so that the tidings of his death in
Switzerland, on August 14, came indeed as a surprise, even to those who had
kept in touch with him closely. His body was brought home to New York, where
the burial took place August 25. A few of his teachers and schoolmates were
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present at the last rites — Messrs. Cronin, Murphy and McHugh, of the Society
of Jesus, and his schoolmates, Conroy, O’Boyle and the two O’Sullivans, who
acted as bearers.

Carlos Rodriguez — all that was earthly of him — is gone. His soul has gone
to stand before its Maker. All that remains to us is a memory fragrant and
precious, a memory that Time can but make more dear. His character was,
indeed, an unusual one. Above all manly, straightforward and independent, he
yet combined with these traits a sincere sympathy and consideration for others
and a magnetism that was irresistible. It is impossible to exaggerate the lovable¬
ness of his disposition. All who knew him felt alike the compelling sweetness
of his personality.

We, his classmates, can but extend this weak tribute to his worth. We are

proud to have known him, to have clasped him by the hand, to have called him
friend. We are proud, last of all, that ours is the privilege of pronouncing those
poignant-sweet words of parting, “Classmate, farewell!”

Resolutions Unanimously Adopted at a Class Meeting Held on

September 17, 1912.

God in His Divine Mercy has taken to Himself our beloved class¬
mate, Carlos Rodriguez; and

MljrtTtUi, Our beloved classmate, Carlos Rodriguez, by the nobility of his
character and his many endearing traits, had won alike the admiration and affec¬
tion of all with whom he came in contact; then be it

iKmihtriL That we, the Class of 1914, extend our heartfelt sympathy to his
family in their bereavement; and be it

tSrmilnrh, That the Class of 1914 shall have the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass
offered up and shall receive Holy Communion in a body for the repose of the
soul of our beloved classmate; and be it further

Slranlurb, That these resolutions be duly printed in the Georgetown College
Journal.

John G. Carter,
Donald V. Chisholm,
Edward McT. Donnelly,

Committee.
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Edmund Barrett.

Wednesday, September 13, found
many of the fellows of last year’s
Freshman Class, who are now the
newly created Sophomores, back at
College. Quite a few members of the
class have not returned, but there were
several newcomers to take their places.
The Rev. Mark McNeal, S.J., presides
over the class this year. Father Mc¬
Neal is not a stranger to Georgetown
for he is an Alumnus of the College and
has taught here before. We are all
congratulating ourselves on our good
fortune of having Father McNeal with
us as our Professor.

The first meeting of the class was
held on September 25 for the purpose
of electing officers for the coming year.

The meeting was a very enthusiastic
one and there was great competition
among the nominees. The ballot
showed that Andrew Phillips, of
Springfield, Mass., gained the majority
of votes for President, and to William
Hutton, of Troy, N. Y., fell the honors
for Vice-President. Cornelius Mc¬

Grath, of Brookline, Mass, was elected
Secretary and Treasurer.

Among the old fellows who will not
return but whose whereabouts are

known, are: George Burns, who has
entered the School of Finance at the

University of Pennsylvania, whilst Ed¬
win Morgan, Richard Connell and
Arthur Kerwin have all registered at
Harvard.

Jffrrahman.
R. L. Daly.

It seems as if Georgetown was des¬
tined never again to have an empty
seat in the Freshman Room, for con¬
sultation with the fall reopening copies
of the Journal for the past few years
shows a continual increase in the num¬

ber of ex-high school men. And not
only is the class strong in volume, but
in general utility towards the welfare
of its Alma Mater it is a record breaker.
It is apparently imbued with a spirit
of desire to do all in its power to assist
in all the institutions built up by its
predecessors. Every man among the

eighty odd no longer claims allegiance
to any Prep, school, no one holds fond
thoughts for this or that University, but
each member is already a Georgetown
man in every sense of the word.

On September 23 Father Creeden,
realizing that organization is necessary
to the welfare of any class, gave half
of the last afternoon period for the
holding of a meeting and for a half hour
the various matters of immediate im¬

portance were discussed. A departure
from the ordinary custom of election
was created when a motion was carried
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providing that a chairman pro tem. be
chosen to act until the new students
become sufficiently well acquuainted
to be able to understand clearly who
is capable of assuming the presidential
chair. In pursuance of this legislation
John McCarthy was elected to the tem¬
porary leadership, his office in the first
Prep, class having well fitted him for
the position. On his accession, in ac¬
cordance with his powers he appointed
James Hishen and Peter McNulty as
Secretaries in order that all the neces¬

sary work might not fall on his should¬
ers. It was realized, however, that the
class needs someone to lead it in the

different inter-changes of cheering in
the dining room and the fact that Mc¬
Carthy is a day scholar formed some¬

thing of a difficulty, but this was offset
by the election of Ed. Marum, who is
well known through his captaincy of
the Prep, football team last year, as
cheer leader to take the Chairman’s

place when necessary. The meeting
was closed with a call for class “yells”
and these were given in at the second

meeting, September 26, and were voted
upon by the house. The slogan written
by Messrs. McGargee and Plamondon
was accepted and its effectiveness has
been well proven on several occasions.

During the luncheon hour on Thurs¬
day, September 26, the Freshmen de¬
cided to spring a little surprise on their
brethren of the other classes. This

surprise came in the form of a con¬
centrated cheer which drowned even

the resounding shuffle of the waiters’
feet. Towards the finish of the class

yell, following the ancient and honor¬
able custom of all upper classmen, an

attempt was made to shatter the Fresh¬
man melody, which attempt was not
entirely successful. Then the Seniors,
taking the initiative, cheered the Fresh¬
men. The Junior and Sophomore
classes followed suit and each class in
turn was answered by the eighty odd
members of 1016. Thus did the pres¬
ent entering class makes its bow to
Georgetown society.

•pijtlnbmtr Debating ^nrU'ttj.
What promises to be the most suc¬

cessful year in the Philodemic De¬
bating Society was begun by a meet¬
ing called to order on the evening of
September 24 by President Waldron.
The enthusiasm of the members al¬

ready manifests itself, and since the
Society has such a capable chairman
and more especially such an exper¬
ienced and popular moderator, Father
McNeal, S.J., we see no reason what¬
soever why the Society’s standard

should not be raised and the individual
honor of each member upheld. The
members elected to office for the first
term of the present scholastic year arei

President—David L. Waldron.
Vice-President—Paul W. McQuillen.
Recording Secretary—LeMoyne R.

Graham.

Corresponding Secretary —Thomas
D. Harrington.

Treasuurer—Joseph A. Lamorelle.
Censor—Charles McLaughlin.
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The Society regrets that there were
so many vacancies left by members
who were graduated last year, but it
consoles itself with a bright view for
the future.

Applications for membership were
numerous and on the first ballot thir¬
teen names were accepted and the fol¬
lowing were admitted to the Society:
Edward T. Beatty, John S. Cronin,

Frank Leary, Jos. O’Callaghan, Benja¬
min Finan and Geo. Repetti from the
Class of ’13; Louis Baumer, Leo T.
Lawler, John M. Murphy and Wm.
Prendergast from the ’14 Class, and
Richard Hamilton, Edmund Barrett and
George W. Williams of the Class of To.

LeMoyne R. Graham, Secretary.

Autarh of Ijmuira.

Junior Class.

1st, Paul W. McQuillan; 2d, Eugene
M. Carr.

Distinction.—J. Francis O’Leary, Leo
Norris, J. F. Cronin, David Waldron.

PHYSICS.

1st, Francis Leary; 2d, Lemoyne Gra-
ham.-

junior French.
1st, E. Carr; 2d, R. Gannon.

Sophomore.

1st, John M. Murphy; 2d, Thomas H.
Healy.

Distinction—William H. Prendergast,
Jr., Bernard Brady, John F. Connolly,
William C. Martens.

SOPHOMORE (GENERAL CHEMISTRY).
1st, William Prendergast; 2d, Thomas

Healy.
Distinction.—St. John Litschgi, Ed¬

ward Heiskell, Edward Devlin.
MECHANICS.

1st, St. John Litschgi; 2d, George Re¬
petti.

Distinction.—William Prendergast, T.
Healy, Feo Lawler.

Freshman.

1st, John J. O’Day, Jr.; 2d, Bernard
E. Schlesinger.

Distinction.—Peter A. Karl, James P.
Shea, Eliot Wright, Maurice E. Harding.

FRESHMAN FRENCH.

1st, Eliot Wright; 2d, John J. Beatty.
FRESHMAN GERMAN.

1st, Peter Karl; 2d, Bernard Schles¬
inger.

Distinction.—Linus A. Kelly, James
Shea, Maurice L. Harding.
FRESHMAN MATHEMATICS, FIRST TERM.

1st, Bernard Schlesinger; 2d, Eliot
Wright.

Distinction. — James P. Shea, Peter
Karl, John Mattare, John Petritz.
FRESHMAN MATHEMATICS, SECOND TERM.

1st, John Petritz; 2d, Schlesinger.
Distinction.—Eliot Wright, James P.

Shea.

ftoparatnrg 9rtrmil.

First Preparatory.

1st, Joseph Leary, Edward Roach; 2d,
James A. Fennell.
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Distinction.—John McCarthy.
first preparatory mathematics.

1st, Edward Roach; 2d, Arthur Kir-
wan.

Distinction.—James Fennell, Herbert
Lane.

FIRST PREPARATORY FRENCH.

1st, John McCarthy; 2d, Edward Roach.

Second Preparatory.

1st, St. John Garwood; 2d, Leslie Kil-
coyne, Robert Matthews.

Distinction.—Arthur P. Drury, Grant
Higgins.

SECOND PREPARATORY MATHEMATICS.

1st, Thomas Moroney; 2d, St. John
Garwood.

Distinction.—George Mathison, Pler-
bert Collier.

SECOND PREPARATORY FRENCH.

1st, William Bache; 2d, Arthur Drury.
Distinction.—Dudley Morgan, Henry

Burns.

SECOND PREPARATORY GERMAN.

1st, Leo B. Norris; 2d, Joseph Leary.
Distinction.—Clinton Pardridge.

Third Preparatory.

1st, Edmund P. Niland; 2d, James PI.
Prendergast.

Distinction.—George B. Brown, Mar¬
cus A. Miller, Leslie A. Daly.

THIRD PREPARATORY MATHEMATICS.

1st, Edward Niland; 2d, Frank Dailey.
Distinction.—Carroll McGuire, Thomas

Dempsey.
THIRD PREPARATORY FRENCH.

1st, Thomas Moroney; 2d, Leon Poore.
Distinction.—James Prendergast, Les¬

lie Kilcoyne, Carroll McGuire, Herbert
Collier.

THIRD PREPARATORY GERMAN.

1st, Edmund Niland; 2d, George
Brown.

Distinction.—Howard Grace, Marcus
Miller, Joseph Bautner, Robert Ber-
berich.

Fourth Preparatory.

1st, John J. Keane; 2d, Francis J.
O’Day.

Distinction.—Joseph John Daly, James
T. Cross, Charles Kuglen.

FOURTH PREPARATORY MATHEMATICS.

1st, Joseph Daly; 2d, Charles Kuglen.
Distinction.—Thornton Cross, Frank

O’Day, John Keane.
First Year Spanish.

1st, St. Tohn Garwood; 2d, Joseph
O’Callaghan.

Distinction.—Eugene Darr.
Second Year Spanish.

1st, John O’Day; 2d, Charles Doyle.



Hit!) tljr (SHii Hoys.
We take pleasure in announcing that

the Triennial List of Alumni is now

ready for distribution. Thanks to the
loyal co-operation of the Alumni through¬
out the country, we can safely predict
that this edition is the most complete
ever printed. A post-card will secure

you a copy.

Georgetown University Alumni

Directory.

CORRECTIONS AND ADDITIONS

October 1, 1912.

Adkins, Jesse Corcoran, LL.B. ’99; LL.M.
’00. Assistant U. S. Attorney, Department of
Justice, Washington, D. C.

Beegan, Joseph Francis, LL.B. ’80. Lawyer;
Wabash, Ind.

Burke, Frank H., ’12. Banco Germanica de
la America del Slid., Buenos Ayres, South
America.

Cogan, William J., A.B. ’12. Law Student.
98 Avenue C, Bayonne, N. J.

Foley, John D., A.B. ’12. Medical Student.
333 58th Street, New York City .

Gall, John Camden, LL.B. ’99. 325 East
Capitol Street, Washington, D. C.

Haggerty, Louis Crimmins, A.B. ’12. Law
Student. 137 East 37th Street, New York
City.

Morgan, James E., A. B. ’06. Banker. Ne-
ola, Iowa.

O’Brien, Edward D., A.B. ’90. Died March
19x2, at New York City.

Rattigan, Michael A., LL.B. Ti. Int. Dept.
1350 Parkwood Place, Washington, D. C.

Thomas, Richard William, LL.B. ’09. Natur¬
alization Examiner. 406 Federal Building,
Seattle, Wash.

Via, Lemuel R., LL. B. ’98. Lawyer. Spar-
tansburg, West Va.

Georgetown University Club
of New England.

President, Hon. Wm. G. McKechnie; Vice-
Presidents, Hon. Charles A. De Courcey, Hon.
John D. McLoughlin, Hon. John B. Madigan,
Dr. M. R. Donovan, Mr. Chas. D. Rooney,
Mr. F'rancis E. Slattery; Treasurer, Mr.
George H. Cogan; Secretary, Mr. Joseph I.
McLaughlin; Executive Committee, Mr. C.
Woodbury Gorman, Mr. Wm. A. O’Hearn,
Mr. Joseph Lawler, Mr. Thos. J. Spellacy.

’79. The following letter from an old
“grad,” the Reverend E. H. Brown, S.J.,
A.B. ’79, will interest his fellow Alumni;

Juneau, Alaska, August 22, 1912.
Editor Georgetown College Journal,
Dear Sir—

The zealous and moving words of the
Reverend Faculty Director of the Journal
compel me to write a line from Alaska to an
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old friend—the College Journal. In a letter of
June 28th from The Villa, Keyser Island,
your Reverend Director says :

“Few, if any, articles in the paper

would, I am sure, be of more interest
and profit to both Alumni and students
than a letter from an old ‘grad’ away

up in Alaska. An account of your

mission, a description of your jour¬
neys or of some particular incident in
your missionary career would be sure
to delight all the readers, and would
raise their thoughts to higher things
in considering the deeds of self-sacri¬
fice which our Missionaries are daily
performing—‘Ad Majorem Dei Glor-
iam inque hominum salutem’ as the
escutcheon in the College hall nar¬
rates.”

Mistrusting the value of the simple facts of
my missionary life in Alaska and likewise my

ability to tell a story of such fruitful interest,
I trust only for best results and go ahead. I
am beginning my ninth year “north of 53°.”
In 1901, while engaged in the ministry in
Seattle, I came near being sent to Nome to
build the first church there. Thank God, that
good work fell into abler hands and readers
of our Catholic periodicals are now familiar
with the splendid results of the labors of
Father Bernard and the other brave Jesuit
Fathers, who have not spent the long night
of these eleven years at Nome in vain. I
came to Juneau in August, 1904, as pastor of
the little church here, and having the care of
souls in several outlying missions, visiting
them regularly by boat; there is no communi¬
cation by road or railroad in this portion of
Alaska. Our Jesuit Fathers have been in
charge of this field of labor since 1895, when
they replaced the well-beloved pioneer priest
of the whole of Southern Alaska, the Rev.
John Althoff, the story of whose apostolic
labors for seventeen long years is well worth
the telling.

Coming to Alaska from Holland in 1878,
after his ordination to the priesthood in June
of that year, Father Althoff labored with
head and hand, in season and out of season,
all over this country for hundreds of miles

about Juneau; erecting with his own hands a
church and residence at Wrangell, visiting
regularly from that place the then famous
Cassiar county; making an occasional trip to
Sitka, and when the discovery of gold in 1881,
in Silver Bow Basin made Juneau the center
of life for the miner in southern Alaska, estab¬
lishing there his home; again, building with
his own hands and the assistance of his pio¬
neer friends, on the ground which they had
cleared side by side, a church and a residence;
and finally, bringing to Juneau in 1886, the
Sisters of Saint Ann for his hospital and
school, and making them both, by his un¬
wearied labors for years, the pride of the
community. Such is a brief summary of the
work of Father Althoff, but it does not in¬
clude the long story of the grateful affection
of our pioneers of all faiths for the first
Catholic priest to come amongst them.

The territory, once under the jurisdiction of
Father Althoff, is now covered by five Jesuit
Fathers: Father Turnell at Skagway, 100 miles
north of Juneau, a faithful “sourdough” ever
since the Klondike rush of ’98; Father Bruck-
ert on Douglas Island across the channel only
from Juneau, where the roar of the stamps
of the great Treadwell mines have been heard
the year round, night and day for over twenty
years; Father Shepherd at Ketchikan, a cop¬

per-gold town, 300 miles south of here; Father
Van der Pol at Valdez, 400 miles west; and
myself at Juneau. For four years after my
arrival here I was continually on the go. As
soon as the first Sunday of the month and its
especial work was over, I was off for Ketchi¬
kan, Wrangell or Sitka. At Ketchikan my
work included the converting of a recently
purchased school-house into a church for an

exacting congregation. At Wrangell I had
the rebuilding of the first Catholic church
erected in Alaska, which a storm had demol¬
ished ; and at Sitka, a lukewarm and indiffer¬
ent flock was to be brought back to the prac¬
tice of their holy religion. When finally, in
1909, a permanent pastor was obtained for
Ketchikan, with care of Wrangell, I found
work for my hands at home in the building of
a new church for the Capital of Alaska.

On account of our poverty this was no easy
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task. The little church, built by Father Alt- <

hoff in 1885, was falling to pieces. I had for
years been placing a supply of large tin cans
overhead to catch the rain, which had at times
fallen upon the altar, the sanctuary-lamp, the
stove, and even the pastor during his sermon.
The floor had recently dropped six inches, let¬
ting the stove down too, and endangering the
building from fire. There was fear, moreover,
of an inundation of mud and water from the

rear, where our Altar-treasures were stored.
The previous winter had been a severe one,
and pastor and people had suffered from the
cold. On Palm Sunday, these facts were re¬

called, and an earnest of goodwill and co¬

operation was asked in the Easter collection.
Instead of the usual five dollars, the New
Church collection on Easter Sunday was

$286.60. Notwithstanding this encouraging be¬
ginning and the generous assistance of Cath¬
olics and non-Catholics alike in the community,
we were forced to beg outside help. This too
was freely and liberally given, and the new

church, which is much admired by all tourist
visitors, was dedicated on Laetare Sunday,
1911.

For the Catholic priest, at least, times have
not changed much from pioneer days. I have
lived here solitary and alone these eight years,

doing all my own work, and turning my hand
to almost every conceivable job; I could have
never succeeded otherwise. I am quite a good
carpenter, gardener, tinsmith, sacristan, snow-
shoveler and mason. I am proud of my con¬
crete work and chimney-building. I have a
record for mountain-climbing, and as an officer
of the Juneau Trail Association, did my full
share of work with pick and shovel on a

rugged trail to the most beautiful mountain-
top in this portion of Alaska. My years in
Alaska have been years of hard times, corrupt
politics and fierce litigation. These, by a long,
good fight, we have put behind us, and with
the coming of HOME RULE at last, an agree¬
able change is in sight. Juneau looks forward
with confidence to doubling its population with¬
in a year. I rejoice to see a better attendance
at Sunday Mass, and am making preparations
for a fine mission for the miners when the
winter drives them in from the hills in October

or November. Then I may expect to hear
again recounted by grateful lips the wondrous
tale of heroic self-sacrifice of that greatest
Jesuit of the Northland, Father William Judge,
whom I learned to revere in my college days
at Georgetown. Learning that I was a friend
of Father Judge, I have had men search for
days for me, simply to say: “I was in the
church, Father, the day of his funeral,” or
“He was a friend of mine when I was in

need,” or “We all truly loved him.” Well
does Captain Jack Crawford’s poem to the
memory of his friend conclude with these
beautiful words:

“I crave not wealth, nor care for fame,
Nor wealth nor fame do I begrudge;

But Lord, permit me once again
To clasp the hand of Father Judge.”

If my young friends at Georgetown would
have “their thoughts raised to higher things,”
let them read thoughtfully the Life of this
Apostle of the Northland. It is on your library
shelves.

Devotedly yours'in Christ,
E. H. BROWN, S. J.

’07. Thanks to the thoughtfulness and
kindness of our esteemed alumnus, As-
terio Favis, LL.B. ’07, we have this very

interesting letter teeming with informa¬
tion about our Alumni in the Philippines :

My Dear Mr. Editor—
I have just received your favor of the 10th

ultimo regarding the Georgetown College
Journal, a copy of which wras sent to me but
has not been received. I would indeed be

pleased to become one of the subscribers to
the Journal. Since I graduated in 1907, and
returned to the Islands in the same year, I
have been out of touch with matters pertaining
to Georgetown and this opportunity is only

* too gladly siezed by me.
It might be of interest to you to know that

on' September 7, 1911, through the initiative
of the undersigned, an Alumni Association
of Georgetown men in the Phillipines was
formed and a banquet to celebrate the event
was held at the Metropole Hotel in Manila,
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on the evening of the same date. An account
of this gathering was sent to the Journal by
me. But it may not be amiss to inform you

again of what took place at said gathering,
and who were the men that attended it.

There were a dozen members present that
night; Father Jose Algue, who was the guest
of honor, Commissioner Frank A Branagan,
Judge A. S. Crossfield, Drs. R. E. L. New-
berne, B. L. Falconer and R. Olsen, and At¬
torneys Roman Lacson, Ignacio de Icaza, Pio
Reyes, Pedro Tuason, Delfin Jaranilla, and
the undersigned. On the conclusion of the
dinner, speeches were made by Judge Cross-
filed, Commissioner Branagan, Father Algue,
Dr. Newberne, Mr. Lacson and Mr. Icaza.
The history of the Alma Mater, especially of
the Law School, as far back as the seventies
to the present day was dwelt upon and re¬
viewed. After the speeches, those present re¬
solved to form the Alumni Association re¬

ferred to above, and elected only one officer,
the undersigned, as General Secretary. It is
planned that at an early date the members
will get together again, most likely in Manila.
At the time of the formation of the Associa¬
tion, there were about twenty Georgetown men
in the Islands, but it was not possible to get
them all together. It is not definitely known
whether all the men connected with the U. S.
Army who were in the Islands last year are
still with us, but an inquiry as to their where¬
abouts will shortly be made by the under¬
signed.

In acordance with your request, the follow¬
ing information in connection with the men in
this corner of the globe is given:

Commissioner Frank A. Branagan, is a
member of the upper branch of the Phillipine
Legislature, and at present Acting Secretary of
Police and Commerce in addition to his duties
as Commissioner, and it is hoped that in view
of his long, efficient, honorable and able ser¬
vice he will eventually, and soon, be given a

secretaryship in the Executive branch of the
government. He was formerly Insular Treas¬
urer of the Philippines. He is a graduate of
the Law School, class of ’89.

Judge A. S. Crossfield has been a judge of
the Court of First Instance of the District of

Manila for many years. He is the oldest
Georgetown man in the Islands. Judge Rich¬
ard Campbell, of the Mountain Judicial Dis¬
trict is also a Georgetown man.

Dr. R. E. L. Newberne has been and still is
in the Bureau of Health, and at one time was

Acting Assistant Director of the Bureau. He
is well liked and highly respected by every
one who knows him, and has had dealing with
him. Dr. B. L. Falconer is the Director of
the Civil Service Bureau and is also a very

popular man. He is liked by everybody be¬
cause of his fair dealing and impartiality. Dr.
R. Olsen was connected with the Army as a

Surgeon, with the rank of Lieutenant, and
was temporarily detailed to quarantine ser¬
vice last year. Dr. (Lieut.) John C. Griffin
was a Surgeon on the U. S. Transportation
“Warren.” Dr. (Capt.) Mahlon Ashford was
with the Army at Fort McKinley. Dr.(Lieut.)
Rozin C. Beyly was with the Army at Corre-
gidor. Dr. Victor E. Watkins was also with
the Army last year. All of these men are

graduates of the Medical School.
Dr Roman Lascon is a member of the law

firm of Hartigan & Kincaid, and is doing
well in his practice. Dr. Ignacio de Icaza is
also practicing law in Manila. Dr. Jose Maria
Cuenco was Professor in the High School of
Cebu for some time, but I have been informed
that he is preparing for the priesthood, and it
is the hope of every alumnus that he will,
some day, be the Archbishop of the Islands.
Messrs. Joaquin Ramos and Pio Reyes are

employed in the Executive Bureau. Mr.
Pedro Tuason is Librarian in the Attorney-
General’s Office. Mr. Delfin Jaranilla is Clerk
of Court in the 10th Judicial District. Mr.
Isaias Gonzaga died not long after his return
to the Islands. The undersigned was form¬
erly Deputy Prosecuting Attorney for the
Province of Occidental Negros, and from this
position was transferred to the office of the
Attorney-General, and since October 13, 1911,
has been and still is Prosecuting Attorney for
the Mountain Province, which is composed of
seven sub-provinces, and for the Province of
Nueva Vizcaya. He is also City Attorney of
Baguio, and his official residence is this city,
the summer Capital of the Islands, and the
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most salubrious and delightful place to live
in in this country.

I don’t know what could have happened to
the copy of the Journal you so kindly sent me.
But I hope subsequent numbers and all other
publications which you think might be of
interest to us here will be duly received.

Very sincerely yours,
ASTERIO FAVIS (LL.B. ’07).

Address: Baguio, P. I.

’87. Georgetown men are not only ad¬
vancing the spiritual interests of far¬
away Alaska, as Father Brown’s letter
shows, but they are also coming to as¬
sume positions of eminence in its politi¬
cal life. Georgetown receives this news
with delight, and sends heartiest greet¬
ings and sincerest wishes for success to
Mr. Jennings.

The following extract from the Wash¬
ington Post, August 11, 1912, explains
our reasons for felicitating Mr. Jennings:

Robert W. Jennings, of Juneau, Alaska,
who has been nominated by the Democratic
party for delegate in Congress, was for four
years a resident of Washington, D. C., being
a government clerk in the office of chief of en¬
gineers, in the War Department. He matricu¬
lated at the Georgetown University of Law,
from which he graduated with high honors in
the class of 1887. He remained in the depart¬
mental service long enough to see government
clerks die of old age without having accom¬

plished anything worth while, so he resigned
to accept a position with the Columbia Title
Insurance Company. He devoted himself to
searching District titles to real estate.

Unlike most government clerks, he lived
frugally, and managed to save enough money
to purchase transportation to the great North¬
west, and opened an office in Port Townsend,
Wash. He was not long in coming to the
fore in that city, and was connected with some
of the most important 'aw cases in those
courts.

Ambition still gnawing him, and desiring to
become a “big man” in a big, new territory

then opening up, he removed his office to
Alaska, where he began the practice of law,
and was soon rewarded by being appointed
the attorney for the only railroad in Alaska.
He has made his home in that wonderful

territory ever since, with occasional visits to
the “States.”

When “Bob” lived in Washington, he re¬
sided at that well-known clubhouse known as

“Paradise Flats,” of which he was a charter
member, with Hub Smith, Charlie Staley,
Philip R. Alger, Admiral Tappan, Commander
Truxton, Lieut. Jim Colwell, and Gib Cole¬
gate. There are still hundreds of “Bob’s”
friends in Washington who will be proud to
see him return to the city as a member of
Congress.

«

’89. In August last Dr. Maurice Fran¬
cis Egan, LL.D. ’89, at present United
States Minister to Denmark, addressed
their Majesties the King and Queen of
Denmark, at Marselisborg Castle on be¬
half of the Association of Danish-Ameri-

cans, which has presented a new national
park in Jutland to the Government.

Dr. Egan read a message from Presi¬
dent Taft, honorary President of the As¬
sociation, extending greetings to the
King and people of Denmark. At the
banquet which followed the presentation,
Dr. Egan was seated at the left of the
Queen, the Danish Premier being on her
right.

’92. The following notice gives us
still another evidence of the deep interest
our illustrious alumnus, Chief Justice
White, LL.D. ’92, manifests in every de¬
tail connected with the august office he
so worthily holds:

Chief Justice White and Associate Justices
Lurton and Van Deventer, of the United
States Supreme Court, are laboring over a new
set of rules for equity practice in Federal
courts which are expected to almost revolu-
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tionize the work of these tribunals.
This work is the result of a determination

of Chief Justice White, settled upon shortly
after he became the head of the court. He

regarded the present rules, unamended through
the decades, as instruments of delay and in¬
vitations to tremendous cost bills.

Thousands of suggestions for amendments
to tlie present rules have been received by the
court from judges, bar associations, and in¬
dividual lawyers.

’98. The Journal takes pleasure in
announcing the marriage of Mr. Martin
Conboy, LL.B. ’98, LL.M. ’99, and Miss
Bertha Mason. The ceremony took place
in New York on July 31. Our best
wishes follow the happy couple.

’99. ‘ We are happy to insert the fol¬
lowing clipping on Mr. Jesse Adkins,
LL.B. ’99, LL.M. ’00':

Adkins Sworn in as Wickersham’s
Assistant.

Jesse C. Adkins, of Washington, was sworn
in as Assistant Attorney-General today. His
apointment increases the number of assistants
to Attorney-General Wickersham to seven,

provision for an additional assistant having
been made in the legislative bill. Mr. Adkins
was formerly assistant District attorney, and
has been a special attorney for the Depart¬
ment of Justice for the past fifteen months.
He will have charge of matters arising under
the pure food and meat inspections acts, cus¬

toms, State Department matters, and the copy¬

right laws.

’00. At Minneapolis, Minn., on Sep¬
tember 11, Mr. John J. English, A.B. ’00,
was united in matrimony to Miss Martha
O’Neill. Greetings and felicitations !

’01. Still more wedding bells! The
Journal acknowledges with gratitude
the invitation so kindly tendered its staff
to attend the wedding of Dr. Timothy J.
Moran, A.B. ’01, and Miss Gladys E.
Dowling on September 2.

’02. The Washington Star for August
18, under the caption “Progressive Lead¬
er,” presented its readers with a fine pic¬
ture of Mr. Frank J. Hogan, LL.B. ’02,
now a member of the Law Faculty. Mr.
Hogan has been named as National Com¬
mitteeman of the Progressive Party for
the District of Columbia. Mr. Hogan is
a Washington man, and is in partnership
with Mr. Daniel W. Baker, LL.B. ’92,
LL.M. ’93, former United States District
Attorney.

TO. We are happy to announce that
Reverend Peter F. Dolin, ex-’lO, cele¬
brated his first Solemn Mass in St. Pat¬
rick’s Church, Hartford, Conn., on Sun¬
day, July 21. After leaving Georgetown
Father Dolin went to Budapest, Hungary,
for his theological studies. Ad multos
annos et felicest

T2. In our June issue we were unable
to announce the marriage of Mr. Vincent
Dailey, A.B. T2, and Miss Connie Mc¬
Coy, which was solemnized on June 12,
just as we went to print. The ceremony
took place at Corpus Christi Church,
Rochester, N. Y., the Nuptial Mass hav¬
ing been celebrated by Reverend Thomas*
Addis Emmet, S.J. The Very Reverend
Dennis Curran, V.G., and Reverend John
B. Sullivan were present at the ceremony.
Oswald Dailey, of Freshman Class, acted
as his brother’s best man. The ushers

were Mr. Dailey’s classmates, Messrs.
John Kingsley, Thomas Smith, Charles
O’Connor and William Sitterding. Mr.
Dailey’s name is too well identified with
Georgetown’s athletics to require our in¬
troducing him to our Alumni. We con¬

gratulate Mr. and Mrs. Dailey and wish
them happiness.
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'12. Mr. James K. Lynch, A.B. ’12,
who is now reading law in the offices of
Lynch & Day, Canton, Ohio, honored us
with a visit and furnished us some much-
desired and very welcome information
about the A.B. men of 1912.

Mr. Louis Haggerty, famous for so

many striking points of excellence, is
studying law at Fordham University Law
School, New York. Mr. Louis Daly is
engaged in law at the University of Penn¬
sylvania. Mr. Stephen Carroll is at the
University of Buffalo Law School. Mr.
John Crosby, our worthy ex-editor, is
entered at Harvard Law School. Mr.
Thomas Smith—the universal favorite
“Tom”—is engaged in business with his
father at Hartford, Conn. Mr. Kenna
Jennings has matriculated in our own
Dental School, and Mr. Madigan in our
Medical.

Mr. Norman (yes, we mean “Skip”)
Wymard has obeyed the words of old
Horace Greeley and has gone West, while
Mr. Frank Burke, just to be contrary,
has gone South and may be found some¬
where around Buenos Ayres, whither he
and a present Senior (whose name we
know, but will not mention) betook them¬
selves last summer.

On Wednesday evening, September
18, Mr. Alvin Woodwell Mitchell, in resi¬
dence here two years ago, was married
to Miss Anita Blanche Mathis at her resi¬
dence in South Pasadena, Cal. Our best
wishes attend the happy couple.

Many of our Alumni honored us with

visits recently. Rev. Father Jose Algue,
S.J. (Ph.D. ’04), Director of the Manila
Observatory, spent several weeks with
us during the summer.

Rev. Samuel Ludlow, in residence dur¬
ing the nineties, called at the College, to¬
gether with Rev. W. O’Donnell, A.B. ’94.
They were in Washington as delegates
to the Catholic Charities Convention held
at the Catholic University during Sep¬
tember.

Mr. Clement Manly, A.B. ’76, came
from North Carolina to visit the scenes

of his college days. Mr. Manly shows
great interest in our Journal and will
soon, it is hoped, favor us with some
reminiscences of his experiences as Staff
Editor in the Journal’s pioneer days.

Mr. William Fox, ex-’97, of Cincin¬
nati, called with his wife. Mr. Fox re¬
tains all his old-time generous affection
for Alma Mater. The Journal sincerely
thanks him for his practical interest in
our welfare.

Thomas Peirce, A.B. ’98, and James
Cox, ex-’04, so well known for his fam¬
ous pitching, honored us with a visit.

Dr. Bailey Kelly Ashford, M.D. ’96,
Sc.D. ’ll, visited us recently while on a
trip from Porto Rico. He shows his
kindly interest in Alma Mater by direct¬
ing a young Porto Rican friend of his
to our College Department.

Mr. William Cogan, A.B. ’12, gave us

practical proof of his devotion to old
Georgetown by bringing his young
brother George to the Prep. School.
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OPhitmtrg.

The following letter, with its life
sketch of our esteemed alumnus, Edmund
P. Zane, A.B. ’55, A.M. ’60, was received
by the Directory Committee during the
summer. We were grateful to Miss
Zane for her kindness in forwarding the
information about her deceased father:

Georgetown Alumni Directory,
Gentlemen—
Absence from the city delayed my answer¬

ing your very kind note asking for details of
the life of my father, the late Edmund P.
Zane.

He was born in Wheeling, West Virginia,
December 23, 1835, and was the son of Ebe-
nezer Zane and Mary Zane, and the descendant
of a very distinguished family of pioneers in
Virginia and Ohio. He was a graduate of
Georgetown College in 1855, and afterwards
studied law, which profession he practiced in
Wheeling until the Civil War broke out, when

he joined the Confederate Army, and became
a Captain under Colonel Stuart, of guerilla
warfare fame. At the close of the war he
went into the commission business in Balti¬

more, and later married Marie Louise Lough¬
borough, of Washington, District of Colum¬
bia, a sister of his classmate, Honorable Alex¬
ander H. Loughborough, whom he later joined
in San Francisco, Cal., where he was always
prominent in politics, and was well-known in
the San Francisco Stock Exchange, especially
during the Comstock excitement in the early
’70’s, when fortunes were made and lost in a

day.
He died, as he had lived, a staunch Catholic,

regretted by all who knew him, on May 7,
1893.

Thanking you for your kind courtesy, and
trusting you will pardon the unavoidable de¬
lay in my answering,

Yours truly,
ELIZABETH ZANE.
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our

LXCHA

David L. Waldron, T3.
“Humanum est errare.”

With the advent of the new school

year the field of college journalism will
naturally renew its activities with opti¬
mistic outlook. The past year has left
the impression of work well done, and it
remains for the present year to set a
higher ideal coupled with enthusiasm
and zeal enduring enough to attain it.
As we glance over the Commencement
numbers which have accumulated on our

table during the summer, we find that
numerous college periodicals have wid¬
ened the scope of their material without
relinquishing their hold upon old-estab¬
lished customs which have commanded
interest in the past. This fact is, indeed,
gratifying, for the reason that a greater
number of readers are enlisted and the
purpose of college journalism is fulfilled
in greater measure. May the ensuing
year follow in the same path and set a
standard above its predecessors.

The three orations in the Marquette
Journal of June are logically and force¬
fully written, especially that entitled “A
Menace to Justice,” which deals with the
recall of judges. It gives much food for
thought and sound reasons for conserva¬
tism to the advocates of such a measure.

One opens the Clongoumian (come all
the way from Ireland) with a spirit of
expectancy which is fully justified. It
possesses a standard of artistic arrange¬
ment and literary taste which may well
be termed excellent.

The “locals” in the Mount St. Joseph
Collegian are entertainingly written, but
contain some slangy expressions which
should never be permitted to creep into
a college periodical.

St. Mary’s College Magazine, Maza-
gon, Bombay, is literally filled with hap¬
penings of merely local interest. Some
insertions of more general concern would
add greatly to its present attractiveness.

The Ave Marie never fails us. Its
faithful contribution is greatly appre¬
ciated by the Journal.

The Catholic Youth is extremely for¬
tunate in procuring, for its August pub¬
lication, two excellent articles from the
gifted pen of Dr. Maurice Francis Egan,
U. S. Minister to Denmark, and a

Georgetown Alumnus.
The old time-worn topic of college

spirit is treated in an interesting and
novel manner, from an editorial stand¬
point, in William’s Literary Monthly.
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There is a poem following immediately
upon it concerning a subject of much
deeper import, namely, Religion. Its
definition, as set down therein, is quite
beyond our grasp. What it is not is
quite clear, but the poet’s idea of what re¬

ligion is has a materialistic ring and gives
the impression of this little world of ours

being cast aimlessly into space to take its
chances with the haphazard wanderings
of the “silent host of stars” and the “sa¬
cred mass of lights that play upon the
slopes of everlasting hills” without even
the mention of the guiding hand of a
Divine Providence.

In the death of the Very Rev. A. P.
Doyle, C.S.P., late editor of The Mis¬
sionary, the Catholic world has lost one
of the ablest exponents of its principles,
as well as an energetic and enthusiastic
laborer in the missionary field.

With much interest we read in The
Ephebeum the account of the wireless
telegraphy experiments. The Journal
congratulates the students of St. Peter’s
upon their success in public demonstra¬
tions and wishes them continued good
fortune.

The September number of St. Marys
Chimes has already made its appearance
upon our table, tuned to the same pleas¬
ing harmony of past years.

Lest We Forget, Canisius College,
Buffalo, has a beautifully arranged cover.
The cuts are attractive and clear. There
are some pen sketches, however, which
would bear improvement.

The poem, “Farewell, Alma Mater,”
in the June number of the Duquesne
Monthly is well written.

The Campion, newest arrival in col¬
lege journalism, speaks eloquently for
itself and commands only words of praise

from those who have read it. The
Journal heartily welcomes such a wor¬

thy arrival into the fold.
The Commencement number of The

Springhillian is excellent.
We enjoyed the Vassar Miscellany

very much, with the exception of its un¬
cut pages. We cannot agree with the
conclusion of the essay upon “The Work¬
ingman, the Church and the Socialist, ’
which asserts that “the next step is So¬
cialism.” When it is proven that Social¬
ism is not devoid of Christianity, and
that, with national control, it could sup¬

ply the freedom of individual demand, fix
a more determinate unit measure of

value, with the added function of a me¬
dium of exchange, than gold or silver,
and permit the individual to choose an

occupation and qualify to the same with¬
out reducing the grade of such occupa¬
tion to a minimum, we shall be convinced.
The greatest fault of the advocates of
Socialism is that they persist in portray¬
ing the present miseries of the working¬
man and fail to assure the practical work¬
ing out of details of the system which
they propose as the remedy. And that
which is unsound in theory, however
noble its purpose, can never be adequate
in practice.

The Journal gratefully acknowledges
the receipt of the following: The Ex¬
ponent, The Earlhamite, The Notre Dame
Scholastic, The Oscotian, The Filipino
Messenger, The Boston College Stylus,
The Trinity University Review, The
Holy Cross Purple, Fordham Monthly,
The Dial, The Manhattan Quarterly,
University of Ottawa Review, Echoes,
two copies of Old Penn, The College
Spokesman, St. Vincent College Journal,
The Viatorian and the Niagara Index.
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®nnk Notes.
Prisoners Years. By I. Clarke. Ben- picture of England during Roman times,

zinger Bros. Net $1.35. It passes in review the conquest, the pro-
From a moral point of view the book vincial government, military and judi-

is pre-eminently praiseworthy. Catholic ciary, the municipal government, the eco-
in its tone, healthy and normal in its pre- nomic and social life of the country. It
sentation of the deep love between Felix is a work executed with vast labor and
and Evodia, it serves as a striking con- most carefully put together, and contains
trast to the doubtful morality and tiring the findings of many writers, not only
morbidity of some modern novels. The historians but also students of the
moral worth of the story—yes, and its branches ancillary to history, such as
literary value, too — is derived mainly archaeology and numismatics. The book
from the fact that it is the story of two pieces together the reports on Roman
terrible conflicts, the conflict in the soul Britain drawn from all the available
of Felix between his love for Evodia and sources, including the author’s own in-
his new-found faith, and Evodia’s strug- vestigations. Needless to say, the picture
gle between her warm love for Felix and is not complete, nor will any ever be, as
her prejudices against his religion. The much of the history of times so remote
style is excellent and sufficiently colored; has irrecoverably perished; but what
the principal characters, Felix, Evodia there is is here. We recommend M. Sa-
and Princess Aloysia, are well portrayed, got’s book to students of Caesar’s deal-
One defect, quite apparent and not to be ings with the island and to all interested
expected in a work otherwise so satisfac- in the other classics—especially Tacitus—
tory, is the element of triteness in the that have touched in any way upon Eng-
denouement; the reaccession of Felix to land. The author’s industry cannot be
the inheritance of his uncle is stagey and too highly praised, and not his industry
far from bringing the story to a satisfac- onty, for no one can read him—with all
tory close, it places Evodia in a rather the unavoidable lacunae—without realiz-
doubtful position in the eyes of her ing that he leaves on the mind a very fair
friends. impression of Roman Britain. For a

second edition the printers will have to be
La Bretagne Roniaine, par Franqois Sa- more attentive, here and there, to the

got, Docteur en droit et es lettres. capitalization and punctuation of English
Fontemoing et Cie., Paris, 1911. words and phrases.

This book presents its readers with a E. M.
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Athletics ^

'0 lUhn Ju (brnryctmim Atlilrtira.
Note—After this month, when it was

obviously impossible, the department
will be ably handled by Mr. Langan
himself. The Editor offers apologies
for this wretched substitution.

Nineteen hun ¬

dred and nine
was through¬
out an event¬

ful year for
Georgetown,
but particularly
will be remem¬

bered the Sep¬
tember of that
same year when
first he was en¬

rolled among
us. He blew in airily from Albany
after returning the Watervliet High
School to the care of its Faculty.
Three ideas obsessed him. He would

row, he would write, he would rule.

After three short years he may review
with pride the gratification of these
chief ambitions. As long as there was
a crew, one hundred and eighty pounds
of John A. Langan were behind an oar.
Then taking a kindly interest in the
Washington Star, he, for months fur¬
nished all the “dope about the Hilltop-
pers” that found its way into the cele¬
brated athletic section of that worthy
sheet. But principally is he known for
his finesse in what is locally known as

“Georgiopolitics.” Class officers and
managers without number may point
to him and say, “Because he is, I am.”
Therefore was it just and fitting that in
the Spring elections of last year the
presidency of the A. A. should have
been conferred upon him. Fitting, too,
the degree unanimously awarded him by
his many friends in virtue of which
he may forever sign himself John A.
Langan, D.P.
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time in the nineteenth century this world
figure to-be first saw the light. He ar¬
rived among us three years ago and in¬
stantly became famous the campus over
as Snapper for his untiring “snappy”
vitality. Industry with a capital let¬
ter won him his way into the hearts
of the “fellers” and last May they re¬
warded him with the portfolio of
Treasurership.

If popularity
were the fleet¬

ing bubble that
long - locked
poets would
have us think,
how could it be
bound insepar¬
ably, as with
bands of steel,
to our very be¬
ing and char¬
acter? Yet so

we find it in “Rats” Loichot. When
he entered the Prep. School—we’re
proud of these domestic goods—he was
a Tad with light yellow hair and a

precocious amount of discretion. Now
he’s a lovely, ~ big boy! Same yel¬
low hair, same discretion, and over
and above all that lie’s manager of the
star eleven of the South. Raymond
W., “the old French navy,” came origi¬
nally from Ohio, Canton in fact; played
a little baseball years ago, hunted
scores of crows, and then carried the
Fall elections. Last year as the as¬
sistant manager he so impressed us
all that now we feel our only worry
to be in the order of the cheering sec¬
tion.

Again the face
of a politician,
but this time of
a different
school. “Chic”
is one of those
uncon scions

geniuses who
does not realize
that he belongs
in Mr. Lan-
gan’s class at
all. His meth¬

ods are simple. He just smiles all day at
the world and everyone in it so that the
impressionable old world in return
usually gives him what he wants. Long
ago when he was still in Gonzaga (that
one way west of the Alleghanies) he
decided that lie would he, among other
things, Secretary of our Athletic As¬
sociation. “ ’Nuf said.” In the coming
year a peculiar writhe of penmanship
which stands for Charles F. Lavelle
will be affixed to all our documents of

importance.

Waterbury,
Connecticut, is
a family word
throughout the
Continent, part¬
ly as the seat
of manufacture
of a celebrated

watch,but prin¬
cipally as the
birth place of
John C. Mori-
arity. Tourists

kodak the place, souvenir hunters chip
away planks from the house where some
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3u Ifrara.—Wealth of ^Material.

On the return of the Georgetown
University student body to the Hilltop,
the followers of the Blue and Gray
football squad were both surprised and
pleased to find that the prospects for
a championship team were brighter
this season than they have ever been
before in the history of Georgetown.
That 'the weajers of moleskin over

Rock Creek should make a new record
this season for Georgetown seems to
be the concensus of opinion among the
critics of the fall sport in this section.
The Blue and Gray should not only
gain the supremacy of the South this
year, but should also be included
among the best chalk-lined aggrega¬
tions in this country. If we are able
to form any judgment at such an early
date in the season, this year should
mark the beginning of a new era for
the Blue and Gray on the gridiron, as the
football team of 1912 will without
doubt go down in the halls of fame at
Georgetown to hold a permanent place
in the heart and mind of every true
Georgetown man.

No stone is being left unturned (in
the full development of this year’s
football team. Captain Hegarty and
Manager Loichot, together with Mr.
Daily, the head coach of the team, are

doing all in their power to make the
team that represents Georgetown on
the gridiron this season one of the best
that has ever been seen in action in the
South. With an abundance of material

for both line and back field and with a

strong scrub eleven to help round
the ’Varsity squad into shape, all now
rests in the hands of the coaches, and
judging from the ability of these men
in the past, football fate should have
nothing but victory in store for George¬
town this season.

During the first week of practice this
season no real hard work was attempt¬
ed by the Blue and Gray coaches.
Chasing down under punts, falling on
the ball and a few of the other rudi¬
ments of the game were drilled into
the new men until the end of the
first week of practice when every man
that was expected out had reported.
Real football then took possession of
the Hilltop candidates. Work went on
in this manner, that is, scrimmage prac¬
tice was held with two teams, neither
of which could justly call itself a ’Var¬
sity outfit, until the third of October
when the coaches divided the squad
into a first and second division. Each
of these squads was given different
signals and both settled down to foot¬
ball, the first string men working to
fit themselves to represent Georgetown
as Georgetown should be represented
and to hold their places on the ’Var¬
sity, whereas the second string men
were straining every effort to work out
the ’Varsity so that the latter would
be able to cope with the best teams
in the country and were at the same
time endeavoring to demonstrate their
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ability on the gridiron as being worthy
of promotion to the ’Varsity squad and
finally of representing their University
and winning a much coveted “G.”

With but five exceptions every man
that held a position on the Georgetown
’Varsity last year has returned to
school and reported as a candidate for
this year’s team. There is little doubt
that Georgetown will miss these five
men, ex-Captain Dailey, Wymard,
Hart, Sitterding and Cunniff, who were
graduated last June, but when we con¬
sider the influx of new material and
the ability of these new men, the loss
of last spring is overwhelmed by the
hope that the positions left open at
the beginning of the year may be suc¬
cessfully filled by new candidates.

Fury, Costello, White, Rheinschild,
Moriarity, Bergin, together with Cap¬
tain Jack Hegarty, form the principle
part of the squad of veterans returning
from last year and are all, with little
doubt, sure of their positions on the
’Varsity this year. Fury and Costello
are two of the best half backs that ever

advanced a ball for Georgetown and
will without doubt play an important
part in the victories of the Blue and
Gray this season.

Rheinschild, Moriarity, Bergin and
Captain Hegarty will form the nucleus
of the strong line that of necessity will
have to be developed on account of the
changes in the game this fall. Hegarty
and Rheinschild who will, without
doubt, hold the tackle positions, are
the two best men that could possibly
be selected to fill these difficult posi¬
tions. That Rheiny and Captain Jack
will be the target for the opposing

teams’ line plays is certain as it is more
than probable that off-tackle plays will
be extremely popular in collegiate cir¬
cles this fall.

Moriarity and Bergin, the two remain¬
ing ’Varsity “G” men of last season, the
former a guard and the latter an end,
also bid fair to hold their old positions
again this fall, as it is doubtful if there
will be two better men in the South at

their respective positions than the fore-
mentioned guard and end.

Jim Dunn, the ’Varsity halfback of
1910, it must be conceded, has done
more than any other of the Blue and
Gray squad to fit himself to play this
fall. Leaving here last June Dunn
weighed well over 200 pounds and it was

very doubtful if he would ever again be
a useful man to Georgetown on the
gridiron. However, those who held this
opinion received a great surprise when
Jim returned to the “Ship” this fall
weighing just 180 pounds and looking
to be in the best possible physical condi¬
tion. Judging from the caliber of play
that Dunn has shown already this fall
he now looms up as one of the most logi¬
cal candidates for fullback. His speed
and ability to pick holes in the line, taken
together with his ability to run inter¬
ference and play a strong defensive game,
should make him one of the most valua¬
ble men on the Georgetown squad this
fall, now that all fear as regards his
physical shape has been dispelled. It was
lots of hard work that did it.

In justice to Captain Hegarty it must
be said that his influence with last year’s
players did a great deal towards having
the men return to the gridiron on the
heights in the fine physical shape that
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they have this fall. With untiring energy
the Blue and Gray captain kept in touch
with all the men that remained from last

year’s squad, and his constant attention
was a very important factor in urging
the men along in their summer training.

Among the new men that have reported
as candidates for the Georgetown Uni¬
versity football team are Van Brocklin,
Tormey, Kelley, Derby, Baron and Rich.
Van Brocklin, who hails from Andover,
as ex-captain and star end, is practi¬
cally sure of holding down one of the
terminals this season. It is doubtful if

Georgetown has ever seen a more capa¬
ble man on the extreme of the right
flank of her line. Little Van knows the

game thoroughly, and with his speed and
ability to tackle, taken together with the
method he has for shattering interference
and his general ability, will make him
one of the best defensive players on the
Blue and Gray squad. Van Brocklin also
promises to be very successful with the
forward pass.

Tormey, owing to an injury which he
received during the first week of prac¬
tice, has been out of the game up to the
time this article went to press. How¬
ever, judging, from Tormey’s playing
while at Dean, at which academy he
played last year, there should be little
doubt of his succeeding on the George¬
town eleven as soon as he recovers from
his present injury.

From the present point of view the
fight for the center position will be by
far the keenest of any of the arguments
put up for any of the other positions on
the eleven. Kelley, a new man, who hails
from Buffalo High School, and Rich, who
played in the middle of the line for North

Carolina last season, together with Pe-
tritz of last year’s Blue and Gray outfit,
seem to be the principal contenders for
this position. All three of these men
are of the highest football ability and
the successful contender from this trio
will without the shadow of a doubt be a

most capable man for the rush berth on
the Hilltoppers’ line.

Derby and Baron, the former an end
on V. P. I. last season, and the latter
coming from one of the Western prep,

schools, are also proving themselves
worthy of consideration for places on the
’Varsity eleven. Derby will in all proba¬
bility have to prove himself the superior
of Bergin in order to secure a regular
berth on the team. It is safe to say that
Derby will make Bergin put up his best
hand of football if last year’s ’Varsity
end is to hold his old position again this
fall.

Baron looks, if we can judge at so

early a date in the season, to be the play¬
ing mate of Moriarity, as the former
seems at present to be the logical choice
for the guard position left open by ex-

Captain Dailey. Baron has been acquit¬
ting himself very favorably in all the
scrimmages held to date and, indeed, it
may be said that while playing on the
scrub team he was an important factor
in steadying the younger men and in
holding the ’Varsity in check. Baron
has been scrimmaging against Bryant
of last year’s ’Varsity and it is the opinion
of the writer that the former has had a

slight advantage as far as can be ob¬
served so far despite the fact that the
latter has a decided advantage of weight
and experience.

{Continued on page v)
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SAYING THE RIGHT THING AT THE RIGHT
TIME IS EASIER THAN YOU MAY BE¬
LIEVE.

DOING SO WILL SAVE YOU A LOT OP
TROUBLE.

FOR INSTANCE — WHEN YOU WANT SHOES
THAT FIT YOUR FEET ALL OVER
SNUGLY. COMFORTABLY AND STYLISH¬
LY, JUST SAY TO ONE OF OUR CLERKS,

“FIT ME TO A PAIR OF ‘WALK-OVERS.’ ’*

THEY KNOW HOW — THAT’S WHY THEY
ARE “WALK-OVER” CLERKS.

Let Your Next Pair Be Walk-Overs.

Walk-Over Shoe Shop
929 F St. N. W., Washington, D. C.

STINEMETZ
F St., Cor. 12th

KNOX HATS
Mention Georgetown — Something Doing
Regular Dinner Special Dishes to Order

GIVE US A TRIAL

CARRIGAN’S
••• Cafe...

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN

3423 M STREET N. W.

N. H. SHEA
WHOLESALE

«3C?3

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

J. Maury Dove Company
(Incorporated.)

Anthracite f11 \ f Wholesale
Bituminous vU/iL and Retail

PRINCIPAL OFFICE

TWELFTH AND F STREETS N. W.

drnrer mtii ICiquor Iralrr
CfclCtt

632 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W.
WASHINGTON, D. C.

IF THEY’RE

RICH’S SHOES
THEY’RE PROPER

1001 F STREET, Cor. 10th
College Shoes Our Specialty

iHoto...
CLOTHES FOR THE COLLEGE MAN

Eleventh and F Streets

Correct /JeM/ieft'-S
Dress Ulrtt’a Outfitters M°“ shim
for Men New York Avenue and 14th Street Emerson Shoes

WASHINGTON. D. C. merson

“You Can Get It at Andrews’”
VISIT

™e (Dili mnryatt fSuntsr
Under New Management

1218 Wisconsin Avenue

(Enllnu' g’tatunu'rji
of nu'rji iiramptum
©ur S’pcrialttj cp cp

H. T. DOYLE, Proprietor
SCISSORS AND RAZORS SHARPENED.

Telephone, Main 1085.

McKee Surgical Instrument Co.
Invalid and Sick Room Supplies
Laboratory and Students’ Supplies

1004 F Street Northwestmm

R. P. Andrews Paper Co.
TWO STORES :

1331 F Street 625=629 Louisiana Ave.

THE TO KALON CO.
1405 F STREET N. W.

HIGH GRADE

California Wines and Brandies
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W. F. Roberts Co. Inc.
1413 New York Ave.

Pinto j^upplira AtljEtic (goniia

HUGH REILLY CO~

Paints ani> (glass
1334 NEW YORK AVENUE
“

I Never Disappoint ”

BYRON S. ADAMS

Printer and lEngraurr
512 1 1th Street N. W.

Etmuinntnn

Photographs more students than
any studio in Washington :: ::

The reason is obvious: Style,
quality and price are just right

NEW BUILDING

1407 F St., Opp. Tlie New Willard

gumtlumirth Eutun'....
JOSEPH A. NAGEL Meals a la Carte and

Manager Dairy Lunch

36th Street and Prospect Avenue

Georgetown, D. C.

National - ■■ =

City Dairy Company Incorporated
COMMISSION MERCHANTS

BUTTER, EGGS AND CHEESE

George J. Mueller
SPECIALTIES IN

CONFECTIONERY

Arrow
Notch COLLARS
THE BELMONT STYLE IN FOUR HEIGHTS

GLASGOW ZVa in. BELMONT Z3A in.
MEDORA ZVa in. CHESTER 2 in.

£for2^cts;i_CUJETTLPEABODY&COiiMaker9

W. J. MOONEY
‘REGISTERED <PLUMBER

Steam and Hot Water Heating

726 ELEVENTH STREET N. W.
WASHINGTON, D. C.

James T. Clements’ Sons
Jffmtmtl Sirrrtnra anil Embalmrra

1241 Wisconsin Ave., Washington, D. C.

Telephone, West 804.

BUTTER CHEESE EGGS

D. William Oyster
Family Orders a Specialty

340-342 CENTER MARKET

ASK FOR

PABST BEER
703 N. Capitol St. Telephone Lin. 1431

T. T. KEANE CO.
Wholesale and Retail

Dealers in

Wa0l|uu}tmtt0rLBSfii Hrrf
34 to 51 Centre Market

9 Wholesale Row

336 Pennsylvania Avenue Telephone 159.
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The reader, however, must take into
consideration upon reading the above
points that have been brought out con¬
cerning the work of the different football
men to date, that it is utterly impossible
to give any accurate information upon
the final selection of this year’s team,
for the ’Varsity team will hardly be
selected before the Indian game. Some
of the candidates round into shape sooner
than others, so it would be unfair and
very inexpedient, until a better idea can
be had of the ability of the different men
after they all have gotten into physical
condition, even to try to make a final
selection of the football team that will

represent Georgetown this season.

torgetoum ©nuts Eauhnlplj-iltanut
3n (ipntittg (game of Reason.

Utrgitttana JInnu' No ifflatrlj
3for IHue atth (grag.

Georgetown 39—Randolph-Macon 0.

On Saturday, September 28, the
Georgetown University football squad
opened its inter-collegiate season with
Randolph-Macon in a very one-sided
game, a game which offered but little
opportunity to speculate on the strength
of the Blue and Gray squad. Showing
little real inside football knowledge and
remaining helpless to prevent the Hill-
toppers from scoring at will, Randolph-
Macon went down to defeat by the score
of 39 to 0.

From the start of the game Randolph-
Macon never gave the slightest sign of
playing an aggressive game as they
seemed to content themselves with trying
to stop Georgetown from running up
too large a score. The Virginia eleven
soon failed in this and consequently the
game soon lost all interest and became
a mere question of how many points
Georgetown would score.

Costello, Fury and Van Brocklin
played stellar games for the Blue and

Photographers of Men Who Make History

Harris & Ewing

Photographers

1311 F STREET N. W.

Phone, Main 4703 Washington, D. C.

Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute

School of Engineering
Established 1824

Civil Mechanical, Electrical
SEND FOR CATALOGUE TROY, N. Y.

Compliments of

W. B. Moses & Sons
F and Eleventh Streets

EVERYTHING FOR COMFORT —

Furniture, Carpets, Rugs,
Easy Study Chairs, Curtains
& Draperies, Bedding, &c.

AT MODERATE PRICES

FRANKLIN & CO.
OPTICIANS «-M-« 1203 P 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 he sure of having it done well.—Discounts
to students.

Woodward & Lothrop
CLOTHING, HATS
& HABERDASHERY

to Satisfy
the Critical Tastes

of College Men

Also a complete line of
Pennants and Sporting Goods

(Continued on page vi) 10th, 11th, F and G Streets
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Stetson Hats Manhattan Shirts
$3.50 $1.50

CORRECT WEAR FOR MEN

J. E. ROSENTHAL
931 F Street

L. J. NARAMORE
EVERYTHING IN KODAKERY

Developing, Printing and
Enlarging

0>th and F Sts. N. W. 524 10th St. N. W.

University Barber Shop
1329 35th St.

Standard

Quality
Tennis
Golf

Cricket'911 There is no quicksand more unstable
Foot Ball'911 ^an Poverty in quality and we avoid
Athletic this quicksand by standard quality.
Equipment
„ + , A. G. SPALDING & BROS.Catalogue
Free 613 14th St. N. W., Washington, D. C.

“WRIGHT QUALITY” Stationery
Sold in College Book Store.

E. A. WRIGHT
Engratipr :: Jlruttpr :: §>tatuim*r

Manufacturer of Class Pins and Rings
1108 Chestnut St., Philadelphia

Calling Cards. Invitations,
Wedding Invitations Dance Programs,
and Announcements. Menus, etc.

I’ll one, Main 801.

G. TAYLOR WADE
General Commission Merchant

For the sale of all

EARLY FRUITS AND VEGATABLES

91 1-913 B St., Washington, D. C.

Interest in Foreign Missions reacts
strongly on our <work for
the Church at home,

American Catholics are beginning to realize this
principle of Christian Life.

Get in touch with the ACTS of present-day
APOSTLES AMONG heathen peoples.

Read: THE FIELD AFAR
Organ of the new

Catholic Foreign Mission Seminary
Subscription, 50 cents a year. Send in stamps if preferred.
Associate Subscription, One Dollar, Enclose a One Dollar Bill.

THE FIELD AFAR, Hawthorne, N. Y.

Gray while no star could be selected from
among- the ranks of Georgetown’s op¬

ponents. Practically every man on the
Hilltop squad was put in the game be¬
fore the final whistle closed the game.

The line-up:

Georgetozvn. Randolph-Macon.

Derby l.e Vaughn
Rich 1. t Copley
Moriarity 1. g Schneider
Kelly.. . ..’ c Booker
Mullaney r. g Legge
Ilegarty r. t Turner
Van Brocklin. ... r. e Gayle
Foley q. b Midyette
Fury r. h. b Wray
Costello 1. h. b Sheffey
Campazzi f. b Hopkins

Touchdowns—Foley, Murray, Costel¬
lo (2), Fury (2). Goals from touch¬
down—Costello (2), Fury. Goals
missed—Costello (3). 'Substitutions—
Georgetown, Martin for Derby, Heis-
kell for Rich, Baron for Moriarity,
Rich for-Kelly, Williams for Mullaney,
Calnam for Foley, Van Dyne for Cos¬
tello, Murray for Campazzi. Randolph-
Macon, Clayton for Vaughn, Blount for
Gayle. Referee—Mr. Morse, G. W. U.
Umpire—Mr. Donnelly, H. C. Head
linesman—Mr. Brown, S. U. Time¬
keeper—Mr. Jimmy Walsh, Georgetown
University. Linesmen—Messrs. Bergin
and Finigan. Time of periods—Two of
10 and two of 8 minutes.

(Eljapmatt iEterteb (Hrark (Eaptaia.
iKimtbrr af Hast IRar’fi

IRrlay.

Manager Darr, of the Georgetown
University Track, called last year’s track
“G” men together for the purpose of
electing this year’s officers, and after

Please Patronize Advertisers and mention The Journal
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$3 HAT FOR $2 $2 CAP FOR $1
WE MAKE OUR OWN

a very short session Ed. Chapman, a
member of the Blue and Gray team and
one of the fastest quarter milers in this
section, was selected to lead the speed
artists on the Hilltop this year. Chap¬
man’s election was a popular one and
one that met with favor from every quar¬
ter, as the captain-elect is not only a
popular man among the track men but
is also a capable leader and one that will
get the best possible work out of his
charges.

football 9rtpdul?,

Saturday, September 28, Randolph-
Macon College.

Saturday, October 5, Mt. Saint Mary’s.
Saturday, October 12, Washington and

Lee.
Thursday, October 17, A. & M. of North

Carolina at Raleigh.
Saturday, October 26, Carlisle.
Saturday, November 2, University of

North Carolina at Richmond.

Saturday, November 9, Washington Col¬
lege.

Saturday, November 16, Virginia.
Thursday, November 28, Virginia Poly¬

technic Institute.

SPECIAL SOUVENIR EDITION

OF JOURNAL

“CARROLL MONUMENT

NUMBER”

MAY BE PURCHASED AT

JOURNAL OFFICE

Every Alumnus should have a

copy.

HATS
SEE THEM BEFORE YOU PURCHASE ELSEWHERE

VIENNA HAT CO.
410 9th STREET, N. W.

Established 1865. Phones, Main 816-817.
Incorporated 1910.

GEORGE T. KEEN
Incorporated.

Merchant Tailors

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

OLD BOOKS BOUGHT

Hmubrrmtlk Sc (Eo.
1424 F STREET

Clothiers Hatters Haberdashers

NnrMuujrr’a S’tnrra,
3107-3109 M St. N. W. Georgetown, D. C.

D. P. COLLINS
Commission Merchant

POULTRY, EGGS, VEAL, PORK, GAME,
and ALL KINDS of COUNTRY PRODUCE

213 TENTH STREET WASHINGTON, D. C.

Phone, West 149.

(Swim? A. (Enntlnt
FLORIST

1204 WISCONSIN AVE. N. W.

Green-Houses: Washington, d, c,
West Livingstone, Va.

ROBINSON’S
BARBER SHOP

621 13th STREET N. W.
BETWEEN F and G

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.

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

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

Telephone 4480.
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Pennsylvania Avenue Seventh Street

We've been catering to Georgetown College men for forty
years—and we shall be glad to number you among the others

Everything for the wardrobe

The College Store

Georgetown

Pillows
Pennants
Banners

Jewelry
Stationery

|i—^— —■*8>—>8*—<8>—<8*

4*
f Baltimore City 4

4
«§* Printing and Binding 4
4*
4* Company ¥

4
4*

352-363
4
4

4* Equitable Building 4jJL

4* Baltimore £
T . .

“7^ Nothing too large—Nothing too small #§»
*

_ _ t ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ X
*|U*|te*|^*|3*|3*|3 *|3*^*|2.*|3*|3*|3(*|a

BY THE PMOTO-EMGRAVIAIG PROCESS '

TfiBMAXTRICT JOYCE I
| TNGRNVING COMPANY I

• H-C'C'STI LES-ManageR' J
| EVENING STAR BUI LDIMGJ
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I IF YOU WANT TO BE DRESSED IN THE LATEST FASHION
1 AND TO THE TOP NOTCH, GET YOUR CLOTHES FROM

A. OL linbgs.
519 ELEVENTH STREET N. W.

TAILOR
FOR

COLLEGE STUDENTS FOR TWENTY YEARS.

MODERATE PRICES.

The Old
Georgetown College

TAILOR

Full Dress
and Tuxedo Suits

to Hire

—t$l $ # # # # #- —-0—^^

SOUTHERN DENTAL SUPPLY CO.
(EVERYTHING FOR THE STUDFNT)

Students invited to call and get acquainted

618 Twelfth Street N. W. Washinton, D. C.

WILLIAM SCHERER
PHARMACIST

Corner 35th and O Streets N. W.

The Dulin & Martin Co.,
Successors to M. W. Beveridge.

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

Pottery, Porcelain, Glass, Sterling Silver
and Plated Ware

House Furnishing Goods
CATALOGUE SENT ON APPLICATION

Hotel, Club, College and Hospital Supplies,
1215 F St. and 1214 G St. Washington, D. C.

If you want to help the Journal
mention it to

Meyer’s Military Shop
1231 Pa. Ave.

W. T. & F. B. WEAVER,
DEALERS IN

HARDWARE and HARNESS
1208 and 1212 WIS. AVE.

WEST. I010 AND 57.

WATCHES DIAMONDS JEWELRY

DIEGES & CLUST
JEWELERS & SILVERSMITHS

MUNSEY BUILDING

1325 Pennsylvania Ave. Washington, D. C.
Georgetown Seals, Fobs, Rings, Class Pins,

Medals, Loving Cups, Plaques.
Represented by J. V. MULLIGAN

“GREEN MEADOW MILK”

The Green Meadow
Dairy Co.

J. W. REED & SONS

330 NEW JERSEY AVE. N. W.
Lincoln 1 5 2
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ARIZONA:

Eugene S. Ives, Attorney-at-Law, Tucson,
Arizona.

CALIFORNIA:
Daniel O’Connell, Attorney-at-Law, Pacific

Bldg., San Francisco.

Charles Joseph Parks, Attorney-at-Law, 57
Post Street, San Francisco. Phone Sut¬
ter 514.

J. Neal Power, Attorney-at-Law, Mills Bldg.,
San Francisco.

CONNECTICUT:
John J. O’Neil, Attorney-at-Law, 77 Bank

Street, Waterbury, Conn.

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, WASHINGTON:
Dr. Walton C. Carroll, Dentist, 825 Vermont

Ave., Opp. the Arlington. Telephone
Main 919.

Dr. W. N. Cogan, Dentist, 15th and L Streets
northwest

Joseph J. Darlington, Attorney-at-Law, 410
5th Street northwest

Darr, Peyser and Taylor, Attorneys-at-Law,
705 G Street northwest

Wm. Henry Dennis, Attorney-at-Law, Co¬
lumbian Law Bldg., 416 5th Street north¬
west

George E. Hamilton, Attorney-at-Law, Union
Trust Bldg.

J. Nota McGill, Attorney-at-Law (Patent
Causes), Washington, D. C.

R. Ross Perry & Son, Attorneys-at-Law, Fen-
dall Bldg., Washington, D. C.

William F. Quicksall, Attorney-at-Law, 1426
New York Ave. northwest.

Charles E. Roach, Attorney and Counsellor-
at-Law, Metzerott Bldg., Washington,
D. C.

George E. Sullivan, Attorney-at-Law, Fen-
dall Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Frank Van Sant, Attorney-at-Law, 712-713
Southern Bldg., Washington, D. C.

GEORGIA: »
Winfield P. Jones, Attorney-at-Law, Atlanta,

Ga.

HAWAII:
R. W. Breckons, Attorney-at-Law, Honolulu,

Hawaii.
_

ILLINOIS:
E. J. Geringer, Attorney-at-Law, 630 West

12th Street, Chicago. Telephone Mon¬
roe 446.

Michael L. Igoe, Attorney-at-Law, 1201-1206
Title & Trust Bldg., 100 Washington
Street, Chicago. Telephone Randolph
440.

KANSAS:
Thos. C. Nelson, ’96, General Manager of

Lakin Land and Immigration Co., Lakin,
Kansas.

KENTUCKY:
Samuel J. Boldrick, Attorney-at-Law, 408-409

Walker Bldg., Louisville, Ky.

Dr. A. G. Browning, Third and Sutton Street,
Maysville, Ky.

LOUISIANA:
Thomas D. Flynn, Attorney, Hibernia Bank

and Trust Co. Bldg., New Orleans, La.

MARYLAND:
George Moore Brady, Attorney, Suite 1403 Fi¬

delity Bldg., Baltimore, Md.

Isaac S. George, Attorney and Counsellor-at-
Law, 1009-1021 Calvert Bldg., Baltimore,
Md.

MASSACHUSETTS:
Dr. Michael R. Donovan, 128 S. Common

Street, Lynn, Mass.

Charles J. Martell, Attorney and Counsellor-
at-Law, 1108-1119 Barristers’ Hall, Bos¬
ton.

James R. Murphy, Attorney-at-Law, 27 School
Street, Boston.

MINNESOTA:
Daniel W. Lawler, Attorney-at-Law, New

York Life Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.

NEBRASKA:
Mr. Thomas Lynch, Attorney and Counsellor-

at-Law, 511 City National Bank Bldg.,
Fitzgerald and Lynch, Omaha, Neb.



NEW YORK:
John T. Buckley, Attorney and Counsellor-

at-Law, 319-321 Arcade Bldg., Utica, N. Y.

E. F. Byrne, The Brooklyn Union Gas Com¬
pany, Nevins and Degraw Streets, Brook¬
lyn, N. Y.

Martin Conboy, Attorney and Counsellor-at-
Law, 27 Pine Street, New York.

James P. B. Duffy, Attorney-at-Law, 1012
German Insurance Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.

Jean F. P. des Garennes, Counsellor-at-La tv,
63 Wall Street, New York.

John M. Nolan, Counsellor-at-Law, 20 Broad
Street, New York.

John P. O’Brien, Attorney-at-Law, 206
Broadway, New York.

Herbert G. Ogden, Attorney and Counsellor-
at-Law, Patents and Patent Causes, 2 j
Rector Street, New York.

J. Lynch Pendergast, President United States j
Safe Deposit Co., Main Office 32 Liberty
Street, Branches, 73d Street and Broad¬
way and 125th Street and Eighth Ave.,
New York City.

Henry G. Rask, Real Estate and Securities,
Jamestown, N. Y.

Edwin Sefton, Attorney and Counsellor-at- j
Law, 149 Broadway, New York City.

Andrew J. Shipman, Attorney-at-Law, 37
Wall Street, New York.

Maurice C. Spratt, Attorney-at-Law, 77 West
Eagle Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

Henry Walters, President of Atlantic Coast
Line R. R., Empire Bldg., 74 Broadway,
New York.

OHIO:
John Ledyard Lincoln, Geo. B. A., ’81. Har.

LL. B., ’84. Attorney-at-Law, First Na¬
tional Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, O.

John A. Poland, A. M. and LL. B., ’92. At¬
torney-at-Law, Chillicothe, O.

OKLAHOMA:
J. A. Dial, Attorney-at-Law, Childers & Dial,

14-15 Englis Block, Muskogee, Okla.
Phone 430.

OREGON:
John B. Moon, Attorney-at-Law, 1034-1036

Chamber of Commerce, Portland, Ore.
PENNSYLVANIA:

Daniel J. Ferguson, Attorney-at-Law, New
O’Hara Theatre Bldg., Shenandoah.

Daniel J. Geary, Manufacturer of Machinery,
Oil City.

Anthony A. Hirst, Attorney-at-Law, 211 S.
6th Street, Philadelphia.

Dr. Ernest Laplace, Surgeon, Medico Chirur-
gica College, Philadelphia.

Joseph J. McAleer, Attorney-at-Law, 509-512
West End Trust Bldg., Philadelphia.

William V. McGrath, Jr., Real Estate, 712
Walnut Street, Philadelphia.

James L. Morris, Attorney-at-Law, 404 Hol-
lenback Coal Exchange Bldg., Wilkes-
Barre, Pa.

PORTO RICO:
Dr. Pedro M. Rivera, Morovis, Porto Rico.

RHODE ISLAND:
Hon. James H. Higgins, Law Offices, 703-4-5

Banigan Bldg., Providence, R. I.
TEXAS:

John J. Foster, Lawyer, Del Rio, Texas.

UTAH:
Joseph Chez, Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,

practices in all State and Federal Courts,
Rooms 40-41 First National Bank Bldg.,
Ogden, Utah.

VIRGINIA:
A. W. McNair, Attorney-at-Law, Citizens’

Bank Bldg., Norfolk, Va.

WASHINGTON:
Doctor A. de Y. Green, Physician and Sur¬

geon, Prosser, Washington State.

Joseph F. Morton, Attorney-at-Law, Lindelle
Block, Spokane, Wash.

NOTE.—It is desired that every State should be represented in this Direc¬
tory. Alumni living in states not represented above will greatly favor The
Journal by authorizing the insertion of their names, professions and addresses.

INSIST ON PURITY!

“The Velvet Kind”

ICE CREAM
ALWAYS FRESH AND PURE

Chapin-Sacks Mfg. Co.

ALTIMORE OTY PRINTING
and, Binding Company.
353-363 EQUITABLE BUILDING

BALTIMORE, MD.


