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ICntt?
ONG ago, when the choiring spheres were still un-nsed to their celes¬
tial paths, Space and Infinity parented a thought. The Thought in
new-born time grew into being as a sky-blotting lump, whose million
ingredients must make for the bliss or wretchedness of Man. For
this was to be the planet called Earth. Crudest fire, sharp, cold,

rock, dirt and thin, colorless water had been hurled together and there it hung
inert, though covered with creatures a stinking, spongy mass of decaying flesh.
So the Wisdom, seeing that it was incomplete, sought in the treasure house of
His own perfections and selected one most likely to signet the work as His.

That day, the sluggish clot was enveloped in the rosy haze of Love. Starry
flowers opened up their petals to smile at their ilk above; the crystal springs

J. ELIOT WRIGHT. 15.
Asst. Manager
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gushed forth with new meaning to carry a holy message to the sea; what had
been valleys bloomed into violet embroidered dales; sheets of water became new
lillied meres that halcyon winds caressed. Man learned to love Woman, not as
a fellow beast but as an ideal, a symbol, an expression of his higher capabilities.
He learned to love his intellect, his honour and the arts. But still the Wisdom
was unsatisfied. He had hoped that in the rosy haze man might see His smile
reflected and having it before his eyes continually, become in time exalted as
the Angels. Instead it had begotten only envy, false-pride and lust, avarice and
ranking tuneless discord. In the swelling symphony of the Universe, Earth
was the only jarring note. Mankind had lolled for centuries on a Persian Couch,
lived for himself and tried to fancy that he satisfied his craving for a happy life.
CHRISTMAS in short had become a crying need.

So the little stars were happy when they looked down, hundreds of years
ago and saw some shepherds hastening to a strange-lit stable. The little roll of
baby pinkness which nestled first that day on Mary’s breast, had come to set the
World aright, to teach the World to Love. To teach the World how far sweeter
was self-sacrifice than ignoble gratification. In that soft dimpled baby was a
heart so great that Heaven itself could hold no more. The Baby grew7, the heart
could not, but treasured up the beauty and splendor of this new7-to-earth love,
till the time should be ripe for mankind to receive it. Thirty-three years were
filled with events before the ripening came. Then the lance head of a soon for¬
gotten Centurian (such an agent, for such a work!) pierced the prison of God’s
love, and set free upon the World, the element which alone could keep it from
stagnation—love of sacrifice and suffering, foundation stones of swreetest charity.

On Christmas, then, we love and show our love, sometimes in the way of a
little gift (useless or exceptional) to a friend; sometimes in just a good old-
fashioned heartfelt “God bless you every one.” Such The Journal extends to
you all.

(fnutrlln

“I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen tlice oft—-
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth.”

T is not that we are personally or editorially addicted to ‘‘hero wor¬
ship,” nor do we think that Athletics as such, have a place in this
part of The Journal, but Georgetown has been given a Xmas gift
and as the only official organ in print, we feel there is a “thank you”
due from us. You were all there, so were we, excited in the first

half, tense in the second and in the last two minutes of play, delirious. For
then it was that Harry’s venerated, worshipped, IDOLIZED toe prevailed and
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sent the score up to 16, 13 ! Nothing in the world could have meant so much to
us young ’uns in the bleachers. We would have been grateful for scholarships
donated, more so for a fine new stadium and quite overcome had some one built
a Prep, school out, far out on the New Cut Road, but none would have been a
circumstance to our feelings when that “deus ex moleskins” handed us victory.
A local Monte Cristo he might well have said “Georgetown is mine,” for George¬
town would have given him the clock.

(!Dut of Hmutta

little Boy of heavenly birth,
But far from home to-day,

Comes down to find His ball—the Barth—

That sin has cast away.

O comrades, let us one and all

Join in to get Him back His ball.
—Father Tabb.



(Christmas

igtrk! Ijrar tit? angrla mar*

£l}r anttga tljat gladnraa bring,

Hr jnirittg in tltr ranting nf tlyr ntont;

Honk! Irmu tltr hraitrna glmu,

GJljr mhtda trinmgbant blmu,

And aparkling grata tljr ttakrd rartlj adnrn

Stark! ljnnt tljr amrUittg brlla

®ljr jag ta mankind trlla,

Mankind tljat did tl|r anrirnt bidding arnnt;

HUitlj drrg rramtndittg ttairr

iHm tljankfnllu rrjnirr,

3utr ’tia tljr dag utljrn (Eljriat tljr 3Gnrd maa bartt.

L,onis Baumer, '14,
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A (Ebri0tma0 iEpranite 3tt iFmtr IGpttrrs.
By R. O’Brien.

New York, N. Y., Dec. 5, 19—.
Edward Hannes,

Editor Sunshine Magazine.
Dear Ed: You cannot realize, old

pal of mine, how dejected I felt and how
disappointed with myself I was at being-
unable to assist you with a Christmas
story for the December number of your
magazine, but it was simply impossible;
I could not do it, Ed, that is all.

The Christmas spirit, so necessary for
such a tale, is as foreign to me as can¬
nibalistic tendencies are to a well home-

fed missionary. I positively cannot ac¬

quire, imagine or even appreciate the
joy derived by the countless multitudes
during the so-called festive season by
the tireless struggle to make tbe world
in general feel happy. I cannot under¬
stand why men who have labored dili¬
gently for months in an effort to ac¬
cumulate a modest sum of money, throw
reason to the winds, spending their sav¬

ings lavishly and often recklessly, mere¬
ly because the twenty-fifth of December
approaches, a day which, to me, differs
not an iota from any. from of its three
hundred and sixty four companions. All
of these things are beyond my appar¬
ently limited powers of comprehension.

I hear you answer that the boundless
joy derived in brightening the lives of
dear ones or in other words, that love,
is the reason. Love? The non-exist-
ant rainbow end pursued only by foolish
girls, dapper young numbskulls and an¬

tique, infirm and discrepit old men. An
ideal thing which has yet to be experi¬

enced by any mortal on this little sphere
of ours, despite the claims of many, who
have had strange visions, peculiar feel¬
ings and the like when suffering from
asthma, indigestion, gout or some kin¬
dred malady.

Possibly, or even undoubtedly, this
may sound queer, coming from a man
still on the sunny side of thirty, and
healthy to a disgusting degree, but it is
nevertheless true and I hope that you
will now realize how utterly impossible'
it was for me to comply with your ap¬
preciated request for an appropriate
story at this time of the year.

Whenever you desire tales or articles
on any rock-founded and sensible sub¬
ject, old pal of a few short years ago,

you know that you can ever depend on
Your true friend,

Kenneth Rogers.
P. S.—By the way, should you de¬

sire to communicate with me at any
time during the next three weeks, ad¬
dress me care of Fred Gibbons, Moosic
Glen, R. F. D. No 2, as I expect to
avoid the ridiculous and unwarranted

joyous actions of the Christmas crowds
by secluding myself in the country. You
remember Gibbons, do you not? He
married some relative of yours, I be¬
lieve. K. R.

New York, Dec. 5, 19—.
Mr. Edward Hannes :

Editor Sunshine Magazine.
My Dear Mr. Hannes: Indeed for

a girl of twenty-two, considered fairly
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good - looking, even though a short,
slight blonde with a retrousse nose, I
am frightfully peculiar, unsentimental
and I fear unnatural if I am to judge
from the statements of my critics. All
of these constitute the reason why I
was forced to admit my inability to con¬
tribute to the Christmas -issue of your

magazine.
I simply am too matter-of-fact, Mr.

Hannes, to indulge in fanciful wander¬
ings upon affections so deep that no sac¬
rifice is considered too great to endure
provided that some happiness is real¬
ized by the object of that affection. To
me such a doctrine seems foolish, al¬
most idiotic and wholly beyond my com¬
prehensive powers.

Do not infer from this that I am so

cold-hearted as not to have affections,
for I have many friends whom I hold
in the highest esteem, but the idea of
sacrificing my all at the Christmas sea¬
son for their benefit is farthest from my
mind.

I also enjoy seeing happy little chil¬
dren, but it has been a long time since
my nursery days and as it was then that
I had my only intimate experience with
kindergarten joys and since my remem¬
brance of those days is rather dim, I
have no thoughts to prompt my pen to
go on lofty flight of fireside bliss, do¬
mestic happiness and contentment de¬
manded in holiday stories.

I hope, Mr. Hannes, that you will in¬
terpret from the above that it was not
due to any lack of desire on my part
that I failed to accede to your wishes of
a month ago; but because of the utter
absence of any heartfelt feelings on the
subject.

I am leaving tomorrow to spend a
month in the country with your cousin,
Mrs. Frederick Gibbons, hoping in this
way to avoid being a dampening spirit
on the holiday festivities of my friends
in the city, as I would necessarily be
were I to remain here with my nature
wholly unresponsive to the spirit of the
season.

Hoping that I may be of some as¬
sistance to you in the future, I am,

Sincerely yours,
Atue Souvier.

Moosic GeEn, Dec. 23, 19—
Edward Hannes,

Sunshine Magazine.
Dear Edward : This epistle is in¬

tended to be accompanying the little
token of affection which I am sending
you for a Christmas remembrance and
also as a reply to your dear letter of
last week.

Yes, Ed, both Atlie Souvier and Ken¬
neth Rogers are out with us in this lone¬
some land, and really they are the dear¬
est yet the queerest couple that I have
ever known. They had met several
times before, it seems, but had never

gotten beyond the “nice weather, lovely
gathering, charming music,” stage of
acquaintance ; so, you see, they had never
really met previously to their little holi¬
day excursion into this forsaken sec¬
tion of country.

Neither knew that the other was ex¬

pected to visit us, as Fred had merely
decided to ask one of his old class¬

mates, and I one of mine, down to as¬

sist in brightening our otherwise dull
hollidays, and, as chance would have it,
we asked Atlie and Kenneth.
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When they first met here, both pre¬
tended to be overjoyed with the idea
that such a noted writer was to be his
or her companion for three weeks or
more, although lurking symptoms of
discontentment could be discerned every
now and then in both of them. Things
progressed slowly without enthusiasm
for nearly a week after their arrival un¬
til one night when I'red was unavoida¬
bly detained in the city, I had the mis¬
fortune to turn my ankle and so had to
cease the use of that member and all
others immediately connected therewith.

As the gods of fortune or misfortune
would have it. there was nothing left to
do but that Atlie and Ken should get
their own evening meal and mine, which'
task they set about accomplishing with
almost evident reluctance.

I was compelled as a result of my
mishap to sit in the library and for some
little time heard no sounds emanating
from the kitchen further than the shuf¬

fling of feet, the rattling of pans and,
I grieve to relate, the occasional crash
of falling china. Suddenly I was startled
to hear coming from the culinary de¬
partment a sound which might be de¬
scribed as a slightly audible smile, which
increasing in volume finally developed
into the first whole-souled bit of laugh¬
ter that our two, would-be-old-young
novelists had indulged in since their ad¬
vent to Moosic Glen. (I afterwards
learned that the cause of their hilarity
was their discovery that they had been
trying to cook on the range without first
having lighted the gas. Certainly a

wonderfully humorous situation? Well,
they evidently considered it so, for they
continued to smile long after they had
served the meal, which would have done

but slight credit to a domestic science
school freshman.)

That occasion seemed to serve as the

melting point, for from that time on
their icy reserve began to thaw and they
soon commenced to show their real de¬

lightful selves for our edification and
I must say our secret amusement, for
you know Fred and I consider ourselves
quite happily married. Since then they
have daily become more and more in¬
timate and seem at a loss for something
to do when the other is absent They
have gone on repeated tobogganing and
skating trips together, laughingly decry¬
ing the need of a chaperon whenever
one was suggested. In fact, they are

rapidly becoming inseparable even with¬
in the confines of our sheltering walls.

I imagine that they are planning to
co-operate in the construction of a new

novel, of which you will undoubtedly
become acquainted at some later date,
for during the last two or three days I
have observed them whispering earnest¬
ly on some apparently important and
vital question.

They certainly are a dear young pair,
perfectly suited for each other, and it
is a shame that they have both forsworn
matrimony, insisting on leading a pro¬
saic and lonely existence for “the sake
of their art.” Flowever, it seems the
way of the world to permit but few per¬

fectly matched couples to wed.
Edward, I know you will understand

how sorry we are that you will not be
with us for Christmas, so accept our best
wishes of the season and the same old

undying regard and affection of
Your Cousin,

Norma Gibbons.
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Moosic Glen, Dec. 25, 19.—.
Edward Hannes,

Sunshine Magazine.
Dear Sir : Be it known by you that

hereafter when any S. O. S. signals are
sent out by the Sunshine Magazine for
contributions around the most gladsome
and most festive season of Christmas,
December 25, any and every year, will
find us hastening to your assistance with
volumes of manuscripts that will thrice
fill your magazine with stories written
in the most Christmassy style and in¬
spired by a superlative amount of
Christmas spirit.

The explanation is, that since coming
to Moosic Glen we have imbibed or ac¬

quired in some way so much of our late¬
ly maligned Christmas spirit, that, on
this twenty-fifth day of December we

have recklessly and lavishly spent and
forever lost the heretofore cherished

plans of our lives by foolishly and idi¬
otically sacrificing and giving to each
other, ourselves, in all our entirety as
man and wife.

We expect of you no ill-timed refer¬
ences to our past opinions, but your
congratulations only, as we are genuine¬
ly happy at having awakened to the
spirit of the season.

Yours for the broadcast extension of

joy and happiness at every Christmas-
tide.

Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Rogers.
N. B.—By way of identification we

might add that the name of Mrs. Ken¬
neth Rogers previous to the discovery
recently made was Miss Atlie Souvier.
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O Bethlehem, how sweet the melody
Angelic armies murmur through thy skiest

Bidding the shepherds from their dreams to rise
And come adoring Him that comes to thee.
Ye shepherds blest, ’tis given you to see

The prophets’ longing where He meekly lies
Cradled as He hath willed in humble wise

His own forgetful that He comes to free.
O Thou that art of spotless virgin born!
Hear Thou my cry on this Thy natal morn,

Come, Savior mine and dwell for aye with me!
How poor the prayer that I can offer now

But Thou dost hearken to the sinner’s vow

To heed Thy coming and to live in Thee.

—Donald V. Chisholm, T4.
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A drawn nf dljrtatmaa (firms
F. Howard Eldridge, T4.

“Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein
Afford a present to the Infant God?
Hast thou no verse, no hymn or solemn strain
To welcome Him to this His new abode—” —Milton.

3[ N all the varied fields of art, Religion has always been a perennial andinexhaustible fount from which poets, painters, sculptors, writers and
musicians have drawn richest and sweetest draughts of beauteous
inspirations for their sublimest creations. How many of the most
illustrious gems of art would be lost to us, were we deprived, for

instance, of all the paintings having the Holy Family as their theme? What a
wealth of well-nigh celestial music has the glory of God as its inspiration in the
glorious liturgy of the Church’s divine service. But just what the Holy Family
is to Painting, and the greatness and magnificence of God to music, the sweet
and beautiful story of the Nativity is to Poetry. It .is a subject that has been
treated by every hand, skilled and unskilled alike, from the rounded and finished
compositions of a poet-laureate to the crude but heart-felt offerings of a wander¬
ing minstrel. Catholic and Protestant have united with each other in praising
that joyful mystery. Poets who felt but little restraint in dealing with other
subjects, were but pure and simple in treating that spotless theme.

One of the most beautiful poems on the Nativity, is Milton’s Ode on Christ¬
mas Morning. In it he surpasses himself in beautiful imagery and religious
fervor. Milton tells us how in fulfilment of the prophesies, Christ was born in
a period of universal peace.

“No war, or battles’ sound
Was heard the zvorld around:
The idle spear and shield were high uphung;
The hooked chariot stood

Unstain’d with hostile blood;
The trumpet spake not to the arm’d throng;
And kings sat still with awful eye
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by.”

How the Angels in the heavens joined in harmonious praising of God made
Man.

“Harping in loud and solemn quire
With unexpressivc notes to Heaven’s new-born Heir.”
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"Such music (as 'tis said)
Before was never made,
But when of old the Sons of Morning sung,
While the Creator great
His constellations set.”

Another beautiful poem written in the rather elaborate style of that period
is Crashaw’s “Hymn to the Nativity.” It represents several shepherds telling of
the wonderful signets they Have seen and all uniting in a chorus in praise of the
Nativity, singing:

“Welcome, all wonders in one sight
Eternity shut in a span.
Summer in Winter. Day in Night.
Heaven in Earth and God in Man.
Great little one! zvhose all-embracing birth
Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heav’n to earth.”

The Jesuit, Robert Southwell, another poet of that period, wrote a master¬
ful ode in which he expressed wonderment at so marvelous a miracle, thanking
and praising God for so great and unmerited a gift.

“O dying souls! behold your living spring!
O dazzled eyes! behold your sun of grace!
Dull ears attend what zvord this zvord doth bring!
Up, heavy hearts, with joy your joy embrace!
From death, from dark, from deafness, from despairs,
This life, this light, this word, this joy repairs.
Gift better than Himself God doth not know;
Gift better than his God no man can see;
This gift doth here the giver given bestozv,
Gift to this gift let each receiver be;
God is my gift. Himself He freely gave me,
God's gift am I, and none but God shall have me.

Yet even more beautiful is his exquisite poem, “The Burning Babe.” The
beauty of which forbids our quoting but a portion and urges us to present it in
its entirety that we may enjoy its every verse.

(Tlip HSurmmj Utibr

As I in hoary zvinter’s night stood shivering in the snozv,

Surprised I zoas zvith sudden heat which made my heart to glozv;
And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire zvas near,
A pretty babe all burning bright did in the air appear,
Who scorched zvith exceeding heat such floods of tears did shed,
As though His floods should quench His flames zvith zvhat His tears zvere fed;
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Alas! quoth He, hut newly born in fiery heats of fry,
Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my fire but I!
My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wounding thorns;
Love is the fire and sighs the smoke, the ashes shame and scorns;
The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the coals;
The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s defiled souls;
For which, as now on fire I am, to work them to their good,
So will I melt into a bath, to wash them in my blood:
With this He vanished out of sight, and szviftly shrunk away,
And straight I called unto mind that it was Christmas-day.

Pr. Faber, whose words are well known to all lovers of Religious poetry,
for their exquisite simplicity and beauty, is the author of a particularly sweet
little poem commemorating the birth of the Saviour, from which we quote:

“At last Thou art come, little Saviour,
And Thine angels fill midnight with song
Thou art come to us, gentle Creator,
Whom thy creatures have sighed for so long.

We have zvaited so long for Thee, Saviour,
Art Thou come to us, dearest, at last;
Oh, bless Thee, dear joy of Thy Mother,
This is worth all the zeearisome past!

In the “Star Song,” a poem written by Robert Herrick, as a hymn for
Epiphany, there are three stanzas which are equally applicable to Christmas.
These verses contain a most varied and beautiful imagery.

“Tell us, Thou dear and heavenly Tongue,
Where is the Babe that lately sprung
Lies He the lily banks among?

Or say if this new birth of ours
Sleeps, laid within some ark of flozvers
Spangled zvith dew-light; thou canst hear
All doubts and manifest the where.

Declare to us, bright star, if we shall seek
Him in the morning’s blushing cheek,
Or search the beds of spices through
To find Him out?

Then there is another class of poems dealing with this sacred subject.
Hymns which rose from the rejoicing hearts of unknown bards whose works
have lived far longer than their authors’ names. They may seem crude and
familiar to us who are living in the present age of cynicism and sophistication,
but they were not written in irreverance but through simple devotion so prevalent
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in those days of true faith. These carols, as they are called, were sung on
Christmas Eve, in many of the countries of Europe, previous to the Reformation,
by wandering minstrels called Waits. Some of the best of these songs have come
down to us, memoirs of the time when the Yule-Tide was a period of warmth,
good-will, feasting and pious rejoicing. A good example of a Christmas carol
is a little song which was chanted on Christmas Eve in the fifteenth century.

e<God rest you, merry gentlemen,
Let nothing yon dismay,
For Jesus Christ our Saviour
Was horn upon this day,
To save us all from Satan’s power,
When we were gone astray.
O tidings of comfort and joy!
For Jesus Christ ou,r Saviour
Was horn on Christmas-day.

Now to the Lord sing praises
All you within this place,
And with true love and brotherhood

Each other nozv embrace,
This holy tide of Christmas
All others doth deface.”

The true spirit of Christmas, the charity we should practice to make our
neighbor happy, the feasting and rejoicing, with, however, a remembrance of
what we are commemorating is contained in the sentiments expressed in the last
stanza of a famous old Christmas-tide carol:

“This is Christ the Lord,
Masters he ye glad,
Christmas is come in
And no one should feel sad.”

The beautiful picture of the Angels greeting the shepherds on the star-lit
hills of Judea naturally has been the fruitful source of inspiration for Christmas
carols as may be seen in the following beautiful hymn:

In the fields with their flocks abiding,
They lay on the dezvy ground,
And glimmering under the starlight,
The sheep lay white around;
When the light of the Lord streamed o’er them
And lo! from the heaven above
An angel gleamed from the glory
And sang his song of love.
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For they sang that first sweet Christmas,
The song that shall never cease;
Glory to God in the Highest
On earth good will and peace.

And the shepherds came to the manger
And gazed on the Holy Child
And calmly o’er that rude cradle
The Virgin Mother smiled.
O never hath szveeter message
Thrilled home to the souls of men;
And Heav’n itself had ne’er greeted
A gladder choir till then.

The sweet lesson of Bethlehem—charity to men for love of God is beauti¬
fully portrayed in the following beautiful verses embodying the soul’s vearning
to do service to the Infant Saviour and His reply.

The soul’s query:
O Holy Babe of Bethlehem,

What can I do for Thee,
Whose pretty hands beseechingly

Are calling unto me?
The Infant’s reply:

In some poor haunt, not far away . .

From thine own happy home,
There dwelleth one whom no one loves

Whose dearly loved are gone.
Go znsit him and say one word

Of kindliness and cheer;
Bid him arise from out his gloom

And drive away his fear.
One soft kind word, one soothing touch,

Bestozoed in Mine own Name ' '

Upon My brethren the least,
Is done to Me the same.

Were one privileged by some fairy princess to enter some storied treasure
house to gather brilliants for a kingly crown the dazzling beauty of myriad gems
would render him incapable of choosing from such profusion the gems which
surpassed the then sparkling jewels. Amidst the generous wealth of Christmas
verse—gems of poetry—one experiences a like difficulty. He fain would gather
the richest and brightest jewels but in his quandary must needs rest content with
choosing such as he may, unite then in a crown whose setting is love and lay
his tribute, humble yet sincere, at the feet of the Infant Saviour, Whose praises
heaven and earth sing forth.
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Ring out, ye crystal spheres,
Once bless our human ears,

If ye have power to touch our senses so;

And let your silver chime
Move in melodious time;
And let the bass of heaven’s deep organ blow;
And with your ninefold harmony
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony.

—Milton.

Jjrruttbpr barklittp, brrarp baps; bpittp nf tire pearl

tljmtplj earfy bag tlje aunltpljt-rapH more miatfitl-uian appear,

(Jjljrtst ktttp-ltke romrtlj! &tttp Ijia praise! allje (fUjristmas-tibe is Ijere!

Bdveard McT. Donnelly, ’ll.
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ifri'hvnrk the Great.
Francis A. I. Connolly, To.

MONO the many noted
commanders and leaders
of the- Eighteenth Cen¬
tury, the name of Freder¬
ick the Great, of Prus¬

sia, stands out as that of a consummate

general and intrepid soldier. What¬
ever else may be said concerning him,
surely any attempt to disparage his
military successes must end vainly and
fruitlessly. Although there is nothing
particularly remarkable about his ear¬
lier campaigns, it must be conceded
that he derived from the mistakes of
these that knowledge of warfare,
which afterward characterized his

every move. But there was a much
higher quality than the mere knowl¬
edge of war, which was lacking in this
great soldier—that fundamental prin¬
ciple of justice, honesty.

Charles VI, of Austria, towards the
end of his reign, being desirous of se¬
curing the succession of his eldest
daughter, Maria Theresa, to his throne,
asked the principal Powers of Europe
to agree to an article known as the
Pragmatic Sanction. This was an ar¬
ticle which guaranteed to Maria The¬
resa the throne, on the ground that it
should remain in the immediate Haps-
burg family, and since there had been
no male issue to her father, it should
devolve upon her as the eldest child.
The agreement found many ardent and
anxious supporters among the more

powerful houses of Europe, who were

only too ready to cater to the smiles
and fancies of Charles. France alone,
raised a dissenting voice. Upon the
Emperor’s death, however, several of
the Powers failed to live up to their
hypocritical promises, and made active
preparations to invade the Empire and
divide it among themselves as a spoil
of war. Chief among these were her
uncle, Charles Albert, Elector of Ba¬
varia, and Augustus III, of Poland and
Saxony. These two brigands, the one

spurred on by France, whose only de¬
sire was to weaken the strength of the
German Empire, the other aided and
abetted by the Czar of Russia, who
gazed with longing, lustful eyes upon
the Austrian possessions, offered the
excuse that they were the closest male
kinsmen to the blouse of Hapsburg.

Frederick, realizing the embarrassini>
and helpless position of the new Em¬
press, Maria Theresa, immediately
threw a large army into Upper Silesia,
one of her provinces, which his ances¬
tors would long since have devoured,
had the opportunity presented itself.
He then gave her to understand that
he would, become her champion and
defender, if she would cede to him that
territory. Had the forethought of
Charles been more acute, all of these
circumstances might have been avoid¬
ed ; for if he had given more attention
to the repletion of his national treas¬
ury, and the enlargement and perfec¬
tion of his standing army, and less to
the culmination of the Pragmatic Sane-
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tion, the pages of the world’s history
might have carried a different tale.
The real reason why the war of the
Austrian Succession took place, was
that the entire Continent of Europe
found itself face to face with a young

woman, whose will they expected to
dominate, and whose lands they in¬
tended to devastate. Here, however,
was the difficulty, for Maria Theresa
was a woman who could be neither
dominated nor overrun.

Needless to say, the proposals of
Frederick were summarily rejected by
Maria, and she immediately attempted
to force him out of Silesia. The robber

seeing that he was about to be forced
from his coveted prey, made ready for
a life and death struggle. What cared
he for the sufferings and pangs that
were to be the outcome of his thievery,
he whose only glory had been in the
equipment of his army and the seizure
of alien territory? Had not one of his
first acts been to appropriate to himself
a province of the Bishop of Liege, a

robbery that had inflamed all of
Christendom against him, and was he
now to retreat before the weak will and
forces of a woman? Indeed, almost
within a twinkling of an eye, he had
marshalled a host, which, though less
than that of his enemy, made Europe
rock beneath the force of its martial
tread. On, on they march, Frederick
William II, soon to be surnamed The
Great, at their head. On they go to
Breslau, the Silesian Capital. They
take the city, and the curtain is raised
on the great military career of Fred¬
erick.

This was in January, 1741, and no

incidents of importance occurred until
the following year. Then, coming out
of winter quarters, Frederick began his
siege of Glosgau. The garrison soon
surrendered and were made prisoners
of war. Next, followed that dreadful
and decisive slaughter of Mollwitz. In
this fearful carnage, which began so

propitiously for the Austrians, yet
ended so disastrously, nearly 10,000
men were killed or wounded, the Prus¬
sians suffering slightly less than their
enemy. This victory left Frederick
master of Silesia, and having secured
his prey, he was content, in his char¬
acteristic manner, to return to his own

capital and abide the issue of events.
Frederick, after this conquest, was

desirous of nothing more than peace.
He had accomplished his infamous de¬
signs, and was now willing to rest on
his laurels, lest his new territory be
stripped from him again; but Maria
'Theresa was in no mood to make over¬

tures, for she felt as though she had
been robbed of the fairest of her do¬
mains by the craftiness and celerity of
a resourceful brigand. She saw 20,000

square miles of God’s greenest earth,
with its population nearly equal to that
of all Prussia, snatched from her grasp;
a beautiful, lofty table-land, girt-round
with mountains, and the infuriating
sight blinded her with a fierce craving
for retaliation. She would not let this
villain rest at any cost, but finding her
enemies from other quarters pressing
gradually in upon her, she was forced
to conclude a treaty with Frederick in
1742, at Berlin.

The first of the Silesian wars was

now ended; but what it was destined
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to work in the affairs of Christendom,
even we, at this late date, are scarcely
able to comprehend. It stirred the dy¬
ing embers of the time-worn jealousy
between England and France, and
fanned them into a steady flame, that
later was to burst into an all-consum¬

ing blaze. Carlyle, the noted English
essayist, has aptly couched it in the
following expressive figure, “It was
the little stone, broken loose from the
mountain, hitting others, big and little,
which again hit others with their leap¬
ing and rolling, till the whole moun¬
tain-side was in violent motion.”

Frederick had been aided and abetted
in his former war by France. Now,
seeing the French being driven slowly
back by the Austrians, and beholding
the army of Maria Theresa growing
daily in strength, he was chagrined,
and upon the uniting of the Saxons and
Austrians against him, was only too
ready to take up arms again. The
second Silesian war was now to be

staged, and for three years the bitter
struggle continued. The treaty of Aix-?
la-Chapelle concluded the war of the
Austrian succession, in 1748, although
open hostilities had ceased between
Frederick and Maria Theresa in the

late winter of 1745, at the Peace of
Dresden. But the other stones on the
mountain-side had been hit and were

beginning to gather speed in their mad
whirl downward. As France had up¬
held Prussia, so England had supported
Austria; but their chief interest in the
•wars had been in opposing one another.
It was not strange, therefore, that
England shifted over to the Prussian
side, when France entered into the

alliance with Austria, Russia, Sweden
and Saxony in the former’s attempt
seven years later (1756) to avenge
Frederick’s former theft.

Although this alliance of the powers

against Frederick, had been thought to
have been accomplished secretly, in
order that they might in their united
strength sweep suddenly down upon
him and annihilate his forces, he had
been informed of it through his spies,
and it was not a little to their surprise,
that he, crafty as ever, forestalled their
action by suddenly attacking the Aus¬
trians. Now, indeed, was the moun¬

tain in motion, for all the principal
powers of the world were arrayed in
battle. Not only did the pulse of Eu¬
rope beat with a martial throb, but as

Macaulay tells us, “In order that he
might rob a neighbor, whom he had
promised to defend, black men fought
in the heart of Africa, and red men

scalped one another by the great lakes
of America.” True, and if he had only
cared to, he might have added that
Frenchmen later led one another to the

guillotine. For a careful study of his¬
tory will readily show that one of the
causes of the French Revolution was

The Seven Years’ War, leaving, as it
did, the kingdom of France struggling
under an almost unbearable war debt.

Frederick had been a great devotee
of the arts. Upon his return from the
second Silesian war he had been re¬

ceived as a hero, and, being content to
appear as such, he now turned his at¬
tention again to the humanities. He
had ever been a fond admirer of Vol¬

taire, with whose works he had early
become acquainted, and it was during



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 161

this period of apparent leisure, that he
made this acquaintance more personal,
entertaining, as he did, at his court,
that brilliant, atheistical poet, historian,
dramatist and philosopher, whose
greatest literary merit lies in the tran¬
scendent excellence of his style. But
this show of ease and comfort on the

part of Frederick was, at most, only
superficial, for beneath the placid coun¬
tenance which he wore there was hid¬
den that sleepless sting of an outraged
conscience, which bade him watch and
prepare for that inevitable retribution
which he could not expect to escape.

Consequently, the greater part of this
period of ostensible leisure was devo¬
ted to the reestablishing and the rein¬
forcing of his garrisons. It was owing
to this that Frederick was so surpris¬
ingly ready, when, at last, his enemies
united against him in The Seven Years’
War.

This war virtually resolved itself
into nothing more or less than a king-
hunt, in which Frederick was forced to
take upon himself the role of the pur¬
sued. The sword of Damocles, dang¬
ling so long above his head, now began
to sway back and forth as though
ready to fall at any instant. Europe,
with an army of nearly 600,000 men,

began to close in upon him; but pur¬
sued, as he was, from quarter to quar¬
ter, he gave one of the most remark¬
able displays of craftiness and resource¬
fulness the world has ever witnessed,
evading and eluding his pursuers at
every critical stage. Hounded from
corner to corner for seven long years,
he succeeded in baffling the united cun¬

ning of such unparalleled leaders as

Prince Carl and Marshal Daun. But
their persistency seemed destined final¬
ly to overcome even the military genius
of Frederick. The circle drawn about
him was gradually growing smaller
and smaller, until, at last, it seemed
inevitable that the prey should be cap¬
tured ; but God, who rules all eternity
with an omniscient hand, raised the
trap which held him, suffering the vic¬
tim to regain his freedom. Upon the
death of Elizabeth of Russia, one of
the strongest factors of the alliance,
Russia, under Peter III, refused to
prosecute the war. The treaty at Paris
between the French and English, which
soon followed, threw Maria Theresa
back upon her resources, so that she
was obliged to conclude a treaty at
Hubertusburg, in February, 1763, by
which Frederick was confirmed in his

possession of Silesia. Probably the
most remarkable incident of this war

was the fact that Frederick carried on

his part of it on behalf of Prussia, with¬
out leaving to that country the trace
of a war debt, although it is true that,
for nearly a hundred years after .the
struggle, Prussia labored under the
effects of the devastation which had
been caused in that country.

It would be difficult to attempt to
enumerate the number of souls lost in
these three terrible struggles; it would
be vain to endeavor to portray the hor¬
ror of these bloody contests. Famines
and privations were to be seen on every
side of the war-stained lands. De¬
struction and ruin filled the country.
Widows wept for husbands, mothers for
sons, and orphans pleaded for the sus¬
tenance their fathers were wont to pro-
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vide, yet through it all, Frederick, per¬
sistent in his robbery, saw naught but
his own selfish ends. These wars

shook the whole world, and before his
death, in 1786, the faint rumblings of
the yet distant French Revolution
could be heard throughout the entire
continent; and all this misery, all this
pain and bloodshed had been caused
by the usurpation of a covetous Prince.
For such was the character of Freder¬
ick the Great, of Prussia, and all the
lustre of his military glories can never

efface his baseness. He was an es¬

pecial devotee of the fine arts, yet all
his accomplishments in the world of
letters can never obliterate his faith¬
lessness. He was a sportsman and a

king, yet all the regal pomp he wore
could never cover the treachery of one
who would take advantage of a de¬
fenceless woman. Let those who will
write of his achievements, but to men

of honor his name will be forever
linked with the history of an aggran¬
dizing Prince.

ill'ill
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The splendor of the mystic sphere
From Eons torched Thy way,

Lit by one star Thou earnest here
On Christmas Day.

Saw this clear star, in myriad row,
The waiting souls with rapture dumb—

Had there been only one below,
Thou wouldst have come!

—Maurice Francis Egan, L.L.D.
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" Number Jfmir”
John C. McNamara, To.

ELL, this is some hotel,”
soliloquized the traveling
salesman, mentally divid¬
ed between amusement

and annoyance, as he
gazed around his quarters for the night.
“I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if I
could turn about in here without touch¬

ing the walls or this lordly furniture,”
he continued to himself. “As it is,
however, I suppose I’ll have to stand
it,” and stripping off his collar, he be¬
gan to make snorting noises as he
splashed water from a cracked wash¬
bowl in the corner.

It was now about half-past seven on

Saturday evening. Twenty minutes
before, the ordinarily quiet somnifer¬
ous Eagle Hotel in the equally quiet
and sleepy little town of Weston, in
the foothills of the White mountains,
had been startled by the breezy advent
of a most prosperous looking indi¬
vidual, who registered himself as Har¬
ris Hartley, New York City. The
stranger’s arrival had been rather
noisy, and his remarks to the clerk
about the town as well as the accom¬

modations of the hostelry, had been
far from complimentary. However,
the whole village was glad he had come.
“He’s a real live city agent, we’ll watch
him,” was the concensus of opinion.

After considerable difficulty and no
little profanity, Hartley finished his
ablutions, and having arrayed himself
in clean neckwear, started below in
search of excitement, or at least a

means of killing time. He found both
later, but in a peculiar way. He inter¬
viewed the clerk, “What can a fellow
do in this town?”

“Well,” returned that honorable
functionary, “he can do just as he
pleases, either go to bed or stay up.
If he goes to bed, we have him called
in the morning, if he doesn’t, why we
needn’t bother.”

“That’s pretty fine,” laughed the
pleasure hunter; “you don’t care a

snap what you do in this locality, do
you ?”

“No, we don’t,” agreed the clerk,
“why some of the young bloods about
the village are real cut-ups. Some new

galoots ’roun here have started a pic¬
ture show down the street, and I’m
told it’s crowded every Saturday night.
I’ve not been near that hole of deviltry
myself, and what’s more, I’m going to
steer clear of it.” The old man was

beginning to moralize, so Hartley
started to give ground and get out.

“Saved!” he exclaimed, “I’ll raise
the dickens and go to that picture
show. Hooray ! Lead me to it,” and
he disappeared in the darkness outside.

“He’s a fast young man,” observed
the clerk as he watched the stranger's
disappearing form. “Why the very
first thing he asked me when he ar¬
rived, was, ‘Where’s the bar? I cant
find it anywhere.’ Then when I told
him Weston was a strictly dry town,
his language became fearful. What a
world this is.”
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Hartley found the “movies” with
little difficulty. He parted with twen¬
ty cents to gain the best seat the
house afforded, which the management
actually styled a box. The salesman
sat down, looked around, and then men¬

tally concluded, “Can’t give ’em a
thing on it.” He watched the pictures
with waning interest. “Nearly as ex¬

citing as the funeral of a gran’-aunt,”
was his verdict. Then he set out for
his little “8x10” in the hotel.

It was approaching ten o’clock. The
main street was deserted. Hartley’s
thoughts weren’t exactly cheerful. “I’ll
never sell a dollar’s worth in this one-

street burgh,” he ruminated. “That
firm of mine has certainly given me a
swell route. Guess I’ll turn in and

give old man Morpheus a run for his
money.”

He climbed wearily to his room on
the second floor. Then he stopped in
the corridor in a quandary. “What
number was my room?” he muttered.
“I’m not sure, but I reckon I’ll take a

chance on No. 4,” he concluded, after a
moment’s reflection; “anyway, I’m too
tired to go down and ask that fool
clerk.”

He opened the door of No. 4. It was

very dark. Presently a moonbeam
broke through the window and played
directly upon the bed. Hartley’s heart
seemed to stop beating. There was

somebody in the bed. The man must
be sleeping for he was very quiet. A
tense stillness reigned. “Well, if that
doesn’t beat all,” gasped the salesman.

He advanced cautiously. He nearly
stumbled over something in the dark¬
ness. The noise did not arouse the

sleeper. He looked down at the ob¬
struction. It was a suit-case. In fact,
it was his own. “That settles it,” was
his conclusion, “this is my room. Who
this other old guy is, I don’t know and
don’t care. Perhaps the hotel became
suddenly crowded, and they had to
double up. At any rate, my impromptu
bed-fellow sleeps mighty soundly.”

Hartley undressed quickly in the
darkness, shrouded himself in a lily
white night shirt, and crawled under
the covers. His last sensations being
decidedly creepy, as he murmured
drowsily, “this man’s certainly the
coolest, stiffest article I ever saw.”
Then he slept.

The clock in the Eagle lobby tolled
the hour of midnight. The clerk still
dozed behind his desk. It was evi¬

dently unusual for him to keep house
so late. He was impatient. “Will they
never come?” he queried to the four
walls. There was a noise outside as a

wagon drew up. “At last!” he ex¬
claimed, “I’ll soon get to bed.”

A strangely assorted pair entered
the hotel. One was a little old man

with a full beard, while the other was

young, tall, elongated and beardless.
Both wore high hats, white gloves,
and were extremely pompous. They
were Isaac Brown and son, under¬
takers and embalmers from the neigh¬
boring town of Carlton. Weston
could not boast of an undertaking es¬
tablishment, so its dead were at the
mercy of the Browns, who never lost
an opportunity to display their splen¬
dor. Hence, the acme of dignified pro¬
priety in their attire, even at that ab¬
surd hour of the night.
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The Browns came right to business
at once. “Where is the object of our

embalming propensities?” interrogated
the elder. In his boyhood, he had gone
to the academy. His son hadn’t, so he
exclaimed, “Yes, where’s the stiff we
have to box up?”

“Second floor, No. 4,” returned the
clerk, who then disappeared to seek
consolation in peaceful rest. “Go, get
the box, Vergil,” came from father
Brown, and shortly the worthy name¬
sake of the great Latin author reap¬
peared dragging a coffin after him.
With the coffin between them, the
high-hatted, white-gloved procession
marched solemnly, serenely and quietly
up the stairs. They paused in front of
No. 4.

After some difficulty, 1 he elder
Brown who led the van, opened the
door. It was very dark. The tali
funereal Brown in the rear, struck a

match. Ye Gods, what a sight! Three
distinct yells rent the air.

Hartley was sitting on the edge
of the bed, his hair standing on end,
his head resembling a porcupine’s back.
He was whiter than the nightie itself
which was draped artistically about his
quivering form. He saw his own fune¬
ral coming in. Two undertakers and
a coffin! “Good night!”

The two high hats of the two Browns
started to rise simultaneously. The
hat of the son, who was the taller,
naturally hit the ceiling first. Before
it fell, the Browns saw their dead man

come to life. Ghosts !

Then sonny Brown’s hat fell to the
floor with a crash. That broke the
tension as well as the hat. Their three

respective hearts which had been
quivering in their three respective
throats for the last minute, suddenly
resumed their three respective normal
positions. Everybody yelled. The
elder Brown laughed a hollow laugh,
like a hyena,or a jackal at midnight on
the plains. They all rushed for an es¬
cape.

Hartley proved the most athletic of
the three. He saw the open door. He
thought of his mother at home. He
dived for the opening right over the
coffin between his two pompous em-
balmers. The impetus of his onrush
threw him against the stair railing.
He crashed through it, fell down stairs,
found the fire alarm and started to

ring it violently.
The two Browns were still petrified

with fear. The blood congealed in
their veins. Finally, the taller came

through first. He leaped for the win¬
dow sill, grabbed it and dropped to the
ground, spraining his ankle, which
made him moan piteously and occa¬

sionally swear mightily.
The elder Brown left alone, felt life

itself leaving his time-worn bones. He
dropped by the bed to pray as a good
Christian should in his last hours. His

lips started to form the prayer, but
the words froze before they were
uttered. His hand had felt something.
Unconsciously he moved it over the
uneven surface. He felt two little val¬

leys, a sloping mountain, and then a

long narrow yawning abyss. It was a
man’s face. He raised his head. He
saw the real dead man. The dead man

said never a word, because he was

really dead. The situation was too
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much for Brown. He started to die.
But a thought—here was a business
opportunity. He stopped dying. He
lived. The mystery was solved. Calm¬
ly he went below. The whole village
was gathered in the lobby in great ex¬
citement. Some were looking for the
fire, while others were attending to the
tall Brown’s injuries.

Then they saw the solver of riddles.
All started to congratulate him on his
masterly retreat. He hushed them

with the words: “Fellow citizens, I
realize I am like Napoleon. I know I
have solved the mystery. You simply
can’t fool me, old Isaac Brown from
Carlton, for I’m the guy that ,”
but his words were drowned in ap¬
plause.

Hartley left Weston next day with
the opinion : “That town isn’t half as
dead as it looks, despite the attempt at
my funeral.”

(thr ffitwra.
> >

HHE hours pass on and we heed them not.They tick out and pass and are soon forgot.
But each move of the hands,
Like the old fairy's wands,

Are changing your fate and lot.
—James P. Needham, T3.
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(fimiter 3Cmu' ulliau ®ljia

E^QsV^VEN in our very versatilemetropolitan press you will
L* j) sometime find an item of

news. It is not often, how¬
ever, that we are subjected

to this shock. When you lay aside the
morning catalogue of war and crime,
football and politics, you have read the
program and know the actors, but the
play is always the same.

Somebody shifted the scenes the other
day, and down in San Antonio the cur¬
tain went up on something new. And
yet it is not new. It is as old as Calvary.
It was born in Bethlehem. The act is
new to the world because it is seldom

staged; but it is an old, old play, and the
actors know their parts. Occasionally
there is a rift in the curtain and we

catch a glimpse of the scene within, but
it is a pageant not intended to be enacted
here. The actors are rehearsing for
other eyes.

The mystery of the Catholic Nun has
held the world agape for a thousand
years. The very word summons up be¬
fore its critical vision a dismal, impene¬
trable haze. It is an enigma unfathom¬
able. It is a dark riddle yet unanswered.
And what your clever world cannot com¬
prehend is dark indeed and wrong. There
is no need of rehearsing slanders here.
The well-meaning have shaken their
knowing heads and passed on. Evil peo¬

ple have maligned. The scornful have
laughed. Yet the mystery remains. It
continues to grow. The opinion of a

very much mystified world seems not to
prevent a great number of young women

from performing the marvelous. It did
not deter a dozen or more who, until
lately, were stationed at St. John’s Or¬
phan Asylum in San Antonio.

These Sisters of Charity had begged
throughout the State in order to build
an orphanage and had under their care
a hundred or more of little waifs. Early
in the morning of last, the build¬
ing caught fire and burned to the ground.
The children, being yet abed, had narrow

escapes, but all except two were saved.
Five of the Sisters, who remained at
their posts of duty in the dormitories
until it was too late, perished in the
flames. The Mother Superioress, hav¬
ing collected th*e rescued children out¬
side, heard the cry of one within. She
rushed back through the flames, hoping
to rescue it, but was found dead near the
door of escape with the two-year-old
child in her arms.

Such deeds as these need not startle;
they confirm. If it were the isolated act
of an individual, you would attribute it
to personal bravery. If a mother dashed
through the flames at the cry of her child,
you would call it natural love. Were it
the offspring of momentary frenzy, and
not the calm impulse of a life of sacri¬
fice, you might label it fanaticism. But
when we find the simple Irish girl and
the refined daughters of Spain and
France, who differ from others of their
sex only in name and dress, unawed in
the stress of catastrophe, calm in the
face of awful death, smiling and prayer¬
ful in the hour of sublime sacrifice; and
when this is the case, not of the excep-
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tional few, but when all, as a body, lay
down their lives for the stranger and the
outcast, for the waif, unconnected in
blood, incapable of appreciation; when it
is an act, crowning a life of devoted self-
immolation to the destitute and the needy
not born of the moment’s morbid excite¬
ment, but the culmination of long years
of patient sacrifice; then must we look
beyond the merely natural for an explan¬
ation, and must rise to the higher

realms of a faith which has ever made
such things possible.

The citizens of San Antonio are rais¬

ing a fund to rebuild the orphanage. It
is a fitting tribute. Shafts of stone and
monuments of brass commemorate the
deeds of the worldly great. These Sis¬
ters have built mansions in Another’s
realm. He alone can sufficiently reward
them. W.
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fub-QItiU’
DORE the Babe, ye people,

Born for us this day,
Aloft in the belfry steeple

The chimes peal forth their lay.
In the glad Yule-tide,

Clear they are ringing,
Holy love singing,

Happiness far and wide
Flinging.

No more doth guide-star glisten
High o'er Judas plain;

No more doth the shepherd listen
To Angel choirs’ refrain.
But o’er all the earth

Echo the swelling — .

Tones that arc- welling
Forth from the bells, Christ's birth

• Telling.
—D. L. Daly, 'll
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nlw (Srrni lilaar
By W. F. Mietenberger.

AJOR JAMES H. BEN-
THAM, of the English army,
retired, had recently pur¬
chased a very pretty and
cozy little villa at Glatigny,

the beautiful little suburb of Versailles,
where he had hoped to pass in peace,
comfort and security the last years of his
hitherto active and eventful life. A se¬

rious and prolonged malady which he
had contracted shortly after his return
from India had left him with a very weak
heart, and certainly, the quiet and beauti¬
ful locality which he had chosen for his
future home was admirably suited for
that part of the doctor’s prescription
which recommended complete rest and
no excitement. The Major had but very
few relations, and, of these, his young
nephew, Harold Bentham, the son of his
elder brother, was the only one with
whom he could get along for any length
of time. The old gentleman had a kind
heart and meant well in most cases, but
his disposition was hardly angelic, and
in addition to his eccentricity in many

things, he was the possessor of a temper
which all those with whom he had ever

had any dealings learned to respect and
consider most carefully. Thus had it
come about that, while he was in India,
his violent anger and most unjustifiable
conduct towards Captain Winton, a fel¬
low officer of a rather mean character,
had called upon his head all the revenge¬
ful malignity of which the other’s despic¬
able nature was capable. The exact cause
of the trouble was, it seems, never accu¬

rately ascertained, but there is no doubt

that the most violent hatred existed be¬
tween the two men. Now, however, the
Major was getting old, and physical
weakness had done much to abate the
violence of his nature, although from
time to time his eyes gleamed with their
former fierceness and his knotted hands,
clenching weakly, shook and trembled
with helpless rage. Peculiar effects of
his senility were an extreme nervousness
when left alone and a very pronounced
fear of snakes and spiders.

As a soldier he had been most valiant
and daring, displaying in every danger
that indomitable courage and fierce deter¬
mination which so characterized his na¬

ture, but now, with his constitution
wrecked by fevers and continued ex¬
posure, naught but the element of danger
in all his daring deeds ever appeared to
him, and under the influence of his dis¬
eased imagination, he would sometimes
grow livid with fear when he thought
of them. A great hobby of the old gen¬
tleman’s was the collection of Chinese
vases and porcelains, of which he had
already in his possession several very
beautiful specimens. He was also in¬
terested in gardening, and many hours
did he used to spend in the pretty lot
which surrounded his villa, planting, wa¬

tering and arranging the many different
species of flowers he had cultivated, but
this did not equal his interest in the por¬
celain collection. On that subject he was
almost frantic. As servants he had his
valet and the latter’s wife who performed
the duties of a cook.
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Major Bentham had now been living
in Glatigny for seven years, and it was
on the coming i4th of August that he
was to celebrate his seventieth birthday.
For that event his nephew Harold came
over from England, and his presence did
much to cheer and comfort the old gen¬
tleman who had, unfortuately, just
struck a melancholy mood, and was con¬
stantly repeating that he would never see
the sun rise on the 15th, and other such
ridiculous fancies. Harold was a fine

young fellow of a happy, cheerful dis¬
position and extremely patient and for¬
giving towards his uncle, who often made
him the victim of his eccentricities in a

more or less disagreeable way.
On the evening of the Major’s birth¬

day, uncle and nephew were seated in the
library, a perfect gem of a room, richly
furnished and full of rare and costly
curios from nearly all of the Oriental
countries. The night was rather warm
and the windows were wide open. The
conversation had gradually evolved, as is
always the case when an old soldier is
present, from the general and indifferent
discussion of the present to the careful
and methodical treatment of the great
and glorious past, and it took neither
time nor effort for the old gentleman to
go back to his youthful days in India,
and, with such an interested and atten¬
tive young listener, he found the much-
desired opportunity to go over once again
the fearful and horrible details of the
recent mutiny.

“By the way, uncle Jimmy, suddenly
put in Harold, I see that One of your
brother officers has just died; an awful
death, too. Major Bromley, you know,

“What, Bromley dead!” ejaculated the
old man, “good Lord, who would have
thought it. An awful death ? What sort
of death, eh? How do you know? Who
told you ?”

“Why, I just saw it in the Times be¬
fore I left home. It said that Major
Bromley had died from the bite of one
of his pet cobras. It seems he used to
keep the brutes.”

“That’s a lie! That’s what it is! It’s
a lie! Bromley never kept pet cobras.
Why, boy, he always hated them; scared
as the mischief of them. I knew Brom¬

ley well.”
“Well, uncle, no doubt you did, but

they found the cobra in his room all
right, and they found the punctures in
his thigh. It seems he must have fought
the ugly brute.”

Harold stopped short and gazed with
astonishment at his uncle. The Major
seemed to be in a perfect agony of fright.
His face was as white as a sheet and he
trembled violently. He was talking to
himself in a quick, excited manner and
his breath came in short, sudden gasps.

Finally he broke out aloud. “Harold,
my boy, that was no accident. Bromley
was murdered, boy, murdered!.. That’s
what it is, murder !. . . .Ah !. . . .Ah!...”

“Now look here, uncle,” said the
young man, “let’s change the subject,
for heaven’s sake. You’re in one of your
moods tonight and I was an ass to break
the news to you. Come now, uncle
Jimmy, tell me, what sort of a vase did
you say that was? That large blue one
over there.”

“That vase, boy,” said the Major, as
his old face lit up once more with pleas¬
ure and interest, “I wouldn’t part with



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 173

that vase for ten thousand pounds, no,
not for twenty thousand. Why, Harold
that vase dates back to the second cen¬

tury. On the outside of the bowl there
is an illustrated life of Confucius, while
near the neck there is a. .. .Hello!. . . .

What’s this?” »

Bernard, the valet, entered the room

bearing a large green porcelain vase
which he placed on the table near the
Major. “Zat, monsieur, ees extraordi¬
naire, je ne sais pas comment diable. . . .

I vas sitting vis my wife on ze bench
near ze garden gate ven a man he come
viz zis big vase and say in English : ‘Gif
zis to Major Bentham vis compliments
and best vishes from an old friend,’ and
zen he turn and go avav and I see heem
no more.”

“That is rather remarkable, as you say,

Bernard; but no doubt it is some old
friend of yours, uncle, who remembered
that this is your birthday and wanted to
make you guess who he was.”

“Remarkable, remarkable," mused the
old man, as he ran his long bony fingers
along the side of the vase. “A beautiful
specimen, boy, wonderful specimen. I
see they have put a lot of loose moss in
it. Well, well, I’ll have it cleaned to¬
morrow morning and then I'll examine
it more carefully. It is very dirty but
the design seems exquisite. You may go
now, Bernard.”

“Pardon, monsieur, since monsieur’s
nephew ees here, I ask if monsieur will
not allow my vife and I go to ze fete at
Trianon to-night?”

“All right, Bernard.”
“Tank you, monsieur.”
“Well, uncle, what do you make of

that vase? I am no connoisseur, but it

certainly is unusually large, I can see
that." “It is unusually large and not
only that, the shape is’ most curious.
Fourth or fifth century, I judge. I have
a mind to study it tonight but no, I
am too tired. Tomorrow morning I’ll
.... Good God! Harold, did you hear
that?. . . .Harold! Harold! Do you know
what that was, boy? Do you know what
that was?” A low and melodious whistle
was heard, coming apparently from
somewhere in the garden. It was very
odd and extremely low and soft, but it
had a strange penetrative force. The
sounds came in a steady flow for a few
seconds, then stopped and resumed
again.

“Why, uncle, what’s the matter?....
That's probably that little boy who lives
next door playing on his clarinet. Why
we heard him often before this.”

“No, Harold, it isn’t that, my boy.
No one in Europe can play like that. I
know that well. Lock the door, boy, and
don't leave me, not a second. I know
what that is. Heard it often in India.
That’s a snake charmer’s whistle. The
whistle of death.. .The whistle of death.”

“Nonsense, uncle. Why I am positive
that there is no one in the garden. An
Indian snake charmer in Versailles! It's
absurd! There now, I’ve locked the
door, and now I am going to show you
that there isn’t a soul in the garden.”
Harold stepped over to the window but
hardly had he turned his back to the
room when he was suddenly startled by
a long, terrified shriek, and he turned
just in time to see the Major fall heavily
on his couch, stone dead. A frightful
expression was upon his face. His
mouth was wide open and his eyeballs
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stood out as if in terror. Horrified, the
young man bent over the prostrate form
of his uncle to satisfy himself that the
old man was quite beyond all human
help. It was undoubtedly death by heart
failure, caused by great and sudden
fright. But what had happened? What
had the Major seen?. .. .Harold’s eyes
wandered rapidly all over the room and
now they happened to light upon the
mantelpiece. Horrors! There was the
green vase, and out of its wide neck
could be discerned a long, thin black
form with a flat, almost circular head.
A huge cobra di capello !. . . .

Harold lost his presence of mind com¬

pletely. He let out a long terrified yell
and dropped into the nearest chair. The
great monster had about two feet of its
horrible form out of the vase and it
had been swinging its venomous head
slowly, mechanically, regularly, from
side to side like an inverted pendulum,
but at the shriek and excited movements

of Harold it stopped its lateral motion
and remained perfectly still, but only
for a second. Slowly but surely it be¬
gan to arise out of the vase, swelling its
hideous head and sliding it along the
edge of the mantelpiece, seeking a con¬
venient place to descend. Finally, with
terrifying slowness and assurance, it
chose one of the side columns and be¬

gan to coil itself about it. Then Harold
did about the worst thing that could
possibly be done under the circum¬
stances. With a superhuman efifort he
overcame his stupor and started, stag¬
gering across the room, /crying loudly
for help and looking vainly around him
for a weapon. The effect of this unfor¬
tunate maneuvre upon the huge rep¬
tile was almost electrical. The cobra

raised its head, which was swelling
rapidly, and quickly freeing himself
from the column, he slid down to the
carpet and started straight after Harold.
The young man had now reached the
door, but it was locked, and happening
to turn around, he saw the hideous
Death which was but a few feet away
from him. With one last despairing ef¬
fort he wrenched the doorknob furious¬

ly and turned the key frantically in all
directions. It was no use; something
was the matter with the lock; he was

doomed. The great snake was still
crawling with awful deliberation. Its
head was swelled to a circle and its

tongue darted out in quick furious
lashes. In a few second it stopped. It
seemed to measure the distance that

separated it from its helpless victim,
then it coiled, lowered its head....

Suddenly the strange music in the
garden resumed, and with greater loud¬
ness than before. The cobra stood per¬

fectly still. Then slowly, very slowly,
it raised its head, and gradually uncoil¬
ing itself, it turned and started towards
the open window. Harold’s great fear
was the only thing that saved his life
at that critical moment. Had he moved
one inch he never would have survived
his dreadful experience. The great
snake finally reached the window, still
under the influence of the strange, weird
sounds that came from the garden, and
the monster slid down, out of the room,

and out of sight.
Perfect silence followed, then the co¬

bra let itself down into the silk bag that
awaited it, and its master passed out of
the garden as quickly and as silently as
he had entered it.
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Some two hours later, the same per¬
son with his deadly charge was enter¬
ing a superb residence on the Avenue
Marceau, in Paris. He went straight
to the library, where an old man was

crouching in a big leather chair, fast
asleep. The newcomer, as he appeared
in the electric light, without his hat, re¬
vealed the features of a pure-blooded
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Hast Indian. On his forehead was the
well-known V sign of the god Siva-Kali.
The Indian touched his master lightly
upon the shoulder. The old man raised
his head slowly and said: “Well?”

The Indian bowed profoundly.
“Good!” ejaculated Captain Winton

“you have done well, you may go now.”
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Auntlu'r CEIirtatmaa iProhtgal
George: W.

Cold and shivering as if their very
bodies would fall apart, two tramps stood
in the fast falling snow. From the quiet
and solitude all about them one might
imagine them to be the only inhabitants
of the world around, and in truth at this
particular moment they were the only in
habitants of a sphere whose radius
though not commensurate with that of
the earth, still comprised quite a bit of
territory.

“Tex,” said one of our tattered twain,
“what’s next? This ain’t the first time
I’ve asked you that, but you started me
on this trail towards your country and I
got a hunch your dope’s wrong this
time.”

“I guess we’d better wait for the next
train, Pete, and see if the Pullmans are
all taken or not, anyhow the ‘brakies’
ain’t going to be no worse than they
have been.”

“If they are as bad we may just as well
say good-bye to the gay bright world
right here. This weather is woise than
I ever seen in all my life.”

Just then the rumble of an approaching
freight was borne to the ears of our ac¬

quaintances, if such they may be called.
They were near the summit of a long
grade, (having landed there, five min¬
utes before at the hands, or rather at the
feet of a couple of heartless brakemen)
and so found themselves in a good posi¬
tion for a hop on the next section, now

approaching.
The train came on and soon the “trav¬

elers” were in that perilous position be¬
tween two cars that is home to “knights

Repitti, T3.
of the road.” Here shielded from the

wind, they were warmed just a trifle and
resumed their interrupted conversation.

“Is there any place in the next burg
we can get some eats ? I got a hole in
me a butcher shop couldn’t fill.”

“Same here, Pete, but ain’t it time we

made a lift so we won’t have to be low¬

ering our dignity searching for eats.”
“Aw, let the lift slide if we can only get
the eats, still, if somebody puts some¬
thing in my pockets, I ain’t going to turn
my pants upside down.” “If we could
get some grub and then just a few pieces
of silver we would have a place to rest
the next time a blizzard gets restless.”

It may be gathered from the above
conversation that we have here met not

only two of the well-known species of
“tramps ordinary,” but a pair of experi¬
enced yeggmen as well. The town of
Steubenville had been their abode for
about three days, but they had become
too well acquainted in that locality; so
well acquainted, indeed, that they had
been quite forcibly urged by the con¬
stable to depart and that, too, before they
had gathered a sufficient store of provi¬
sions of any kind. Now, for almost two
days they had felt the pangs of hunger
and quite naturally did not wish to find
themselves in the same uncomfortable

position again.
Cramped and now thoroughly numb

with cold, Pete and Tex kept their pre¬
carious position for nearly two hours
until the long scream of the engine’s
whistle sounded the longed-for proxim¬
ity of a town. “Say, Pete, this is some
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burg we’ve run into here; ain’t you never
been down this way before?”

“No. I guess this is your beat, pard.
I’ve been all over the country, but I ain’t
seen Ohio since I was ten years old and
ran away from home.” And Pete, of the
hard and unshaven countenance, had a

husky note in his voice, husky even for
him.

The freight pulled slowly in and the
disembarkment of the tramps was this
time more dignified than their last.
“Come on, ’bo,” said Pete, “it must be
near two A. M. and the deacons here

ought all be in bed.
What do you say if we get warm and

then make a haul?” So with this com¬

mon purpose in mind they walked briskly
along swinging their arms around them
to keep from freezing. Soon they came
to a darkened house, that sat well back
from the road, surrounded by a lawn
covered with glistening snow and partly
hidden from vulgar view by trees
veneered with ice. It was by far the
most prepossessing of any residence in
the neighborhood, and to our friends
seemed to have been made especially for
them. So, when they reached the yard
unseen, they stealthily took shelter on the
veranda. No lights were lit within and
the would-be intruders crept around until
they came to the kitchen window, which,
as expected, was found locked. It was

merely fastened, however, by an old-
fashioned catch, and when Tex inserted
his knife blade between the upper and
lower sash the latch very obediently
yielded to his skillful manipulation and
it took but a moment to open the window
and find warmth within, over the kitchen
range. Had their thoughts ever dwelt

on higher things they would have prayed
that Heaven might be like this. Soon
their flesh, drawn and blue, took on a

warmer and more natural hue, nor was it
long before they were restored to their
normal condition except for their appe¬
tites, which they had not satisfied as yet.

The next move was towards the refrig-
gerator, and as Tex opened the door the
sight they saw was nearly the cause of
two “weary-willies” deaths. “Holy
Mike,” whispered Tex, “is this Andrew
Carnegie’s or is tomorrow the day for
the Prodigal’s return?” “We’re going to
be the prodigals here, I guess,” glowed
Pete. For here was a huge turkey,
(though, alas, it had not yet been
cooked) and a couple of rabbits, chickens
and a ham which last looked better than
all else to their starved eyes, as it was
eatable here and now. Pete, on a tour
all his own, had discovered a bread and
cake box and thought he was dreaming
as his eyes took in several fruitcakes, big
and black, and at least half a dozen loaves
of bread. Suffice it to say that there was

quite a lessening of the larder before the
lavenous appetites of the men had been
appeased. “Well, Tex, I ain’t going to
be in this same fix again,” said Pete, as
he went to the refrigerator and brought
back the turkey, dangling by its legs.
“You ain’t got nothin' on me, ’bo,” his
companion retorted, and brought out the
rabbits and chickens. They looked around
and found a basket which seemed just
made to hold their self-imposed burden.
“Well, we’ll just load up here and put
the basket near the door, in case we have
an engagement calling for us to leave
early. I ain’t in a hurry to leave now

though, it’s nice and warm in here.”
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“That’s so, but if this family’s got any¬

thing worth having we had better take
it and then find a bed in ‘Hotel Barn.’ ”

Now the intruders entered the dining
room and this, too, seemed very com¬

fortably furnished. “Pst-t-t,” said Pete,
“we won’t take anything here yet, but
come on and see what else we can find.
Forks and spoons are too bulky.” So on

they went down a broad hall and came
to the library. They entered, and as the
shutters were drawn, shut the door and
switched on the lights. “Gee, it must
be Christmas,” guardedly ejaculated
Pete, for before them, in all its splendor,
stood a big Christmas tree. Little round
balls of all colors, long streams of tinsel
trimmings and tiny electric bulbs of blue
and red and white nearly covered the
green of the beautiful pine and beneath
the tree stood a rocking horse, dolls,
soldiers and steam engines, toy trains
and everything that would bring joy
to children’s hearts.

The two figures, who alone in all the
room, were not a part of the picture,
were speechless, too much surprised to
utter a sound, for Christmas to Pete the
tough brought back memories of days
long, long passed, but these memories
gathered sweetness from the very faint¬
ness of their recollection.

Christmas to Tex meant not so much;
he had never known a home, but he had
always thought that those to whom
Christmas did come dwelt in a higher
plane than he. While taking a survey
of the room Pete’s eye fell on a table
on which were three small boxes, two
very little and of cubical shape, the third
a trifle larger and . flat. “Say, Tex, get
v/ise to the Tiffany display,” he whis¬

pered to his pal, and they both went over
to inspect the table. The two little boxes
contained diamond rings, the most beau¬
tiful the tramps had ever seen; the larger
box held a pearl necklace and the value
of it to these “knights of the road”
meant a fortune. All three boxes were

now in Tex’s pocket, but Pete somehow
did not seem happy. “Friend, it’s Christ¬
mas,” he said. “I remember some one
used to tell me this was the day for all
men to wish each other well. No wrong
should be done on Christmas. Someone

expects to get those ‘glims’ tomorrow,
and think how unhappy they would be
to find them gone. We have gotten
along so far without lots of coin and we
wouldn’t know what to do with it now.”
“We can’t starve. I suppose you will be
telling me next to leave the grub be¬
hind,” remonstrated Tex. “Sure, we’ll
take some fruit for the present and put
everything else back and come around
and ask for it later. Missing Christmas
dinner means more to some folks than
for us not to eat for a whole month. Put
back the jewelry, Tex.”

Tex fumbled about his pockets and
one by one out came the boxes. Pete
picked one up and opened it. Tt was

empty. His eyes took on a steely glint
and he squared his jaw as Tex shame¬
facedly produced the three pieces of jew¬
elry and put them back. Just then a
clock struck five, and as the intruders
were about to make their exits a step
was heard coming toward the door. Tex,
with incredible speed and silence,
switched off the lights, pulled out the
bookcase, slid behind and pulled the case
after him. Pete slid under the lounge.
On went the lights and an elderly lady,
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small and with a gentle face, came in,
and, smiling, started to fill two stock¬
ings that were hanging over the fire¬
place. She finished, and sitting down at
the table, stared vacantly at the glitter¬
ing jewels, and then began to speak soft¬
ly and slowly to herself. “Just think of
all my poor boy has missed since he left
us,” she mused dreamily aloud. “We
little thought we would be able to give
the presents we can now afford and en¬

joy the luxury that we do. I could never
imagine why he left, even though times
were hard. Oh, good Lord! If you
would only bring him back for today
what a merry Christmas we would have
indeed. I would know even now that
scar on his arm and the peculiar brown
spot above his eye.” To' Pete, under the
lounge, her voice from the first had
seemed strangely familiar, but when she
spoke of the eyes and mentioned the scar

it all came back to him. With never a

thought of his appearance, unkempt and
unshaven, he crawled from under the
couch and softly called, “Mother, moth¬
er !” She advanced a step forward,
seeming not to notice the ragged costume
or hardened face of the man, but only to
hear his voice and look into his eyes.
He bared his arm. “My son,” she cried,
embracing him.

Then, arm in arm, they walked about
the house talking of what happened since
that day of his departure twenty years
ago. And finally Pete’s thoughts return¬
ing to Tex. “Just a minute, mother,”
he said, and returning to the library
looked behind the bookcase. “Pard” was

gone, so were the jewels, but on further
inspection the turkey was found to be
still where they had left it and later on
in the day took the place of the fatted
calf.
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tilu' (Enlk'yp (Chirk
Thomas F. Gurry, T6.

Cling-clang! cling-clang!! went the
tolling of a bell, whose resonant tones
vibrating and revibrating on the still
night air brought me to my feet and to
the window with great dispatch. What
was it? Where did it come from? What
could it mean ? All these puzzling ques¬
tions and a hundred more clamored for
an answer as they crowded into my star¬
tled brain. Surely, thought I, there must
be a fire or else some clarion-tongued
sentinel is summoning the college to hear
a momentous announcement. But, how¬
ever insistent the alarm the effect was

unnoticeable; leisurely footsteps sounded
in the quiet corridors; the murmur of
subdued voices floated in on the breeze.
The routine was unbroken. Looking in
the direction from which the tolling
came, I espied nothing more terrible than
the college clock heralding the hour far
and wide from its place in the tower.
Such a sturdy old clock could not but
impress me, so resuming once more my
comfortable armchair, thoughts of clocks
and their important place in this highly
civilized world of ours, kept intruding
themselves upon me.

That first thrill lives but in memory.
The old clock no longer startles, it is no

longer an interloper on my quiet even¬

ings, but an integral part of the college
life. Cling-clang, cling-clang, all day
long. I hear it ringing the quarters and
halves and hours away. In the early
morning it breaks in upon my peaceful
slumbers, through the busy periods of
the day it sounds an accompaniment to

my search for knowledge, and when at
last the evening comes it lulls me to sleep
with the monotony of its ringing.

This college clock of ours is no com¬
monplace machine, but a dignified pomp¬
ous timepiece as befits its exalted sta¬
tion. High in its tower, as if conscious
of its importance, it seerps to lord it over
the college. Professor and pupil, tyro
and prefect, all bow before its sway.
Within its whirring wheels and mighty
springs rest the equanimity of the school.
Let once those golden hands stop or hesi¬
tate in their hourly round and havoc is
wrought. Gone is accustomed order and
chaos reigns in its stead. But there’s
never a pause in its ringing. As regular
as the sun itself it gives its quarterly
summons to high and low. How dismal
is its tolling when it calls to study! How
glad its peal when it tells us we are free!
How quickly it races through our holi¬
days and how slowly it counts the hours
of work!

The college clock has long welcomed
incoming classes to Georgetown, holding
out to them bright prospects for the fu¬
ture in its clear sounding peal, yet warn¬
ing them of the flying moments full of
worth and opportunity, ever coming, ever

going, never to return. It has sounded
each hour of their college life for good
or for evil; it has counted their failures;
it has numbered their successes; it has
watched each blow struck in the forming
of the characters which will represent
before the world all that is noble and all
that is base in them.
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Graduating classes turning their backs
on Georgetown and college life with
countenances full of hope and determina¬
tion, with the whole world lying at their
feet have heard the old clock chime the

hour, the hour of their entrance upon
that life work for which they have so

long waited, so long prepared. What a

strange sound it must have at that su¬
preme hour! How like the funeral knell
of a departed friend, as it tolls the end
of student days, yet how like the chimes
of hope, as it breaks the bonds of school¬
boy rule and sends them forth full grown
men. What a crowd of recollections it
must summon up! What mingled feel¬
ings of gladness and regret! What sighs
for opportunity lost, what smiles for vic¬
tories won!

That clocks have figured prominently
in the history of men is certainly true
and that they will continue to do so
until some other method of computing
time dawns upon the intellect of genius
is also above the suspicion of doubt. As
the sun-dial supplanted the candle and
the clock in turn replaced the dial, we

may at least hazard the opinion that one

day as man some other device will stand
in our corners and decorate our tower

fronts. But we may feel secure that the
flitting hours will be capably registered
by the old tower clock at Georgetown,
faithfully keeping its lonely vigil night
and day; summer and winter • year in,
year out; yea, in seterum.

V
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Christmas tur
Ed. Barrett, T5.

ANTON leaned far back in
his large desk chair and
whistled softly as he thought
of his wonderful success dur¬

ing the last few years. Indeed, he might
well be .pleased, for now he realized that
he was a man of no small means and
that all his great labors were more than
repaid. He took up the last edition of
the reports of stocks and slowly scanned
the items; finally his eyes rested on the
“Union Pacific;” he held the largest
number of shares in this great railroad.
She closed more than 3 per cent, ahead
of yesterday’s openings. Silently he
counted up his profits of the day in the
margin. His face lighted up and a sup¬

pressed smile stole over his lips as he
viewed the figures, five hundred thou¬
sand dollars, quite a fortune in itself.

Meantime in a room just off Mr. Can-
ton’s private office, were a number of
clerks sitting on high stools figuring out
on a sheet before them a large list of
numbers. All were restless, and more

than one of them openly expressed their
views on their employer. One young
clerk who in his excitement was pacing
the floor came to a sudden halt and ex¬

claimed: “This is too much, here it is
seven o’clock and not a bite to eat;
Christmas Eve, too, and I am sure you

boys want to get away as much as I
do. I have a mind to go in there and
tell him what I think.” Doubtless the
others thought the same way, but they
did not show their feelings in such a
demonstrative way.

After recovering from his little finan¬
cial dream Ganton looked up at the large
clock; it was just five minutes after
seven, considerably later than his usual
hour for leaving, but this day had been
a very busy one. He got up and went
over to the window; it was still snow¬
ing as hard as when he had come to the
office that morning. He looked down
at the crowds below hurrying to and fro,
and noticed that the streets were crowd¬
ed more than usual this evening. He
could not account for it until his eyes
rested upon a bill board on which in
large letters were these words: “A
Merry Xmas to All.” “Christmas?” He
repeated. It was the first time he had
thought of that great feast; he had been
so wrapped up in business that Christ¬
mas had not even entered his mind. He
turned from the window and sat down

again. “A Merry Christmas to All,” he
thought. What was Christmas to him
now ? The words seemed foreign to
him. Ah, yes, there was a time, the far
off happy time of childhood, when
Christmas had a charm for him. What
a promising lad he had been! Idolized
by his family; loved by all. Then there
were his school days, and the time of
his first communion; what a happy day
that had been! His days at college too
gave promise of a great future; he had
been chosen president of his class be¬
cause of his great executive ability.
Then his first days in the Stock Ex¬
change ! Visions of great wealth loomed
up before him. Then another phase of
his life flashes before him—the young



184 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

girl whom he intended to marry is
quickly forgotten and the idea of wealth
takes her place. Sweet visions of her
face pass before him. Then the other
side of his life appears; his attention to
God. Yes he was taught all through his
young days to keep the Blessed Sacra¬
ment near him, but now there was an¬
other God in his tabernacle—the God
MONEY! That was the God he kept
close to now. In his efforts to attain
wealth he had forgotten the God of his
childhood, the true Jesus. But he had
become hardened to this and soon every
trace of his early piety left him and
gold was his all-absorbing thought. Ris¬
ing suddenly from this reverie Ganton
gave a few hasty orders to his clerks
and without so much as a “Merry
Christmas” he went out into the night.
He thought a walk home would do him
good, as his head was aching after his
long day’s work. The streets were
crowded with people and everybody
walked briskly to keep warm. The
crowd was in a very humorous mood
and every one seemed in excellent
spirits; this provoked Ganton, and the
continual merriment he met with seemed
aimed directly at him. In his eagerness
to move along quickly he bumped into
a lad carying some packages. The little
fellow fell and at the same time Ganton
heard a smash of broken glass; he did
not stop however, but continued on his
way. At the next crosing he was com¬

pelled to walk out in the deep snow of
the street because of a large wagon that
blocked the way. The driver struggled
hard to make his two horses get a foot¬
hold in order to remove the obstruction,
but in vain. Ganton, enraged at having

to walk out in the snow around the

wagon, abused the poor driver roundly.
The latter made no reply, but kept on

urging his horses. •

Arriving home, Ganton ascended the
steps of his marble house, which he had
recently bought. It was one of the finest
in the city and was always admired by
passers-by. He opened the huge ma¬

hogany door with his latch key and
stepped into his palatial house; and im¬
mediately two servants in fine livery re¬
moved his outer garments. The interior
of his home was magnificent; he had
obtained for it everything that money
could buy; his gallery was noted for
its priceless collection of art, and every
detail in the house showed the owner to

be a man of exceptional judgment.
Without a word to his servants, he went

straight up to his library, where a large,
bright fire burned cheerfully; dropping
into an easy chair he began to stare
blankly into the huge grate. Going over
the events of the day Ganton was pleased
at the thought of his success, but some¬
how or other a strange feeling began to
creep over him—a feeling he never be¬
fore experienced. He remembered the
voices of happy children he heard that
evening from the houses on his way
home. Every one had seemed so cheer¬
ful ; here amidst luxury everything is
so silent; no children’s voices; no glad
tidings. Christmas Eve in his great
empty mansion! The death-like silence
of the place haunted him, and for the
first time in his life Ganton was lonely,
really lonely, and felt how powerless
wealth was to buy the great gifts that
would fill up the void in his poor human
heart. This strange unaccountable feel-
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ing of loneliness grew with the minutes
as they passed; others followed in its
train. A sudden desire comes of doing
some great kindness for his fellow men,
and, strangest of all, Ganton feels like
doing what he had not done for twenty-
five years—he feels like praying. He
can stand the strain no longer; button¬
ing his great fur coat about him, he goes
out again into the streets. The snow
had ceased falling and countless stars
shone in the clear heavens. The streets

were more quiet now than they had been
earlier in the evening and a deep peace
seemed to have fallen upon all the
earth. He had not gone far when he
met a little lad who asked the time.

“Why do you want to know the time?”
said Ganton to the little fellow. “I want

to be in time for the midnight mass,
sir,” returned the youngster. “The mid¬
night mass,” unconsciously repeated
Ganton. Somehow or other these words

semed familiar to him; where had he
heard them ? Ah! yes, he remembers
now, it was in his boyhood; his dear
mother always took him to this mass at
Christmas. It had been many a year
since his last midnight mass, and yet,
all through the storm-tossed, restless
vears, through the years of striving and
sordid ambition he can still see the sweet

vision of his mother leaning over him
and telling him he must be up and ready
for the midnight mass. It was only ten
o’clock and Ganton asked the boy where
he was going in the meantime. The boy
replied that he thought he would wander
along the avenue and look at the win¬
dows. “There is not much Christmas
at home for us,” said the poor lad,
‘father works until late and poor mother

is sick; I had some medicine for her to¬
night, but a man bumped into me and
knocked it out of my hand.” Ganton
felt as though some one had plunged a

dagger into his heart; as he listened to
the boy’s story, cold as the night was,
the perspiration stood out on his brow;
he felt like a murderer. It seemed that
the crash of breaking glass would never

stop ringing in his ears. He was the
one who had knocked the boy down. He
pictured the poor lad’s mother waiting
for her son’s return and the relief that

the medicine would bring her, then the
bitter disappointment when her boy re¬
turned without the long-wished for re¬
lief. Hailing a passing sleigh Ganton
without a moment’s delay tells the little
fellow to jump in and orders the driver
to take them to the nearest department
store. In fifteen minutes they are at
one of the largest stores in the city; the
poor lad is bewildered, he had never
been in a place like it before—and the
sight dazzled him. Ganton takes him
by the hand and together they travel
through the great store like happy fa¬
ther and son. The lad looked doubt¬

fully once or twice at his benefactor but
Ganton felt like buying the whole world
that night and told the boy to choose
the best and brightest things he could
see. After an hour of this Ganton and
his little friend started off with a well-
loaded sleigh to distribute packages of
every description to a number of poor
families known to the lad. After each
little house was cared for and made

happy Ganton sent a message to his own
doctor, bidding him give the best of at¬
tention to the mother of his little com¬

panion. It was now a quarter to twelve;



186 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

Ganton ordered the driver to take them
to the church, and just as they neared
the door, the chimes rang out clearly
the Xmas hymn “Adeste Fideles.” Each
note roused in him a feeling that had
been dead for years. Then Ganton and
the boy ascended the steps of the church
together, those steps which he had not
trodden upon in so many years. His
heart beat high, why, he knew not; but
the sight of the great altar aglow with
its brilliant lights, the hundreds of silent
figures gazing thoughtfully upon the In¬
fant in His lowly crib, opened again the
gates of inemorv; old scenes and long
forgotten faces flittered by; all the past
seemed like a huge shadow.

Only one face seemed to look upon
him kindly from all those years and

that was his mother’s as she called him
to the midnight mass. Gold had been
his friend and he had forgotten to make
friends of his fellow beings; but tonight
was to be the turning point in his life.
He heard the priest talking of peace on
earth to men of good will, and about the
message of the angel. A new world had
been thrown open to him—a world that
had been closed for years by the heart¬
less vision of wealth—a world where
human hearts toil with one another side

by side in their journey to the home of
the Eternal Father. The shepherds of
old had an angel to bring them the "tid¬
ings of great joy,” but tonight Ganton’s
messenger was a little boy on his way
to midnight mass.
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(Eliriatmaa HUmt.
HB first faint streaks of saffron light
Steal o'er a slumbering domain,
The out-posts of a new-born day,
Foretelling happiness amain.

The chimes in yonder church peal forth
Their iron music far and zvide,
Proclaiming to its pious flock
The advent of a Christmas Tide.

The sun appears far in the east,
And sending forth its gladd’ning beam,
Bestozvs upon a cold, bleak world
It's zvarmth, and ray of light supreme.

The joy and merriment of all,
Remind us on this peaceful morn,
Some nineteen hundred years ago
In Bethlehem, a Child was born.

J. A. Lamorelle, T3.
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A iUniimt (EIjnfltmaa Jht UrtbU'hrm
A Paiif jHrmit iHg Hutru

J. Frank Leary, T3.

Approaching rapidly as we are the
great festival of Christmas our thoughts
perchance unconsciously inquire, what is
the solemnity that today attends this
feast in Bethlehem, where the very first
Christmas occurred.

If we in imagination look for magnifi¬
cent splendors that dazzle the eye, par¬
taken in by priests and people of the
various rites of the Church gathered
here; or if our fears lead us to believe
that the Turks are able to prevent the
Christians from keeping holy this, their
dearest day, we are led into like exag¬

geration.
It would be well first to observe the

changes that have come to pass in these
nineteen hundred years in this old vil¬
lage. Once Bethlehem was the capital
of a populous tribe, an ancient and noble
town, the imperial city of David. Its
dwellings were of the style and material
prevalent in that age, made of stones
and simply and rudely constructed. It
lay on a slight elevation, with the neigh¬
boring hills surrounding it. The land
was not more barren than the rocky and
desert soil of the rest of Judea, suitable
for the flocks of sheep and goats to graze

upon; while scattered about promiscu¬
ously were patches of fertile ground, that
were converted into wheat fields and gar¬
dens.

Today, however, these conditions are

vastly changed. Distant about six miles
from Jerusalem the modern Bethlehem
is situated on the summits of two hills,

a little to the southwest of the ancient

city. ’Tis true the same rocky mountain
sides and the same sandy soil remain.
But the houses are more numerous and
their styles have changed. The churches
in their varied designs bespeak the dif¬
ferent ages in which they were erected,
and conspicuous for the many repairs
made to them, stand as mute witnesses
to hard-earned victories of the Crusaders
over the Saracens. Indeed, the Moham¬
medans may now have no temples in
Bethlehem and their number is quite
negligible, but the very fact that even
so few are in the city testifies to the
presence and eternal vigilance of these
enemies of Christianity.

The Roman Governors are no more;

and the Jews are almost unseen, in this
their once proud boast, Bethlehem. In
Jerusalem they live, for the most part in
poverty, misery and wretched squalor.
They seem a separate and mysterious
race, apart from the rest of humanity,
the very outcast of mankind.

The present population of Bethlehem
is about eight thousand, nearly all of
which is Christian. The Roman Catho¬
lics compose approximately two-thirds of
this number and the Greek Schismatics
include the remainder. The Catholic re¬

ligion flourishes today in Bethlehem as
nowhere else in Syria. The various or¬
ders of the Church, Brothers, Sisters and
priests have established here schools, or¬

phanages, hospitals, convents and novi¬
tiates. The Sisters of St. Joseph, the
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Christian Brothers, the Salesian Fathers
of Dom Bosco, the Carmelite Nuns and
the Franciscan Fathers are all located in
this village.

On Christmas Day great crowds of
visitors pour in upon the city, anxious
to attend the celebration at the Grotto
of the Nativity. This is a large church
built upon the traditional site of the
Stable of Bethlehem. It contains not a

few altars, among which are the altar of
the manger, the altar of the Holy Inno¬
cents, the altar of St. Jerome’s dwelling
in the cave, the altar of St. Joseph and
others. The chief attraction is the altar
of the Manger, erected in the cave that
legend assigns as the exact place of the;
birth of Christ. Solemn Mass is chanted
here at mid-night and followed by low
masses until well in the afternoon. The
Franciscan Fathers have possession of
this Church, but they are very hospitable
to visiting priests, whom they permit to
officiate at all the altars of which they
have charge.

Catholics of all nationalities attend the

festivities, not only at this Grotto, where
the limited space permits of small num¬
bers, but throughout the city, at the vari¬
ous other Churches. One may see near¬

ly every race and nation represented.
From all of Europe, from every Republic

of the Americas, from South Africa and
the Orient do they gather. And what is
still more wonderful, many pious Arabs,
converts to Catholicity, are seen worship¬
ping most devoutly. Bronzed, bare¬
breasted, bearded men that they are, poor
but honest shepherds and tillers of the
soil, they remind one of the shepherds
to whom the great message came in the
fields near this village when Christ was
born.

Today religious quarrels rarely occur
in Bethlehem between the Christians and
the Moslems. There has been constant

warfare and even bloodshed between
the Greek priests, Schismatics and the
Franciscans for the protection and pos¬
session of these holy places, which has
been so bitter as to involve a whole his¬
tory of trickery and deceit on the part
of the Greeks and the Turks, uniting
against the Roman Catholics.

This harsh and hostile feeling cannot
but be regretted by every Christian.
Nevertheless, in the face of it, the sacred¬
ness and the hallowness of Bethlehem
cannot be denied it or taken from it;
and if you ever have the good fortune to
set foot in this village, you will know
with certainty that here is the very place
where was sung the first "Gloria in Ex-
celsis Deo.”
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Ham Nntvs
Alfred J. Bonomo, T4.

During the past month Hon. William
Jennings Bryan addressed the students
of the Law School, taking “Faith” as
his subject. Professor Douglas intro¬
duced the speaker, referring to him as
“The most distinguished private citizen
in the country.”

Mr. Douglas said in part: “Some
years ago, speaking from this very plat¬
form to the students of Georgetown
Law School, the same distinguished citi¬
zen who is to speak to you this evening
spoke then to Georgetown on the sub¬
ject of the value of an ideal. Since that
time I have heard the echoes of that

great speech from almost every quar¬
ter of our great country. * * * Not
only that, my young friends, he has lived
his ideal; he has lived his principles in
behalf of the beloved of humanity.

“It is my pleasure, and it is my great
honor to present to you the most dis¬
tinguished private citizen in America. I
present to you Mr. Bryan.”

This was not the first appearance of
Mr. Bryan at the Law School, for sev¬
eral years ago he spoke on the subject
of “Ideals.” His son, William Jennings
Bryan, Jr., is enrolled among the first
year men, and has been elected to the
presidency of the class.

At recent meetings of the Senior and
Junior Debating Societies elections of
officers for the current school year were
held, with the following results: Senior
Society, Mr. Horace H. Hagan, Okla¬
homa City, Okla., President; Mr. H. S.
Yohe, Tower City, Pa., Vice-President;
Mr. Carl Unger, Shoemakerville, Pa.,
Secretary, and Mr. Benjamin Matthews,
Gainesville, Ga., Treasurer.

Junior Society, Mr. Harold H. Bea-
com, El Reno, Okla., President; Mr.
McGill Conner. Chattanooga, Tenn.,
Vice - President; Mr. Charles Fahy,
Rome, Ga., Secretary; Mr. Alfred J.
Bonomo, New Orleans, La., Treasurer,
and Mr. Albert McGinn, Portsmouth,
Iowa, Sergeant-at-Arms.
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Utehtral Notes
“See Jay Are./’ ’15.

The class of 1914 have wisely chosen
as their officers for the ensuing term:
President, A. W. Mahoney; Vice-Presi¬
dent, H. J. Tate; Secretary, J. D. Mc¬
Guire, and Treasurer, R. A. Thornley.
These men are earnest workers, both for
their classes and as students, and a great
deal of honor is attached to the fact that

they are the chosen ones of so notable
a class.

For the past two years our medical
work has been made up entirely of lec¬
tures, recitations and laboratory work,
which impresses one as rather monoto¬
nous when considering that classes are
held every day, excepting Sunday, and
extending from 9 A. M. until fi P. M.
But such is the natural routine of a

medical school and one takes great
pleasure in welcoming his entree into
the Junior class; for here, the ideas of a
student are more like his original
dreams, when he at first contemplated
the study of medicine; for here he is
brought in contact with noted surgeons,
practitioners and specialists and his life
is passed in and out of various hospitals.
Here he feels the reason for earnest ap¬

plication to his medical studies and he
looks forward and sees the good that he
will be able to accomplish in future
years.

The recent interest displayed by sev¬
eral members of one of the lower classes
in nearby racetracks was all for the
sake of the study of comparative anat¬
omy, so we are told. Or did the rumor
run that they were contemplating the
study of veterinary medicine?

A certain somnolent gentleman rudely
aroused from his noonday reveries in¬
quired, “Doctor, are there any bacteria
at the North Pole?” And in those dul¬

cet tones we have come to know so well,
the crushing retort was given, “Well, a
number of bugs have gone there.”

We have learned, perhaps from un¬
reliable authority, that one who from his
name we should judge him to be “the
man who put the ire in the Irish,”
has complained regarding the excessive
weight of the class medal he says he won
last year. The fact that it wasn’t men¬
tioned in the school catalogue is a mere

oversight of course or a typographical
error.

tjnttal Notea
^rmor

F. A. Laley, Editor.

The Senior class began the year s work
by the election of the following officers:
James A. McGovern, of Reading, Pa.,
President; John N. Russell, of Meriden,
Conn., Vice-President; Alphonsus B.

McVeigh, of Wilmington, Del., Secre-
tarv; Frank A. Lally, of Wilmington,
Del.. Treasurer, and John T. Ready, of
Washington, D. C., Sergeant- at-Arms.

All the boys, we are glad to announce,
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are with us for the "last lap/’ with the
exception of Charles B. Hobbs, who is
protecting Uncle Sam’s interests in
Cuba; William J. Finan, now at the U.
of P.; H. N. Weston, who is ill at his
home in Maine, and Lloyd Whitaker,
who will become a "Knight of the Mo¬
lars” next June at a recognized dental
school in Ohio. We regret the loss of
these distinguished gentlemen, as we
were looking forward with pride to have
them receive the honors of graduation
with us at dear old Georgetown next
June. Though absent, a bond of sympa¬
thy and good fellowship unites us which
neither time nor space, we trust, will tear
asunder.

The dignified Seniors began their
practical work with a rush. Many who
had spent their vacation at home, re¬
turned on the very first day the Dental
School threw open its familiar doors in
welcome. Others, more or less favored,

depending on the aspect you may take
of the matter, preferred to sacrifice the
ease and pleasures of vacation to the ac¬

quisition of a thorough working knowl¬
edge of their profession in the Dental
Infirmary. But all of us can be seen
each day about noon garbed in immacu¬
late white awaiting the "next victim.’'
But the so-called "victims” are made to

feel like honored guests, for they are
most cordially entertained while in the
"chair.” Anecdotes and antidotes are

present in abundance. After the admin¬
istration of "laughing gas,” these pa¬
tient victims are metamorphosed into
princes and princesses, kings of Wall
Street, luminaries of the "diamond,”
heroes of the gridiron, etc., at least they
were a "few moments ago,” they will
assure you. ’Tis almost cruel to disturb
their dreams of delightful fantastical il¬
lusions. But the dental chair is no place
for long, protracted illusions.

"All work and no play makes Jack a
dull boy.” Realizing the truth of this
adage, which seems to us as vivid and
as pregnant of meaning as in the san¬

guine days of boyhood, we joined our

distinguished brothers from the Medi¬
cal and Law Schools on the occasion of
the Virginia football game, and marched,
bedecked in Blue and Gray, with our
hearts attuned to the music, and our

fighting spirits primed for the fray. You
all know the result of the see-saw strug¬
gle. Though the Orange and Black
gave us a scare, our boys did not lose
heart. For, the motto of "Potomac’s
Eldest Daughter” is "Never Give Up.”

Kre long Captain Jack Hegarty, our
well-beloved classmate, passed along the
watchword to his teammates whom he
had directed so cleverly that day. There
was a moment of breathless suspense,
but it only lasted a moment; for in the
twinkling of an eye the pigskin was seen
sailing beautifuly and gracefully be¬
tween the goal posts. Harry Costello’s
ever-faithful toe won the day. Ten thou¬
sand enthusiasts went wild, and the Uni¬
versity boys were so elated that they
fairly swept their hero ofif his feet and
carried him about as if in a classic trium¬

phal procession.
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Dr. Hint. N. limum limuirriL
The students of the entire Univer¬

sity and of Dental Department in par¬
ticular are gratified to learn of the ap¬
pointment of Dr. Wm. N. Cogan, the
highly esteemed dean of the Dental
School, to the honored office of the Re¬
corder of the Board of Dental Exam¬
iners for the United States Navy. His
duties in this new capacity, we are glad
to remark, will by no means conflict with
his work as dean of the Dental School.

This honor comes to Dr. Cogan as
a well-merited reward for years of pa¬
tient toil and unselfish devotion to the
cause of dentistry at Georgetown Uni¬
versity. Few of the students are aware
that Dr. Cogan was one of the principal
founders of our Dental School. The
school came into existence in the year
1901, when Father Whitney, S. J., was

president of the University. Dr. Cogan
had been dean and treasurer of the

Washington Dental College, and when
this college was merged with George¬
town, in 1901, he was elected dean, and
has held that office ever since. Thirteen
students enrolled the first year. Since
that time the school has been increasing
in point of numbers and efficiency, un¬
til today the student body numbers 140,
and the school holds high rank among
the best recognized dental institutions of
the United States. Dr. Cogan and his
corps of able professors deserve great
credit for the excellent work that has
been accomplished since the Dental
School was founded.

Dr. Cogan, the dental students con¬

gratulate you, and wish you well in your
new field of endeavor.

iJmtinr.

We, Junior “Dents,” are going to
have our annual class banquet at Gold-
enstroth's, December 4, this year, and
a rousing time is anticipated.

We are sorry to lose Dr. Allen, our
Professor of Operative Dentistry, but
we all wish him a very pleasant journey
on his extended world tour. During his
absence, Dr. Casteel will have charge of
this course and it is nedless to say that
evervone was glad to hear of his selec¬
tion.

At the Anatomy Quiz the other night
some of the boys were wondering if
there was any old spinal cord and vow¬
ing thev would delve deeper into Cun¬
ningham’s hereafter.

The boys were certainly crazy about
that “Virginny” game—Emma Trentini,
at the National, likely thought so. Ev¬
erybody was happy.

Wonder why our genial President
(Payton) is looking so sad these days?
Perhaps a certain “person” up in Brock¬
ton could explain.

Ask Daily, Fitzpatrick and Desmond
what they know about spotting slides in
histology. Dr. Hamilton knows.

Hefferan is looking happy these days
—guess that metal plate must have been
O. K’d.
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iFn'aljnmt.
It’s hardly necessary to mention the

fact that the Class of 1915 was well

represented at the Georgetown-Virginia
game. This was amply testified to by
the volume of lusty cheering.

Mr. N. D. Coan and Mr. W. F. Hinds

were the honored guests at a royal fudge
party given by the “Big Four.” Five

dollars reward for any person who can

prove this statement untrue.
Due to the originality of a member

of the Dental Class of 1915, a great
many laughs were had at the expense
of Virginia, when her goal was paraded
about the field by Max Rosenthal. Con¬
gratulations, Max!
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<Uu' (Enllwjp.

tSmnr

James P. Needham, ’13.

With our heads crow ded full of mar¬

velous tales about our Thanksgiving holi¬
days, and our palates tantalizingly re¬

membering each delicately delightful sen¬
sation they experienced while helping us
to enjoy those wonderful turkey-dinners
at home and also at other peoples’ homes
to which we were so very fortunate as
to be asked—our thoughts perforce are
beginning to console us in our yearning
for those late delights by softly intimat¬
ing that Santa Claus will soon be on his
way to our homes and that our parents
must have us by the family fireside so
that Santa’s kindly eyes and heart may
not be shocked by being forced to see

our places in the home circle vacant and
cheerless.

Along with these pleasant illusions to
past happinesses and jollities to come—

especially with references to Christmas-
Tide’s approach there looms up the near¬

spectre of the first term of the scholastic
year of 1912-1913 which soon is to be¬
come matter to be dilated upon as his¬
tory, past and irrevocable. Have we used
well the hours assigned to us for classes
and the work incident to their prepara¬

tion? Or have we only contrived to let
them slip along with scarcely a careful
thought beyond what was necessary to
enable us to avoid disciplinary displeas-
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ure? We doubt not but that the first

question will receive an answer more or
less in the affirmative from the most of
us. As for the second query, we believe
that it is almost a useless one, for none
of us are willing' to be counted good just
because the law says we must be good—
and if any of us have, by any awful
chance of impelling circumstances, found
it necessary to be good because we had to
let us be very properly displeased with
ourselves and not forget that there is a

big stretch of time between Yuletide and
Junetime in which to make amends and
progress. It is here suggested that many

people make New Year’s a day for mak¬
ing good resolutions for the future.

But while keeping these ideas in tne
most accessible parts of our brain, let's
pass over them, for the nonce, and make
ready to enjoy the coming festive sea¬
son, radiating from the Blessed Christ-
Child’s Day, by clearing our hearts of
any regrets for time misspent by apply¬
ing ourselves during the few days re¬

maining before we bundle into the bus¬
tling quietude of our own homes to wish
one and all of our relatives and friends

a Merry Christmas. Why can we not
make our 1912 Christmas home-coming
take on the aspect of a most acceptable
Christmas present to our parents and in¬
terested friends by demonstrating in un¬

assuming ways the value we have assimi¬
lated from one half a year spent within
the walls of “Dear Old Georgetown.”

“RESIGNATION.”

“There is no flock
Hozoever watched and tended
But one dead lamb is there;
There is no fireside
Howsoe’er defended
But has one vacant chair.”

—Longfellow.
There occur times in the existence of

everyone when he is called upon to re¬

joice with others in their good fortunes—
and also he is not exempted from sor¬

rowing with others and sympathizing
with them when adversity steals in like
a sneaking enemy upon a well-marshalled
post to decimate their rank with his
dreadful hand. Thus it was that the

cold, relentless hand of death stole into
Georgetown’s guarded halls and plucked
one of its tenderest flowers and one of

great promise on the evening of Novem¬
ber 19th.

To many of us the untimely death of
Phil Henry came as a most severe shock
and certainly all of us feel a most hearty
sympathy and wish to extend our poor
expressions of condolence to the be¬
reaved parents and relatives of our late
comrade and fellow student. He had not

been with us very long, but he was one
of our big brotherly family and our sor¬
row for his loss can only be partly as¬

suaged when we remember that it was
God Who saw fit to render vacant a

chair of our circle and that resignation
on our part to God’s Holy Will should
constitute our best and truest mourning.
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The ardor of the Society’s private de¬
bates continues unrestrained even in the
shadow cast by the greater achieve¬
ment—the Hamilton Extempore Debate.
Though lessened in number and post¬
poned for various reasons, the Philo-
demic debates have entirely compensated
the members by their superior quality.
Election night had to interfere and cause
an interruption in the meetings, when
one had to be postponed.

We also had to relinquish an even¬

ing for the Preliminary to the Hamilton
Debate, in which fifteen members spoke
extemporaneously for five minutes each,
on the question regarding the interven¬
tion of the Powers in the War between
the Balkan Allies and the Turks. Mr.

O’Leary, S. J., Mr. Graham, S. J., and
Mr.Hanlon, S. J., were the judges, and
the successful debaters are: Messrs.

McQuillen, Darr, Gannor, Needham,
Brady and Devlin, with Messrs. John
Murphy and John Carter as alternates.

The Hamilton Extempore Debate
has become more popular than ever
this vear and an intense interest was

shown during the Preliminaries on No¬
vember 26. The members of the Philo-
demic seem to have shown their appre¬

ciation of the opportunities afforded
them. They perhaps have imbibed the
spirit imparted by Mr. George E. Ham¬
ilton, the donor of the medal, who by
the very generosity of his donation, im¬
plies a special desire to foster and en¬

courage the art of efficient speaking. We
should, therefore, avail ourselves of the
chance to put in practice what in later
days we shall need, and thereby profit
by the experience of others, which says:
“Distinction in any vocation can only
come to the man who knows how to

make his knowledge intelligible to
others.”

We have held three debates since the

last writing and each had the charm¬
ing effect of good questions skillfully
handled. The first of these on October
29 was won by Mr. Robert Gannon,
who stood high in the critic’s estima¬
tion, especially on acccount of the clear,
concise explanation of the subject,
which was, “Resolved, That the Ameri¬
can People of Today are Influenced
More by the Contemporary Fiction Than
by the Drama.” Mr. Leary, the critic,
also had a word of praise for Mr. Need¬
ham, whose oratorical style and delivery
were noteworthy; also for the entire de-
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bate on the direct mannner used by the
four speakers in proposing, refuting and
explaining their arguments.

It may be well to remark here, that
on December 3 Messrs. Gannon and
Needham were chosen for the Merrick
Debate with Messrs. McQuillen and
Waldron, who were chosen last spring.
It is a singular incident that these four
should debate in two consecutive de¬

bates, but such was the case. The lat¬
ter two opposed each other on the ex¬

tremely interesting question, “Resolved,
That the Conduct of the American Peo¬

ple in the Recent Presidential Campaign
and Election is Ample Evidence of Their
Capacity for Permanent Self-Govern¬
ment.” The question was won by the
affirmative side and Mr. Waldron re¬

ceived the individual honors of the even¬

ing of November 12th. This debate, on

account of the question, proved even
more exciting than the previous subject
for debate, as was evidenced by the num¬
ber of voluntary speakers. The third
question was, “Resolved, That the prog¬
ress of the American negro, since the
War of Secession, has proved the wis¬
dom of the Fifteenth Amendment to the

Constitution of the United States.” Mr.

Morris, the critic, voiced the Society’s
sentiments when he commended the de¬
baters in general on their understanding
of the question. He attributed the cause
of the winner’s success, the winner being
Mr. John Carter, to his logically placed
arguments and forceful presentation.

(Il|r lEfoitarii Smtglaa MljUr HiTuttimi ^nru'tip
The first meeting of the term was held

on October 22nd. At this meeting the
officers were elected for the coming year.
Mr. Linus A. Kelly, T5, was elected
president; Mr. Peter A. Karl, ’15, vice-
president; Mr. Calvin B. Garwood, T5,
secretary; Mr. John J. Beatty, ’15, treas¬
urer; Mr. Benjamin J. Schwind, T5,
censor.

So far there have been two debates
and judging from the speeches we have
reason to believe that there is plenty of
good oratorical talent in the Society. At
the present writing our list of members
is complete and under the able guidance
of our Chancellor, Mr. Leo A. Dore,
S. J., we feel sure of a successful year.

Calvin B. Garwood, T5, Secretary.

&?nuir.

At a time in the year when we are just
recuperating from the usual strenuous
and joyful way we spend our Thanks¬
giving holidays and preparing our sched¬
ule of afternoon and evening entertain¬
ment for the Christmas recess, we are

hardly in the mood to spend a week, or
more, of nights in the archives of
Georgetown University, researching, for

these columns, the history making epi¬
sodes of our class leaders. We will con-,

tent ourselves ’for this issue, and ask
your kind indulgence for another month,
to briefly enumerate the one or two im¬
portant incidents that are pre-eminent
among the rest.

The third successive victory over Vir¬
ginia, and incidentally the third of the
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three most successful football seasons the

University has known, is to no little ex¬
tent due to the untiring efforts of our

energetic blond-haired classmate—Ray
Loichot. He deserves more praise for
the many things he has accomplished
than our humble pen would dare to at¬
tempt. By establishing such an exem¬
plary standard of work accomplished in
the football department Jim Walsh might
have left a big gap in the managership
had not Mr. Loichot been so well quali¬
fied for the same position. The Canton
youth, “a la Hilltop dope,” has “deliv¬
ered the goods” and we are all here to
acknowledge his much-coveted abilities
as a manager.

Manager Madigan will have “all two”
of his hands busy from now on seeing to
the successful execution of the preten¬
tious basket ball schedule which he has
arranged for his deserving team. Fol¬
lowers of basket ball in Washington will

be given many rare treats in this inter¬
esting sport if they will follow the advice
given by John A. Langan, through the
daily papers, and visit the Arcade when¬
ever a Georgetown game is announced.
By the way, John, get busy and organize
the “Hilltoppers” and the “Boys Across
the Creek” into a basket ball cheering
section.

A strange face was seen in our classs-
room on Tuesday, December 3. His ap¬

pearance was that of a prominent man
and this led to suspicion. Inquiry de¬
veloped that the faculty allowed him a

day in our class for purposes of obser¬
vation. It is now practically admitted
that the gentlemen was an envoy of Pres¬
ident-elect Wilson, and was sent here
as a scout for cabinet possibilities. The
Journal will officially announce Mr. Wil¬
son’s choice in a later issue. Now keep
this dark ; “it’s inside dope.”

E. Eugene Darr, T3.

Jhutuu*.

Ed. McT. Donnelly.

During the past month we have been
chiefly concerned, as is eminently befit¬
ting our present exalted station, with
matters intellectual. On November 21,
a classmate of ours, Harry Healy, of
Washington, D. C., gave an exhibition
in Greek before the assembled college
classes up in Gaston Hall. He success¬
fully handled an oral examination con¬
ducted by several members of the faculty
and extending over the matter contained
in the twenty-four books of Homer s
Iliad. As the real “long-distance” work
this little affair of covering twenty-four
books of “that dear” Greek commends

itself to us as a genuine example of
“working like a Trojan.” In the com¬
mon parlance (which we ourselves do
not use), we certainly must “hand him
the belt,” which is, as you know, the
American equivalent of the “Medaille
d’Or” of modern times or the laurel
wreath of antiquity.

Not only has honor been brought to
this class by the work of an individual
member, but the class as a whole, taking
its light from under the proverbial
bushel, gave a public demonstration of
its deep insight into the principles of
Minor Logic. This event which in of-
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ficial language is known as the “Junior
Specimen in Minor Logic,” took place
up in Gaston Hall on the morning of
November 26, and was witnessed by our
respected elders, the Seniors. For the
benefit of those who have never been

present at an affair of this kind a few
words of explanation may not come
amiss. The object of this so-called speci¬
men, which is nothing more or less but
an oral examination, is to determine
what the Juniors, after two months of
delving into the mysteries of philoso¬
phy, have unearthed concerning that
fundamental branch—Minor Logic. It
is conducted in the following way: The
Junior Class is seated in a long row of
chairs extending across the stage and
facing the audience, in the front row of
which the members of the board of ex¬

aminers take their places. As each stu¬
dent hears his name called he rises so

that his particular examiner may iden¬
tify him and then answers questions and
gives definitions as the examiner pro¬
poses or demands. A creditable show¬
ing by the class in general proves them
to have acquired sufficient knowledge of
this branch to warrant their being ad¬
vanced to the study of Major Logic.
Modesty forbids our comenting further
on our display than to say the faculty
considered it ample and satisfactory.
Some individuals, however, earned the

right to special mention. Our esteemed
treasurer fearlessly entered into a dispu¬
tation with an examiner and would, no

doubt, have set him right in certain par¬
ticulars had not the expiration of his
time intervened. It is no uncertain

thing to supose that that interogator had
his cognition of the 'Division of Ideas”
greatly illuminated, not to say embel¬
lished. Another of our classmates, long
famed for the dignity of his bearing and
the “basso- profundity” of his voice, pre¬
ferred to submerge his undisputed
knowledge of the subject in a becoming
modesty by yielding rather to the views
of his questioner—in deference to ma-
turer years—than to attempt to enlighten
him further.

The Thanksgiving days passed quick¬
ly, those who live within easy travelling
distance of the school returning with a
tired look and a happy smile, undeniable
evidences of a good time at home. We
have been given to understand that the
society of Carbondale, Pa., furnished an

unusually strenuous and satisfactory
welcoming for one of our number.
Please excuse this partiality in "men¬
tions,” classmates! This is not a per¬
sonal column. We merely mention this
particular instance as one of general in¬
terest, hoping that it will not arouse jeal¬
ousy and heart-burnings among the less
favored.

The one thing despised the world over
and especially here in our native halls
of sweet Alma Mater may be summed up
with high flaunting praise of self, in¬
ordinate boasting and a strong strain of

conceit. And though we realize this fully,
nevertheless we Sophomores, as a token
of our well merited and unprecedented
success on the gridiron, must admit that
we are doubtless good, and in all mod-
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esty do we hail ourselves, interclass
champions in Georgetown University
football circles.

One afternoon of November, ’mid the
most intense excitement which has ever

thrilled a spectator of an interclass ath¬
letic event on ’Varsity field, the team
of 1915 with Captain Ed. O’Boyle as its
leader, swept the Freshmen cohorts be¬
fore them in a glorious 6-0 victory.
Starting the game against most over¬

whelming odds, our gallant representa¬
tives struggled through four long quar¬
ters of trying situations and finally
triumphed over our rivals, who had
been considered infinitely our superiors.

It would be futile to attempt an ac¬
count of the game, so let it suffice to
say that truly did that afternoon make
history. If an individual star could be
picked from that galaxy of warriors, all
of whom played well, the honor without
dispute must fall to Frank Mulcahy,
for he it was who swept around the
Freshmen ends and dodged forty yards
through a broken field for the only score
of the game. He was ably abetted by
the dauntless three, “Shifty” Golden,
famed for his end running; “Nat” Wil¬
liams, resplendent in the glory of his
line plunging, and Captain Ed., from
the supreme benefit of his punting,
Barret and Phillips both gave first-class
exhibitions of end play.

It would be unworthy of the superb
resistance of the Freshmen to pass over
their efforts in silence. But we suf¬
fered their taunts before the game, so
it is only just that they were obliged
to bow to inevitable fate. To sum up,

we Sophs were surely “there.”
In appreciation of the efforts of Fred

J. Murray and John G. Petritz, as mem¬
bers of the ’Varsity football squad and
as the first “G” men of the class, a

number of the fellows tendered them a

banquet at the New Willard on the eve¬

ning of the Virginia game. Just fifteen
followers of fleeting knowledge gath¬
ered around the festive board and for
the time forgot all trials of class room
and athletic field. The menu could not

have been surpassed, and “Freddy” and
“Pet” were certainly surprised. After
several informal speeches, all of which
were horrible as pieces of oratory, the
“bunch” adjourned to follow their vari¬
ous whims of pleasure.

Owing to a technical unconstitution¬
ality in the nomination of Emmett T.
Morrison as the candidate of the class
in the election of the assistant football

manager, the primaries were held over

again. As a result “Mory” was unani¬
mously re-elected to represent the class.

“Mike” Donoghue had just finished a

glowing translation from Sophocles and
looked up at Fr. McNeal with a just
pride beaming from every feature of
his angelic countenance.

However, the Professor met him with
a steely glance, saying, “You read Eng¬
lish remarkably well, Mr. Donoghue,
much better than you do Latin.”

Thereupon Mike’s smile faded; his
head dropped and gently he slid his
“pony” under his desk.

Coach Petritz, of the class football
team, would remind everybody that the
success of his charges is in a great de¬
gree due to his efforts. “Only I was
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such a good man and could teach from
experience, they would never have won,”
he modestly maintains.

Johnny Shugrue is making a great
bid for basketball honors and it would
be no surprise to see “Sugar” in the
lineup.

We announce with the deepest re¬

gret, because of our almost irreparable
loss, and at the same time with a feel¬
ing of infinite pleasure in the success
of three of our most esteemed class¬
mates in their latest field of endeavor
that John Francis Conroy, the East
Orange millionaire; Francis Ignatius
Alphonsus Connolly, the Gonzaga au¬
thor, and last, but not least, Cornelius
Cicero McGrath, of Brookline, Mass.,
will all shortly pass from our midst, in¬
asmuch as they have all made the All-
American team which will make a win¬
ter trip to Mexico in order to take part

in the great Mexican national game.
We, who know them, have not the
slightest doubt as to their ability to make
good.

You simply can’t keep a good man
down, and so it is that “Fishs” Hutton
is steadily rising to the top. William
Kennedy’s ability as a student is only
surpasssed by his extraordinary talents
on the pool table. Only a little while ago
he issue a challenge to Willie Hoppe,
but as yet has had no reply. No doubt
Hoppe thinks our native men would rob
him of his laurels.

C. “Hapless” Doyle graces our Eng¬
lish class only occasionaly. The esteemed
gentleman from Kansas evidently is im¬
bued with the spirit that “all work and
no play makes Charles a dull boy.” In
refuting this we can only say, “Impos¬
sible.”

Jno. G. McNamara, ’15.

Jtesljnmu
D. L. Dapy.

On Friday, November 22, the classic
Freshman - Sophomore game was con¬
tested with great loss of blood. With
Golden’s help the former team nearly
won, but the well-known speed and
stamina of old ’16 went to naught
through ignorance of the signals. Man
after man was substituted by the Sopho¬
mores and, in the opinion of our special
sporting editor (whose identity will only
be revealed upon request), the short¬
ness of time alone saved them from
utter rout. With “Stump” Malloy open¬
ing up large holes, “Swede” Marum

ploughed through the line time after
time for substantial gains. There can
be no doubt that Captain Plamondon and
his gallant crew played football of the
quality known as “star,” but as yet the
discovery of the Freshmen’s particular
constellation has not been reported by
Fr. Hedrick.

We have succeeded in obtaining Coach
Butler’s valued criticism on the game,
and we print it herewith:

“Hats off to the Sophs, though I will
say that I think the multi-colored uni¬
forms of our opponents somewhat be-
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wildered my men, who are not used to
such gaudy sights.”

Coaches Gargan and Bennis, attired
in new English topcoats, were admir¬
ing spectators. They were seen to con¬
sult between themselves whenever one

of the Freshman backs wrould make an

exceptionally brilliant run. After the
game they were heard to say that next
vear’s prospects for a champion team
are very bright.

Cook and McNally are two Freshmen
who are certain to prove winners on the
track team. McNally has shown comet¬
like speed in the dashes, while Cook is

always among the leaders over hill and
dale.

A delegation of Freshmen football
players was seen heading for Philadel¬
phia before the Thanksgiving Day game.
Since their return their silence has

spoken louder than words.
By the time this number goes to press

Os. Dailey will probably have made his
inauguration speech.

Preparations are being made for a
memorable Freshman banquet. No pains
are being spared to make it a red-letter
night for TG. Brush up the “toppers,”
boys!
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Wttlj tip? QDlii ®nga.
Owing to the arrival of the news

just as we were going to press last
month we were able to make only a short
note of the death of the Hon. Albert
W. Madigan, A.B., ’72, A.M., ’89, who
was one of the foremost Catholics of
Maine and was numbered among
Georgetown’s most prominent alumni.
A student of clear and expanding mind,
a citizen alert in the energetic support
of every good work, a genial and com¬
panionable friend, he was respected, hon¬
ored and beloved by all who knew him.
The following obituary notice was re¬
ceived by us:

OBITUARY.

Albert Whittier Madigan.
Hon. Albert Whittier Madigan, re¬

cently deceased at Houlton, Me., was a
noble son of an old and distinguished
New England family. In his death both
Church and State will feel a deep loss.
He was of a character that impressed
men as unusual in depth of feeling and
strong sense of honor. A lawyer by
profession he was a deep thinker, an
ardent student, a lover of truth and of
beauty in art, music, literature and na¬
ture. He was a strong supporter of

every movement that made for improve¬
ment in city and State.

Mr. Madigan illustrated an old and
respected family. His parents were Hon.
James Cottrill Madigan of Damariscotta,
Me., and Mary Anna Whittier of Bel¬
fast, Me. Matthew Cottrill, his great¬
grandfather, came from Kilkenny ifl
1790, and took a prominent part in the
early Catholic history of Maine. His
great-grandmother, Lydia House, of
Cape Cod, was, like his mother, a con¬
vert to the Catholic faith.

The father of Mr. Madigan was con¬
spicuous in New England affairs; an
eminent lawyer, he was one of the five
members appointed in 1875 by Governor
Dingley to revise the Constitution of the
State of Maine. His uncle was Com¬
modore John Madigan, U. S. N., for
several years stationed at the George¬
town Navy Yard.

On his mother’s side he descended
from that Thomas Whittier who came

from England to America in the ship
Confidence, in 1638. He was the great-
great-grandson of Josiah Smith, who en¬
tered service in the American Revolu¬
tion June 19, 1776. He stood in the
same relation to Captain Robert I.enthal
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Eells, who rendered unfailing and loyal
aid to the cause of American independ¬
ence during the Revolution. He was
also a grand-nephew of Rear Admiral
Joseph Smith, U. S. N.

Albert Whittier Madigan graduated
from Georgetown University, after
which he studied law and entered his
father's office.

He was known as a gentleman of no¬

ble presence, rare culture, and elegant
and engaging manners. Of a retiring
disposition, even those most closely as¬
sociated with him could never divine the
depth of his character, or know the many
acts of kindness and generosity he be¬
stowed upon others.

Mr. Madigan leaves a brother, John
Bernard Madigan, junior member of the
law firm of Madigan and Madigan, and
four sisters, two of whom are religious
of the Order of the Sacred Heart,
Madam Mary Anna Madigan, and
Madam Winifred Kavanagh Madigan.
Two married sisters are Mrs. James
Louis Doherty, of Springfield. Mass.,
and Mrs. Henrv Vincent Cunningham,
of Boston. Also two nephews of his de¬
ceased sister, Mrs. Clarence Herbert
Pierce, namely, Leonard Augustus and
James Madigan Pierce. His nephews
and nieces also are: James Cottrill and
Alice Madigan, James and Louis Do¬
herty, and John Winifred and Henry
Cunningham.

Rt. Rev. Bishop Walsh, of Portland.
Me., attended the funeral and delivered
the eulogy before many clergymen and
religious and a congregation that taxed
the capacity of the church.

’84. The new department recently in¬
stalled in the Georgetown I Jniversity

Hospital for the study and treatment of
abnormal children is to be placed in
charge of Percy D. Hickling, M.D., ’84,
who will be assisted by Drs. Bernard
Glueck and John J. Madigan, M.D., ’09.
A careful study will be conducted in this
laboratory along lines which, it is ex¬
pected, will aid in the development of
such children as are found to be at all
backward or physically handicapped in
any way in the race of life.

In many cases, Dr. Hickling believes
it will be a simple matter to remedy con¬
ditions which have proved troublesome
to parents and teachers and he is con¬
fident that by the administration of the
proper treatment, possible now with the
new facilities, the condition of so-called
weak-minded, or abnormal children can

and will be greatly improved.
'98. Thk Journal wishes, on behalf

of the college and of the alumni, to con¬

gratulate Maurice Connolly, ex. ’93,
upon his recent election to Congress. The
“Alan from Home,” as he was known
throughout the campaign and boomed by
the residents of Dubuque, carried the
third Iowa district by a plurality exceed¬
ing 2,700, gaining the distinction of be¬
ing the first Democrat ever to represent
that district in the House. Although the
country has been swept by a Democratic
tide, Mr. Connolly’s election was due
mainly to his own popularity, to the en¬
thusiastic fashion in which everyone
from his home town worked for him and
to the wonderful reputation he has
among the laboring classes, gained as it
was by his unfailingly just and gener¬

ously charitable treatment of his em¬
ployees in the Connolly Carriage Com¬
pany, who in their many years of service
have never had a cause to complain.
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’92. Founded on the first day of July,
1908, when the appointment of the Rev.
Michael D. Leahy, A.B., ’92, became ef¬
fective as its first pastor, the parish
of St. James the Greater of Cleveland,
Ohio, has grown so during the four
years of its existence that it became
necessary last spring to appoint an as¬
sistant to Fr. Leahy and this fall they
were able to buy a site for a new church
and a school. Too much praise cannot
be given Fr. Leahy, who, from a start
of seventy families and a parish bound¬
ary, has built up his congregation to
such an extent that five masses are now

necessary every Sunday; he has more¬
over established a parochial school and
set upon a firm foundation a number of
parish societies in which there is taken
an ever active and steadily increasing in¬
terest. It is indeed a pleasure to George¬
town to note the success of her Old Boys
in every line of endeavor, ecclesiastical
as well as civil.

’97. The recent appointment of Wil¬
liam T. S. Doyle, A.B., ’97, L.L. B., ’99,
as Consular General to the Dominican

Republic marks another milestone in the
rapid progress of one of Georgetown’s
most active graduates. Though but a
short dozen years out of college, Wil¬
liam Sherman Doyle has risen extreme¬
ly high in the diplomatic service of his
country and has held numerous posi¬
tions of honor and trust in connection
with that service. He was in 1902 ap¬

pointed counsel for the United States in
the Pious Fund Arbitration case with

Mexico; the following year found him
assistant agent of the United States and
Netherlands agent in the Venezuelan
Arbitration at Caracas. He accompanied

as private secretary on his trip around
South America in 1906, Secretary of
State Elihu Root. A year later found
him the representative of the Depart¬
ment of State at the Central American
Peace Conference; then in 1908 he again
acted as secretary, this time to Major
General George W. Davis on his special
mission to Guatemala, later in the same

year he was appointed as secretary to
the High Commissioner of Venezuela,
the Lion. William I. Buchanan. Acting
under the protocol of February, 1909, he
discharged the duties of special repre¬
sentative of the Department of State in
connection with the Venezuelan arbira-
tion; the following August Mr. Doyle
was appointed Assistant Chief of the
Division of Latin American Affairs,
State Department, and served in 1910
as assistant counsel for the United States
in The Hague arbitration. In May next
of the same year he was secretary to the
Delegation of the United States to the
Fourth International Conference of
American States and finally on June 27,
1911, was made Chief of the Division of
Latin-American Affairs. Since then Mr.

Doyle has also acted as Referee Trans¬
lator to the Panama-Costa Rican Bound¬

ary Dispute.
’99. The: Journal notes with pleas¬

ure the re-election to Congress from
South Carolina of the Hon. Ashbury F.
Lever, LL. B., ’99. The fact that his
constituency by returning him to office
has set its seal of enthusiastic approval
on his former period of service is a
double source of congratulation.

’99. Jesse F. Adkins, LL. B., ’99,
LL. M., ’00, recently appointed Attorney
for the Department of Justice, E. H.
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Thomas, LL. B., ’77, Corjjoration Coun¬
sel, and Clarence F. Wilson, LL. M.,
’99, United States District Attorney re¬

cently assembled in conference in this
city in an endeavor to prevent a merger
of the public utilities of the District be¬
fore the assembling of Congress. It is
gratifying to see that our old boys are
active in the cause of justice and in the
endeavor to secure the enactment of the
public will when for the general good.

’01. Lloyd Burns Magruder, ex ’01,
First Lieutenant. Coast Artillery Corps,
United States Army, son of Dr. Lloyd
George Magruder. M.D., ’79, A.M., ’71,
Dean Emeritus Georgetown University
Medical Faculty, was on November 22nd
united in matrimony to .Miss Mary Blue
Hull, of Savannah, Ga. Mr. Magruder.
who was in residence here for a year be¬
fore entering West Point, will be remem¬
bered at Georgetown for the wonderful
race he rowed on the crew at Pough¬
keepsie that year. The Journal heart¬
ily congratulates the happy pair.

04. Lawrence M. Hanrettv, Jr., A.B.,
04, was married on October 14th to Miss
Cecil Helen Cleary, of Newburgh, N. Y.
The Journal extends its best wishes to
bride and groom.

04. The wedding of William Henry
Waggaman. ex ’04, and Miss Louise M.
White, of Washington, was celebrated
on November 14th at St. Paul’s Catholic
Church of this city. Mr. Waggaman
has won considerable prominence as an
expert chemist and is well known
throughout the country from his exten¬
sive writings for government publica¬
tions. Mav their union be a happy one
is The Journal's wish.

’04. John A. Bennewitz, L.L.B., ’04,
late head of the department of public
speaking in Creighton University and
also instructor on wills, real property and
court proceedings in the Creighton Law
School, has been appointed assistant
counsel under the General Solicitor of
the Union Pacific. Mr. Bennewitz en¬

tered upon the discharge of his new du¬
ties on December 1st.

Richard James Carroll, student at the
University from ’05 to ’08, and a brother
of William Carroll, also a student at

Georgetown, was but a short time ago
united in marriage to Miss Lou Emma
McWhorter, of Charleston, S. C. Con¬
gratulations and best wishes!

’ll. The Journal is happy to an¬
nounce the wedding of Herbert Francis
Wright, A.B., ’ll, and Miss Anna C.
Blakeney, and offers its congratulations
to both.

’12. A postal received by one of the
faculty from “Ski])” Wymard, A.B., T2,
tells us that he is at present making an
extended tour of the West and of North¬
western Canada.

The campus on November 16th was
the scene of many a reunion between
such Old Boys as had been able to es¬
cape from business for a few days in
order to return and see their Alma Mater
plav Virginia. They came from far and
near, from North, South, East and West,
in such confusing numbers that it would
be impossible to tell of them all—we
can but note the few we chanced to see
and recognize, and the other few of
whose presence we have heard. Judge
de Courcey, A.B., ’78, A.M., ’89, L.L.D.,
’01, was among the rooters seen, as was
also Judge McLaughlin, A.B., ’83, A.M.,
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’89. Not far distant in the stands was

H. Evert, L.L.B., ’91, L.L.M., ’92, and
near by could be heard the cheers of
Alston Cockrell, A.B., ’06, one of
Georgetown’s most enthusiastic support¬
ers whose-speech at the rally held in
Gaston Hall the night before the game
was itself the occasion of a lusty “Hoya.”
“Cy” Cummings also brought down the
house that night with one of the rousing
speeches that he is so well able to give.
Percy Givens, too, added to the enthu¬
siasm of the rally with his reminiscences
of former Georgetown games, and, of
course, we were glad to hear Tom Smith,
A.B., T2, champion hurdler, and our last
year’s president of the Yard, speak to us

again as he used to, inspiring us as he
ever did with unlimited confidence and
enthusiasm.

Other former presidents of the Ath¬
letic Association back for the game were
Howard Smith, A.B., ’08, Frank Carlin,
A.B., TO, and John Power, A.B., ’ll, the
last having come all the way from Mon¬
tana. Fred and Harry Carlin were also
here, as were Ray and Ed Donahey.
“Duke” Ryman, “Dick” Carroll and Wil¬
liam L. Donovan were in the cheering
section, too.

Another to return was Garrard Kel¬

ley, ex T4, who after spending two years
in travel has gone into business with his
father in Charleston, S. C. Pierre A.
Dwyer, ex T4, was also able to escape
the pressure of urgent business for the
day. J. Lynch Prendergast, Armadeo
and Amerigo Larraldi, Anthony Hirst
and Moran Barry were here. Several
recent football stars were also seen: Bill

Fitzgerald, A.B., ’ll, South Atlantic
guard; Ed Fitzgerald, A.B., ’09; Mike

Cunniff, A.B., ’12, last year’s wonder¬
ful center and crew man besides; John
G. McNamara, A.B., T2; Billy Sitter-
ding, A.B., T2, and Ferd McGettigan,
whose name in football is still one to

conjure with at Georgetown. Ed Carr,
A.B., TO ; Harry Brown, A.B., ’ll; Louis
Haggerty, A.B., ’12; Jack Kingsley,
A.B., T2; Billy Cogan, A.B., T2, are all
names that will be remembered by nearly
everyone now in the college, as will also
that of Dan Murray, A.B., TO. French
C. Simpson, L.L.B., TO, Dan McMullen,
ex T4, and “Rookie” Burns, ex T5, were
likewise welcomed at the game.

Alumni itmtorg.
Additions and Corrections.

Alford, James R., L.L.B., '99, 910 Mary¬
land Ave., N. E., Washington, D. C.

Allison, George William, L.L.B., ’98,
L.L.M., ’99, Lawyer, Lancaster, S. C.

Andrews, Burt W., L.L.M., ’99, Special
Asst. Attorney General, 3477 Holmead
Place, N. W., Washington, D. C.

Boyd, Wm. H., L.L.B., ’08, Lawyer,
4438 Kansas Ave., N. W., Washing¬
ton, D. C.

Brennan, John P., L.L.B., ’04, Lawyer,
10 Weybosset St., Providence, R. I.

Brown, Wm. H. J., L.L.B., ’98, Wash¬
ington, D. C.

Cavanagh, Richard B., L.L.B., ’01,
Washington, D. C.

Conant, Thomas, M.D., ’67, Physician,
Addison Gilbert Hospital, 36 Pleasant
St., Gloucester, Mass.

Conley, Martin S., A.B., ’08, L.L.B., ’ll,
L.L.M., ’12, Lawyer, Room 408 Evans
Building, Washington, D. C.
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Connellan, James A., L.L.B., ’96, Law¬
yer, Portland, Me.

Cornell, Martin C., L.L.B., ’ll, Asst.
Citv Solicitor, 430 \Y. 5th St., Erie,
Pa.

Corbett, Rev. John Walter Healy, A.M.,
’99, 32 Highland St., Lowell, Mass.

Cottrell, Samuel, Jr., L.L.B., ’90, War
Dept., 422 Belair Rd., Takoma Park,
D. C.

Craighill, G. B., L.L.B., ’00, Lawyer, 723
15th St.. X. W., Washington, D. C.

Crossfield, Clare B., L.L.B., ’ll, L.L.M.,
’12, L.D.M., ’12, Lawyer, 412 5th St.,
X. W., Washington, D. C.; Berkley,
Cal.

Curran. Robert J.. L.L.B., ’ll, Clerk of
the Lewiston Municipal Court, 171
Lisbon St., Lewiston, Me.

Daly, Louis J.. A.B., T2, Law Student,
507 S. Broad St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Donovan. Dr. Michael R.. A.B., ’80, 128
S. Common St.. Lynn, Mass.

Douglas. Will W.. L.L.B., ’87. Lawyer
and Real Estate. Ballston, Fairfax Co.,
Va.

Duross. James Edward. A.B., ’91, Law¬
yer. 100 Broadway, New York City.

Eagan. Sylvester Broezel, A.B., 03, 71
Chapin Parkway, Buffalo, N. Y.

Elston. Arthur G., L.L.B., ’08, Lawyer,
616 Peyton Bldg., Spokane. Wash.

Felten. Albert L., L.L.B., ’ll, 2122 N.
31st St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Fitzgerald. John F. L., L.L.B., ’ll, At¬
torney for Land Tit. Abs. Co., 1941
E. 66th St.. Cleveland, Ohio.

Flynn, Jas. Augustin, M.D., ’98, Physi¬
cian. G. U. Med. Fac., 1333 Q St., N.
W., Washington, D. C.

Frederick. Alexander E., L.L.B., ’07,
Preacher. Methodist Episcopal Church,

116 N. Hancock St., Madison, Wis.
Gallagher, Lawrence J., L.L.B., ’09, Edi¬

son Works, Orange, N. J.
Grant, Thos., L.L.B., ’96, L.L.M., ’97,

Sec. of Washington Chamber of Com¬
merce, 1202 F St., N. W., Washing¬
ton, D. C.

Grau, Philip A., A.M., ’01, L.L.B., ’03,
L.L.M., ’04, Lawyer, 4419 Sheridan
Rd., Chicago, Ill.

1 laggerty, Louis C., A.B., T2, 137 E.
71st St., New York City.

Harrison, Walton, L.L.B., ’97, with
Munn & Co., Washington, D. C.

Hayes, Stephen Quentin, A.B., ’92, 410
East End Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa.

Healy, Edward Charles, A.B., ’ll, 46 I
St., N. E., Washington, D. C.

Heberle, John J., L.L.B., ’09, Immigrant
Inspector, 119 R St., N. E., Washing¬
ton, D. C.

1 leizmann, Col. Charles L., A.B., '64,
(Retired), care of Adjutant General,
U. S. A., 37 Presidio Ave., San Fran¬
cisco, Cal.

Hughes, Harry Canby, L.L.R., ’99, Law¬
yer, Sweetwater, Texas.

Jacobson, Benjamin L-, L.L.B., ’ll, Isth¬
mian Canal Commission, Canal Zone,
Panama, The Parker, Wash., D. C.

Jorrin-Sorzano, Leonardo, A.B., ’99,
Lawyer, Professor of English, Univer¬
sity of Havana, Calle 2, No. 17, Ve-
dado, Havana, Cuba.

Kelly,’Leo J., L.L.B., TO, Lawyer, Doane
Bldg., Rockville, Conn. Elected to
State Legislature, Nov., 1912.

Knight, Harry E., L.L.B., '84, L.L.M.,
’85, Patent Lawyer, 2 Rector St., New
York City.

Lannon, John David, A.B., ’94, Lawyer,
2 Rector St., New York City.
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Latimer, E. F., D.D.S., ’02, Merchant,
Loundesville, S. C.

Leahy, Rev. Michael David, A.B., ’92,
Catholic priest, 17514 Detroit Ave.,
Cleveland, Ohio.

Levy, Michael A., L.L.B., ’ll, Lawyer,
1632 French St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Lewis, Geary W., L.L.B., TO, Lawyer,
919 W. Main St., Fort Wayne, Ind.

McGowan, Louis A., L.L.B., ’09, Law¬
yer, 602 Grosvenor Bldg-., Providence,
R. I.

Madigan, Albert M., A.B., ’72, A.M.,
’89, Died Nov. 2nd, 1912, Houlton,
Maine.

Millott, Eugene, L.L.B., ’09, Lawyer,
913 H St., N. W., Washington, D. C.

Pendergast, Robert Joseph, A.B., ’05,
Lawyer, 75 S. First St., Fulton, N. Y.

Perkins, Louis L., L.L.B., ’90, L.L.M.,
’91, Special Representative Empire
State Surety Co., Southern Bldg.,
Washington, D. C.

Reynolds, Wm. E., L.L.B., ’92, L.L.M.,
’93, Captain U. S. Revenue Service,
Treasury Dept., Washington, D. C.
Custom House, San Francisco, Cal.

Rich, William Jas., L.L.B., ’98, L.L.M.,
’99, Principal Examiner, U. S. Patent

Office, Washington, D. C. Res. 1468
Clifton St., N. W., Washington, D. C.

Ross, Tenney, L.L.B., ’05, Captain 13th
Infantry, care of Adjutant General, U.
S. A., Manila, P. I.

Slindee, Michael E., L.L.B., '09, L.L.M.,
TO, Lawyer, Y. M. C, A. Bldg., Wash¬
ington, D. C.

Smith, Howard G., A.B., '08, Lawyer,
96 Plymouth Ave., Buffalo, N. Y.

Stackhouse, Geo. M., L.L.B., ’98, Com¬
mander, Paymaster, U. S. N., Wash¬
ington, D. C.

Stuart, Thos. Ambrose 2nd, A.B., ’10,
Died Oct. 30th, Albany, N. Y.

Thian, Louis R., A.B., ’75, Lawyer, 1761
Humboldt Ave., South, Minneapolis,
Minn.

Thian, Prosper E., A.B., ’81, Asst. En¬
gineer Northern Pacific R. R., Man-
dan, N. D.

Toner, John E., M.D., ’91, Died Oct.
30th, 1912, Washingtonn, D. C.

White, Robert R., L.L.B., ’99, L.L.M.,
'00, Park Commissioner, City Ball,
San Francisco, Cal.

Yeatman, Chas. R., L.L.B., ’98, L.L.M.,
’99, Lawyer, New York City.
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*9. airman Hrim.

November 25th marked the death of
one of Georgetown's oldest alumni,
Colonel S. Tiernan Brien, A.B., '46, a
veteran of the Civil War. At the out¬
break of the war he joined the Confed¬
erate Army and was made chief of staff
to General J. E. B. Stuart. Later he
served as lieutenant-colonel of the First
Virginia Cavalry, and in 1804 was pro¬
moted to chief of the staff of General
W. H. H. Lee, which position he retained

until the close of the war. He, in 1874,
became assistant manager of the Illinois
Central and in the same year was mar¬
ried to Miss Mary V. Nelson, of Balti¬
more. Colonel Brien was one whose

friendship was a prize cherished by such
as were fortunate enough to possess it,
whose life was a model of devotion to

duty as understood and whose passing
will be deeply mourned by North and
South alike.

•Xirhnlas A. Jtalmtft.
A quiet life was drawn quietly and

peacefullv to an earthly end on the morn¬
ing of October 30th, when his release
from long illness came to Nicholas A.
Poland, L.L.B., ’98, L.L.M., ’99. Born
thirty-nine years ago in Chillicothe, the
son of Major William and Catherine R.
Poland, he was never married and was

prevented by ill health from the active
practice of his profession. Never strong,
he bore up against ill health with an ad¬
mirable, quiet courage, never complain¬
ing and always looking on the bright side
of things, so that by his cheerful forti¬
tude he won for himself a large place in
the hearts of a circle of warm friends.

ft. 3. {I.
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It is certainly a cause for rejoicing to
behold the great interest manifested by
college students in the current topics of
the day, social, economical and political.
From the great flood of fallacious the¬
ories which half-educated charlatans are

cramming into the minds of an unsus¬

pecting populace it is not difficult to see
the very important part which college
men and women of today are to take in
setting things aright on the morrow.
Keen insight, impartial opinions, calm
judgments and mental equilibrium are at
a premium at the present time. College
education qualifies for leadership. In so
far as the vital questions now under con¬
sideration are studied during student
days, just so much will one more quickly
understand them and be in a position
to form his judgments. It matters little
whither the future may lead us or what
path we may tread. The college graduate
is looked to by lesser minds, grappling
with abstract principles, as a bulwark
against error. He must illumine the fu¬
ture and brighten the path. Otherwise,
wherefore education? His predominat¬
ing characteristic in all such matters
should be broad-mindedness. The surest

criterion of the uneducated is its con-j
trarv. Minds moved by prejudice are
incapable of viewing two sides of a ques¬

tion. We must have comparison in order
to reason. We must have at least two

alternatives to judge. In The Redivood
there is a masterly article on “Analysis
of Scientific Socialism,’’ which is not only
clear but entertainingly presented. There
are no statements made which are not

proven. The custom, unfortunately,
among a certain class of college writers
is to make haphazard and often rash
statements without proof. Needless to
say this should never he done in any
matter of dispute if conviction is the
aim of the writer. “Woman in Politics”
is also a commendable article in the same

number.

The poems in The Holy Cross Purple
for November are above the ordinary.

The Journae welcomes a new arrival
this month in the Loyola University
Magazine, which brought a good story,
“The Candlestick.”

The Creighton Chronicle is another
addition to our rapidly growing list of
exchanges. President - elect Wilson,
while in Omaha, paid the university a
visit and delivered an address which
seemed to call forth a great amount of
enthusasm from the students. He said
in part:

“I wish that every youngster would
experience very early the consciousnesss
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that he is not waiting to come into the
world. I take it for granted that you
are in the world now and if you put the
average age of graduates at twenty-two
years you will have spent nearly one-
third of your life on graduation. Are
you going to waste one-third of your life
to subtract or exclude that part from the
privilege of exercising your own free
judgment? Are you simply going to
repeat what your teachers tell you, and
let the matter rest there? You can't af¬
ford to do it and we can't afford to have
you do it. I would cry' to you, as I have
cried to students so often, Wake up!
Get a move on you! Make some use
of your minds! Exercise your ingenu¬
ity! You were not meant to be merely
recipients. Nothing is taught in any'
school that I know of except what has
already been established. In life we are
experimenting with many things—it is
these you must cope; new plans are be¬
ing tried out, and you owe it to society
to give it the benefit of your best thought,
because, young gentlemen, we are facing
an age which will require a wonderful
degree of bravery and conviction and
courage and poise. America needs work¬
ers, intelligent, trained workers. It is
a serious task which confronts us and
only knowledge and intelligent action
will accomplish it.”

The University of Virginia Magazine
is a good type of college periodical. Few
things of the ordinary run are to be
found in it and great care in selection
is manifested. “Sobbing Bells,” in the
October number, shows great skill in
short story writing, with a well-developed
and absorbing plot.

The Manitou Messenger is purely lo¬

cal and carries little interest to the out¬

sider. There is not an essay, poem or
short story in the November number.

The first publication of the George¬
town Law Journal reached us too late
last month to be acknowledged. Should
all future copies maintain the high stand¬
ard of the first there need be little cause

for worry among its promoters and edi¬
tors. The College Journal extends to
the law students every wish of success
in their new undertaking.

“The Opportunities and Duties of a
College Man,” in the Davidson College.
Monthly would bear the careful reading
of those for whom its message is de¬
signed.

Things worth repeating:

Hearts that hearken to the poor—
Hear the prayers of starving men

Greet the zcandderer at their door
Such are greatest of great men.

Hearts that turn the mind to God,
Guide the frightened soid’s last hour;

Lays its temple ’neath the sod
Such are seeds of heaven in flower.

Hearts that cry to God for grace
For their own and mankind’s good,

Mankind’s joy is on each face,
Yet its sorrow is their food.

Hearts we find in every part
In the cloister’s precious mould,

In the palace, in the mart,
Hearts of mercy, hearts of gold.

Hearts that to the Saviour cling
Greatest in the blessed fold

Hearts that tortured, yet will sing
Hearts of heaven, hearts of gold.
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The Journal gratefully acknowledges
the receipt of the following:

The William and Mary Literary Mag¬
azine, St. Ansiends College Monthly, St.
Mary’s Chimes, 7'he Harvard Illustrated
Mazazine, The Pacific Star, The Viator-
ian, Amherst Monthly, The Clark Col¬
lege Monthly, The Barlhamite, Old Penn,

The Vassar Miscellany, Delaware Col¬
lege Review, The Exponent, The Cri¬
terion, The University Reviezv, Notre
Dame Scholastic, The Dickinsonian, Mt.
Saint Joseph Collegian, The Niagara In¬
dex, The Boston College Stylus, The
Ave Maria The Iconoclast and The Naz-
arene.
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“The Road Beyond the Town." By
Rev. Michael Earls, S. J. Benziger
Brothers, Publishers. $1.25 net;
postage, 10 cents extra.

We are happy to note the appearance
of another book by our gifted Alumnus,
Father Earls, S. J., M. A., 97.

Is a beautiful little volume of songs,
sonnets and ballads of an author whose
verses have appeared in the leading
magazines of America and abroad.
When Father Earls was but a youth in
Georgetown University his poetical con¬
tributions to the College Journal were
reprinted in high-class foreign maga¬
zines, and such discerning tditor as
Father Matthew Russell, S. J. (who had
criticised verse and prose for over forty
years), predicted that when Father
Earls should launch his first volume of
poems they would meet with great suc¬
cess. A perfect poetical gem on Father
Tabb (included in “The Road Beyond
the Town”) printed in The Atlantic
Monthly drew from the distinguished

critic of the London Tablet the state¬

ment that Father Tabb’s mantle had

fallen upon Father Earls. Lovers of
poetry will finnd these tributes well de¬
served on perusing these verses, some of
which are dainty as snowflakes and oth¬
ers rugged as oaks. From them all
breathes the soul of the true poet, the
incense of Christian resignation, hope,
and joy of rising to heaven from the
earthly' fires of trial, suffering and temp¬
tation.

Benziger Brothers, publishers, are to
be congratulated for their valuable com¬
pilation of Catholic authors. Their re¬
cent publication, “Catalogue of All Cath¬
olic Books in English Now in America
and Europe,” is a valuable and ex¬
haustive list of Catholic writers. The
work shows great preparation and is an

excellent specimen of perfection in mod¬
ern binding, printing and art produc¬
ing. It is copiously illustrated with
about three hundred and fifty photo¬
graphs of prominent authors.
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"The Little Cardinal.’' By Olive Katha¬
rine Parr. Benziger Bros., Pub¬
lishers. $1.25 net.

“The Sugar Camp and After.” By Rev.
Henry Spalding, S. J. Benziger
Bros., Publishers. 85 cents.

“Faustula.” By John Ayscough. Benz¬
iger Bros., Publishers. $1.35 net.

“Intercollegiate Debates, Volume II.”
Edited by E. Nichols. Hinds, Noble
and Eldredge, Publishers, 31-33-35
West Fifteenth Street, New York
City.

Here’s a new book for the man on the

“team.”

Intercollegiate Debates, Vol. II, in six
of its fourteen chapters, builds top sto¬
ries to briefs given in the Pearson col¬
lection, already well known. Over one-

half of the discussions deal with issues
that have very recently developed their
clutching importance.

The putting of the data has one

unique feature: You read every argu¬
ment in the form and in the order in
which a thoroughly coached debater
gave it. Both eastern and western team
work is represented, by the way.

Full book and magazine references
give support to points made in the de¬
bates, besides affording the material for
new lines of defense.

The four concluding chapters put the
college man in touch with his neighbor¬
ing bebate-clubs, with the questions they
are discussing, the contests they are win¬
ning, the reference texts they are using.

Altogether, this bursting-full volume
of 832 pages is well worth its price,
$2.00.
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The Mode
Makes a feature of College Men’s Wardrobry.
Mode Clothes are distinctive ; Mode Haberdashery
reflects the latest in smart effects; and Mode Hats
are the shapes that shine in fashion. ===m

Eleventh and F Streets

Saying the right thing at the right time is
easier than you may believe.

DOING SO WILL SAVE YOU A LOT OF
TROUBLE.

FOR INSTANCE —WHEN YOU WANT
SHOES THAT FIT YOUR FEET ALL
OVER—SNUQLY, COMFORTABLY AND
STYLISHLY, JUST SAY TO ONE OF
OUR CKERKS, : : : ; ;

“FIT ME TO A PAIR OF ‘WALK-OVERS’"

Woodward & Lothrop
CLOTHING, HATS
& HABERDASHERY

to Satisfy
the Critical Tastes

of College Men

Also a complete line of
Pennants and Sporting Goods

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.

10th, 11th, F and G Streets
THE TO-KALON CO.

1405 F STREET N. W.

HIGH GRADE

IF THEY’RE

RICH’S SHOES
THEY’RE PROPER

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

California Wines and Brandies
V1SIT

the (0lJt itUmutu linitar
Under New Management

1218 Wisconsin Avenue— =

W. T. DOYLE, Proprietor

E. VOIGT
Manufacturing Jeweler, Engraver and

Diamond Setter
725 SEVENTH STREET, N. W.

School «nd Society Medals of all kinds a Specialty.
Watch and Jewelry Repairing.

SNYDER
Exclusive
Agency

for

Ihiy hold thoir SHAPE

Desirable
Shoes and Hosiery

The most

popular shoe
(SHOB f0r men

1211 F Street Northwest

“You Can Get It at Andrews’” STI N EM ETZ
F St., Cor. 12th

(Cnllrar ^tatimtrrij
nf rurry iiearriptum
©ur S’prrtalty cjr c£

mm

R. P. Andrews Paper Co.
TWO STORES:

1331F Street 625-629 Louisiana Ave.

KNOX HATS
C4X43

Mention Georgetown — Something Doing
Only Fuels of Recognized Superiority.

All of Our Coal Unconditionally Guaranteed.

J. Maury Dove Company
(Incorporated.)

Anthracite F* F\ A f Wholesale
Bituminous / /\ 1 y and Retail
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Dear Mr. Editor:
I have personal knowledge that many

readers were favorably impressed by an

excellent article on “Socialism” that ap¬

peared in your October issue. This
month a portion of all-to-valuable space
is occupied by an ill-tempered and cause¬
less criticism of the article by one who
signs himself “E. S." The waste basket
enjoyed an undeserved vacation on the
dav that this letter found your sanctum;
because such controversies, in the unfair
spirit exhibited by “E. S.,” can serve no
useful purpose for the Letter Box. The
assertion attacked needed no proof to
the readers to whom it was addressed.
A few years ago, in attempting the state¬
ment that a man could go from Dover
to Calais in a heavier-than-air machine,
one would first be put to the task of
proving that such an engine would pro¬
pel itself and remain aloft at all. Now,
this proof is unnecessary. In treating
with a child on the danger of fire, it
might become necessary to prove that fire
burns; knowledge of this fact may be
presumed in a mind matured. There are
certain principles and dangers of Social¬
ism that are recognized and admitted to¬
day by every intelligent person, not him¬
self a Socialist—and it is for such a class
that the article referred to was intended.

My I suggest to “E. S.,” an elemen¬
tary course in the subject? He could ob¬
tain it by reading the already published
and the current numbers of an excellent
periodical known as The Common C ause,
whose raison d’etre is to combat the ,rery
evils of the "radical move” that “E. S.
denies to exist. Then let your corre¬
spondent approach once more, this time
with proper understanding and respect,

Photographers of Men Who Make History

Harris & Ewing

Photographers

1311 F STREET N. W.

Phone, Main 4703 Washington, D. C.
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Telephone 4480.

D. P. COLLINS
Commission Merchant
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Please Patronize Advertisers and mention The Journal.



VI ADVERTISEMENTS.
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the very intelligent article that one of
your contemporaries has contributed to
the October issue.

Xavier, '98.
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Get in touch with the ACTS of present-day
APOSTLES AMONG heathen peoples.
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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.

i Dear Editor :

However it may have struck some
readers, one at least took occasion
through the Letter Box of the Novem¬
ber issue to make a vitriolic attack on a

brief speech entitled “Socialism,” which
appeared in the October number. Al¬
though his letter expressed strong dis¬
approval it is at least some satisfaction
to know that the article so aroused Ebur
Solidum as to prompt him to publish his
criticism of it. But it must be a matter

of deep regret that anyone so intensely
interested in Socialism should permit
himself to remain in utter gnorance of all
that it teaches. And so it might not be
out of place to suggest that “E. S.”
would employ profitably any time he may
devote to the study of Socialism. It is
a subject almost limitless in scope and
one which much has been written both

pro and con. He might with great bene¬
fit read The Common Cause, a magazine
devoted exclusively to combating Social¬
ism.

If the gentleman would know how
closely Socialism and anarchy are united
he has but to examine the speeches and
writings of the leading Socialists. An¬
archy' is a species of Socialism. No less
may it be called Socialism Applied.
Their identity" consists in their destruct¬
ive methods; their distinction lies in
somewhat different modes of procedure
though both are rapidly verging towards
the same means for attaining their com¬
mon end. The following extract is from
the “Writings and Speeches” of Eugene
V. Debs, the Presidential candidate of
the Socialist party in the recent election.

“Our government is a republic in name

only; it is a failure. Hence it must be
overthrown by" a revolution. Vivi la
Revolution 1 The most heroic word in
all languages is Revolution. It thrills
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and vibrates, it cheers and inspires. The
throne trembles when the throbbing word
is lisped. Let 11s glorify the revolutions
of the past and hail the Greater Revolu¬
tion yet to come.” Revolution spells an¬
archy and nothing but anarchy.

With reference to the founder of So¬
cialism. a few statements from Socialists
themselves will suffice. A well-known
Socialist, by name A. M. Simons, says:
“It is with the work of Karl Marx and
Frederick Engels that modern Socialism
began definitely' to take on the forms
by which it is known today'.” Let us
quote from a book entitled “The Ele¬
ments of Socialism,” written byr John j

Spargo, a member of the executive com- I
mittee of the Socialist party and George
Louis Arner. Ph. D., “The words ‘So¬
cialism’ and ‘Marxism’ are practically
synonymous in the vast literature of the
subject which has been produced during
the last thirty or forty years.” The
preface of the book contains this state¬
ment: “The Socialism that inspires
hopes and fears in the world today is of
the school of Karl Marx.”

Though “E. S.” may not be aware of
it as yet. the doctrine of free love is a
principle of Socialism and is vigorously
advocated bv the leaders of that propa¬

ganda. In a book called “Woman.” of
which Bebel, a noted Socialist, is the au¬
thor. is found the following statement:
“In the choice of love she is like man, j
free and unhampered. She woos, and is
wooed, and closes the bond from no con- ;
sideration other than her own inclina¬
tions. This bond is a private contract,
celebrated without the intervention of

any functionary.” It is, moreover, to be ,

remembered that Bebel is not so much
setting forth his own private views as he
is expressing the attitude of the Social¬
ist party towards this subject. This book
bears the sanction of the National Exec¬
utive Committee of the Socialist party
of the United States as an authoritative
work for the study of Socialism.

Bernard S. Brady, T4.
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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., Washbigton, 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,
Maysviile, 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 Barristi rs’ Hall, Bos¬
ton.

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

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

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 YOkR:
John T. Buckley, Attorney and Counsellor-

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

E. E. 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-Law,
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
Rector Street, New York.

J. Lynch Pendergast, President United States
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-
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. McNrir, 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¬
tor}-. Alumni living in states not represented above will greatly favor The
Journal by authorizing the insertion of their names, professions and addresses.
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