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Growing old might he defined as the consciousness of an ever greater horizon.
It’s very like slowly rising from the earth on the back of some enormous bird;
the older we grow the higher we rise and the greater our world becomes. We
start life in a sunlit glade encircled by the tall deep shadows of natural ignorance.
Months pass, then years. Slowly rising, the eyes of our soul seem to be grad¬
ually unscarfed and we realize that our feathered mount is none other than great
observation whom nature has ordained should lead us starwards. Babyhood,
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boyhood pass in a moment and the all important time arrives when we are pre¬
pared for college. Earth by then is not yet far away. We know, indeed, there
is a sky above us; fair crisp greenness all about us, and birds that bill their
golden plumage, singing in the treetops a symphony of hope, but the Great Beyond
for us is still an unreality.

It almost seems unjust that at this tender sappy age before we really know
the whys of life we, most of us, are called upon to say what way our bird shall
fly once he has cleared the Forest. The Far Horizon to “Seventeen” is the name
of a popular novel; the Potency of the Point of View, a mouthful of awkward
syllables, yet at this very age when the boy is ignorant and ignorant of that very
fact he is allowed in most cases to place two Universities on the scales before
him, one Catholic and one non-sectarian, to arrive at a decision on their respective
merits.

“Plere,” says he, pointing to one, “I’ll have freedom. Freedom of thought,
word and deed. High salaried Professors of Science and Philosophy will present
me for my selection the opinions of time’s greatest thinkers. Kant, Ficthe, Des
Cartes and Darwin—perhaps St. Thomas Aquinas as well. In this wise will
I see each truth from many viewpoints and be able to decide which best suits
my unusual gifts. Thinking with Freedom, I can as freely voice my thoughts;
1 can debate with the fearless independence of a Patrick Henry and join a
Socialist Club if my intellectual developments warrant such an act.”

“In deed as in thought and word, the wildest eagle must seem a captive by
comparison. My permanent residence is a luxurious Fraternity house. I may
attend lectures when I please, study when the whim appeals to me and spend my

days and nights, the privilege of every gentleman, where, with whom, and as 1
choose. There will be, moreover, celebrations when the town is tinted a bright
vermillion by the glowing bonfires of furniture and books; cane rushes and
hazing; jeweled pins, mysterious hand clasps and rarely ingenious initiations,
all of which are more or less the acknowledged ‘raison d’etre’ of any University.”

Then glancing at the other part of the scales. “Let’s see now what sort of
liberty I would enjoy in a Catholic College, Georgetown, for instance. Early in
my course instead of a mature elective system whereby I can employ my time
with the History of Architecture, French, and Public Speaking (till the History
of Architecture becomes too burdensome) my subjects forsooth are chosen for
me! I must study my Latin and Greek, my English and Mathematics just like
any High School boy!” (What a wonderful summer that which finds a High
School Boy and leaves a College Man!) “In vain I protest that my genius has
fitted me for the Presidency of a Steel Corporation where I have no need of a
conversational knowledge of the Classics, literary appreciation or intellectual re¬
finement, they cram them down my throat as though my destiny in life were no

higher than an unduped pedagogue or wild-eyed litterateur! ‘What if they do
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teach Mechanics, Physics, Chemistry, Political Economy, Dramatic Literature,
Law and Astronomy, it’s all sandwiched in with Homer, Virgil, Horace, Socrates,
Ovid and like abominations, together with the “Elements of My Religion,” a
kind of catechism which leaves me with no more earning power than before.’

“No, as far as I can see the Jesuit system is rapidly becoming a thing of the
past. It did very well, you understand, in the olden days when a cultured mind
brought joy to itself and to everyone with whom it came in contact. But this
is an age of finance. I was born to make money; I’ll marry for money; money
will regulate the number of my children and so in my education anything which
not only does not interfere with my gilded success, but which does not actually
mint the yellow talisman of misery is quite superfluous. Wherefore my first
years in Georgetown—where so many precious hours are spent with the- Masters
of Perfection—are so much time wasted.

Year by year things grow worse. In my philosophy, the scholastic system
reinforced with the doctrines of the Church, everywhere confronts me. True,
they handle all the other systems too, but in presenting them they refute them
so conclusively that one cannot help but choose old-fashioned Faith and Dogma!
It isn’t fair! I have a right to social recognition and everyone knows how
highly a Buddhist or Cartesian is regarded by elite smart circles! He may be
simply repeating verbatim the jargon of some obsolete heretic, but the 400

(000,000) will acclaim him a man of parts—who has always thought for him¬
self—a man whom black-robed priests could not enthrall. As a graduate of
Georgetown so enviable a reputation must always be impossible. My intellect
instead of expanding in virtue of its splendid originality will be hampered, re¬
strained, guided and formed till at my graduation I’ll have no more modern
views on morality and religion than those with which my poor, dear, old-fashioned
father entered the Arena of Life!

“The discipline, too, is irritating and ridiculous when applied to a man of
seventeen! The room I’ll occupy is nice enough—with a private bath, if I wish,
but there on my very corridor a prefect is stationed. In the evenings that are
assigned for study (assigned forsooth!) he’ll see that I’m at my books; after
that, night prayers and crowning indignity of all indignities—he’ll see that I go
to bed before dawn! True, I have two nights a week for the theatre or my
social obligations, but if I come home drunk or elect to remain all night down
town I’ll have to prove my excuses to half the order and am more than liable to
expulsion! In short. I’m not treated at all as though I were a man of forty, but
more like a developing boy passing through his most dangerous age. It’s un¬

dignified! It’s humiliating! It isn’t like a college, but a prep, school. So, con¬

sidering the matter all in all with the worldly wisdom of my advanced years, I
am forced to conclude that a non-sectarian college is the logical source of my
education.”
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Poor boy! Not because lie’s a boy, inexperienced and ignorant, but because
those who should know better allow him to choose the direction of his flight
guided.only by a judgment which is at best an embryo.

Later perhaps be may look back and trace with more or less regret the
path he might have chosen, but at seventeen he is too busy with the count of
drifting clouds to notice how the map is changing under him. At twenty-one,
however, things are different. The forests now are at our feet, only their sweet
scent rising to the nostrils of our memory. True, we are aware of little, save
of how little we are aware, but this in itself is much. We know now of a wide
horizon waiting to be seen, we have at least asked why we are, and learned the
lessons and truths which will shape our lives to a fitness with their end. Could
nonsectarianism do as much,
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N 1889 the Journal reached what has always been known as its
Golden Age but which out of deference to our successors we would
rather specify as the first Golden Age. In the next few years
which followed its pages glowed with names prominent then as
now for the excellence of the work to which they were affixed!

So fully have they spoken for themselves and for their times that further com¬
ment on our part is unnecessary.

The first in historical order of precedence comes from the Rev. D. Marcus
Dyer, a brilliant editor at a brilliant period—1892.

Mr. Robert I. Gannon, New York City'
Editor Georgetoivn College Journal, 510 West 165TH Sr.,

Washington, D. C. December 7, 1912.
Dear Mr. Gannon :

Your letter came in due time just as the Journal has been coming monthly—
a regular and most welcome visitor ever since the Journal and I parted company
twenty years ago amidst the precincts of “Our Alma Mater.” Whenever the
Journal is mentioned the words always touch a tender spot in one who has
always held a warm place in his heart for the medium of circulation between
the Alumni and those interested in the college. In fact, why should I not be
pleased and rejoice whenever I hear of the Journal? We were the best of
friends during four long and very pleasant years, the most happy of my life;
since it dawns upon me more and more each day that the impressions which are
made upon the mind of a student at college are the deepest, the most lasting and
by far more agreeable than those which he receives in after years.

My connection with the Journal was as “business manager” during the
period of transition from “Old Georgetown” to what has finally terminated into
the modern and up-to-date college of today. I often reflect on the “Sanctum,”
where the records of the Journal are preserved, and where are the copies of the
early issues, which were brought out in the days when the Journal's pioneers
not only wrote the articles, set the type, manipulated the printing-press, but were
even obliged to assume the financial responsibility and seek purchasers for their
hard-earned copies. Among these early issues one interested could easily glean
what the life of the student was at the inception of the paper and understand
their enjoyment, and, what advantages the boys moving around the same field
today enjoy. Their principal amusements consisted in a baseball game with a
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poor team from the neighborhood, monthly permission to leave the “'Sacred
Halls” of the college, which was eagerly sought and anxiously awaited and
which was only granted to the student who had no “lines” to his credit. From
the columns it appeared that in those days the general loitering rendezvous in
summer or good weather was under the beautiful trees that guarded the entrance
to the well-known “walks,” and which in my time were removed to make room
for the athletic campus, where so many intercollegiate contests have been fought.
During the winter months students-life was more visible in the study hall of the
Old South Building or in the recreation room under the north edifice of the
college. There they would discuss probabilities of obtaining permission to leave
the grounds, the ambition of every one, their troubles, the annual baseball game
with Annapolis (the Naval Academy), which usually occupied their attention
some months in advance and generally afforded food for conversation many

days after the event had occurred.
The launching of the Journal was the beginning of quite a number of

Georgetown’s enterprises. The first Boat Club ever begun at the college, about
this time, erected a very large boathouse that stood on piles over the river and
spanned the mill race of Robinson’s Mill, which, I believe, is standing to this
late date, just east of the Waste river, about one-half mile above the Aqueduct
Bridge and which discharges the overflow of the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal
into the bosom of the Potomac. The boathouse in my day had been removed to
the rear of the above mill and it was utilized as a store-house for barrels. My
sojourn at the college began one year before the centennial of 1889, while
Father Doonan, dearly beloved by all who knew him, was still in office, and it
continued with Father Richards as President, under whom I had the great pleas¬
ure of being a student for five years, which I consider the most advantageous
of my entire career.

With his advent came the immense transformation of the college life, from
the school of rigid discipline and solid learning, only unalloyed with present pas-
limes, to the school with the same discipline and teaching, but mitigated with a
few comforts that make the college life more palatable and enjoyable for all
concerned. It is true that both Father Healy and Father Doonan, like their
predecessors, did good and noble work for the college while they were in office,
but many of the improvements, in which the boys of today regale themselves,
were inaugurated under the incumbency of Father Richards. Glancing around
you will see the Dahlgren Chapel, the practical quadrangle enclosed by the col¬
lege, the hospital, whose erection he conceived, the completion of the Healy
Building and finally the front lawn and the ground immediately surrounding the
college center of activities.

His successors have certainly carried out the work begun and besides they
have all left impressed upon the University by many new schemes their work
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and sentiments which they themselves experienced in regard to their labor of love.
Whenever 1 think of the Journal it is easy to recollect the aid given us by

the President and members of the Faculty while I was in the position of manager.

Many annoyances and financial difficulties we encountered, and, if it were not for
their assistance and help, we would without doubt, have often drifted into the
sea of bankruptcy. We are now coming to my school days when the Journal
began to assume a new appearance, publish more articles, grow in size, not only
in advertisements, but also in editorials, news, gossip and information in general.
Hence, going over the forty years of the Journal, rather its development which
we observe in each succeeding year, we also ruminate upon its history. We
picture to ourselves the hours of labor of all those who have ever been connected
with the publication during its life and substantial growth. Take up a copy at
random of any one. of the forty volumes, study the same closely and you will
more readily comprehend what the student was and is today, and we faintly
conceive what he may be in the future generations.

It seems I have now exhausted your patience, and, if I be permitted to
dilate upon my own notions and experiences of Georgetown two or more monthly
issues might be required to contain my vagaries; therefore, out of consideration
for others, as it is praiseworthy not to monopolize too much valuable space,
which would be more profitably employed by other interesting letters, it is more
advisable to close while the opportunity remains to escape with some glory.

Wishing the “Greetings of the Season” to Father Donlon, the Faculty,
Alumni and Students in course, I am,

Yours most sincerely,
D. Marcus Dyer.

A contemporary and a prime contributor along with Thomas Walsh, J. Se¬
bastian Rodgers, J. S. Easby Smith, C. Rennet Shipman, Edward D. O’Brien,
C. Manning Coombs, Raymond Heishell and others was Edward L. Keyes, also
of ’92. His appeal was written for a wholly Old Editors’ number which we

hoped at first to publish. Its sentiment, however, is universally applicable at all
times and in many ways, for the Journal now as always needs the moral and
material aid of her dearest children.

iRrlapHUB (Ealamn.
Old editors, old editors,

Come, gather to the call,
Come, brash up your memories

Of desk and study hall,
Return to Alma Mater

As you did once every fall.
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Take up again the rusty pen
You wielded once so well.

Recall the inspiration
Of that editorial

Which welcomed Christmas, cheered the team
Or bade a sad farewell.

Shake off your years, let youthful fears
And joys possess again

Us boys, whose cares and ashen hairs
Long since proclaimed as men,

Come back and revel in the thought,
“Hozv happy were we then!”

Old editors, old editors,
Are ye grown grim or sportyf

It matters not, Ye’ve ne’er forgot
The tricks your Journal taught ye.

Come join in her festivity—
She’s fair and fat and forty!

Edward L. Keyes, Jr., ’92.

The next year the destinies of the Journal fell upon the shoulders of Mark
McNeal, ’93. He has since entered the Society of Jesus and is now a favorite
professor of English and Political Economy at Georgetown. He needs no intro¬
duction.

Dear Mr. Editor :

Returning like Ulysses in the twentieth year I may be pardoned for being
reminiscent as I glance around the Sanctum and observe the changes wrought
by the passing days since I was proud occupant of that Siege Perilous wherein
you sit as fearless and as blameless as Galahad of old. Yet, be it known at the
outset, my reminiscences shall bear no melancholy tinge. For I look back as at
the glow of sunrise from the glare of noon; I recall hopes that have not been
falsified, seeds that have not been blighted by the frost of time—ripened rather
by the ascending sun.

The year 1892-93 was an “annus mirabilis,” the Columbian year over which
hung the glory of the great discovery and of its strangely belated and unparalleled
celebration the first of the World’s Fairs and the greatest. The literary exer¬
cises of the college reflected the glory of this splendid reminiscence and the
Editor felt it his ever incumbent duty to secure or at need to produce “copy” of
timely quality. The production of copy by the Editor in hours when the Muses
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had taken flight across the Potomac and deserted the ever modest members of
the staff, accounts for sundry “noms de plume,” the explanation of which may
be vainly sought in the roster of matriculated students. Yet these barren days
were fortunately few and names that have since grown bright on the pages of
“real journalism” honored by their association our editorial “We.”

Yet the distinction between college journalism and “real journalism” was
one that this “We” never admitted then or later. It was at the meeting of the
Central Intercollegiate Press Association held in Philadelphia that we took occa¬
sion in our address as representative of Georgetown to insist that the college
journal is not a “toy newspaper” but a legitimate and serious publication, ad¬
dressing, it is true, a restricted and immature audience, but none the less earnest
in its appeal or sensible of its responsibilities than any other organ for the forma¬
tion of public opinion and the expression of serious news and views.

Consonant with this policy was the plan of our editorial page where we
endeavored to have each month three timely paragraphs—one devoted to student
enterprises and the development of college spirit, one to some cultural topic of
current and vital interest, one to some of the problems of civics and economics
which then looming on the horizon have since become history.

As excitants of college spirit it was our task to rouse interest in Intercol¬
legiate Athletics, a field upon which in those days Georgetown was making its
first serious entrance. The trees had but lately been removed from the line be¬
tween our present first and second bases and the first points in Intercollegiate
Field Sports were won at Mott Haven by Mr. Robert Dick Douglas, ’96.

Naturally, however, our interest in Intercollegiate events was keener in the
direction of those wherein if anywhere lay our own hope of distinction and in
consequence a vigorous editorial appeal for Intercollegiate Debates and Oratorical
Contests was to be seen among our pages. An appeal which though unanswered
at the moment was taken under consideration later and after several alternations
of attention and neglect is now meeting with a generous response in the estab¬
lished custom of a debate with Boston, an annual participation in the Hopkins
Oratorical contest and the recent victory over the hitherto unconquered orators
from Cornell.

Such evidences of progress cast a roseate glow over fond memorials of the
past wherever “we” cast our eyes. The Old Building which was the spirit of
our veneration has been glorified without a change from the old Colonial style
into the majestic pile of Ryan Hall. The Old North is less rattly and rickety
than of yore when “we” visited it to consult the moderatorial sanctum of dear
Fr. Daugherty but the genial atmosphere of Colonial hospitality is breathed in
every nook from the Brown Study oft" of Senior Class-room to the varnished
cubics of Collier Hall. The Chapel which “we” helped to consecrate and which
afforded such an abundance of “copy” in each stage of its progress was com-
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pleted has now become a gem of architectural and decorative beauty, suggestive
of a new “write-up” in almost an issue. Gaston Hall’s rude rafters are sheathed
in splendor and resound with eloquence that the best of the panegyrists of the
Great Discoverer might envy. The editorial eye scans with glad memory of the
past and gladder realization of the bright present, the majestic porches and ap¬
proaches, the Philodemic Hall, the new Students’ Library and the commodious
substitute of the “so-called gymnasium” made famous by Xenophon.

Amid such evidences of the kindness of the past two decades to our Alma
Mater “we” can only pause to pray that they may have been equally kind to all
that goodly company which sallied forth with us to conquer and reform the
world and to hope that they have had cause to realize the truth of our class motto:

“Dulcis erit mercede labor.”
That yours may be the same, Mr. Editor, is the cordial wish of,

Yours sincerely,
Mark J. McNeal, S.J., ’93.

In ’94 Robert J. Collier, our most notable contribution to real journalism—
at present the Editor and Soul of Collier’s, “The National Weekly”—relieved
Mark McNeal at the helm. We offer in full what he himself styles an Editor’s
Confession of Faith.

RESOLUTIONS FOR AN EDITOR.

To be humbled by the responsibility rather than exalted by the power of the
printed word.

To seek the truth diligently and write it simply.
To hold his pen to strict account for intemperance and exaggeration.
To speak plainly about public evils without fear.
To keep an open heart for the needs of those who toil and an ear ready to

the cry of the unfortunate.
To visit scorn upon those whose power or riches is earned by the oppression

of the poor.
To expose scheming and hypocrisy in high places.
To accept fair criticism with candor and misunderstanding with a smile.
To abate no jot of his convictions, whether to reader or to advertiser, for

money’s sake.
To picture the world as God made it, darkened occasionally by war and pas¬

sion, but brightening from year to year as man deals more justly with his brother
and as he sees more frequent and less broken glimpses of the divine plan.

One second, and 1 think our only other journalist journalising is Sam Wag-
gaman, Editor in ’98. He is at present connected with the Richmond Times
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Dispatch in the capacity of Advertising Manager. We were delighted to receive
the following from him :

The Times Dispatch, Richmond, Va., Jan. i, 1913.
My Dear Mr. Gannon :

Your recent communication requesting me to send you some article for the
Journal, and also the receipt of the same has taken me back almost fifteen years,
when I had the pleasure of piloting the fortunes of the dear old College Journal.

My work, although still in journalism, has been confined to the business end,
and I have not written anything for so long that I am afraid that any attempt
of mine to tempt the Muse would prove disastrous.

Put me down in your directory of the Alumni, and send me the Journal
regularly.

With best wishes for a Prosperous and Happy New Year, I am,
Yours very truly,

S. J. Waggaman, Jr., ’98.
When we sent out an appeal to our brother Editors—if we may be so bold—■

it seems we made a serious mistake. However, we could feel no regret when
it brought forth in rebuke such a gem as this from W. Kurtz Wimsatt, an ex-
Editor of 1900.

In answer to an invitation to contribute to an “Old Editors” number of the
Georgetown College Journal.

“Old" Editors!

A chilling word, that “old,”
Too eager to fall into rime,
And round a verse of flying time

With ‘told‘’ or “cold" or “mold.”

My hair, that once was said
To match the sunset’s richest tone,
Still shows no horrid trace of roan,

It still is simply red.

My shanks, my girth—why Zounds!
Young man, I’d like to hare you know,
Since I left school tzvelve years ago,

I haven’t gained ten pounds.
I’d write, but in this vexed.

Provoked and peevish state of mind.
My muse to soar seems not inclined—

WE old ONES SHOULD BE “EX’D”
W. Kurtz Wimsatt, ’oo.
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Before Mr. Fegan, Editor in 190r, became Secretary and Treasurer of the
Georgetown Law School he followed the inclinations of his training and plunged
into “newspaper work.” Llis letter as well as his career so successfully begun,
seem to he an encouragement to us aspiring youngsters to do likewise:

1628 Swann Street,
Washington, D. C., March 26, 1913.

Dear Mr. Gannon:

Your request for a contribution from me, as sometime Editor-in-Chief, for
possible use in the Journal, is a form of flattery I find myself utterly unable to
resist; I regret, however, that 1 have not had more time to prepare an article.
My feelings are somewhat like those of the Freshman, who has just had a story
accepted by Scribner’s or the Black Cat.

Your letter recalls to my mind very vividly the experiences I had in the
application I endeavored to make of certain theories of newspaper work, while
I was holding the portfolio of reporter on a newspaper, after I graduated. I still
remember the thrill with which I read the words “Editorial Room,” painted on
the glass door of the Journal sanctum in the North Tower, when I saw them
for the first time, backwards, from within that sacred chamber. The exquisite
delight of reading the manuscript submitted; the charm of Father Shandelle’s
lectures on the work of Dana, Godkin, Greely and the old editorial giants; the
ponderous “leaders” written on “Our Duty in the Philippines,” etc.—these almost
made me forget the printer’s errors, and the necessity I was under, as part of my
duties, of grinding out verse as an excuse for using the old cuts we happened
to have in stock. But the atmosphere of the editorial rooms of the daily paper

upon which I secured employment was much more practical. In the first place,
my work was “newspaper work,” not “journalism.” Fortunately, I had long
been a reader of Dickens, and was thereby enabled to form a friendship with
the Sunday Editor, who idolized him. From this same Sunday Editor I learned
many things about the newspaper man’s profession; his favorite method of im¬
parting information was by means of parables about a mythical reporter who
“once worked on this paper.” One day, it seemed, this reporter was sent to
interview Senator Hale, tie was greatly excited as he rang the bell at the
Senator’s home. “Is the Senator in?” he inquired. “No.” “Thank Heaven,”
breathed the young reporter, as he hastily turned away, and went rapidly down
the front steps, feeling that he had done his full duty. Another experience was
this: He was directed to “cover” a commonplace meeting of a small local society
or association; shortly afterwards he reported to the City Editor as follows:
“I went to the Hall where the meeting was to be held; just after the proceed¬
ings began, some fellow had a row with the presiding officer, and finally shot
him; this broke up the meeting, so I came away.” That push and the ability to
recognize “news value” in the incidents of daily life are indispensable in news-
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paper work, could not have been impressed upon me in a more convincing way
than by such stories as these. The vivid imagination of the man who wrote the
column “People Met in Hotel Corridors,” and who rarely left the office; the
tribe of messenger boys, one of whom invariably impersonated the City Editor
at his desk while the Editor was in the composing room fighting for more space;
the bakery-like odor that came from the stereotypers’ room as the paper went
to press; the gifted chief linotyper, who used to ask his men, when we were

getting out an “Extra,” “What do you think you’re setting up? An Annual
Encyclopedia?”—these were parts of a picture quite different from what I had
expected. The fact, however, that only the practical view counts, could not he
overlooked under such conditions. I also recognized very soon that there were
several men on the staff of first rate capacity, unusually well informed, resource¬
ful, energetic and versatile, contact with whom was in itself of exceptional value.
In this connection let me say that the utter devotion of the reporter to the news¬
paper upon which he is employed is a thing to wonder at and admire; he has a

pride in everything connected with his paper; he is willing to make any sacrifice
for an exclusive story; and like all loyal employees, he haunts his place of em¬
ployment,—the newspaper office, when he is not 011 duty. Should his connection
with the Journal lead any one to think of taking up newspaper work after
graduation, there may be some satisfaction in knowing that he will be choosing
a real profession,—at the present day, with traditions and an ample field for
brains of even the first order.

Let me assure you that the Journal is being read with interest by the
Alumni, and let me also congratulate you upon the high standard of work you
are maintaining, higher, I think, than was the case in my time. To me my con¬
nection with the Journal is one of the very finest memories of college life. You,
perhaps, cannot appreciate fully, now, nor can I explain, the feeling of affection
the men who have worked on the Journal have for it. Fifteen years from now,
when you are a leader of the New York bar, and are asked to contribute an
article, you will understand all about it,—but then you will not need any ex¬
planation. With best wishes for the continued success of the Journal,

Sincerely yours,
Hugh J. Fegan.

From 1902-4, which might well be termed a second Golden Age, the name of
John A. Foote, nbw M. D., was especially prominent on the Editorial Board.
In his letter the mention of his contemporaries suffices to indicate the importance
of this period.
T, ,, „ March iqi-lDear Mr. Editor : 0 J J

In response to your appeal for a letter relating to the Journal in my time,
I am sending what will probably not come up to your requirements, save and
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except as a stop gap or space filler. Alumni letters are, after all, to the college
editor what plate matter is to the country newspaper publisher.

While writing this I was called to the telephone by Frank Sullivan, ’05. He
was one of the bright particular stars of the Journal in my day, writing good
short stories and good verse with great facility. Ward Barrow, ’05, who wrote
verse at the same time for Harper’s and the Century, was also a frequent con¬
tributor. Horatio Winslow, also an ’05 man who, did not remain to graduate,
has since become a contributor to popular magazines. I see his name frequently
appended to verses and short stories. Hall Lusk, who is practicing law in Port¬
land, Oregon, was one of our most valuable men and his literary growth can
easily be traced through the pages of the Journal. Hugh Fegan and John Fay
were our “heavies”; they contributed essays and classical verse, while the Ex¬
change Department, under G. Conrad Reid, was what popular song writers would
term “a sure five hit.” John Sheridan was very generous in illustrating our
stories and our special numbers and added much to the Journal’s attractiveness.
We were proud of the Journal; we took it very seriously and vied with one
another in producing what we considered suitable material.

I am glad that the present prosperity of the Journal under your good man¬

agement does not suffer by comparison with any previous period in its history,
and, with the growing prospects and enlarging ambitions of Georgetown it is not
too much to expect a publication far surpassing all previous attempts in college
journalism. Yours truly,

John Foote.
One of the newsiest and most interesting letters received was a cry from the

Great Northwest from Portland, Oregon, where Albert B. Ridgway, Editor in
1907, is senior partner in the law firm of Ridgway & Johnson.

Portland, Oregon, March 26, 1913.
My Dear Mr. Gannon :

I beg to acknowledge the receipt of your kind letter, stating that you are
publishing reminiscent letters from the “Old Editors” in celebration of your

anniversary number, and asking for a contribution.
Fortunately, you are charitable in your request, in that you say you will be

grateful for anything from an essay to a telegram. The former I have not
written since I had the pleasure of calling myself editor, and the latter is entirely
too cold when one writes to his Alma Mater; so we will compromise on a letter.

When I first had the good fortune to become connected with the Journal
as an associate editor, we had adittle room near the top of the Old North Build¬
ing, and a typical editorial room it was. Gerry Eagan, Joe Lawler, Harlow
Pease, Walter Benjamin, and a few others were the main contributors. We
were an ambitious bunch, however. When I was elected editor I distinctly
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remember how with the able assistance and encouragement of Rev. Mr. Hen-
nessy, S. J., we soon moved into larger headquarters, securing a big room on
the hrst lioor of the Old North Building. We then acquired desks for each
contributing editor, and the pride of my heart was an editorial table, around
which we would gather and plan our next month’s issue. It was ten or twelve
feet long, and looked like the directors’ table of a successful bank. Somehow,
whenever I recall those days the picture of this table, and all that it signified to
us, always returns, bringing to memory the anxious hours which we spent around
it, racking our brains for copy, and wondering to whom we could apply to help
us in filling our columns.

It was always, and is today a source of surprise that there should be any
difficulty in obtaining the co-operation of the student body in the matter of secur¬
ing articles for a college journal. 1 referred above to my good fortune in be¬
coming connected with the Journal while at college, and I used the term in its
fullest sense; for if the classical education which the good Fathers tried so hard
to give us at Georgetown meant anything, it was to prepare us to take our places
in a practical manner among our fellow citizens, and both the Philodemic Society
and the College Journal are important factors in making such a course complete
and successful. You hear on all sides the old fallacy still advanced that the
newspaper has eliminated oratory, and the typewriter and the telephone the art
of writing, and it is a fallacy. In this day of changing of systems, the evolutions
of old ideas into new, the birth of those principles which are termed “progres¬
sive,” the man who not only can think logically, but who can likewise both
clothe his thoughts with apt words, and express them with force and conviction,
is the man who possesses the means to success. It is unimportant whether one’s
ultimate aim is professional or mercantile, the ability both to write and express
one’s thought is an asset, the value of which is in no wise lessened because of the
conditions of the age in which we are at present living.

For these reasons I have never regretted the time I devoted to making the
most of these two opportunities while at Georgetown College, and as the value of
the lessons learned through these two sources is brought home to me more

forcibly each day that I devote to the practice of my own profession, just so
much dearer becomes their memory and keener the regret that, not more fully
appreciating their value, I may possibly have neglected to obtain to the fullest
the experience offered me through these two opportunities.

In closing this little letter I want to say that it has been a pleasure, a real
pleasure, to stop in my work and write these few words to my old College
Journal. One might think that being separated, as we are, from our old Alma
Mater by over three thousand miles, our interest in Georgetown and all that the
word means to us, had ceased. Portland numbers among its citizens another
“Old Editor” of the Journal in the person of Mr. Hall Stoner Lusk, ’04. Fre-
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quently we meet of an evening, and talk of the ten years which both of us spent
within her halls. Mr. Lusk is associated with the firm of Dolph, Mallory, Simon
& Gearin, one of the oldest and most reputable legal firms in this state. George¬
town has further cause to be proud of her sons in the Northwest, many of whom
are located in Portland, and all giving evidence of her training and her teaching.
Mr. Robert MacGuire, Law ’09, is the chief deputy prosecuting attorney for the
county of Multnomah, which includes Portland, while the writer is associated in
partnership with the present United States Attorney for the State of Oregon,
Mr. Everett A. Johnson, of the law class of 1910. Beckman and Rondeau, both
of the same law class, are likewise practicing as partners. Mr. Leo W. O’Rourke,
Law To, Mr. James B. Bocock, ’06, and others. From this you can see that
though the distance be great, the spirit of old Georgetown is still within our
hearts, urging us to greater effort, to more assured success, in the hope of obtain¬
ing not only renown for our own sake, but for the greater honor and glory of
our Alma Mater.

With best wishes for the continued success of my old College Journal,
I remain, Sincerely yours,

Albert B. Ridgway, ’07.

And now we are coming to contemporaries. Though Mr. Corcoran was
graduated the June before we became a Freshman class, many who were then
in the Prep School still personally remember him and many more are his friends
by hearsay. 9

Chicago, III., March 24, 1913.
My Dear Mr. Gannon :

Tour communication of recent date, honoring me with a request for copy,
coincident with the continued publication of the “Llistory of the Journal,” finds
me only too happy to be able to respond meagerly and thus add my mite to the
reminiscences that have preceded and at the same time offer my most hearty
congratulations to those in charge of the Journal at the present time.

My three years as a member of the Journal staff, one year as Editor-in-
Chief, assume a prominent place in my “store-house” of college memories. I can

vividly recall my efforts to have my name appear among the contributors, finally
resulting in my working onto the staff in 1907 as Athletic Editor. Occasionally
I “put over” a “story.” Passing over the years 1907 and 1908 and getting down
to my assignment, the year 1909 was a fairly successful one for the Journal.
We experienced our difficulties to be sure, particularly Mr. Farrell, S.J., our
moderator, and your humble servant, the Editor. ’Twas like pulling teeth to
secure copy from the college students. We weathered the year with the aid of
some splendid work on the part of a few. “Larry” Smith, Quincy, Ill., at present
practicing law in his home city, was equal to the pastime of writing a complete
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novel every month, “just to get rid of surplus ‘pep’,’’ as one of his classmates
put it. “Vin” Lynch, Utica, N. Y., possessed a style “all his own” and made a
decided hit with his college notes. “Tom” Boyle, the Sharon, Pa., philosopher,
could generally be depended upon to start something when looking after Ex¬
changes. Three of “Tom’s” characteristics were—a perpetual readiness to argue;
an inordinate love for Morgans; and a business-like stride. ’Twas right here
that we developed one of the greatest press agents in the history of Georgetown
University, so I have since learned. At that time a “mere freshman” sought a
place on the staff as Athletic Editor, which position, after a try-out, was later
alotted him. The aforementioned youngster was none other than Vincent (Dap)
Dailey, who in after time made name and fame for Georgetown in athletics as a

gridiron warrior and athletic director. “Dap” crowded the columns of the Wash¬
ington papers with innumerable “scoops” thereafter, regarding the doings on the
hill, so I have been informed. Prior to Dailey’s time “Beef” Woods, ’08, of
Boston, and myself, were given to this occupation. Woods even went so far as
to invent an article dealing with the remarkable discovery by Captain Bocock, of
the football eleven, of a theretofore unheard of play, “the rebounding ball.”
Woods spread bis story over an entire column and the surprising part of it all
was, the Washington sporting editors were inveigled into publishing the myth.
Regarding myself, the 1909 class book said, “Corcoran and his typewriter have
been responsible for volumes of dope,” but hearsay has convinced me Dailey
over-reached us all. Another of the Journal “finds” of that time was Allan
Glennon, Pittston, Pa. Glennon’s “philosophy” was a “scream” and his Journal
contributions were “screams.” Charley Angulo and “Long” John Crosby were
associate editors at this time. “Dan” McCann acted as business manager and
the inimitable “Billy” Byrne, Pittsburgh, Pa., was staff artist.

Tt is surprising how the Georgetown men in Chicago still follow closely
the successes of Alma Mater. One would imagine that with the passing of time
and the fact that we are such “a long ways off” that Georgetown would in a
sense be but a memory. Such is not the case. Would that a closer bond existed
between we of the west and the present-day student body. Perhaps such a con¬
dition can be brought about. It has been the fond hope of alumni in this section
of the country that intersectional contests in athletics, debate, and the like, will
in the near future be yearly events. We feel that such activities should be fos¬
tered for the purpose of bringing further fame to the name of old Georgetown,
if such be possible. If the University is desirous of adding to the number of the
student body, hereabouts is a splendid field for recruiting, in the midst of a
sturdy Catholic population, whose sons, desirous of “going east to college” may
if a plan such as I have outlined briefly is followed out, thusly be given a glimpse
right at home, of what Georgetown is doing for her young men students. Other
Eastern Universities are mingling constantly with Universities in this part of
the country in various branches of college activities. It was only last fall that
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Holy Cross University sent its football team to St. Louis. The famed George¬
town spirit still predominates in our midst. Let us all get together and loudly
proclaim the praises of Old Georgetown. Sincerely yours,

Vincent A. Corcoran, ’09.
To be for an instant personal, one of our pleasantest memories of George¬

town is the Valedictory of 1911. In it force, humor and pathos were wielded
into poetry and fittingly delivered. It was an indication culmination of a bril¬
liant college career. The Valedictorian was Charles Angulo, Editor in 1910.
Unfortunately his modesty still keeps pace with his ability and his letter is dis¬
appointingly brief for such a pen.
,, -at -r- New York, March 31, 1913.My Dear Mr. Editor : ' 0 y 0

Allow me to compliment you upon the competent manner in which you are

conducting the Journal; and let me furthermore express to you my best wishes
for its future prosperity and progress. Very truly yours,

Charles Angulo, ’ 11.

For two solid years we had a real oratorical idol in Georgetown. Every
time he opened his mouth it was the signal for a shower of medals and prizes.
On the Philodemic floor his name is a byword, bis work a standard of what can
be done while still in college. It was once reported in a local newspaper relative
to some dedication or celebration of some sort that “Elis Eminence Cardinal

Gibbons, Chief Justice Edward Douglas White, John L. Crosby and President
Donlon of the University were also present.” It was indeed slight exaggeration
of the regard we all had for big John. liASTINGS rlALLj
Dear Mr. Editor: Cambridge, Mass.

I regret that delays in forwarding with which your letter met in the West
prevented my complying with your very kind request to write in reminiscent
mood for April publication. However, it is perhaps as well, for while the recol¬
lection of my Journal labors is quite sufficiently delightful to lure me to remin¬
iscence, they are as yet scarce far enough away in point of years fittingly to
lend themselves to that foible of the aged.

There is no better wish, I think, which I can send you personally than that
your association with the Journal may prove as much a source of genuine joy to
you as mine did to me.

I should be very glad were you to place my name permanently upon your
subscribers’ list and I enclose you money to that purpose.

Sincerely yours,
April 3, 1913. John F. Crosby.

This, then, concludes our little series of letters which have linked them¬
selves into an interesting chain of memory and a History of the Journal.
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uUjat 1Carr f&nnm Affatr.
“See Jay Are,” Med. ’15, and J. K. Jennings, Dent. ’15.

HE president of Garston Col¬
lege was evidently worried.
A deep frown was present
on his usually genial and en¬
gaging countenance, as he

sat in his office chair. I had just finished
making a report on some legal matters
concerning the school and he had inti¬
mated that there were some other things
about which he wished to speak, so 1
awaited his pleasure to divulge them.
“It’s something of a family matter,” he
finally remarked, “and for that reason
I hesitate about stating it. But we find
ourselves unable to cope with the situa¬
tion and outside aid is necessary. Ever
since the opening of the term we’ve been
receiving reports from the students of
various things being stolen from their
rooms. The intrinsic value of these arti¬
cles in the first few cases was compara¬

tively small hut lately the thief has
shown a more discriminating taste. The
faculty, especially the prefects of the
corridors have redoubled their usual

vigilance; traps innumerable have been
set but without success. In an attempt
to aid 11s the seniors voluntarily offered
to organize an investigating committee,
but this we could not permit. The thief
has not shown partiality in his depreda¬
tions hut has treated both teachers and

pupils alike as far as his visits are con¬
cerned. By certain regulations we have
managed to eliminate the possibility of
outsiders, so the field is narrowed to
some resident of the college. We are
at our wits’ end and unless something

is done soon I fear it will demoralize
the school. I am willing to consent to
any measures you may suggest with the
proviso that publicity be avoided by all
means. That one consideration has pre¬
vented us from bringing in the police
ere this.”

His explanation had given me time to
recall a former classmate whom I had
run across not long before, while on a
business trip to the metropolis. We had
met but for a short time between trains
and the resulting reminiscences of other
days had almost crowded from my mind
that he had told me of being a modern
disciple of Lecoq. Certainly he was just
the man for the emergency. “Do you
remember one of the boys of my time
whom they used to call ‘Logical Lanway’
because of his fondness for that branch
of study and his unusual ability on de¬
ductive lines? I’ve heard from various
sources lately that he’s had quite a bit
of success on cases that required pri¬
vacy and where the blundering rough¬
shod methods of the police had failed.
Besides he knows the ground and that
will he an inestimable advantage over
a stranger. I’ll send a message to him
if you wish.” “Good,” he replied, “tell
him we’ll anxiously await his arrival.”

Lanway chanced to be unoccupied and
within the week had been enrolled as a

special student in the science department.
This allowed him sufficient leisure to

pursue his investigations without attract¬
ing attention. But the thief had either
gotten wind of his advent or was grow-
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ing more wary, for his operations ceased
and the routine of college life soon re¬
stored all to a feeling of security.

On the morning, following a week¬
end holiday given in honor of some dis¬
tinguished visitor, the watchman in
making his rounds discovered that the
Bourgoyne-Hume museum had at last
fallen a prey to the marauder. The
president was notified immediately and
together with Lanway proceeded to the
scene. This collection was the pride of
the college and one of the points of in¬
terest among the many to be found
within the historic walls. Laces of rare

and exquisite design constituted the
main portion of the collection, together
with a few famous jewels, handpainted
fans, ancient coins, tapestries and other
articles of minor importance. Lanway’s
first duty was to examine the heavy oak
doors guarding the entrance. The tum¬
blers of the lock worked perfectly and
gave no evidence of having been tam¬
pered with. Inquiry elicited the informa¬
tion that the only key to the room had
been in the porter’s keeping since the
last inspection at the beginning of the
holidays.

At first glance the interior of the room
presented its usual appearance save for
the central show-case, whose contents
had been tumbled about in great dis¬
order. Lanway tried the windows in
the north wall, and found them securely
locked, being further protected from in¬
vasion bv stout iron bars on the out¬

side. Between the windows was an open
fire-place, its old English andirons bear¬
ing the weight of some modern imitation
logs. He peered up the chimney and
noted that it had been partly blocked

with bricks, the passage-way hardly a
foot in width. Evidently his findings
were not to his liking, for he stood some
time absent-mindedly as if doubting
what step next to make.

Entrance to the central glass case had
been made by removing a square section
from the side nearest the fire-place. The
opening had been cleanly and evenly cut,
but Lanway’s magnifying glass failed to
show any traces of finger prints about
the edges. Carefully inserting his hand
he felt amidst the disordered contents

and drew forth the glass section together
with a small piece of white lace. A red¬
dish brown smear was evident on the

glass and the lace showed stains of a
similar nature. Lanway carefully de¬
posited them in separate envelopes and
put them in his pocket. As he moved
to one side his hand encountered a hard

object hidden in the fringe of the rug
beside the case. It proved to be a cylin¬
der of plaster hardly larger than a dime
in circumference, with one surface of a

light yellow color. He glanced at it for
an instant and then studied the ceiling
above him. A step ladder was procured
and he mounted for a closer inspection.
From this point of vantage he discerned
a spot, dififering but little from its sur¬
roundings in shade, which he dug out
with his penknife and found it to be
made of putty. The results seemed to
satisfy him, for the tune he was hum¬
ming took on a gayer note as he de¬
scended and requested that an inventory
list be brought so that they might de¬
termine just what articles were missing.
Restoring the contents of the case again
to some semblance of order, they found
by checking off the list, that the articles
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stolen consisted of an historic knife re¬

puted to have once belonged to the great
Napoleon, some rare Swiss silver coins,
specimens of Rose point, Duchess and
Valenciennes lace, and last but not least,
the world-famous Nancianna jewels, a

diamond, a ruby and a pearl, matchless
in their perfection.

This task completed Lanway asked
“Who has the room directly above this
one?” “If I’m not mistaken,” the presi¬
dent replied, “it is vacant at present.
Its occupant has been absent on sick-
leave for several weeks. We can take
a look at it if you wish.” The room
was furnished in typical college style,
its walls covered with posters and signs
of various sorts, intermingled with pen¬
nants. A chiffonier stood against the
abutting chimney and Lanway moved it
aside for a view of the wall. The sur¬

face was broken by the presence of a
ventilator, its folding doors partly closed
to exclude the draft from the chimney.
His attention was next directed to the

carpeted floor. He went over it care¬

fully with his magnifying glass and final¬
ly noted a strip whose minute ridges did
not run parallel with the adjacent ma¬
terial. With his knife he cut along the
borders of the strip and found great
difficulty in raising it from the floor, a
heavy glue applied to its under surface
holding to it with great tenacity. Tak¬
ing up the board beneath it was soon

accomplished and through the hole from
which he had dug out the putty a com¬

prehensive view could be had of the
scene they had just left. “That I think
will be sufficient,” said Lanway, “and
the rest of the details can be gained in
the basement laboratories.” The presi¬

dent, who had been an interested though
somewhat mystified observer, inquired,
“Have you obtained any idea as yet as
to how the robbery was effected?” “No,
none beyond that I think we have a very
clever crook to deal with, an amateur at
the game, but possessing an exceedingly
fertile brain, and a man who would stop
at nothing to gain his ends,” was the
answer.

The detective telephoned to headquar¬
ters and requested that a man be sent to
the telegraph office with instructions and
authority to investigate all messages di¬
rected to the college and report concern¬

ing them as soon as possible. In the
laboratories situated in the basement of
the Haley Building, Lanway brought
forth the specimens he had picked up in
the museum. In a large beaker filled
with a physiological salt-solution, he
placed the lace and allowed the stain on
it to dissolve. The glass he put under
a powerful microscope and studied for
several minutes. “What does it appear
to be?” inquired his companion. “Fve
discovered two fine strands on the glass,
one of which is a rope-fibre, the other a
fine hair from some animal,” replied the
detective, “while without a doubt the
smear in which they are embedded is
blood. From micrometric measurements

of the corpuscles I am unable to say for
certain whether it is human or other¬
wise and must resort to the more posi¬
tive biological test. Fortunately it so
happens the professor of the science
department was preparing to demon¬
strate this very experiment to his classes
and for the last two weeks or so has

been injecting some rabbits with an al¬
buminous solution obtained from the
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human body. That will save consider¬
able time for the animals are by now in
the condition we desire them.”

Along the wall were cages containing
a variety of animals, of the so-called
“poison squad” and Lanway drew forth
an innocent but obstreperous rabbit. Lie
anesthetized it and by means of a pipette
drew forth a quantity of its blood into
a sterilized graduate. The liquid was
then run through a filter until the serum
was perfectly clear and all was ready for
the next step. In a test-tube he placed
about a half teaspoonful of the solution
from the beaker containing the stained
lace, and to it he carefully added a few
drops from the graduate. The tube on

being held to the light revealed the pres¬
ence of a fine, barely perceptible precipi¬
tate.

They were interrupted in their absorb¬
ing work by the excited chattering of a
monkey contained in one of the cages.
The animal in some way had obtained a
knife from a nearby table and was busily
engaged in cutting squares of almost
geometrical exactitude, on the wains-
coating against which the cage stood.
By coaxing they finally managed to take
the knife away from the monkey, and as
Lanway grasped his fore-paw he noted
that the animal made a painful grimace.
Gently turning back the hair he discov¬
ered a deep jagged cut of recent origin.
Pointing it out to the president he re¬
marked “that completes the circumstan¬
tial evidence convicting one party con¬
cerned in the robbery. The light pre¬
cipitate of the biologic test had given
me an idea in that direction, for the
blood of a monkey gives at best only a

very weak reaction, while, if the stains

had been made by man the result would
have been much more positive. The
thief has planned his course well and
only an unforeseen accident to his part¬
ner revealed the manner by which he
gained access to the lace room. Through
the hole in the ceiling he could direct
his nimble accomplice whom he had let
down through the chimney, attached to
a rope. Armed with some glass-cutting
instrument, which he had been trained
to use, it was simple to enter the case,
and extract one article at a time and

then be hoisted up to his master. To
catch the latter we will have to await

the development of the case, the climax
of which ought to be reached in a very
short while.”

That evening* passing through the
quadrangle one might have noticed a
brilliant light coming through the win¬
dow shades of the president’s office.
Within, the faculty council had assem¬
bled and the detective was addressing
them. “Gentlemen,” he began, “I have
requested that you come here to act as
a preliminary jury in the case at hand,
You have by this time learned of the
evidence in our possession. By means
of a careful watch on the telegraph office
and the investigating of all messages re¬
ceived there for the college, I think we
have managed to pick up the trail of the
main party to the affair. The result
may ” A knock at the door was
heard and the president, on a sign from
Lanway, called for the person to enter.
The assistant to the professor of chem¬
istry, a man by the name of Haffield,
entered, and beholding the assembly,
apologetically attempted to withdraw.
However, the president reassured him,
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and setting a suitcase beside the door
the man advanced to the center of the

room. Lanway uttering some trivial ex¬
cuse carelessly picked up the suitcase and
went out. Haffield stated that he had

just received word of his father’s sud¬
den illness and asked if he might absent
himself from his duties for a few days.
Permission was readily granted him and
as the man turned to leave Lanway re¬
entered. “Pardon me, sir,” he said, “but
I took your suitcase out by mistake.”
The man darted toward it eagerly, and
as he grasped the handle, there was a
scuffle and a sharp check of steel and he
straightened up, his face a picture of
rage as he beheld his hands stoutly
bound by police manacles. “Sit over
there in the far corner,” crisply com¬
manded the detective, “while T examine
the suitcase. If everything is all right
you'll get more than my humble apolo¬
gies.” A vicious looking pistol came
forth to back up the command and Haf¬
field expostulatingly obeyed. Lanway
placed the suitcase on the desk observ¬
ing, “that telegram you received was a
fake. It was held up at the office until
we ascertained that your father doesn’t
live in the city where it came from. No
doubt some friend helped you in the
matter.” From the suitcase he took
forth some clothing and beneath them
was a varied assortment. “I had but
little time outside there to examine the

contents, but .the first thing that aroused
my suspicions was the camera and the
films beside it of a size almost twice too

large.” Breaking the seals on them he
caught the ends and let the spools, un¬
wind. “Here is the missing lace,” he
announced, as it came into view. “Now,

the next exhibit we’ll say is the silver-
mounted whiskey flask, a container of
both happiness and sorrow.” Pouring
its contents into a cuspidor, he continued,
“If I’m not at fault it contains the fa¬
mous ruby, as you perceive attached to
the bottom by some adhesive substance.”
The faculty were leaning forward now
as if beholding some Indian magician,
and Lanway opened a box of cigars.
Scattering them on the desk, he picked
up one a trifle bulkier than the rest and
crushed it in his hands. The knife that
once belonged to the great Corsican lay
before them. From the interior of an

opaque bottle of cold-cream he extracted
the pearl and the diamond, none the
worse from their surroundings. One
box remained and it was found to con¬

tain the familiar red, white and blue
discs, known as poker chips. Seeing no
deck of cards accompanying them he
weighed them individually and finally
picked out three which on being scraped
revealed the silver coins under a coating
of some substance similar to celluloid.
“That is all that is necessary, I think,”
Lanway observed, “and now what is your

judgment concerning the thief?” The
president, ever inclined to be lenient,
stated that in view of the articles having
been recovered he was greatly in favor
of letting the man depart in freedom so
far as the college was concerned, but
the fact that a number of the students
had also suffered losses left him no alter¬
native than to prosecute the case to the
full extent of the law. If the property
of the students could be found and re¬

stored to them he would on certain con¬

ditions be still willing to dismiss the
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charges. Haffield, his head cast down,
in an attitude of admitted guilt, gave no

reply. His hands as well as the mana¬
cles would permit pressed against his
left side for an instant, and unnoticed
a thumb and forefinger dipped into a
vest pocket. Lanway guessed his motive
just too late and made a flying leap
towards him. A crash followed as the
chair overturned and the two went to

;he floor, the detective uppermost, his
hands encircling the other’s throat in a

vain endeavor to prevent the man from
swallowing. The prisoner emitted a

gasping cry followed by several con¬
vulsive movements and then his body
gradually relaxed. Lanway, kneeling
beside him, felt for the heart-beat, but
it was stilled forever. From the pocket
he took a powdered substance and ex¬
amined it closely. “Cyanide,” he said
solemnly to the group gathered about
him, “the case has gone to a higher
tribunal for judgment.”
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A fKutlu'r’ii Spring ifU'uuu-u's.
April, thou sweet nurse of flowers,

By thy patfring gentle showers,
Thou dost build up leafy bowers

To the glory of the Spring.

But as rose-buds come astealing,

My sad sold is torn with feeling,
That eternal sleep is sealing

My dear darling of one Spring.

For sad chains of meni’ry bind me,

As the tearful skies remind me,

Once dear baby arms entwined me

Midst the glory of the Spring.

John C. McNamara, ’15.
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Wlj? ICaat of the flirtureaqurs—ilnaqum Utlkr.
Ed. McT. Donnelly, ’14.

NE of the pilgrimage places
of the world is now closed.
No longer can ‘ ‘ T h e

Heights ” be called the
literary Mecca of America.

Joaquin Miller, the “Poet of the Sier¬
ras,” the last of the picturesque trio that
included Bret Harte and Mark Twain—-
is dead. Of these three, who have im¬
mortalized the romance of the West he
alone remained to live out his last days
amid those scenes whose beauty he has
perpetuated in verse. Bret Harte lived a
great deal away from the West in his
latter days. Mark Twain became al¬
most completely a dweller in cities.
Joaquin Miller, however, sprang from
the West, lived in it, loved It, sang or it,
and finally died in it just as he had
wished to do. He will never be sepa¬
rated from it. His image, summoned up
from the memory will ever bring with
it a background of free plains, the breath
of far-reaching deserts picturing the poet
in cowboy attire, his genial patriarchal
countenance tanned and weather-beaten
with much exposure to the sun and wind.

Cincinnatus Hiner (Joaquin) Miller
was born in Indiana in 1841. His early
childhood was spent in a progress west¬
ward. His family ultimately settled in
Oregon from which place, while still in
his teens, he ran away to start on a career
that was varied and eventful in the ex¬

treme, even for those eventful times. He
prospected for gold in California. He

joined an Indian tribe, fighting in their
battles and narrowly escaping death on
more than one occasion. He edited a

Secessionist paper in Eugene City, Ore¬
gon, that the Federal authorities soon
suppressed. In 1866 he was appointed a

judge in Grant County, Oregon, with
fighting against the Indians instead of
for them, as part of his judicial duties.
In the midst of this stormy period of
his career, far from conducive to domes¬
ticity it would seem, he yet found time
for the responsibilities of marriage and
parenthood. His industry and capacity
for work must have been enormous since

it was soon after this time that the

“Songs of the Sierras” were published.
They made him famous although strange¬
ly enough his contemporary Bret Harte
wrote disparagingly of them. Ina Cool-
brith, a poetess and a staunch friend of
the poet, was responsible for a more
amicable attitude between them and also

for the poet’s adoption of the name

“Joaquin.”
“Joaquin et al” was a poem, written

by Miller in honor of the Mexican des¬
perado, Joaquin Murietta, that had been
especially admired. With a woman’s in¬
tuition, Miss Coolbrith prevailed on him
to drop the cumbersome and unmusical
praenomen of Cincinnatus Hiner and
substitute instead the more picturesque
name of his brigant-hero, Murietta.

Not long after he greatly increased
his fame by a notable visit to England.
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He made no attempt to assume the rai¬
ment of fashion, but went in the plain
habiliments that he had worn all his life.

Plain though they were at home, nothing
could be more novel to London eyes
than the cowboy’s sombrero, buckskins,
boots and accoutrements and there is

little doubt but that they attracted much
of the attention that was showered upon
him. His vogue soon became town-wide.
Houghton, Dike and others of The
Athenaeuum Circle vied in entertaining
him. He met on familiar terms such
men as Browning, Carlyle, Swinburne
and Rossetti. He even had an audience

with Queen Victoria, an occasion that
was hailed with delight by the cartoonists
who could ask for no better incongruity
than that of a man of the plains, six-
shooter and all, dining with potentates
and hobnobbing with royalty.

Returning home, he resided in Wash¬
ington, the nation’s capital, for some time
but the call of the West was too strong.
High up in the Piedmont hills, above
Oakland, California, he settled in his re¬

treat. It is a beautiful spot overlooking
Oakland and Alameda with a distant

glimpse of San Francisco Bay and the
Golden Gate. There he entertained his

guests who were many in number and
drawn from all sorts of people and all
sorts of places. His guest list must have
been an odd-looking record containing as
it did such all-assorted names as those
of Edwin Markham, Noguchi, the fam¬
ous Japanese writer, Elbert Hubbard,
Lily Langtry and Doctor Cook. Ill-as¬
sorted they certainly seem and yet per¬

haps not, in one sense. Miller was espe¬

cially fond of unusual, not to say bizarre,

characters and it was probably some
common element of novelty in the char¬
acters of these pilgrims that united them
in the bond of friendship with the moun¬

taineer-poet.
Much of his time was spent out of

doors, his quaint retreat furnishing him
with much work for hand as well as

brain. He built shrines to historical

characters that he had particular admira¬
tion for, Michelangelo, Moses and the
pioneer of his own times, Freemont.

His hopeful, confident, optimistic char¬
acter is revealed especially in his later
poems. For instance, the faith-inspiring
song, “At Final Parting”:

“Could I but teach man to believe,
Could I but make small men to grow,
To break frail spider webs that weave
About their thevos and bind them low;
Coidd I but sing one song and lay
Grim Doubt, I then could go my way
In tranquil silence, glad, serene,
And satisfied, from off the scene.

But, ah, this disbelief, this Doubt,
This doubt of God, this doubt of good,
The damn’d spot zvill not out.

Wouldst learn to know one little flower,
Its perfume, perfect form and hue?
Yea, woiddst thou have one perfect hour
Of all the years that come to you?
Then grow as God hath planted, grow
A lordly oak or daisy low,
As He hath set His garden; be
Just zvhat thou art, or grass or tree,
Thy treasures up in heaven laid
Azvait thy sure ascending soul,
Life after life—be not afraid!”
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Some of his warm-hearted, sympa¬
thetic generosity shines out from these
verses in “The Bravest Battle” one of
his poems that rivals “Kit Carson’s
Ride” in popularity:
“The bravest battle that ever was fought;
Shall I tell you where and when?
On the maps of the world you zvill find

it not;
It zvas fought by the mothers of men.

Nay, not with cannon or battle shot,
With szvord or braver pen;
Nay, not with eloquent word or thought,
From mouths of wonderful men.

But deep in a womans zvalled-up heart—
Of woman who would not yield,
But patiently, silently bore her part—
Lo! there is that battlefield.”

Time alone will judge just what fame
is to be accorded to Joaquin Miller.
That he had great gifts is not denied even

by his keenest critics. Rather, their chief
complaint of him is that he did not ful¬
fil in a marked degree the magnitude
of his early promise. Then, too, it is
hard to estimate just what amount of
attention is attracted to him by reason of
his personal picturesqueness, the quaint¬
ness of his tastes and his sunny, lovable
disposition. Some there are who claim
there was too much of the actor and

poseur about him while not denying his
poetical genius. If there is any one of
his poems that would seem to possess
the qualifications of long life ant? wlucli
will be Miller’s most important bid for
immortality it is his “Columbus.” There
is a certain swing and dash to it that
has been found so generally irresistable

that there is ample justification for call¬
ing it “Joaquin Miller’s masterpiece.”
We close this brief sketch of the Sierran

poet by quoting it in its entirety:

COLUMBUS.
Behind him lay the gray Azores,
Behind the Gates of Hercules;
Before him not the ghost of shores;
Before him only shoreless seas.
The good mate said: “Now we must pray,
For lo! the very stars are gone,
Brave Admiral speak; what shall I say?’
“Why say: 'Sail on! sail on! and on!”’

“My men grozv mutinous day by day;
My men grow ghastly, wan and weak.”
The stout mate thought of home; a spray
Of salt zvave zvashed his szvarthy cheek.
“What shall I say, brave Admiral, say,

If we sight naught but seas at dawn?’
“Why, you shall say at break of day:
Nail on! sail on! and on!’”

They sailed and sailed, as winds might
blow,

Until at last the blanched mate said:

“Why, nozv not even God would know
Should I and all my men fall dead.
These very winds forget their ivay,
For God from these dread seas is gone,
Now speak, brave Admiral, speak and

say”—
He said: “Sail on! sail on! and on!”

They sailed. They sailed. Then spake
the mate:

“This mad sea shows his teeth tonight.
He curls his lips, he lies in wait, as if to

bite!

Brave Admiral, say but one good ivord:
What shall zve do when hope is gone?’
The words leapt like a leaping sword!
“Sail on! sail on! and on!”
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Then pale and worn, he paced his deck, It grew, a starlit flag unfurled!
And peered through darkness. Ah, that It grew to he Time’s burst to dazvn.

night. He gained a world; he gave that world
Of all dark nights! And then a speck Its grandest lesson: “On! sail on!”
A light! A light! At last a light!
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ufhr Aiuuutl xtf tlir talking iUntimt prturfs.
Francis A. I.

BOUT six years ago, when the
jJ \ reproductions of the cine-
%. yf matograph machines first
!Avjbegan to attract the popu¬

lar attention of this, as well
as other countries, there was little con¬
sideration -paid them by the sager ele¬
ment of the nation, or by the more lit¬
erary populace, who doubtless regarded
them either as a mere “passing show” or
as a vulgar entertainment afforded by
cheap commercial enterprisers. Since
that time, however, they have not merely
given proof of their ability to entertain,
but have shown that they are actually
capable of affording intellectual pleasure
in their proper sphere. The former
crude and mechanical science of playing
before the cinematograph has been so
developed that it has become a veritable
art through which man is able to portray
in expression and motion the thoughts
and incidents that would otherwise have
to he expressed in words. And, since
this machine displays line for line and
shadow for shadow tbe pictures that are
enacted before it, it is as looking at a per¬
formance of the mimetic art through its
reflection in the mirror. True, there is
nothing particularly artistic in the ma¬
chine nor the processes employed in the
reproduction of the pictures, save those
of interpolation and insertion, which fall
rather under the same class of art as the

stage direction and stage setting do in the
dramatic line; but the pictures, or the

Connolly, T5.

acting of them, has now become an art
worthy of consideration. It was, there¬
fore, with a not unpleasant sensation,
that the American people learned lately,
through the announcements of the news¬

papers, that a member of our own race
and generation had invented a means
Lot only of recording the expressions and
actions of the photo-players, but also of
recording and reproducing their voices,
tones and inflections coincident with their

accompanying actions.
At first glance this information seemed

fo be a blessing and a God-send, for at
least one reason, namely, that it would
afford those of slight financial means an

opportunity of witnessing reproductions
of the world’s masterpieces at compara¬
tively inconsiderable cost. On second
thought, however, we see that there is
just the slightest possibility that the in¬
tended philanthropy may not be such,
but rather an evil. In other words, the
advent of the talking motion pictures, or

may we say the advent of the phonocine-
matograph, may mean the passing of the
stage. Nor is this possibility by any
means a remote one. The advance of the
motion picture has been a gradual, but by

Uiio means a slow one. It has come upon
us step by step, but with such lack of
pretense, due in all probability to its
close relationship to the drama or rather
the stage, and with such rapidity that we
are scarcely able to realize the danger
which it bears.
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In its unpretentiousness we have prob¬
ably given the motion play little sepa¬
rate consideration from an artistic stand¬

point. Now, however, when we begin to
appreciate it in all its magnitude we may
well ask if it is, as the camel fabled of
old, about to usurp the dwelling of the
stage through whose hospitality, or more

accurately under whose patronage it was
allowed to thrust in its nose out of the

cold, that it might be warmed. Originally
its scope was principally the portrayal of
plays and incidents for the mere enter¬
tainment of the people and not for their
instruction and aesthetic development.
Now, with its increased capabilities and
resources, it is raised very close to the
level of the stage and bids fair to usurp
the field once occupied by that worthy
and philanthropic institution. The mo¬
tion picture is artistic and convenient and
can be produced at ever so slight a cost.
The best dramatists, the best plays and
the most beautiful of scenery can be re¬

produced in the cinematograph not mere¬

ly at any season of the year, but actually
at any hours of the day or night. The
best dramatists and the best plays as a
rule can only be seen in each city once
in a season during a brief engagement.
Consider, then, that the motion picture
has also acquired the faculty of repro¬
ducing the voice of the players. Then
when we realize its cost we sec what

advantages it possesses.
We now come to a quandary. Will

the stage be able so properly to support
its devotees as to warrant their pursuit
of the dramatic art? Perchance with all
its disadvantages it will at least until
some new age deems it proper to turn its
social inclinations from the playhouse to

the more practical moving picture the¬
atre. And when this day comes, behold!
the stage is no more. The dramatists
will be called upon to display their talents
before the shimmering lense and acute
disc of a rapidly revolving audience to
be displayed later in exact replica at
pleasure. Personality will be a thing of
the past. The geniuses of the dramatic
art will appear before us in mere lights
and shadows instead of as actual living-
individuals. Their qualities may depre¬
ciate, for, as from two or three produc¬
tions sufficient films can be developed to
last the world for years; the whole dra¬
matic art may degenerate, leaving the
shell of its former self the bauble of the

stock company.

True, there is a God-send in the phono-
cinematograph, but it lies for the most
part in its ability to entertain at ever so
slight a cost. For, although it will incul¬
cate a certain amount of familiarity with
the greatest of masters and masterpieces,
it can never quite fill the place of the
stage. It will always lack that indi¬
viduality, that personality which the ap¬
pearance of the actors in the real flesh
inspires. Why, there is even a hint of
the uncanny in hearing creatures that
have no backs save when they turn their
faces from us, carrying on conversations
and rising to heights of anger or falling
to notes of pathos. Moreover, that an¬
cient institution, the stage, is already
over-racked with petty commercialism.
The province of the drama is to educate
and develop, that of the motion picture
to entertain. The province of the one is
intellectual, that of the other commercial.
When the intellectual falls into the hands
of the commercial, what may we expect?
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Need I prove to you that commercial en¬
terprises aim to please the public taste
and that that taste is vulgar? It is a

popular desire in this age to be exten¬
sively, though ever so superficially, versed
in the several arts. Even this may be the
safeguard against the decline of art in
this age, but what of the ages that may
follow? When the acquisition of this
familiarity with art and artists becomes
common property, and the demand for it
ceases, will the endeavors of the commer¬

cial stage tend towards the uplift of the
dramatic art or its demolishment ? For¬

merly the stage has fallen into desuetude
and its revival has as yet to restore some
of the perfections which it bore down
with it.

One might say that only in the imagi¬
native brain could the real masters of
the dramatic art be induced to play be¬
fore cameras, but this is not true. They
are already doing so, and one of the first
reproductions of the phonocinematograph

is the portrayal of a melodrama, includ¬
ing in its cast one of America’s first
melodramatists.

So we are brought to realize that the
thought of an impending struggle be¬
tween the commercial and aesthetic ten¬

dencies of man in the advent of the talk¬

ing motion pictures is at least not de¬
cidedly absurd; and we must admit that
the aesthetic qualities, if they are not
more necessary to man than practical
qualities, are at least of equal importance,
for, in the words of Lowell, “Compara¬
tive criticism teaches us that moral and

aesthetic defects are more clearly related
than is commonly supposed.” If, there¬
fore, the advent of the talking motion
pictures mean the passing of the aesthetic
qualities of the stage, is there reason to
rejoice at the introduction of a blessing
at so great a cost, or should we rather
deplore the advance of commercialism
and the consequent demise of art?
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“Spring ifnu'r"
Ah! me, 'tis hard to get to work,

Temptation is to play;

There comes a spell that makes us shirk

The duties of the day.
V

’Tis true it comes but once a year

Whilst days arc growing long
It is a sign that spring is here
And life is one sweet song.

B. Jkromk Mkgarc;ick, R>-
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®hr lutliter.

Francis A. I. Connolly, ’15.

ROM the very beginning
man’s eyes have been
opened indeed, but God
spare the sight. He has
seen himself hurled by a

demon’s wiles from that summit of per¬
fection in which God fashioned him into
the depths and mire of degeneracy, from
which, like the humble ant, he has learned
through the kind hand of a forgiving
Providence to again build up that grand
castle of excellence which he had once

torn down upon himself. Like to an ant,
man is a builder; and his houses are

built grain by grain. Each of his several
little works that go to fill out his life’s
hour is a factor in his material and his

performance of it is a factor in the con¬
struction of his character, and the whole
is like to its many parts. Nor is this
building a mere physical structure. In¬
deed, if it were, it would be as an ex¬

terior of more or less grandeur, enclos¬
ing an interior of void emptiness, the
shell of a mansion without even the room

of a hovel. There must be also a moral

and intellectual construction, a laying ofif
of the interior.

Having before us then this task to
accomplish, with what care, with what
precaution should we proceed? Would
we take each piece of material, each stone
and pebble and mass them indiscrimi¬
nately together, or should we rather
pause a moment, think and draw up our

plans? Surely, there must be some end

in view in the building. It must be done
so as to conform to certain ideals of

beauty which we have pictured to our¬
selves. True, it is, but what are these
ideals ? Are they such as the narrow
boundaries of time compass and over¬
shadow in their dark deceit, or are they
those such as shall extend beyond the
pale of earth into the realm of eternity
and there in their immortality abide. Let
us hope the latter, for in the phrasing of
the poet, “He builds too low who builds
beneath the stars.”

There is much wfisdom in this little

saying, although literally it sounds ex¬

tremely absurd. At first sight it seems
to connote a “confusion of tongues.” It
recalls to us the folly of those who strove
in their stupidity to erect a tower that
would reach the heavens, the foolish
men who attempted the “tower of Babel.”
But this is not its meaning. It rather
warns us against the fool-like construc¬
tion of an earthly tower whose comple¬
tion can never be accomplished and
whose walls will one day topple down
upon us, leaving us buried beneath the
ruins of an inordinate ambition and an

insatiable lust. It bids us beware tne

futility of striving to complete the pass¬

ing mansions of pleasure.
Its monition is only such as leads to

those things which are lasting. “Trouble
not with the things of time and earth,”
it seems to say, “Save that they lead you
on to the accomplishment of those things
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which will outwear the sands of time,
by their exquisite excellence to contrast
their former apparent nothingness. Be¬
ware and learn that the glitter may also
mark the dross.”

And why should we strive for the
things of eternity, are not the things of
life as sweet? Why, indeed, should
they be? When we strive after an am¬
bition, do we not rather seek to please
the cravings of desire than the demands
of the body,—do not the demands of the
body in general originate in the desires
of a restless soul? Of course, this is
not true of its physical necessities, al¬
though too frequently the supposed nec¬
essities of the body are the imaginations
of the brain.

And yet, the body alone needs the ele¬
ments of the earth,—the soul is a being
of a supernatural order, merely pursuing

an altogether dissatisfying probation in
the limits of time. Its pleasures are in
eternity.

If it is the craving of desire that we
seek to satisfy, if such is the pleasure
that we strive for we should not trifle
with the paltry petals of life whose fra¬
grance scent the air today only to be
wafted into oblivion by tomorrow’s win¬
try blasts. Let those fleeting blossoms
of hope that fade while the grains of
sand tell the hour, those will-o’ the wisps
of the marshland, those mirages of the
sun-beaten desert that flee before the

traveler’s weary approach be set aside.
Lift up the heart into Heaven, of whose
joy Saint Paul assures us, “Eye hath not
seen, ear hath not heard, nor hath it
entered into the heart of man to con¬

ceive.”
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®mo of a iKittii.

John C. McNamara, T5.

“'/T? OGUES’ Gallery had cata-
\\ logued him as “Full-dress
J| Freddy” Reeves. The police
]/I all over the country knew

him by the same sobriquet.
The newspapers had photographed him
repeatedly as the most skilful “gentle¬
man” burglar of the decade. His well
groomed figure, immaculately garbed in
all that society could demand, had graced
the most pretentious drawing rooms
from Riverside Drive in New York to

San Francisco, where his smooth talk
and faultless manners had won for him
the confidence which had given him the
opportunity for the sensational robberies
he had perpetrated.

Appearing suddenly in some distant
city, he would have himself mysteriously
introduced into the most select circles by
people who knew nothing about him, ex¬

cept that they were impressed by the
aristocratic alias he had assumed, and
had been charmed by his winning per¬
sonality. No one ever knew anything
about him until they discovered after
some social function they had given that
they had been mysteriously robbed of
valuable gems or large sums of money.
Then they remembered the stranger who
had attended, and shortly the police at¬
tributed the crime to “Full-dress Fred¬

dy,” and swore vociferously over their
failure to catch him. His last robbery
had been in New York and society

throughout the country was clamoring
for his arrest.

'S' -h

The door of a small, modest apartment
on Eighteenth street, just off Dupont
Circle, Washington, D. C., opened and a

slender, medium sized man, buttoning his
outer coat over a dress suit, wearing a

high silk hat and carrying a cane and
a suit case, walked lightly down the steps
to the waiting taxi, which soon disap¬
peared, turning aside into New Hamp¬
shire avenue. When the machine stopped
again it had drawn up in front of the
German Embassy, and having directed
his driver to return at a quarter before
midnight, its occupant joined the crowd,
disappearing beyond the impressive uni¬
formed footmen standing solemn guard
at the entrance.

Once within, Frederick R. Reeves,
“crook and gentleman,” leisurely strolled
to the retiring room, was relieved of his
outer wraps, and then returned to the
main reception hall. The ambassador of
the Kaiser, Baron Von Bugler and his
wife, the Baroness, were receiving and
were surrounded by a crowd, merry as a
marriage bell and resplendent in the
finery of gorgeous uniforms and Parisian
evening gowns. The hum-drum was in¬
cessant, as the continual stream of people
passed the hostess and host, either meet¬
ing or being presented to them.

Standing at the edge of the throng,
Reeves waited until the crowd became
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thickest and then allowed himself to be
carried along in the constant stream of
newcomers. In an instant he was in the
immediate vicinity of the Baron and his
wife. In the next he was shaking the
Baroness’ hand and murmuring well-bred
conventionalities.

Reeves knew well from experience that
in most cases the host doesn’t know one

out of ten of his guests, and this proved
to be the case here. Having greeted so

many people, the Baron had lost all track
of names and faces, and accordingly he
greeted Reeves as someone he supposed
he should know, having met him before.
Turning to his wife, he presented him,
“My dear, this is Mr. ,” he hesitated,
and before he could say anything further
Reeves was talking pleasantly to the
Baroness and a new arrival had occupied
her husband’s.attention.

The Baroness chatted a few minutes
with the stranger and in turn presented
him to one of her ladies in waiting, with
the same introduction, “Mr. ,” a

jumbled murmur and then Reeves him¬
self relieved all embarrassment by join¬
ing in the conversation. In this manner
he soon met many of the most prominent
and wealthy people present. Then he re¬
tired to the smoking room.

“Well,” he soliloquized, “I've started
anyway. I know enough of them now
to make a clean haul. It's now half
after ten, so I only have a little more
than an hour. I think I'll get this stout
gentleman’s watch over here." Suiting
action to his words, he was soon smoking
a friendly cigar with some minor foreign
official whom he had met earlier in the

evening and whom he had seen display
a heavy, jeweled, gold watch. After

about fifteen minutes Reeves arose with
the remark that he must go back to the
main room and left his companion, but
took his watch, without having aroused
suspicion. Outside he met several more

gentlemen, whom he relieved of their
valuables, both in money and jewels,
without their knowledge. The danger of
his occupation worked a strange fascina¬
tion over him and he was soon dancing
with a woman whom he had recognized
by a priceless necklace of pearls he had
noticed before.

It was the most dangerous venture of
all to attempt to take a necklace from
the fair throat of his companion, but
Reeves knew the worth of the pearls and
risked it. In the mystic turnings of the
social “bear,” he dropped his hand care¬

lessly to his side and when he replaced it,
it concealed a minute pair of scissors with
which he clipped the string of pearls.
Then holding the necklace intact and
apparently unbroken underneath his other
hand he returned the shears to his pocket.
Then taking advantage of the three long
slides of the dance which brought them
near the wall, he drew his companion
closer to him and whispering some empty
compliment in her ear, slowly let the
necklace fall behind her and then gath¬
ered it into his hand and slipped it into
his vest pocket.

Hardly had he finished when the music
died away and he led his companion to
a seat, her heart throbbing with nervous
pulsations. To his great relief, his com¬

panion introduced him to a girl at her
side, and glad of the opportunity he
immediately claimed the next dance and
led her away. As the first strains of the
orchestra arose, the lights in the room
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grew dim and left everything vague and
visionary under the mellow illumination
of an artificial moon. Reeves, with his
emotions all keyed up and with every
nerve kindling with excitement, hardly
realized he was dancing. It was every¬
thing to escape now before the theft
would be discovered, and this he knew
would be but a few minutes at the most.

Then he became conscious of the girl.
She was speaking and he looked at her.
He was appalled at her beauty, almost
positively frightened. Everything which
he had ever imagined in the vagueness
of his ideal woman seemed embodied in
the girl’s face. The music quickened and
Reeves soon seemed to realize his posi¬
tion. His nerves steadied and he began
to enjoy himself. His companion
danced so lightly he hardly felt her in
his arms. She attracted him, called him,
appealed to him with her eyes. Un¬
consciously he fell into the winding move¬
ments of the tango, and as he felt the
soft pressure of the girl’s dining arms,
heard the gentle rustle of her skirts, he
forgot he was a thief, forgot everything—
except the girl. He looked down at her,
talking the soft irresistible compliments
that have ever pleased women, and two
gentle, dark, pleading eyes, large and
bright as morning stars, looked back un¬

falteringly into his. The girl’s voice was
soft and low. She began to hum the air
of the alluring melody. To Reeves it
was paradise.

“Heaven,” he murmured, “if I were

only a real man and a girl like this in
the world.” He looked down at her

again. Her breast and throat were laden
with jewels. Then all the old fascination,
the calling of his trade, came back upon

him, but with a muffled exclamation he
pushed them aside and crushed them.

The girl looked up in his face, “Why,
what’s the matter,” she exclaimed, noting
his harassed expression, “and what was
it you said. Bye the bye,” she continued,
“I didn’t get your name,” and she dazzled
him with a smile that for a fleeting in¬
stant showed teeth that rivaled the pearls
about her neck in their purity and shape.
“Nor I, yours,” he parried.

“Oh, Ethel Grayson, is mine,” she re¬
plied. Reeves’ feelings had been running
wild over the girl. “Ethel,” he whispered
and then he wondered at his boldness.
But the girl did not seem to be resentful.
Soon the room was lighted again and the
music ceased. As he had been speaking
he had failed to notice the girl’s soft
white hand as it felt its way quietly to his
vest pocket and then stole back to her
bosom with his watch concealed.

In the bright glare of the lights Reeves
found her smiling at him playfully, while
he, almost dazed, regarded her. As he
talked to her his attention was attracted

by a slight commotion at the opposite
side of the room, and after a hasty glance
he realized that the necklace has been

missed. With a hurried excuse to his

companion he strolled across the room
with outward calm but with beating ex¬
cited heart, and he gave vent to a great
sigh of relief as lie gained the cloak room.
Without the appearance of undue haste,
he donned his coat and hat and reached
the street just as his taxi drew up. Tell¬
ing the driver to go anywhere only to
get to the Union Station by twelve thirty,
he fell back in the cab and lay there
inertly for minutes. “What a close
shave,” he gasped, “and what a girl!”
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Then with an effort he brought him¬
self to action again. He opened the
suitcase at his feet, took out a neat blue
street suit, and emptied his pockets of
the plunder, depositing the valuables in
the bag, yet never missing his own watch.
Then as the taxi noiselessly fled along
quiet streets, he quickly divested himself
of his evening clothes, crammed them into
the bag and donned the street suit, shirt,
collar, tie, etc., until he was transformed
into a well dressed man of the world.
He had just locked the suit case when
the cab drew up in front of the station.

Having purchased a “sleeper” for
New York, he hurried through the sta¬
tion to his train on Track “18,” and just
as he passed through the gate was sur¬

prised to find the “girl of the reception”
directly ahead of him. In a minute he
was beside her, and had relieved her of
her bag, which she relinquished rather
unwillingly. Having accompanied her
to her car, he helped her aboard and
then paused in the darkness, looking
down at the hags in a dilemma as to
which was which, as they were identical
in appearance and weight. The alarmed
voice of the girl above him on the step
hurried him, and he quickly placed one
of the bags beside her. She thanked
him, smiling on him sweetly and then
disappeared. “Gad! she’s a wonderful
girl,” he exclaimed, “I’ll try to look her
up in the morning,” and with this con¬
solation he went to his berth.

When Reeves became conscious there
was a world again, it was morning. He
dressed and then it was that he missed
his watch. Thinking he had left it in
his dress vest, he turned to his suit case,
and when he opened it he was dumfound-

ecl. For there, tumbling out in luxurious
disorder, was every kind of woman’s
apparel, with an evening gown included.
As he tilted the bag there was a clinking
in the bottom, and as he looked he could
hardly believe his eyes. A little heap of
jewels lay in one corner of the case, four
watches nearby, two of them gentlemen’s
—and as he looked his heart came to his
throat—one of them was his own time¬

piece.
Dazed, he picked the time-piece up

and then let it fall again. His eyes
rested on the gown. Surely it was famil¬
iar, he thought. Then it dawned upon
him. The girl had worn it at the recep¬
tion the previous night. “What does
it all mean?” he wondered. “How did
she come by my watch?” And then
the grim reality burst upon him. He re¬
membered the dance and how the girl
had failed to repulse him. His ideal was

shattered, his pride was touched. “She
was a crook, too,” he muttered, for in
the darkness last night I must have given
her my bag by mistake, and now I find
my own watch in hers.” He examined
the jewels in the bag. “Jove,” he ex¬

claimed, “she cleaned up, sure. There
must be a couple of thousand in this
stock here.” His resentment began to
give away to admiration. “And to think
she beat me at my own game ; what would
the ‘bulls’ say if they knew a woman

slipped it over on me.”
Reeves estimated that the girl had

stolen and carefully reckoned it about
equal to what he had himself. “How¬
ever, I’d like to get my outfit,” he
thought, “and no doubt she wants hers.
I’ll try to find her.”
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At practically the same times Reeves
was making his astounding discovery, a

corresponding" one was going on in one
car to the rear. “Ethel Grayson,” as she
had called herself, in pursuing her morn¬
ing toilet naturally had recourse to the
suit case, and experienced surprise and
amazement equal to that of Reeves, on

finding a crumpled dress suit instead of
her own articles of dress. Further ex¬

amination of the bag developed Reeve’s
spoil, and then she too realized that she
had “crooked a crook.” With the same

motive as Reeves, she desired a change
of hags, so that it was not unnatural that
they should meet on the platform, inas¬
much as each had watched for the other.

With an impulsive movement, they
started for their respective bags when
Reeves hesitated. “Pardon, Miss—er
Grayson, but I have taken my watch,
otherwise your case is intact. Ts mine.”

“Yes, it is,” she returned. “Truth¬
fully?” he queried, remembering how he
had been duped the previous night. “Yes,
really,” the girl responded, and her voice
rang true. Without further adieu,
Reeves changed hags. “Will you break¬
fast with me?” lie invited, again feeling
the strange fascination the girl held for
him, and she acquiesced with a slight in¬
clination of her pretty head.

On opposite sides of a table in the
pretty breakfast room of the Knicker¬
bocker Hotel they confronted each other
silently. “Girl,” the man said solemnly,
“you’re wonderful. You ‘touched’ me,
and T thought I was an expert in that
line, yet you completely fooled me. Yet
you’re wonderful in other ways. You
were made to be better than a sneak
thief.” The man in him was speaking

now, the criminal was placed aside.
“Why do you do it?” he asked with
genuine pain in his voice.

The girl’s eyes dropped. “Why do
you ?” she replied simply. “It’s all a

game,” she continued with a catch in her
throat. “We have to do it. We’ve been

taught to do it,” and losing control of
herself, “I don't want to do it,” she
sobbed. “I hate it. I know it’s wrong.”

“Yes, it may be wrong,” admitted
Reeves, “but I always took from those
who could afiford. “I know,” sobbed the
girl, but even so, it’s wrong. Heaven
forgive our faults.” The man was visi¬
bly touched. “Girl," he whispered, and
his hand closed over hers, “why don't
you stop? Please stop it; you’re better
than that. You are already a great deal
to me.”

The girl looked up at him through her
tears; she smiled a wistful far away
smile. “If you’ll stop, I will try to do
better and we will both leave this life
and reach out to higher things,” he whis¬
pered. The girl’s face brightened. “Do
you really mean it?” she cried. “Then
it’s a compact,” and they clasped hands
over the table.

The intricacies of the reformation of
“Full-dress Freddy” Reeves and “Ethel
Grayson” were never known, but suffice
it to say that great as was the sensation
caused by the daring robberies at the
German Embassy, still greater was the
astonishment when a month later every
stolen article was mysteriously returned.
After a time the affair was forgotten and
at the continued cessation of the activi¬
ties of Freddy Reeves his photograph
disappeared from Rogues’ Gallery as a
fitting- sequel.
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QDtt

Arthur J. Shannon, T4.

N top of the radiator, sur¬

mounting a stack of cheap¬
er brethren, lies a recent
number of one of the most

widely read of American
periodicals. This particular magazine, a
few months ago, changed its size into a

large, thin folio, in which illustrations,
photographs, etc., can be reproduced with
all the artistic effects of the originals.
The result, from a pictorial standpoint,
is enchanting; all the poetry of good
pictures is here at one’s command. A
sun-bathed sea-coast, a delectable view
of a winding country road, an impres¬
sionistic sketch of a metropolitan “lob¬
ster-palace,” a reproduction of a canvas
in the Louvre, an etching of the Gatun
Locks, a small charcoal of the Brooklyn
Bridge from squalid Cherry Hill
All the romance of the world at one’s

hip of the thumb! And while the eye
rests enthralled on these illustrations of

wonder, the fingers wander lovingly over
the smooth, white pages with their tab¬
loid wealth of life and dreams. What a

transformation from the bloodless, life¬
less magazines of yesteryear!

But is the magazine of today superior?
The answer will depend upon the point
of view. In a mechanical way, the mod¬
ern magazine is as far ahead of its pre¬
decessors of the last two centuries as

the New York-Chicago Limited is ahead
of De Quincey’s mail-coach. The dull,
eye-straining print of a number of the

Spectator, for example, can hardly be
compared to that of a copy of Scribner’s;
our tremendous advance in all lines of
mechanical art has seen to that, photo¬
graphic reproduction, to take but one

phase of modern printing, has alone
raised the magazines of this decade to
pictorial glories undreamed of by Au¬
gustan or even Victorian illustrators,
who were forced to see their work mu¬

tilated and distorted on the carving-block.
Cruikshank’s more serious cartoons, for
instance, while in themselves admirably
executed, were rendered graphically lu¬
dicrous by the clumsy methods of re¬

production ; that his work could survive
the printing room and still retain its
power and feeling of line is enough, in
itself, to label him a great artist. Even
the somewhat amateurish sketches of the

genial Thackeray that accompanied tlie
Snob Papers must have lost a great part
of their effectiveness through inadequate
reproduction. Certainly those queer wood
cuts have humor in them that Thackeray
could never have foreseen. The hiero¬

glyphic figures carved on the Egyptian
Obelisks seem not more odd and archaic

than those side-whiskered, short-legged,
and small-footed gentlemen who parade
through the Book of Snobs and through
those papers written by the satiric Dr.
Solomon Pacifico.

But in the essence of a magazine,
which after all is the reading matter, can
our magazines compare favorably with



480 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

those of preceding periods? If we take
up an American periodical, say Harper’s
of 1870 or one of its contemporaries, we

might answer in the affirmative with
some truth, for the mass of their ma¬

terial was insipid, rambling and artificial.
This in direct contrast to our own strong,
well-constructed and natural stories and
articles. But amid this milk-and-water

period there appeared in the skies such
glowing constellations as the group com¬

posed of W. D. Howells, Charles Dudley
Warner, T. B. Aldrich, Bayard Taylor,
and such lovely meteors as Mark Twain
and Bret Harte, writers that seem to
have raised the periodicals of their time
to heights which ours, from present out¬
look, have not attained. Yet these were

the exceptions—the oases in a desert of
dreary and monotonous sands; the bulk
of those yellow-covered, high-priced peri¬
odicals was far beneath the pulsing, liv¬
ing work our present-day magazine
writers are doing.

In sheer literary finish, at least along
classical lines, we fall below the maga¬
zines of fifty years ago; for style, “the
invariable mark of any master,” seems to
be considered superfluous by the mass of
our writers. The power of details has
been brought home by the realists, con¬
struction was the mighty lesson of Poe, a
close analysis of the multiplex phases of
life has resulted from the growth of in¬
dependent thinking; yet that which is
the means of fitting details into a well-
constructed whole, shaping the construc¬
tion to the slice of life, and varnishing
and permeating everything with the
breath of art and naturalness has been

neglected. And if we are inferior in this

important matter to the earlier American
publications, how much more inferior
are we to those from whom we have
drawn our art—the English? When
Stevenson, and the brilliant group of
essayists and stylists of which he was the
uncrowned king, were contributing to the
Cornhill, Macmillans, and the Portfolio;
when the work of those two great, though
widely different, humorists — Thackeray
and Dickens—was being published in
monthly installments and anxiously
awaited by thousands of delighted read¬
ers ; when De Quincey, Hazlitt, Thomas
Campbell, Charles Lamb, Walter Savage
Landor, and less illustrious writers were

contributing to the periodicals of their
day; when Johnson, Addison, Steel, and
Goldsmith were writing classics for peri¬
odicals ; when the Edinburgh Review,
Fraser’s, and Blackwood’s Magazine
wielded immense influence over contem¬

porary authors by reason of the criti¬
cisms of Jeffrey, Professor Wilson, and
Sydney Smith—then periodicals were
few, men could write, and literary ap¬

preciation was high. Whether these glo¬
rious groups of writers were the cause
or the effect of the high standard of
literary taste that existed in their re¬

spective generations is an interesting
question; certain it is that the magazines
have always been the best mirrors of the
spirit of their period. They reflect the
thought of the nation, as the newspapers
reflect the acts; and herein we have the
knife to dissect American literature and

the American periodical of the present
day.

Our magazines show 11s that we are
not in a literary age; that we, as a peo-
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pie, care nothing for literature as litera¬
ture, but solely as the conveyance of our
views on the problems of life. Literature
is now but the means to an end, and that
end smacks far more of industrialism
than of art. Our pure reading matter,
of which there is no end, when it has
not this flavor is destined for the enter¬
tainment and relaxation of that widely
known character, ‘‘the tired business
man.” This is the reason why the com¬

mercial article has superseded the leis¬

urely essays of former generations and
the “problem” novel taken the place of
the romantic and historical tales which,
by their beauty of phrase and thought,
charmed our grandfathers. It may also
be the cause of the present decadence ot
literature and belles-lettres, which certain
writers have assured us is our state in
the history of the future, though this
judgment can in no wise be taken as
final, for “the hour is usually unjust to
its own.”

A llravrrr.
Turn back the pages of youth’s bright years

And bring the yesterdays;
Banish all sorrow and cares and tears,

Free me from worldly strife and fears,
Take me a day from the death that nears,

To childhood’s cloudless zvays.

A. J. Bonomo, Law ’14.
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All nf a

“How silver-sweet sounds lovers'1 tongues by night
Like sojtest music to attending ears. ”

George W. Repetti, T3.

ROCKTON, as colleges now

r> Vi g°, was comparatively small,
)) nor was the town itself

large enough to give the
students trouble remember¬

ing when the good shows were due and
what was “on" in the city for this or
that evening. The college was a world
of its own, and just as men and women
in the big outer world very often grow
blase as the years roll on, sometimes too,
the students were bored in their little

circle, for ball games eventually grow
tiresome and rushing the co-eds palls.
In this way “frats” had come and with
them intense rivalry, great boasting and
promises.

That was sometime ago, but from its
foundation each year had found Kappa
Phi steadily growing stronger and
stronger, until it occupied a position all
its own and was the envy of every other
society at the college. Not once had
they misjudged their man per fallen
down on an initiation and given the
others the chance to laugh, for which
they were ever praying.

A small, though distinguished, group
of this Greek letter body were sitting in
Jack Roberts’ study one evening dis¬
cussing affairs of the world in general
and the chances of beating Danville in

particular, when the conversation, as it
always did, turned to the initiation of a
new member who had just been pledged
and whose trial by fire had been set for
the following evening.

“This talk of yours about something-
new is all very well, Jack,” said Jim
Lewis, who was frequently heard from,
“but where are we going to get it?
Everything in initiations has been done
around here and human ingenuity is not
unlimited. Why not pick out some old
stuff with a few variations?”

“I partly agree with you both,” put in
Bud Demetiway, “shark” in Philosophy,
whose opinion was always worth hearing.
“We have done everything from making
fellows dance ballets on Main and Broad¬

way to reading street car ads for the
traveling public, and yet nobody can
think up anything new.”

“Well,” said Dead Luck Ryan, Cap¬
tain of the Senior'ball team and a long,
thin individual with a near bald-head
and a far-famed propensity for getting
himself in dire straits, “there’s just one

thing we have never done yet. Make a
fellow propose to a ‘dame.’ We were
always afraid of it here because of the
attitude of the ‘few’ frats, but nobody
ever tried it here and I don’t see why we
couldn’t get away with it.”
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“That is a good idea worth thinking
about anyway. There's nothing new
about it. They do it every place else,
and it always works, let me say.”

“It’s a very good scheme this time,”
eagerly from Jack Roberts. “This Joe
Mead, whom we are going to get, is
about the scariest person on earth when
he is in view of a female. He simply
stands still and blushes until he gets a
chance to run. We took him in the Pi
Phi home when we were rushing him
and the poor gink nearly died. And
they couldn’t have gotten him to the
Freshman dance that time with a rope,
he’s so shy.”

“You’re right about that part of it.
All the girls were wild to dance with
the man who won every football game
he played and yet the Freshies couldn’t
bribe him to go.”

“Now, who knows the girl for him?”
“Alice Matthaison. She has very good

friends here and will be with 11s, though
I have heard her say such nice things
about Mead that T do hate to throw him
in her way.” This was Demenway’s part¬
ing remark as he went off to bed and
the gathering soon broke up.

They were going to- initiate Joe Mead
the following night and, considering his
character, the new plan adopted would
go rather hard with him, though nine fel¬
lows out of ten at Brockton would have

jumped at the chance of proposing, both
in fun and otherwise, to Alice, the fair
“co-ed.”

Jack Durham, more familiarly known
as “Bull,” was commissioned by the Kap¬
pa Phis to tell Mead what had been de¬
cided on for him to do and then to see

Miss Matthaison and get her consent so

that the neophyte’s position might not
be altogether unbearable. Joe was found
on his way to a Greek recitation and,
when his part was explained to him, at
first positively refused to act; on second
thought sought to beg off and finally did
not give in until he found it was this or
no Kappa Phi pin in his coat. Then he
made the best of a bad bargain with many
a protest.

Why “Bull” Durham was chosen to
act for the Kappa Phis will never be
known, for he was a Freshman and had
been a fraternity man hardly two months.
Besides, he was a rather flighty person
who lived in the present, forgot the past
and into whose head no thought of the
future ever entered. It was not strange
that, after seeing Mead, he should think
that his duty for the present was done
and that he should put off seeing Alice
till later. This is what happened and
only did he remember it when he found
himself forcibly carried by strong armed
Sophs to an attic room in a far-away
society house. For “Bull” was President
of the Freshman class and so toastmaster

of their banquet, which was to be held
that evening, and anyone at all conversant
with Brockton customs knows that in
the long ago, the Sophs always tried to
spoil the Freshies’ banquet by stealing the
toastmaster. This tradition, if such it
may be called, had long since died out,
but as fate would have it was revived by
the Sophs on just this day to get even
for the cane rush and other things at
which the Freshies had beaten them.

In vain, while in that attic room, “Bull”
called for a Kappa Phi. His captors
were Sigma Lambda and here was a
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chance to even just a mite with one of
their envied contemporaries.

Unwarned and so unarmed, Miss
Matthaison sat in her study in the Pi Phi
house.

Holding their sides to keep from laugh¬
ing in anticipation of the fun that was
to be, Jack Roberts and Jim Levern
tip-toed silently through the Pi Phi par¬
lor and encamped themselves on cushions
behind the piano, read} to listen and be
an enchanted audience. True, they won¬
dered what had happened to Durham, but
supposed that he was detained some¬
where with banquet work. Impossible
for anything ever to go wrong with the
inner workings of the great Kappa Phi!

At the appointed time the door bell
rang and the eavesdroppers heard Joe
Mead in a rather uncertain voice ask the

maid if Miss Matthaison were in.

The maid would see, and in the mean¬
time wouldn’t the gentleman have a seat?
rPhe gentleman would and took one on a

divan, where by their peering around the
two ends of the piano he might be seen

by those there for the purpose.
In a few minutes Alice came down.

She was in evening dress, and when Rob¬
erts and Levern saw her their hearts

gave a leap, for both of them held an
envied place among the many who had
a very high regard for the lady in ques¬
tion and each of them thought that she
was destined for him alone and that

without her all paths to glory and renown
would not be worth treading.

She paused at the bottom of tbe steps a
trifle uncertainly when she saw who the
caller was, while the caller himself turned

red and stammered and blushed like a

girl of sixteen. .

'‘Good evening, Miss Matthaison,” hes¬
itatingly.

“Mr. Mead, I presume; I don't think
I ever met you, did I ?”

Whispers behind the piano:
“Jack, it’s all true to schedule. Almost

too smooth.”

“Yes, Jim; I didn’t know Alice could
act. Cold reserve and all that.”

Meanwhile the other dialogue was run¬

ning more smoothly.
“Well—” said Mead.

“O, never mind, Mr. Mead; we’ll call
off conventionality for this time because
business brought you here, I am sure.
Let’s sit down and talk it over.”

It was Joe who led the way to the di¬
van.

“Miss Matthaison, I never have met

you—that is, been introduced, because
I never go round to the dances and par¬
ties much. I have seen you quite a lot,
though, haven’t I, now?”

“Ye-es, and why don’t you go fussing
more, Mr. Mead? It is quite a lot of fun,
that is, for the girls. I hope it is for the
men, too.”

Things were getting strange, thought
the audience.

“Gee!” said one, “If Alice ever used
that tone to me I would go wild with joy,
and here that big boob sits and is scared
stiff.”

“I wouldn’t say about being scared,”
came the inevitable second whisper, “he
is doing better than I thought he would.
He isn’t so embarrassed, by a long shot.”

“That’s so, too, and she isn’t kidding
him like she ought to. She mustn’t let
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him think lie is going to get away with
anything.”

Again the actors were going on with
their parts.

“Miss Matthaison, this all seems very
strange, but we may as well have it out.”

“Have it out? Why, what have I
clone ?”

“You see, I was told to come here and
do something rather foolish and useless,
and I have decided to do it but not pre¬

cisely the way the fellows who sent me
think. Perhaps,” a light dawning, “you
know what it is.”

“I must confess, I do not.”
Better, thought the hearers, hut she

needn’t have said it in just that tone
and then what is he driving at.

“I just want to tell you, Miss Math—
Alice, I am going to call you, that I have
been feasting on the very thought of you
ever since first I saw you. I love you,
Alice, now that I am talking to you I
can’t help telling you. It is all very

strange and sounds untrue, but I swear

every word is the truth. Some fellows,
for a joke, wanted me to come here and
tell you this in jest, as the price of a
secret society. I agreed, it is true, but
now all is different, everything is
changed.

“I never asked anyone to introduce
us because you always seemed to be
having such a good time with men who
knew better how to please you than I.
So I always thought I would intrude.”

A strange light had come into the
girl’s eyes, a light no man had ever seen

there before, one that spoke far more
clearly than words, of sincerity, love and
of truth.

“Intrude, Joe; the idea! I have been
wishing and longing for many a day that
you would seek me out. I have even
tried to have those funny boys, Jack
Roberts and Levern, bring you to see me
but they always told me you were no
fusser and that they didn’t think you
wanted to come. I couldn’t tell them I

loved you, could I? Loved you for a

long, long time.” “And now,” she con¬
tinued, “you can go to your Freshmen
banquet, but leave early and come back
here for our society is going to give a

very small dance for a few clever Fresh¬
men and then don’t you think, Joe, we

may as well turn it into a party to an¬
nounce our engagement?”

“Just tell me one thing: Did you see
Bull Durham today?”

“No, the Kappa Phis have deserted
me for about a week or more. I am

really peeved with them. Why did you
ask?”

“Oh no reason; idle curiosity. It’s
all right though, now.”

Five minutes later after witnessing a

parting far too tender for an outsider to
watch and after seeing the only girl of
their dreams retire not with a laugh as

they had expected, but with a beaming,
happy smile, two forlorn, discomfited
upper-classmen slipped silently from the
house, and, with drooping shoulders,
turned toward home, downcast with
leaden hearts.
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(Eatlmritw II.
Charles G.

APPY the writer who a cen-

\ tury hence shall tell the
VI J, XJJ history of Catharine II.”

These are the words of
that versatile Frenchman,

Voltaire. Encumbered by her officers of
state who were visibly affected with pro¬
crastination and a desire for ease and

luxury, Empress Catharine nevertheless
contended with these divers difficulties

and continued the once barbaric Russia
on its march to civilization and culture.
She forced her husband Peter III, a dull
and backward man, to vacate the throne
of Russia and took upon herself the duty
of handling the reins of government.

As the jeweler, after examining the
brilliant diamond from every conceivable
angle, finds hidden beauties or defects, so
do we, after a careful analysis of Cath¬
arine’s character, find traits both good
and bad. Indeed she was not perfect.
This we will not deny. She was an un¬

scrupulous woman whose morals were
not above reproach. Vanity and a strong
propensity for praise were her chief
faults. Catharine, being by birth a Ger¬
man, well illustrates her remarkable apti¬
tude and versatility, when she so easily
accustomed herself to Russian manners

and customs. Bright, active and ambi¬
tious, with sanguine temperament and
very variable moods, a true political
woman in every sense of the word, pic¬
tures Catharine as she really was. She
was strong and impulsive, nor did she

Reynolds, T6.

ever lose her courage or the grasp of any

situation, no matter how complex. In
her letters to her grandsons she displays
a mother’s tenderness, while in her deal¬
ings with diplomatists she often used
with telling effect her remarkable per¬
sonal charm. Thus we see in Catharine

a determined woman of iron will, a

woman whose ways are thoroughly mas¬
culine, so that in a worldly sense she
merits well the title of Catharine, “la
grande,” given her by Prince de Ligne.

Catharine was a prolific writer. She
had political and literary correspondence
with such notables as Grimm, Voltaire
and Diderot. Her writings (comedies,
stories, proverbs) are no literary master¬
pieces—yet are well written and quite
entertaining. To say that Catharine was
at all times an enthusiastic disciple of all
intellectual movements of the day would
well express her influence on the literary
efforts of the century. She was ambi¬
tious personally and for the interests and
welfare of Russia. She delighted in the
thought that she was monarch, that in
her care were entrusted vast dominions
and countless subjects. Her political poli¬
cies tended solely toward the selfish in¬
terests of Russia. She provided cadet
corps for the youth of the nation and
the celebrated school for noblemen’s

daughters at Smolna. She also instituted
an Imperial Medical Commission which
greatly furthered the advance of science
and increased the sanitation and health
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of the people, particularly the lower
classes.

During her rule all faiths were tol¬
erated. However, she had to come to a
direct understanding with the Roman
Catholic Church, since large numbers
professing that faith had become her
subjects by the breaking up of Poland.
Although Catharine established satisfac¬
tory relations with the Catholic Church,
still at the same time she rigidly main¬
tained the supremacy of the State. When
the Pope dissolved the Society of Jesus,
she alone remained true to them, grant¬
ing them permission to found a novitiate,
so that the Order could continue in her

country despite the letter of dissolution.
At the time no one comprehended the
important bearing this would have on the
future horizon of the Jesuits; it saved
the Order from complete destruction.
Catharine’s liberalism in commercial and
industrial matters forms for the most

part a paper policy. We find throughout
her entire reign that she intended much
more than she effected. We cannot pass

over the one all-important detriment to
her rule. Serfdom increased, which fur¬
ther deprived a great majority of Rus¬
sians of all their just and lawful rights.
Thus the breach between the ruling class
and the common people widened per¬

ceptibly under Catharine. When we con¬
sider the vastness of her dominions, the
culture of the common classes at the low¬

est ebb and the indolence of the admin¬

istration, we readily perceive the well-
nigh insurmountable barriers with which
she had to contend.

During her reign St. Petersburg be¬
came the real capital of the Empire,
while the hitherto dormant power of
Russia was developed and further in¬
creased. Her acquisition of territory
was vast, in addition to which she added
nearly seven million subjects to her fast-
progressing Empire. Despite all its de¬
fects her administration is indelibly
marked by a spirit of progress and en¬
lightenment. Her death in 1796 brought
to a close one of the greatest reigns in
the annals of Russia.
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ICatu.
Alfred J. Bonomo, ’14.

The School of Law of Georgetown
University has always ranked among the
first Law Schools of the country. After
taking the lead in the number of stud¬
ents, she now seems to be aiming to head
the list in efficiency, and it looks as

though a few years more will find her
out-distancing all competitors. A cursory

glance at the catalogue just issued for
the current year shows that the Faculty
are determined to raise the standard of
the School. Among the new additions to
the course we find that to the Freshman

year has been added a series of lectures
on Sales and Bailments. Heretofore the

student wishing to know something of
this important branch of the law had to
depend on his own research. Again, the
subject of Torts has been always con¬
fined simply to a mastery of the general
principles in a theoretical fashion with¬
out giving the students an opportunity
to see their practical application. This

long felt want has been supplied by the
introduction of a book containing cases
illustrative of the general principles, and
is used in conjunction with the regular
text book.

The Juniors also came in for their
share. Bankruptcy has always been
taught, but the students escaped an ex¬
amination on it. Hereafter there will be
an examination, and we have a forebod¬
ing that it will not be of the easy variety.

We are pleased to note that the Hon¬
orable Caleb Powers, of Kentucky, has
entered the first year class.

At a recent meeting of the Junior De¬
bating Society the following officers were
elected for the ensuing term: President,
Mr. J. F. Martin, of Oklahoma; Vice-
President, Mr. J. J. O’Connor, of Ne¬
braska ; Secretary, Mr. Wm. T. Shin-
nick, of Massachusetts; Treasurer, Mr.
H. P. Haynes, of Indiana; Sergeant-at-
Arms, Mr. T. E, O’Connell, of Montana.
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A new debating club, the Forum, has
been organized. Its membership is con¬
fined to the first and second year classes.
The officers are: President, Mr. A. B.
Mustain, of Arkansas; Vice-President,
Mr. E. E. Mountjoy, of Indiana j Secre¬
tary-Treasurer, Mr. H. A. Rich, of Utah.
Mr. Francis A. Reilly, of the District of
Columbia, is chairman of the Organiza¬
tion Committee.

The Freshmen Prom.

The Grand Ball Room of the Raleigh
Hotel was transformed into a veritable
fairyland on March 26th. Huge palms
lined the walls, and the ceiling was hid¬
den by alternate rows of pine, Hags, and
pennants. Nearly two hundred couples
indulged in dancing from nine o’clock
until the “wee hours o’ morning.” From
the decorations in the ball-room down to

the little blue and gray programs, each
one of which was a miniature piece of
art in itself, everything bespoke the most
careful attention to details. The gentle¬
men in charge deserve congratulations,
for the success of such an undertaking
means untiring energy and tactful man¬
agement.

The following gentlemen were on the
committee: Messrs. T. J. O’Connor, PL
W. Driscoll. W. C. Hayden, E. L. Mul¬
len. 0. Ruppert, Jr., R. J. Sauter, and
E. R. Walton, Jr.

On March 29th the Delta Chi Frater¬
nity enjoyed its annual banquet in the
red room of the New Willard Hotel.

Among those present were Representa¬
tive George A. Smith, of Minnesota; Mr.
Daniel W. Baker and Mr. W. W. Bride,
’04. I he Honorable William Jennings
Bryan, Secretary of State, had accepted
an invitation to attend but the many du¬
ties of his new office kept him away.
Mr. Norris W. McLean, chairman of the
banquet committee, had the members fur¬
nished with fantastic headgear. Some
were ornamented with roosters’ and
hens’ heads; others with the emblem of
Democracy—the donkey. Mr. Sidney F.
Taliaferro, ’13, acted as toastmaster.

The banquet committee consisted of
Messrs. McLean, Roland A. Croxton,
Adclie PI. Murphy and Frederick R.
Gibbs. The officers of the Georgetown
Chapter are: “A,” Mr. Taliaferro; “B,”
Mr. Murphy; “C,” Mr. Wm. E. Rhea;
“D,” Mr. Roland A. Croxton; “E,” Mr.
Wm. E. Sheehan; “F,” Mr. George J.
Stegmaier.

The Washington Law Reporter, in its
issue of March 28th, gives a short history
of the Supreme Court of the District of
Columbia. It gave us great pleasure to
find that among the twenty-one judges
who have sat on the Supreme Bench
during the fifty years of its existence,
there are names that are dear to every
Georgetown man. A list of our repre¬
sentatives follow:

Charles P. James, Wm. M. Merrick,
Andrew C. Bradley, Louis E. McComas,
Chas. C. Cole, Harry M. Clabaugh, Job
Barnard, Ashley M. Gould, Daniel Thew
Wright, Wendell Phillips Stafford.
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HJphiral.
“See. Jay.

Like unto the story from the Arabian
Nights of Ali Babba and his band, so did
Allen, “Babby,” and the rest of the crew
of forty future famous physicians em-
mark in the good ship “Made’s of the
Mist” for a cruise in the realms of smoke.
The occasion marked the return engage¬
ment given by the out-of-town boys to
their previous hosts the natives of the
city. We have not at hand the name
of the originator of this form of enter¬
tainment, nor of the principals concerned
in arranging matters, but certain it is that
they deserve considerable credit. Both
occasions have proved very enjoyable and
will long be regarded in the coming years
as bright spots on memories’ pages. The
deviation from routine, the pleasure ob¬
tained, and the cementing more firmly
of friendships formed in class hours are

strong reasons for holding these affairs
or similar at frequent intervals through¬
out the year. Wit and humor in abun¬
dance came forth from those hidden re¬

cesses of the gray matter, not otherwise
occupied in medical endeavor. Much
also did we hear that was both instructive
and interesting from a member of the
powers that be, who favored us by his
presence. The writer regrets his inability
to report the speeches verbatim, but due
to a choppy sea at the time he was busily
engaged in holding on to the schooner’s
rail with one hand, while the other
grasped a cramped cracker to prevent it
from falling overboard. The party broke
up at the usual hour which happened to

Are.,” ’15.

be—well it all depends on the way your
watch was running.

Do we misquote in saying, “It’s awful
to be a boob but listen to him!”

The great baseball game scheduled be¬
tween the foreigners and the natives for
March 30th, was cancelled because of
wet grounds. Captain Kraft (not of
suffrage fame) appeared on time, about
half an hour late, and decided that the
weather was too inclement to risk the

health of the players in his charge. The
paraphernalia brought to the hill top con¬
sisted of one ball and three gloves and
the batting practice that followed gave

great evidence of what the game would
have brought forth in the way of hit¬
ting. Neither manager was able to ob¬
tain the rain guarantee and the treasury
individually registers a deficit owing to
heavy transportation expenses. The at¬
tendance was variously estimated at
about 1,000, reading from right to left.
As we go to press another contest is
booked for the near future, but the re¬

sults if there be any will have to wait
for the next issue.

From the grandstand 011 the bank one

might have seen through the mist a bril¬
liant display of colors just previous to
the above mentioned almost-a-game.
Some were inclined to think it a display
of Aurora Borealis or a cubist repre¬
sentation of a pathological specimen in
colors. The observatory telescope re¬
vealed the presence of the famous “Pos¬
sum” Allen with his nether extremities
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arrayed in a brilliant striped pair of flood
stockings, and his trousers knee length
just like a real ball player. “Possum”
might have told you, though we don’t
say he would have, that they wear those
kind of stockings down la the Shenan¬
doah Valley when the river rises. Know¬
ing the number of stripes on them you
look down every hour to see how many
are still above water and then you know
accurately how near drowned you are.
We should worry and get in out of the
wet. If you can’t believe that, why
there’s one we heard of a man up Nanti-
coke way who put a chalk mark on the
side of a boat in the river and the water

never rose above it, though the flood
covered half the town.

The foreigners, had the game been
played, would probably have been with¬
out the services of their most valued

player, “Home-Run” Hefferan. Joe,
under the manager’s instructions, was

experimenting scientifically in the labora¬
tory in an endeavor to acquire the hook
slide. Big league stuff, see ! Result was
that had Joe been harder and the floor
softer—well, there’s no telling what he’d
have done to that dental infirmary be¬
low us.

We cannot but wonder at the seeming
reluctance of certain individuals when
it was first announced that they might
have an opportunity of witnessing the
technique of vaccination. When informed
that the process involved only cuticular

loss and not pecuniary the list of volun¬
teers swelled rapidly. Did they think it
was a skin game and decide that they
would prefer to scrape an acquaintance
with the subject at some later date?
Well, we don’t like to rub it in, but you
gee the point.

A current rumor has it that a certain

party, whose efforts have been most as¬

siduously devoted to our welfare, is due
for a prominent political position.
Should the rumor become a reality, then,
in view of the fact that heretofore he
has always granted our petitions in so
far as lay in his power, we beg him to
seriously consider the passage of a law
whereby school will close one hour be¬
fore the games begin at the concrete coli¬
seum. With a pennant contender in
town 011 the one hand, and our devotion
to medical science on the other the say¬

ing of how happy we’d be were the other
attraction removed is quite apropos.

The man with the Taftian characteris¬
tics of smile and avoirdupois came near

suffering from water on the brain,, but
fortunately somebody turned off the tap
before his derby was quite full. For
once he seemed almost peeved but that
ever-present optimism saved the day.
Lest that famous smile some day vanish
from our midst we offer ourselves as

personal bodyguard and promise that
while acting in such capacity not a hair
of his head shall be injured.
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(CnlU'gi' Notes.

With the debating' season drawing to
a close in about another month, we in¬
tend to make the remaining festivities as
successful and elaborate as our means

will permit. Our attention is drawn to,
and our interest excited in the Cornell-

Georgetown Debate in an especial way,
since one of our members lias been suc¬

cessful in making the team. We there¬
fore, rejoice with and congratulate Mr.
Paul McQuillen, who has been chosen
to represent Georgetown in that Inter-
University Debate of April 4th.

The next important debate, which will
finish up our successful season of public
performances, will be held on April 13th
at Gaston Hall. It is the debate against
Boston College. The date has been trans¬
ferred to one week earlier than had been

previously arranged and the members of
the debate are doing their share to win.
We wish them every success.

We have had two important questions
debated since the last writing. The first
“Resolved, that the power of the Fed¬
eral Government should be paramount
to that of the states in the conservation
of natural resources, forestry, minerals
and water-power,” was won by the af¬
firmative side and Mr. J. Carter was
the individual winner. The other debate,
“Resolved, that admitting the constitu¬
tionality, Congress should provide for
the establishment of a central bank,”
brought out some new talent and was
won by the negative side. Mr. Harold
Waters carried off the honors.

The Philodemic Society is at present
discussing a constitutional amendment
proposed by Mr. Waldron, regarding the
entrance of new members into the So¬

ciety.
Two more vacancies were made and

as a result two new faces have appeared
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in the last few meetings, backed by the
personalities of Messrs. Edmund O’Boyle
and Linus Kelly. Both of them are from

the class of 1915 and in the customary
speeches of appreciation, each of them
was loudly applauded.

Le Moyne R. Graham, ’13.

3muar.

Ed. T. Donnelly, ’14.

Far overshadowing the coming of
spring, the cost of high living, the woes
of Mrs. Pankhurst or other relatively un¬

important events is an occurrence monu¬
mental in its significance to the class of
1914 and which as the humble historian
of that august body we are glad to set
down in these columns that all may read,
and reading, appreciate duly. That to
which we refer is none other than the
triumphant return, long-deferred but in¬
evitable, of St. John E. Litschgi. One
Sunday morning the sun rose in its ac¬
customed manner just as if it were an

ordinary day and lo! he was with us
once more. The mourning of Charleston,
S. C., is the rejoicing of Georgetown,
D. C., for now Brother Dick’s store will
come into its own again, the convent par¬
lors will be desolate no longer and the
Junior class can feel confident of com¬

petent representation at all Monday mat¬
inees and first performances of impor¬
tance.

“It is better to have grown a frost than
never to have grown at all” seems to be
the prevailing motto of our mustache
raisers, to judge by some recent brave
if ineffectual attempts. One case merits
special mention. It is that of our own
“Oratore,” Ben. Brady, who will soon
achieve nation-wide prominence as the

Scourge of Socialism. There had been
not a little suspicion among our class
for the past month that Ben. had secret
longings after the manly “hirsute ap¬

pendage,” but now he assures us that he
has renounced the error of his ways.
The mustache (since some say there
really was one) being now no longer a

physical reality but only a “possible” we
wish to take due notice of its disappear¬
ance which, by the way, some envious
person has referred to as “The Passing
of the Third Hair Back.”

Easter vacation brought in its wake
the usual train of “unavoidably detained”
at home. Evidently flood conditions must
have been confined not only to the States
of Ohio and New York. Rumor had it
that the mines of Carbondale had been

inundated and that our honorable and

loquacious classmate “Jake” Murrin had
stayed over to assist his brother, the
Mayor; his uncle, the Chief of Police,
and his cousin-by-marriage, the City En¬
gineer, in the work of relief and restora¬
tion. “Jake” modestly refuses to talk
about himself, but continues to “look
unutterable things,” after his usual cus¬
tom. Our president was also the bearer
of a “valid and sufficient” excuse for

tardiness.
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With regard to these “late excuses” it
would be the earnest desire of the

Journal staff to have Father Kilroy
turn them over to our Editor-in-Chief,
who will, no doubt, find them a valuable
contribution to the Fiction Department.

Once more at the expense of consider¬
able labor and perseverance we are able
to submit to your approval a literary gem
of most transcendent merit. The epic
you see below was composed in order to
confer a deserved immortality upon those
Flomeric combats that take place daily
in the Physics Room before the lecture.
The old “Judge” himself is the one who
must plead “guilty” when you demand
to know in a voice choked with emotion:
“Who wrote this?” We append these
few notes to make the subject matter a
little clearer to those who have not the

good fortune of being members of the
Physics class.
Note i. Hip Sing Tong—Society in con¬

flict with Harry.
Note 2. Harry—T. Henry Healy, before

mentioned in these columns

as a merciless and implacable
devourer of Greek idioms.

Note 3. Carbondalian Jake—Mr. Mur-
rin of Pa.—see above.

Note 4. Lawrence Vly—Also referred to
as “Vlymen’s Larry.” See
text.

Note 5. Seattle’s hero—None other than
Spike Shannon himself.

Canto I.
Come all ye sons of chivalry
And listen to my song.
Discard all light frivolity
And learn how one man’s deviltry
Did rout his num’rous enemy,

Of ancient Hip Sing Tong. (1)

Canto II.
His name is Harry (famous name)
His strength cannot be told.
We now discharge him of all blame,
We hand him on to future fame
Who, for the love of his fair dame,
Did deed, of all deeds bold.

Canto III.

Who are the men who dared to try
To match their might with his?
Ah, well, indeed, they learned to fly
The fire of his flashing eye
And to their lairs apace to fly
And tend their proper “biz.”

Canto IV.

The first zvas Carbondalian Jake, (3)
The next was Vlymen’s Larry;
Then Shannon who, by Puget’s lake,
Infernal noises oft doth make—
But Leo Lawler takes the cake,
In combat with great Harry.

Canto V.
Now Harry comes into his place
And throws a glance around;
But Leo gets behind his face.
(Thus his own name he doth disgrace),
He lands Hen’s bean an awful lace—
Full dreadful is the sound.

Canto VI.
'Then Hen in fury turns about
But Lawler runs azvay.
“Avaunt,” cries Harry, “coward lout
Why dost thou run, in dire rout,
When I do turn my face about?
O thou with heart of whey!”

Canto VII.

Brave Lawler waits not to reply,
(For this zvere very rash)
But joy doth gleam within his eye
As he zvith valiant legs doth fly
For ready now is Lawrence Vly (4)
To deal a mighty smash.
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Canto VIII.
The blow doth fall on Harry’s dome
His brain begins to rattle
The Hep Sings wish they were at home
Whence, evil-starred, they’ve hither come
Then Jake lifts up a weighty tome
To recommence the battle.

Canto IX.
He lifts it as it zyere a lance
To pierce the mighty Hen,
Hen turns on him a baleful glance
And starts some warlike steps to dance
While Jake doth shiver in his pants
And turns him back again.

Canto X.
Seattle’s hero (5) long hath dreamt
Of daunting Peerless Harry
He thinks to show sublime contempt

For Harry in his great attempt
So boldly now doth he preempt
The place of Vlymen’s Larry.

Canto XI.
He deals to Hen a heavy stroke
Which fells both to the ground,
But rose up Hen and thus he spoke:
'‘Think’st thou to conquer, Western

Bloke ?

I label thee an arrant moke

And a most tiresome bore.”

Canto XII.
Hen’s undefeated blood is shed
Upon the thirsty ground
And all his enemies have fled
In fact they’re little less than dead
When all was o’er the Heps Sings said:
“Our Waterloo we found.”

John C. McNamara, T5.

Under the guidance of the subtle base¬
ball genius and insight of Capt. George
Roe and the direction in business affairs
of the astute but iron hand of Manager
Calvin Garwood, the destinies of our

class team thus far, at least, have been
honorable, we are sure, and fairly suc¬
cessful we make bold to affirm. Defeat¬

ed by the Prep, team by a score of 15-6,
it would have been a disgrace had our

opponents been other than our own Prep,
school, with the invincible Baradini on
the mound hurling over his celebrated
collection of slants for our edification,
perhaps. As it was, we will have to
bring out into the spring sunshine again,
the old hard-luck story, inasmuch as
Shortstop “Plugger” Murray didn’t wear

a skirt during the game, despite the fact
that one would have been of great ad¬
vantage and assistance to him in his en¬
deavors. Ed. Barret started our artil¬

lery work, but was derricked after the
first inning, after he had yielded ten hits,
in order that he might be saved for a

big game. “Pete” Karl, our heavy hit¬
ting right-fielder, was all over his terri¬
tory at once and was nearly hit with the
ball on five distinct occasions but finally
escaped without injury.

Next Game—Seniors: We won, humb¬
ling the mighty Senior pride by a score
of 14-3. Johnnie Beattie pitched air¬
tight ball all the way and was accorded
almost faultless support, and consequent¬
ly just literally walked away from his
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brother, the opposing hurler. To the
latter’s credit, however, be it said that
lie used the “bean” ball with telling ef¬
fect on one of our members as the gen¬
eral tenure of these columns should testi¬

fy. Shugrue and Morrison were the
individual stars, taking the fielding and
hitting honors, respectively. As a base¬
ball exhibition in the strict sense of the

word, the game was a good burlesque
and as a result it is commonly reported
that John O’Day and William Collinon,
our two Apollo-like outer gardeners, are
to go behind the footlights and do a little
dance. We wish them every success.

To leave things baseball, we will
digress on “Fish” Hutton. On a recent
occasion which several of us remarked,
the reasoning powers of this worthy
must have pursued this train of thought.

“Now I’m in a dilemma. What is

Dick Hamilton’s right name, Dick or
Richard.” The fish must have debated
with himself at some length, for he final¬
ly addressed Dick thusly: “Say, there,
Dickard ” when he was thereupon
interrupted and fittingly crowned.

George Horkin is making a notorious
struggle to keep in the limelight. In class
recently, Fr. McNeal troubled the gen¬
tleman from Georgia for a translation,
at least he attempted to do so. George
read the Latin splendidly, and when he

came to the English he reeled that off
even more fluently. Accordingly he was

surprised, when the whole class gave him
the laugh. He looked up innocently and
everybody roared the louder. “That’s a

good translation, Mr. Horkin,” said Fr.
McNeal, “only you are a section ahead
of the one you read in Latin. Now kind¬
ly translate that.” Horkin couldn’t see
that at all and maintains that a certain

book he used was numbered wrong in the
sections.

Hugh “Shifty” Golden is wearing a
cane these days, even if he only essays
to go down to the “movies.” The next
thing we know, he’ll be floating around
to class in full-dress. “This is real mil¬
lionaire stuff, you know,” he exclaimed,
swinging his stick deftly around his fin¬
gers three times in succession. “Only,”
he added in deprecating explanation,
“I’m not a millionaire.”

John G. Petritz, the Rockford brewer,
was absent from our midst for several

weeks following the Easter holiday, as a

slight illness detained him at home.
Greatly was his absence lamented, for his
pleasing presence has ever been one of
the most resplendent ornaments of our
class room, while his daily faultless reci¬
tations have ever been an incentive and

an inspiration for us to exert greater
efforts.

ifeflljmatt.
D. L. Daly, T6.

The undertaking of getting together successfully accomplished. The class has
and financing a Freshman baseball team, nobly responded to the call for funds
something which heretofore has been and the team is very close to a state of
practically impossible, has at last been financial independence. As regards ma-
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terial, we hate to talk about ourselves
but we are certainly well equipped. Cass,
Butler, Curry, Flanigan, Klauberg. Far¬
rell and Becker form the nucleus from

which a sensational infield will be picked
in the near future. McNulty and Mc¬
Nally are the most likely hurlers, while
Ed. Marum will do most of the back-

stopping. In the outfield Dinkier, Kere-
sey, Duffy, Joyce and Roach will fight
for permanent positions.

Father Miley very kindly consented to
coach the squad and the improvement
shown in all departments of the game

certainly justifies his appointment to this
important position. The St. Joseph’s
game on May ist will be a game well
worth watching and will undoubtedly
prove an attraction. St. Joseph’s always
turns out a fast aggregation and will
come here with the scalps of the Phila¬
delphia Athletics,—having defeated the
former world’s champions last season".
Among the other interesting games are
contests scheduled with Western, Tech¬
nical and Business High Schools. While
it is hardly within the bounds of possi¬
bility that these teams will prove a bar¬
rier to our success, still the contests
should all be decidedly interesting.

In undertaking this almost unheard-of
venture the Freshman class is sure of

the undivided support of the entire col¬
lege. We know that you of the other
classes are all interested in this attempt
to boost the athletic standard of George¬
town by developing men who, one day,
may uphold the honor of the University
as (j men.

There was printed recently in the
Journal an attack emanating from one
of our editorial superiors crying out
against the lack of interest in college
affairs which has thus far been shown

by the class of T6. Well, we are trying
to do our very best and anyone who says
that we aren’t supporting our Alma
Mater, no matter what his rank or sta¬
tion, has absolutely no grounds for his
statement. Out of the men from the

college department who are now playing
on the ’Varsity, two are Freshmen and
those two are proving the sensations of
this year’s team. One of them has made
his letter in two sports so far, and is at
present the mainstay of the pitching
staff. And when we look over the bat¬

ting averages we find that the position
of honor is held by another Freshman
and held by a large majority. Nor is
this his only attribute, for he has more
than once stemmed the tide of opposing
runs by his clever and heady work on
the mound. Any man that can step
from the outfield into the pitcher’s box
and, without any warm-up, break up the
opponents’ attack, is certainly doing
something worth while. And these two
are not the only ones. We have had
other men who have shown favorably
on track and gridiron, and still others
who, even though they haven’t proved to
be stars, have done their best and that,
after all, is what counts.

Some of the heavy eaters are constant¬
ly complaining of the non-appearance of
the big banquet. Well, wait a while and
every one will have all he wants. The
arrangement committee promises a high-
class dinner and is at present merely
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delayed by the small and unimportant part in his unanimous election to the
matter of funds to pay therefor. Freshman Debating Society. He says

that it is the greatest honor he has re-

Ed. Cass has asked us to print here ceived since he last saw “Frosty Winni-
his heartfelt thanks to all those who had peg.”
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letter Hitx*

March 31ST, 1913.
Dear Mr. Editor :

In the last issue of the Journal there
appeared an attack upon the telephone
system of the College. Permit me to say
a word in defense of the “cabinet piece
that answers each call automatically with
the three sympathetic words ‘Call West
700’.” To begin with, in “the little room
monastic like in the simplicity of its dec¬
orations” there is a telephone exchange,
and a real one when viewed in its work¬

ings pertaining to the members of the
faculty; but it is a clever counterfeit of
a telephone exchange inasmuch as it can¬
not be used as a common conveyance for
the amorous conversation of the ardent
wooers of the student body.

Did Mr. I. M. A. Ware ever stop to
consider the number of porters that
would be necessary to call those wanted
on the ‘phone in a single day? Has he
ever tried to find someone after class
hours? If he has, did he ever notice the
time consumed in the search ?

Let us take a concrete example. West
820 receives a call for Mr. I. M. A.
Ware. The porter, with all politeness,
tells the dainty bit of femininity to hold
the line until the gentleman is located.
The first place to look is in the young
man’s room. He is not there. No one

on the corridor knows positively where
he is. Some suggest the baseball field;

others say he has gone downtown. With
this valuable information the porter
turns away, firm in the belief that the
informants are all wrong and that Mr.
I. M. A. Ware has gone to Trinity to
partake of a little pink tea. Still, anxious
to give the absent one a fair chance, the
porter tours the baseball field, but, here,
instead of finding the gentleman in ques¬
tion, he is told that Mr. I. M. A. Ware is
rounding out his graceful form in the
Gymnasium, where he is ultimately
found.

From the above example it will be at
once apparent to the fair-minded reader
that the summoning of students by the
porters is entirely out of the question.

The gentleman whom we are answer¬
ing is poorly informed, otherwise he
would know that a stranger who wishes
to speak with a student may-leave with
the porter, not only his number, but any

message he may consider necessary to
leave, and the directions are carried out
to the letter.

As to the demerits of the college tele¬
phone system, we have no suggestion to
make towards removing the many hard¬
ships. That must be left to abler hands.
We simply wish to offer a few words in
defense of the men who have not earned
the unjust criticism of Mr. I. M. A.
Ware. Sincerely,

O. W. Knows.
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Alumni Null's.
Ed. I. Devlin, ’14.

’89. Frank Johnstone, Jr., A. B. ’89,
First Assistant State’s Attorney, has
been largely instrumental in bringing to
light the “arson ring” that has been oper¬
ating throughout the country. Mr. John¬
stone is in charge of the prosecutions in
Chicago.

’91. The Journal extends its sincer-
est sympathy and condolence to our es¬
teemed alumni Clarence Smith, ex ’90,
Ernest Renard Smith, A. B. ’91, E. Vin¬
cent Smith, A. B. ’95, and Antonio Jus¬
tinian Smith, A. B. ’96, A. M. ’97, LL. M.
'99. in their bereavement on the death
of their beloved mother, Mrs. Peter D.
Smith, at her home in Norfolk, Va., on

Sunday, April 6.
Mrs. Smith’s death is lamented not

only by her large family of sons and
daughters, to whom she was ever a most
devoted mother in all the depth of mean¬

ing of that term to the Catholic heart,
but also by her large circle of friends
who revered her for the sterling virtues
and amiable disposition which marked

her as a truly exemplary Christian
woman. R. I. P.

’95. George E. Gorman, Law ’95, who
of late years has been one of Chicago’s
leading personal injury lawyers, was last
fall elected to Congress from the third
Illinois district. George Gorman has
“made good” with a vengeance in Chi¬
cago and it is expected that he will be
heard from after he has become ac¬

climated in Washington.
’04. An unfortunate accident over¬

took Mr. Greg. Gannon, ex. ’04, several
weeks ago in Martinsburg, W. Va. Mr.
Gannon was run over by a locomotive
and is now in the Georgetown University
Hospital suffering from the loss of his
toes and a compound fracture of the leg.
It is expected that it will be at least five
weeks before he can resume his duties as

General Yardmaster of the Baltimore
and Ohio Railroad.

’04. On March 2, a meeting which
crowded the Park Theatre to the doors

was held in Boston in commemoration

of the 135th anniversary of the birth of
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Robert Emmet. It was under the aus¬

pices of the Clan-na-Gael and was the
greatest Emmet demonstration ever held
in that city in point of numbers, the
quality of the programme and the en¬
thusiasm displayed by the audience. The
speaker of the evening was Mr. Alexan¬
der I. Rorke, Law ’04, and in the course
of an eloquent speech which elicited fre¬
quent and hearty applause, he showed
that just as Adams, Otis, Warren and
Washington had led the way for the
Colonists in their struggle for Liberty
against the forces of tyranny and injus¬
tice, so Emmet stood out pre-eminent in
the fight for Irish independence. He
brought out the point that the Colonists
in their Declaration of Independence, set
forth their reasons for throwing off the
English yoke in a list of grievances, and
that they were justified in doing so; but
that this enumeration would be inade¬

quate for the summing up of the wrongs
done, not for a few short years, but
through seven centuries, by England to
Ireland and which forced Emmet and
others to rebel, and that they too were

justified.
The Journal extends its heartiest con¬

gratulation to Mr. Rorke and urges him
strongly to continue to use his gift of
eloquence for the advancement of such
good causes.

08. Michael L. Igoe, Law '08, elected
to the Illinois State Legislature last fall,
was a member of the Georgetown De¬
bating team which journeyed west in
1907 and defeated Notre Dame’s crack
team at South Bend, Indiana.

’08. Ellsworth Reilly, A. B. ’08, spent
a week in Chicago last month with Clif¬

ton Woods, ’08, and Vince Corcoran, ’09.
“Birfie,” as he was familiarly known
while at college, is the proud possessor of
a thriving ranch just outside of Billings,
Montana, now and gets to Chicago twice
a year with his cattle for the Chicago
market.

’09. George Hebron, New York, ex.
’09, stopped two days in Chicago last
January, en route to Mexico City, where
he is engaged with the Guggenheim
Smelter Company. Latest reports are to
the effect that “Heb” escaped the recent
outbreak minus all his extra wearing ap¬
parel and jewelry (just how much jew¬
elry we are at a loss to say).

’09. “Vince” Corcoran, ’09, journeys
to Washington for the inauguration with
the Cook County Democracy of Chicago.
The former track manager marched in
the parade, silk hat and all, but his dis¬
guise was so perfect that few of his
Washington acquaintances recognized
him. On account of the short stay in
Washington Vince was able to spend but
a few minutes at the college, arriving in
time to see Coach Jimmy Mulligan wind¬
up the afternoon’s work with his track
squad.

To. Mr. Hugh C. Todd, Law To, of
Seattle, has been conferring with Presi¬
dent Wilson regarding the present status
of the Democratic party in the State of
Washington. Mr. Todd believes there is
an excellent chance for a Democrat to

defeat Senator Wesley L. Jones for re-
election two years hence, and thinks the
entire Pacific West will swing over to the
Democratic banner shortly.

Mr. Todd, who is only twenty-eight
years of age, was a candidate for Gov-
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ernor in the Democratic primaries last
fall.

Ti. Mr. Charles E. Lane, Law Ti,
announces that he has opened Law
Offices at 205-6 First National Bank
Building, Cheyenne, Wyoming. Mr. Lane
has spent the last ten years in Washing¬
ton, D. C., in the service of Senator
Warren and in studying Governmental
and Departmental procedure. He is
equipped to handle Public Land, Mining,
Irrigation, Segregation and U. S. Patent
Office cases; also the general practice of
law in all courts. The Journal extends

to Mr. Lane its sincerest good wishes for
success in his career.

T2. Shortly before we go to press,
good news comes to us from Dap Dailey
all the way from Brockport, N: Y.
Father Kilroy was the recipient of the
following telegram which tells its own

story: “Register young chap, class of
thirty. Credits: age, one day; height,
sixteen inches; weight, ten pounds;
lungs strong.” We can wish this future
“G” man no better fortune than that
he be as much of a success as his Dad.



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 503

3HE-*»D*** ^

It is extremely gratifying to the editor
this month to see the number of ex¬

changes increase again, and equal, if not
exceed the number that have, for the
past half year, adorned our exchange
desk. The cause for the decrease of
last month has not been discovered, bub
need be thought of no more, since the
present month has demonstrated that the
falling off was not to be permanent, but
merely temporary. Not only have we
all our old exchanges back, but, in addi¬
tion, many new ones, for all of which the
Journal is very grateful. The papers
and magazines from the different col¬
leges and universities this month are very-
elaborate in the cover designs, and in the
numerous cuts which appear frequently
throughout. Over and above this, they
contain an abundance of good interesting
reading matter in the form of short
stories, essays and verse. This display
is due, no doubt, to the fact that they
are mostly Easter numbers, and for this
reason, far surpass, from cover to cover,

every previous issue of the magazines.
Among those containing numerous

cuts, all of which are clear and well-
chosen, The Harvard Illustrated Maga¬
zine stands out prominently. The Gym¬
nasium Number, as it is termed, contains
photographs of most all the gymnasiums

of leading universities of the East and
West. It bears one article entitled, “The
Value of a Trophy Room,” which is ren¬
dered interesting both on account of the
way in which it is written up and the
thought developed. The author, in go¬

ing through the “gym” visits the trophy
room, wherein baseballs, footballs, cups,
plaques and banners, bedecked with the
colors of various colleges, adorn the walls
and tables. The inspirations gathered
and the enthusiasm for athletics, in all
its branches, that arises in the under¬
graduate, serves as a means of exhorta¬
tion in carrying the colors of Alma Mater
to victory, and upholding the standard
set by those who have gone before. It
also serves as a means for recalling fond
memories of battles won in days gone

by, whether they be conquests of the dia¬
mond, gridiron, cinder-path or river.

The Mask and Wig Number of The
Red and Blue from Pennsylvania comes
to our table ladened with valuable read¬

ing matter, and, as the above exchange,
contains some very excellent cuts. A great
deal of space is devoted to the Mask and
Wig, which is one of the leading, if not
“the leading” college dramatic club of
the present day. In it is related a num¬
ber of facts about the club, and a short
essay concerning its founders. The first
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production is written up and the cast in¬
serted. The cover on this number is

worthy of no little commendation. “Class¬
mates—Their Acquaintanceship,” an ar¬
ticle appearing this month, in which is
shown how students may be members of
the same class in the same university,
although in different departments, see
each other frequently on the campus and
yet never become acquainted. As a rea¬
son for this he gives the lack of class
smokers and such affairs as will enable

the undergraduates to meet fellow-class¬
men. The remedy which he proposes, is
frequent smokers throughout the year,
where good fellowship will prevail, and
enable the college student to know his
own class-mates and make friends among
them. “Auf Wiedersehn” is of the short

story order, and for its clever and well-
developed plot, is very amusing. There
is nothing light or trashy about it, and
in this it differs from many stories of
its nature which are wont to creep into
college publications. The editorials of
this number are worthy of mention.

This month a new exchange graces our
desk in the form of a Quarterly from
Notre Dame of San Francisco. It is

very elaborate in appearance which is not
in the least deceiving, for the photo¬
graphs of the institution and surround¬
ings contained in this issue are well
chosen and deserving of praise and com¬
mendation on a large scale. The maga¬
zine has an abundance of verse, all of
which is good, while the feature is a

poem dedicated to The Reverend Mother.
There is, however, one glaring fault, due
to the fact that too much space has been
devoted to the Reverend Mother’s death.

There are a great many letters of con¬
dolence published, which are altogether
out of place in a college periodical.

The Boston College Stylus contains an

amusing and entertaining article entitled
“What Some Englishmen Think of Us,”
in which are portrayed the views held
by the English people with regard to
some of our manners and customs. A

poem worth mentioning and repeating is
one entitled “The Day Is Spent.”

In the stillness of the twilight,
At the parting of the zuays,

Stood a stranger, lone and weary,
With his pallid face upraised,

To the proud and haughty city
Where his loving friend had died.

And the stranger's heart was human,
So he bent his head and sighed.

Long he stood amid the shadows
With his white check bathed in tears,

And his memory wandered backward
Through the mist of toilsome years,

And he murmured in his sadness,
Ah, my form is bozved and bent.

Master, stay with me a little,
My long day is well-nigh spent.

This issue contains a treatise entitled
“T. A. Daly—an Appreciation,” in which
the writer praises the noted American
poet for his dialect verses both Irish and
Italian. He depicts the views of the
world at large regarding this distin¬
guished writer, and shows, by inserting
one of his verses, how pathos and humor
are cleverly mixed by him. In conclu¬
sion, he states that Daly is “the only poet
of his kind,” which, ol course, is very
true.
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The Amherst Monthly is apparently
the exception this month. It is so far
below the average periodical, that noth¬
ing at all can he said in its favor. In the
first place, there is but one writing which,
in any way, has the appearance of a

story, and this, in the editor’s mind, is a
rather poor attempt. Two out of the
remaining three articles which comprise
the book, with the exception of one or
two verses, have for a subject, “Amherst
Spirit,” and are purely local. These, no
doubt, appeal to those within a limited
sphere, but beyond that, they carry no

weight whatsoever. The remaining es¬

say, however, is worthy of some little
consideration, not because of its truth,
or the philosophy on which it is based,
for its foundations are anything but
sound, but because of the broad state¬

ments and assertions which it contains.

The article is called “The Philosophy of
Friedrich Nietzsche,” and gives his views
with regard to various points in matters
of faith and ethics. In one place he de¬
clares, “all is progress or retrogression,
and the goal of man’s progress is Super¬
man. As the ape is to us, so shall we be
to this new being.—Christ was probably
nearest to this ideal, but according to
Nietzsche, he did not lead or teach the
people aright.” In another place he as¬
serts “Immortality of the soul too, is an
idle dream. Man should live for this
world only, and his greatest aim should
be the Superman.” That no proofs are

brought forth, is in evidence from the
fact that one statement follows closely
on another. The writer concludes by
recommending Nietzsche as an interest¬
ing and powerful philosopher. It is not

the purpose of the Journal’s exchange
column to refute such articles, or to ex¬

pound the true philosophy regarding each
point, however, in answer to this essay
we might say that the writer has chosen
an extremely poor subject and philos¬
opher for consideration.

The Holy Cross Purple for March is
overflowing with verse, all of which is
worth while. “Frost Fairies,” a. short
poem is deserving of praise both for
itself and for the cut which accompanies
it. This magazine also takes for the sub¬
ject of an essay “T. A. Daly.” In con¬
trast, however, to the Boston College
Stylus, this paper deals more with the
man himself, and gives an interesting
sketch of his life from the time of his
enrollment at Fordham University to the
present day.

The March number of The Campion
is to be commended for its contents which

place it above most and on a par with
any periodical which grace the Journal’s
exchange desk. That which lends a truly
literary aspect to any magazine is sound
philosophy, and it is not found lacking
in the above mentioned. A11 article pre¬

senting, and answering, the view of John
Stuart Mill with regard to the syllogism
as a form of argumentation appears in
this number, and is worthy of the highest
praise for its clearness.

The Journal gratefully acknowledges
the receipt of The Xaverian, Williams
Literary^ Monthly, Mills College Maga¬
zine, The Springhillian, The Notre Dame
Scholastic, The Richmond College Mes¬
senger, The Boom, The Earlhamite, The
Mountaineer, Kalksburger Korrespon-
denz, Davidson College Magazine, Uni-
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versity of Virginia Magazine, The Red¬
wood, The Dial, Saint Vincent College
Journal, The Clark College Monthly,
Delaware College Review, The Nazarene,
The Solanian, St. Mary’s Chimes, The
St. John’s Concordia, Mt. St. Joseph’s
Collegian, II Pennisi, The Red and
White, The University of Ottawa Re¬
view, Old Penn, St. Mary’s Sentinel,

The Creighton Chronicle, The Pacific
Star, Hampden-Sidney Magazine, The
D’Youville Magazine, The Georgian,
Schoolman, The College Spokesman, The
Ephebeum, The Loyola University Mag¬
azine, Emory Phoenix, Fleur-de-Lis, The
Fordham Monthly, Niagara Rainbow,
The Manitou Messenger, The Buff and
Blue.
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(Srorgrtaum Atljlrtir 3Gaurrli3.
Charles F. Lavelle, ’13.

Georgetown University made a record
for indoor track work at the meeting
under the auspices of the Richmond
Blues on March 8. It was in the last

event of the evening, the pole vault,
when he and Robertson, also of George¬
town, had been competing for the high
honors at that feature of the meet that

Wiedman scaled the bar at twelve feet.
Officials on the spot declared that for
indoor work this was a new record.
Wiedman’s work was clean, clear-cut and
accurate. He had struck the bar at a

distance of eleven four, but that merely
nerved him for the better work which
followed.

Georgetown and Washington and Lee

University came together for a contest
that proved to be one of the most inter¬
esting of the meet. It was the relay
race for the South Atlantic champion¬
ship, Georgetown winning in a fashion
that easily demonstrated the superiority
of the contestant for the prize. The time
was slow, due to the fact that the track
is short and it is difficult to make the
turns. There are thirteen laps to the
mile, and this is a handicap for making
a record. Yet Georgetown negotiated the
turns and curves without a slip of con¬

sequence, winning in 3.55.
Eller was a bit of a surprise to the

local boys, contenting himself with win-
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ning two events—the hurdle race and the
shot-put.

In the 50-yard collegiate, Newton
Brewer pulled down first place with Bob
Eller close on his heels as a second.

Brewer again covered himself with
glory in the 440-yard collegiate, winning
first place in easy manner in one minute.

Brent Young took second place in this
same event.

With the paint trophy now adorning
the Trophy Room in Ryan Gymnasium,
and a new South Atlantic championship
added to our other track laurels, the
Georgetown track team closed its indoor
season.

OtetttttB.

The return of warm weather causes

us again to take up the pleasures and du¬
ties connected with tennis. Of late the
work on the new courts has been pro¬

gressing rapidly, and all of the six will
be ready for use in the near future. The
management has been extremely fortun¬
ate in signing up Intercollegiate matches,
both at home and abroad. The incentive

given to tennis by the record-breaking
membership last fall has warranted the
making of a fairly good schedule, and if
this Spring’s membership is proportion¬
ately large, there may be a few more

games which would otherwise not be
played. With such a stimulus as fair
weather, new courts, a good schedule,
and a large membership in the associa¬
tion, what should hinder us in having a
successful Spring season?

We begin our schedule with the first
two matches away from home to give
our own grounds a better chance to be
put in ideal condition for championship
matches. The season, therefore, opens
with Johns Hopkins University at Bal¬
timore on April 12th, while our second
game is against Navy at Annapolis, on
April 19th. Our home season opens on

Aprih-~26th with Baltimore Polytechnic
Institute. Then comes the biggest game
of the season when University of Penn¬
sylvania sends its team to Georgetown
on the 3rd of May. May 14th St. John’s
College team from Annapolis plays here.
A date has not been definitely settled be¬
tween the Dumbarton Club and George¬
town, but it is a certainty that these two
teams will meet on or about May 10th on
the Dumbarton courts.

Communication has been received from
the University of Pittsburgh and also
from the University of Michigan, both
of which send tennis teams to visit this

section, and if our funds allow, there is
a possibility of a match with at least one
of these teams. A return date has been

requested of Virginia, but as yet no defi¬
nite communication has been received.

Our team lost but one man through
graduation last year, but general im¬
provement of the other members, to¬
gether with the possibility of a dark-
horse, invite the prediction for an elegant
tennis season. It would be a boost for

Georgetown’s athletics if the team could
make a creditable showing with such a
schedule.

L. R. G„ ’13.
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UaarhaU.
iFtrflt -prutretmt (game.

The addition of two players who had
previously been ineligible and the ex¬
cellent pitching of Fienle caused George¬
town to show a complete reversal of
form in its game with Princeton, and
gave it a victory over the Tigers by a
score of 7 to i. Mulcahy and Hollander
were declared eligible to play just before
the contest started, and they made the
Blue and Gray aggregation look like an

entirely different team. Their presence
seemed to inspire the others with con¬
fidence, and the work of the whole nine
showed a vast improvement.

Perhaps the most important factor in
the winning of the game was the work
of Fienle in the box. The mainstay of
last year’s team, although he has not
been in the best of condition, seemed to
work in midseason form. He was seldom
in trouble and had almost perfect control
of the ball. The Tigers were able to
connect safely with his offerings but
three times.

Georgetown showed a team that was

50 per cent stronger than that defeated
twice earlier in the week. The players
seemed to be more sure of themselves,
fielding their positions, hitting and gen¬

erally handling themselves with more
confidence and ability.
G’town. AB.H.O.A.E.

Hol’der, ss. 4 1 3 4 1
Calim, ef. 4 1 0 0 0
Fury, rf... 4 0 1 0 0
Con’tly, rf.. 0 0 0 0 0
F.Mul’y, If. 5 0 1 0 0
Daly, 2b... 3 2 0 2 1
M.Mul’y, lb 4 2 14 0 0
Davis, 3b.. 3 1 1 1 0
Mullaney, c 3 1 7 2 0
Fienle, p.. 4 2 0 3 1

Pr’ton. AB.H.O.A.E.
Land. rf... 4 0 0 0 0
W’gton, 3b. 4 1 3 2 0
Greene, If. 4 0 6 O 0
Pend’n, cf. 4 0 1 O 0
Reed, ss... 3 0 0 0 2
Rhodes, lb. 3 0 0 0 0
Gill, 2b 3 0 4 1 1
Carter, c... 3 2 4 1 1
Simons, p.. 1 0 0 2 0
Copel’d. p. 1 0 O 3 0
Vaughn*.. .1 0 0 0 0

Totals.. .34 10 27 12 3 Totals...31 3 24 9 4

•Vaughn batted for Copeland in the ninth.

Georgetown 1 1 0 1 1 3 0 0 0—7
Princeton 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 1—1

Runs—Hollander, 2; Calnan, Fury, F. Mulcahy,
Daly, 2; Carter. Earned runs—Georgetown, 4;
Princeton, 1. Three-base hit—Mulcahy. Two-base
hits—Hollander, Carter, Daly, Calnan. Stolen base
—Hollander. Bases on balls —• Off Fienle, 1
(Vaughn); off Simons, 1 (Hollander); off Cope¬
land, 3 (Davis. Fienle and Mullaney). Struck
out—By Fienle, Gill (2), Pendleton, Simons and
Worthington; by Simons, F.' Mulcahy. Sacrifice
hits—Calnan and Fury. Double plays—Daly to
Hollander to M. Mulcahy; Hollander to M. Mul¬
cahy. Hit by pitched ball—Fury and Daly. Wild
pitch—Simons. Umpire—Mr. Hughes. Time of
game—2 hours.

Hair (Sam?.

Yale administered the worst drubbing
Georgetown has received in a long time,
perhaps in its baseball history, on the
Hilltop March 25, simply running away
with the game, 13 to 1.

Miserable errors, for which there was

no possible excuse, and thoughtless plays
of commission and omission were re¬

sponsible for more than a half of the
eighteen runs scored by the Bulldog nine.
The rest of the runs were scored by Yale
on clean, sharp, wallops to all corners of
the field, the first and last innings being
set aside for a general game of clout and
run by the New Haven tribe.

Three Georgetown pitchers faced the
fusillade. First it was Lynch, then
Feinle, and last of all, Heffernan. Of
this trio, “Big Hefif” did the best work,
and for six of the seven innings he
pitched Yale was only able to make four
hits and two runs. In the last inning,
however, his team-mates became careless
and failed to give him any support worth
mentioning, the result being six hits and
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eight runs. Had Heffiernan been ac¬
corded fair support the side would have
been retired in this session with but one-

fourth of this collection.

Glijc (Same.

Georgetown’s aggregation of ball toss-
ers went down to defeat before the An-

One Georgetown man covered himself
with glory, in spite of the fact that he
also contributed somewhat to the glori¬
ous comedy of errors, and that was Law-
lor. This youngster made two hits, one
of them giving Davis a chance to score

by fast base-running, the only talley the
Hilltoppers made. But Lawlor’s best
work was in catching foul flies. He
seemed to have a reckless disregard for
grandstand, benches, and spectators, and
in nabbing a long foul, hit directly back
of the Georgetown team’s bench, caught
the ball, and, turning a somersault, land¬
ed doubled up on the other side. This
was really the best play of the game and
deserved all of the applause which it pro¬
voked.

Yale AB.H.O.A.E.
M’zrook, If 4 0 1 0 O
Blossom, ss 5 2 3 3 1
Reilly, 3b.. 6 2 1 2 0
Riddell, lb. 0 2 11 1 0
Cornish. 21) 4 3 2 4 0
Pump’y, If. 0 2 1 0 0
MeGhie, cf 5 1 1 0 0
Burdette, c 5 4 7 0 1
Scott, p... 6 1 0 4 0

Totals.. .47 17 27 14 2

G’town. AB.H.O.A.E.
Hol’nd’r, ss 4 10 1 1
Ryan, cf... 4 0 3 1 1
M’Oarty, if 4 1 3 1 1
F. Mul’y, If 3 0 2 2 0
Con’elly, 2b 4 0 3 3 3
M.Mul’y lb 4' 0 7 0 1
Davis, 3b.. 3 1 1 3 1
Mullaney, cl 0 1 0 0
Lynch, p... 0 0 0 0 0
Feinle, p... 0 0 0 0 0
Hef’man, p 3 0 1 2 1
Lawlor ... 2 2 6 2 2

Totals.. .32 5 27 15 10

Yale 5 3 0 0 0 1 0 1 8—18

Georgetown 0 0 0 0 1 0 0 0 0— 1

Runs—Davis, Scott, Burdette, MeGhie, 2; Pum-
pelly, 2; Cornish, 2; Riddell, 3; Reilly, 2; Blossom,
3; Middlebrook, 2. Earned runs—Yale, 8. First
base by errors—Georgetown, 1; Yale, 7. Left on
bases—Georgetown, 5; Yale, 10. First base on
balls—Oe Scott, 1; off Lynch, 1; off Hefferman. 0.
Innings pitched—By Lynch, two-thirds; Feinle, one
and one-third; Hefferman, seven. Hits made—Off
Lynch, 4; off Feinle, 3; off Hefferman, 19. Struck
out—By Feinle, 3; by Scott, 6. Ahree-base hits—•
Itidnell, Bursette. Two-base hits—Blossom, Pum-
pelly. Sacrifice hit—Blossom. Stolen bases—Blos¬
som, 2; Reilly, Rirsell Cornish, 2; Burdette, 3;
Scott. Double plays—Davis to Connelly to M.
Muleahy. Umpire—Mr. Hughes. Time of game—
Two hours and 10 minutes.

napolis Midshipmen in a rather listless
sort of a game on March 29, by 8 to 5.
Even the raw weather did not prove an
incentive for the players to put much
snap into their work, and it required two
hours and thirty-five minutes to complete
the game.

The Middies started to do things in the
opening stanza when they registered a
trio of tallies. In that session they land¬
ed on Feinle for four clean bingles, and
the Georgetown twirler also contributed
to the run getting by hitting two bats¬
men. With the three runs chalked up,
two men out and the bases again filled,
Kelly was sent to the mound in place of
Feinle, and he succeeded in ending the
agony by fanning Seibert. Seibert, who
started the twirling for the Middies, went
along well until the seventh inning when
he got himself in bad and was compelled
to retire in favor of Vinson. That was

the most lively inning of the game. Sei¬
bert hit Campazzie, first man up, and the
Georgetown player stole second, and
came home on Mullaney’s long drive to
left for two bases. Seibert fanned Kelly,
but Hollander followed with a neat sin¬

gle, scoring Mullaney, and Connelly drew
a base.

The fielding feature of the game went
to Mullaney, one of Georgetown’s back¬
stops, when in the eighth he caught in
his bare hand Hamilton’s high foul fly
just as he jumped over a side line bench.

The score:
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Navy AB.H.O.A.E. G’town. AB.H.O.A. E.

H’lton, 2b. 5 1 3 1 1 Ilorder, ss. 2 1 2 2 0

Adams, ss.. 5 1 3 0 1 Conley, 2b. 4 0 1 0 0

Fisher, cf.. 3 1 0 1 0 M’Carty, cf 4 0 3 0 0

Hall, lb... 3 1 4 2 0 Barron, rf. 5 1 1 0 0

Vaiden, 3b. 3 2 2 b 0 Flynn, lb.. 3 0 0 1 0

Hicks, c... 4 0 9 3 0 M’cahy, If. 3 1 1 0 1

Glover, If.. 4 1 1 0 0 Ryan, If... 1 0 0 0 0
Cook, rf... 2 1 3 0 0 C’p’zi, 3b.. 2 2 0 3 1

Seibert, p.. 3 0 2 3 0 Lalor, c... 0 0 3 0 0

Vinson, p.. 1 1 0 1 0 Mullaney, c 3 1 0 1 1
Feinle, p.. 0 0 0 0 0

Totals... 33 9 27 11 2 Kelly, p... 4 0 0 2 0
Fury* 1 0 0 0 0

Totals.. .32 0! 23 9 3

•Batted for Moloahy in seventh inning.
!Cook out for not touching second base.

Navy 3 0 0 1 4 0 0 0 x—8
Georgetown 0 0 0 2 0 O 3 0 O—5

Runs—Adams, Fisher, 2; Hall, Vaiden, 2; Hicks,
Glover, Hollander, McCarthy, Muleahy, Campazzi,
Mullaney. Two-base hits—Hall, Mullaney. Earned
runs—Navy, 1; Georgetown, 1. Hits—Off Feinle,
4 in two-thirds of an inning; off Kelly, 5 in seven
and one-third innings; off Seibert, 4 in seven and
one-third innings; off Vinson, 2 in one and two-
thirds innings. Sacrifice hit—Cook. Sacrifice fly—-
Kelly. Stolen bases—Hamilton. 2; Adams, Cam¬
pazzi. Left on bases—Navy, 5; Georgetown, 10.
Bases on balls—By Seibert, 5; by Vinson, 2; by
Kelly, 2. Hit by pitcher—Iiy Seibert (Flynn and
Campazzi); by Feinle (Vaiden and Cook); by Kelly
(Hamilton). Wild pitch—Feinle. Balk—Seibert.
Umpire—Mr. Betts. Time of game—2 hours and
25 minutes.

kins annexed four runs on hits and errors

and fell but one run short of tying- the
score.

McCarthy settled down, and in the
next four innings twirled good ball, al¬
lowing but three hits and only one run.

McCarthy and Sutton each connected
for three hits, while Mullaney contribut¬
ed the longest wallop of the day, a long
triple.

The only bright work of the contest
was three double plays by the winners.
Scone:
G’town. AB,H. O.A.E. Hopkins. AB .11.0. A.12.

Hol’der, ss. 4 0 3 1 1 Sutton, cf.. 5 3 4 0 0
Con’lly, 2b. 4 1 1 3 0 Webster, If 4 0 3 0 0

M’Carty, cf 4 3 2 4 1 Will’ms, rf. 5 2 1 0 0
Barron, rf. 3 0 3 1 0 Hobbs, lb. 5 2 7 1 0
C’p’zzi, 3b. 4 1 1 1 1 Wilson. 3b. 5 1 0 0 1
M.Mul’y, lb 5 1 6 0 1 Bagley, ss. 4 2 0 2 0
Ryan, If. . .

Mullaney, c

1 0 1 0 0 Dorsey, 2b. 3 0 2 1 1
3 1 9 0 1 Rice, c.. .. 4 0 5 1 0

Kelly, p... 2 1 0 1 1 Peiper, p.. 3 0 2 2 1
F.Mul’y, cf 2 1 1 0 0 — — —. -

Hef’man, p 0 0 0 0 0 Totals. . .38 10 24 7 3

She 3Jdnui ©npktua (6amr.
Georgetown annexed its second game

of the season April 2, when Johns Hop¬
kins was nosed out in an exciting battle,
9 to 8.

Starting off with a lead of five runs
in the opening inning, the Blue and Gray
players managed to keep their advantage,
and in spite of poor all-around playing
in the latter part of the contest landed a
winner.

Kelly got oft well for the Hilltoppers,
and for four innings pitched excellent
ball. But in the fifth the Hopkins lads
got to him, and Coach Hartley substi¬
tuted Heffernan. “Big Heft” was wild
and walked two men, when he was

yanked out and McCarthy came in from
the field and took up the work in the
box.

During all this changing about Hop¬

Totals. . .32 9 27 11 5
Georgetown 5 0 1 0 2 O 0 1 x—9
Hopkins 0 0 3 0 4 1 0 0 0—8

Runs—Hollander, 2; McCarthy, Campazzi, Ryan,
3; M. Muleahy, F. Muleahy, Sutton, 3; Williams,
Hobbs, Bagley, Wilson, Rice, Peiper. Left on
bases—Georgetown, 8; Johns Hopkins, 8. First
base on balls—Off Kelly, 1; off Heffermau, 2; off
Peiper, 9. Innings pitched—By Kelly, 4 1-3; by
McCarthy, 4 2-3. Hits made:—Off Kelly, 7; off
McCarthy, 3. Struck out—By Kelly, 5; by Mc¬
Carthy, 3; by Peiper, 3. Three-base hit—Mul-
laney. Two-base hits—M. Muleahy, Williams, Wil¬
son. Sacrifice hits—Connolly, Webster, Dorsey.
Stolen bases—Sutton. Williams, Bagley, McCarthy,
Ryan, Hollander. 2. Double plays—Bagley to Dor
sey to Hobbs; McCarthy to Hollander; Peiper to
Rice to Hobbs. Umpire—Mr. McCauley. Time of
game—2 hours and 5 minutes.

(lijp m. A. (£. (6autr.
The team came into its own in a game

with Maryland Agricultural College on
April 3 at Georgetown field, and for the
first time since the opening clash with
Princeton, looked like a representative
Blue and Gray combination, winning by
5 to !•

In fielding, which has proved the most
glaring weakness in recent games, the
team showed marked improvement, the
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individual work being all that could be
expected. With the return of “Inky”
Davis to the game, the same infield that
worked together so well last year was in¬
tact, and this fact seemed to inspire the
team with renewed confidence.

Besides, for the first time in a couple
of weeks, effective pitching was fur¬
nished, Talbott Lynch giving an exhibi¬
tion on the mound that was a source of

encouragement to the coach, who has
been pondering of late over the possibili¬
ties in a pitching staff that, for a while,
threatened to demoralize the ranks.

Lynch, who was a complete failure in
the Yale game, the real farce of the sea¬
son, looked like the pitcher of a year ago,
when he defeated Yale in one of the

most interesting games of the season. He
went the full route, allowing but three
hits, striking out seven, and showing bet¬
ter control than he has at any time this
season. The Aggies seemed to be at his
mercy throughout, and were kept swing¬
ing in all directions in an effort to con¬
nect with his varied assortment of twist¬

ers.

G'town. AB.H.O.A.E.
Hol’der, ss. 4 1 3 3 0
Con’lly, 2b. 2 1 0 1 0
M’Carty, cf 2 1 1 0 0
Barron, rf. 4 12 0 0
Davis, 3b.. 2 O 0 2 1
Mulc’y, lb. 4 1 15 0 1
Ryan, If... 8 0 1 0 0
Mullaney, c 4 1 4 4 0
Lynch, p.. 8 1 1 7 0

Totals...28 7 27 17 2

Georgetown
Aggies ....

Aggies. AB.H.O.A.E.
Knode, ss.. 4 1 3 0 0
Key’th, cf. 4 0 0 0 0
Shipley, 3b 3 1 2 1 0
Morris, lb. 4 0 10 0 0
Lednum, 2b 3 0 0 2 3
Hunt’n, c. .• 4 0 7 2 0
Will’ms, rf. 3 O 0 0 0
Peter, if... 3 1 1 O 0
Hoff’ker, p. 3 0 1 6 0

Totals... 31 3 24 11 3

00031010 x—5
01000000 0—1

Runs—Barron, Davis. Mulcahy, Mullaney, Will¬
iams and Lynch. Left on bases—Georgetown, 6;
Aggies, 5. First base on balls—Off Lynch, 2; off
Hoffecker, 5. Struck out—By Lynch, 7; by Hoff-
ecker, 5. Three-base hit—Mulcahy. Two-base
hits—Peter, Connolly and Lynch. Sacrifice hits—-
Connolly and McCarthy. Stolen bases—Williams,
Lednum, McCarthy and Davis. Double play—
Hoffecker to Knode. Umpire—Mr. McCauley. Time
of game—2 hours.

©lie 3irst (Euntcll (Same

The team gave further evidence of the
fact that it has at last hit its stride in its
encounter with Cornell on the Hilltop,
when the Blue and Gray triumphed with
the figures at 8 to 3 on April 5.

Experimenting had been the order for
the first three weeks, and from all indi¬
cations Coach Harley has finally picked
out a team that, with an even break in
luck, should manage to hold its own in
the remaining games on the schedule.
This shift, probably the final one, worked
almost to perfection, and gave a team
that has looked away below the standard
of previous years the appearance of a

representative combination. Hennesy, a

big, strapping fellow, made his debut on
the second sack, and seemed to fit in bet¬
ter there than any of his predecessors,
Connelly was shifted to right in place of
Barron, the latter, who has been showing
encouraging form of late, taking Ryan’s
place in left.

Cornell’s 1913 representatives looked
to be the weakest set that has come down
from Ithaca in many moons, and were

simply outclassed by the home players.
The fielding of the visitors was erratic
through the greater part of the game, and
they were at the mercy of Chris. Feinle,
who has come to be the mainstay of the
Blue and Gray pitching staff. The clever
little twirler was off to a poor start, a
single, a double, and a hit batsman filling
the sacks, with but one man down, in the
opening period. However, he tightened
up in time, retiring the next two batters
in order on a strike-out and a pop fly.

Continued 011 page vi.
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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.

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 OP
TROUBLE.

FOR INSTANCE —WHEN YOU WANT
SHOES THAT FIT YOUR FEET ALL
OVER—SNUGLY, COMFORTABLY AND
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“FIT ME TO A PAIR OF ‘WALKOVERS’ ”
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.
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Continued from page 512.

From this point until near the end of
the battle, when he weakened, against
a reinforced combination of batsmen.
Eeinle was well-nigh invincible, giving
his team-mates comparatively little to do
in the way of fielding.

The stick work of the home players
was another source of encouragement to
their followers. Acheson, who has been
doing the bulk of slab duty for the Itha¬
cans, was anything but a puzzle to the
home boys, who rather took a liking to
his shoots. Ten clean drives were gar¬
nered from the assortment that he served

up, while an occasional bit of fast field¬
ing deprived the Hilltoppers of a few
others that might have been added.

“Inky” Davis, who is due for a big
league trial at the end of the college
season, discounted all affirmative discus¬
sion as to his alleged weakness with the
willow by poking out three safe drives
in four opportunities. The little fellow
also played a remarkably fast game at
the third corner, giving promise of re¬
turn to true form. “Dutch” Hollander,
another future big leaguer, was also very
much in evidence in the inner works, his
fast fielding looming up as one of the
striking features of the combat.

(Uornrll Okntr.

Going into the ninth inning apparently
beaten, 3 to 1, by the Cornell nine,
Georgetown April 7 scored two runs, ty¬
ing the total and after carrying the game
to twelve innings wron out, 4 to 3.

McCarthy’s double, with two down,
paved the way for the winning tally. It
was followed by a scratch single by Cam-
pazzi and topped off with a one-base
drive by Hennessey.

Kelly who was taken out in the ninth
Please Patronize Advertisers and Mention The Journal.
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Interest in Foreign Missions reacts
strongly on our work for
the Church at home,

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

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

Read: THE FIELD cAFAR
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.

Photographers of Men Who Make History

Harris & Ewing
Photographers

1311 F STREET N. W.

to let a pinch hitter bat, twirled good ball
for the home folks, as did Johnson, a

youngster, for the visitors, all of the first
half dozen runs coming directly or in¬
directly from errors. ,

Cornell was first to score, counting in
the second on Butler’s double, his retire¬
ment on Donovan’s bounder to Davis, a

wild pitch, and Halsted’s single.
Georgetown evened matters in its half.

Johnson threw Hennessey’s roller to the
stands, the runner taking third, and tally¬
ing when Davis singled.

A pass to Clute, Keller’s single, and an

attempt by Mullaney and Hennessey to
work the double throw when Keller tried
to pilfer second, allowing Clute to score,

put Cornell in the lead in the third.
Errors by Hollander and Mulcahy,

with Clute’s long fly sandwiched in, gave
the visitors another in the eighth.

Hennessey’s single, a pass to Davis,
and one-base clouts by Mulcahy and
Fury, the latter batting for Mullaney, put
Georgetown on a par with its opponent.
Score:

Phone, Main 4703 Washington, D. C.

E. VOIGT
Manufacturing Jeweler, Engraver and

Diamond Setter
725 SEVENTH STREET, N. W.

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

G'town. AB.H.O.A.E.
Hol’der, ss. 4 0 0 2 1
Con’lly, rf. 5 2 1 0 0
M’C’y, cf.p 5 110 0
Barron, If. 4 0 2 0 0
C’p’zzi, If.. 2 1 OOO
Henesy, 2b. 6 2 4 0 0
Davis. 3b.. 4 2 3 6 0
M.Mul’y, lb 5 118 0 1
Mullanen. c 2 0 6 0 0
Fury, of... 1 2 1 0 0
Kelly, p... 3 0 0 4 0
F.Mul'y, c. 2 O 0 0 0

Cornell. AB.H.O.A.E.
Jones. 2b. . 6 0 1 2 0
Keller, 3b. 5 14 2 1
Butler, cf.. 4 1 0 0 0
Watson, rf. 5 1 10 0
Donvan, ss 4 0 3 3 2
Halste'd. If 5 1 2 1 1
Sehirick, c. 5 0 10 2 0
Johnson, p. 5 1 0 7 1
Clute. lb.. 4 0 14 1 0

Totals...43 5*35 18 5

COX SONS & VINING
Totals. . .44 11 36 21 2

♦Two out when winning run wms scored.

72 Madison Avenue, New York Georgetown 01000000200 1—4
Cornell 01 1 00001000 0-3

College Gowns
and Caps

THE BEST WORKMANSHIP

AT LOWEST PRICES

SILK FACULTY GOWNS and HOODS

Runs—McCarthy, I>acis, Hennesy, 2; .Tones,
Clute and Donocan. First base on errors—-George¬
town, 3; Cornell. 2. Left on bases—Georgetown.
8; Cornell. 5. First base on balls-—Off Kelly, 2:
off McCarthy, 1; off Johnson, 4. Innings pitched—
By Kelly, 9; by McCarthy, 3. Hits made—Off
Kelly, 3; off McCarthy, 2. Struck out—By Kelly.
6; by Johnson, 6. Two-base hits—McCarthy and
Butler. Sacrifice hit—McCarthy. Stolen bases—
Hollander, 2; Fury and Keller. Double plays—
Johnson to Clute to Keller; Halstead to Sehirick.
Hit by pitcher—By Johnson (Mullaney). Wild
pitch—Kelly. Umpire—Shorty Hughes. Time of
game—3 hours and 5 minutes.
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We’ ve been catering to Georgetown College men for forty f
years—and we shall be glad to number you among the others l
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The College Store

Georgetown

Pillows
Pennants
Banners

Jewelry
Stationery

C. H. RFC I ZEN STEIN Thone M*in 2132

THE HUB
OUTFITTERS AND HATTERS

New York Avenue and Fourteenth Street

SCISSORS AND RAZORS SHARPENED.

Telephone, Main 1085.

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

» » »—»- 1004 F Street Northwest

FITIA/STWCKWS'l
BY THE PHOTO-ENGRAVliNG PROCESS

TfiLMAURICBJOYCEI
I ENGEWING COMPANY |

• HCCST 1 LC.S-Manager
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Please Patronize Advertisers and Mention The Journal.



ADVERTISEMENTS.
cg>—<%y- 1^-

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

A. (£. Bobga,
519 ELEVENTH STREET N. W.

TAI LOR
FOR

COLLEGE STUDENTS FOR TWENTY YEARS.

MODERATE PRICES.

The Old
Georgetown College

TAILOR

Full Dress
and Tuxedo Suits

to Hire

$—$—$—$—#—<t>——&—$— .% f*.

SOUTHERN DENTAL SUPPLY CO.
(EVERYTHING FOR THE STUDENT)

Students invited to call and get acquainted

B18 Twelfth Street N. W. Washington, D. C

WILLIAM SCHERER
PHARMACIST

Corner 35th and O Streets N. W.

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

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

Pottery, Porcelain, Glass, Sterling Silver
and Plated Ware

Hciise Furnishing Goods
CAT/*_OGUE SENT ON APPLICATION

Ho‘tl, Club, College and Hospital Supplies,

1215 F St. and 1214 G St. Washington, D. C.

If you want to help the Journal
mention it to

Meyer’s Military Shop
1231 Pa. Ave.

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

HARDWARE and HARNESS
1208 AND 1212 WIS. AVE.

WEST. I010 AND 57

WATCHES DIAMONDS JEWELRY

DIEGES & CLUST
JEWELERS & SILVERSMITHS

MUNSEY BUILDING

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

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

“GREEN MEADOW MILK”

The Green Meadow

Dairy Co.
J. W. REED & SONS

330 NEW JERSEY AVE. N. W.
Lincoln 1 5 2
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Alumni l&mmtm iimlnri)
Insertion of Card and Subscription for 1912=1913, $3.00.

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,
318 Southern Bldg.

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.

Gecrge E. Sullivan, Attorney-at-Law, Fen-
dall Bldg., Wasb:ugton, D. C.

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

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

Ga.

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

Hawaii.

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

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

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

KANSAS:

Thos. C. Nelson, ’96, General Manager of
Lakin Land and Immigration Co., Lakin,
Kansas

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

Walker Bldg., Louisville, Ky.

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

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, Hew

York Life Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.

NEBRASKA:
Mr. Thomrs Lynch, Attorney and Counsellor-

at-Law, 5x1 City National Bank Bldg,
Fitzgerald and Lynch, Omaha, Neb.



NEW YOkR:
John T. Buckley, Attorney and Counsellor- I

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

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

Martin Conboy, Attorney and Counsellor-at- j
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 j
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., j
New York City.

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

Edwin Sefton, Attorney and Counsellor-at- i
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, 1200
Chestnut Street, Philadelphia.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Joseph Chez, Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,
practices in all State and Federal Courts,
Rooms 40-41 First National Bank Bldg.,
Ogden, Utah.

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

Bank Bldg., Norfolk, Va.
WASHINGTON:

Doctor A. de Y. Greeny Physician and Sur¬
geon, Prosser, Washington State.

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

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


