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iEilitnrtal.
Spring mb ullj? Har.
AINTY, airy and sweet, the youthful spirit of spring with
warm and gentle fingers comes to
loosen the frozen
grip of winter. All around us we see and feel and hear
her

welcome

signs. Through our window fragrant
glide, caressing our cheek and whispering in
our ear tender age-old melodies.
We gaze out over
the landscape and behold the wonders she is working
with her fairy wand.
As if by magic she has turned an ice-locked,
chilly land into a world of charm and beauty. Gay-voiced warblers, her
little heralds, twitter underneath the dripping eaves and tell us spring
has come. Springtime!—the time of tops and marbles and kites and
breezes

GEORGETOWN

COLLEGE

JOURNAL.

games; of silent wanderings in the moonlight; of halting whispers and
stifled giggles; of silvery laughter and happy song! Spring-time!—the
time of

youth and love and peace—Peace!
we stop.
It seems that in no matter what direction we
lay our course our ship always tends toward the same old harbor.
Thus it is that as we sit here at our lowly desk trying to express the
usual sentiments of spring, our mind on the contrary turns from such
idle, happy thoughts to that deep, deep question which has so absorbed
the world for nearly four bloody years and which is destined to hold its
attention for a considerable portion of the remote and uncertain future.
With the spring of 1918 comes, we believe, some of the most pregnant
moments of the great war.
We are entering upon the most eventful
year in all the history of mankind. That was said a year ago, and 1917
has left a mark upon the annals of the world which shall stand pre¬
eminent for centuries to come. The adoption of unconditional under¬
And there

sea
a

warfare,

state of

our

war

President’s last efforts to avert war, the entrance into
greatest democracy and autocracy,

between the world’s

the revolutions in Russia and its final withdrawal from active

fighting,
and collapse of the Italian Army, the immense
conflicts on all fronts, the enormous destruction of shipping, the various
peace proposals, the President’s addresses to Congress, all go to bring
the past twelve months to the foreground in the records of world history.
And now comes another fateful spring.
* * *
Our enemies, we read, are massing their armies on the western front
in preparation for a colossal offensive.
It seems to be their desire to
strike a last terrific and mortal blow before America can bring to bear
the almost illimitable forces which she has pledged herself to exert
against them. Our Allies realize, as we must realize, the tremendous
import of it all. They see the handwriting on the wall and are strain¬
ing every muscle in their endeavors to be ready for the shock. Some
have cried that because it has been so widely advertised they would not
be so stupid as to try it. But it is the almost universal opinion that they
are stupid enough to try anything.
Or do they believe that because of
its press-agenting their enemies will be coaxed to a false scent? Their
well-known element of surprise is for once lacking, and our Allies are
prepared. Supreme though it be, we believe they will survive the test,
for they behold their new friend and brother-in-arms looming up, a
mighty prop on which to lean when their heroic work this spring shall
have been accomplished.
Make haste! they are crying, and inexperi¬
enced though we be in the art and science of killing, we are doing our
best. We are struggling along, despite a maze of petty hindrances and
annoyances and red tape, struggling along with our eyes ever forward,
the

temporary

success
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clear and set and determined, crying out at our
our Allies over the sea to be patient with us and

blunders, pleading with
suffer yet a little longer,

struggling along the grim, scarlet patli of war.
Already have our soldiers tasted the bitter-sweet cup of battle. In
every corner of our country a myriad of camps and training stations
have sprung up, like toad-stools in the night, turning the staid civilians
of yesterday into the hardened campaigners of tomorrow.
Rillions
upon billions of dollars have poured, a mighty torrent, into the treasury.
The wheels of industry, though at present in many places running at
half speed owing to lack of transportation, are, nevertheless, ready and
capable of whirling night and day when that difficulty shall have been
breasted. Great men are casting aside all personal welfare in order
that the conduct of war may be more efficient.
Our people are settling down to a long siege. Wishing, as we are, for
peace, yet are we toiling to make that wish come true by killing for all
time the spirit which has drenched a whole planet in a deluge of blood.
We have resolved, and we shall not waver, to pluck the teeth from the
jaws of war and make him harmless forever.
Of course what we have accomplished thus far is but a little indeed;
yet it bespeaks much of what is to follow. If we are to judge from the
foundations then shall the edifice we have began be of a size undreamed
of in the past. That little handful we have sent over there—they are
but the forerunners of a mighty host, the first few chicks of the eagle’s
brood, new-hatched, yet ever growing in strength and determination,
coming in defence of a holy cause, to seek out and enlighten the shadows,
to right the wrong that has been done, to pay back the offender, if not
in his own base coin, then in the never-changing coin of eternal justice;
to bring him up before the court of truth and liberty and humanity, to
answer for the unspeakable, unpardonable crimes committed against
all that the world holds dear.

The

spring of 1918!—it is hard to believe that in but a few short
happen that shall shape the destinies of every
nation on the face of the globe. Even as we write, the armies of the
two-headed, two-tongued eagle are sweeping across the outskirts of
months events will

bewildered Russia.
Is the end in

sight? We believe it is. Black

as

the night

now appears,

nevertheless, discern the first faint streaks of grey upon the
horizon, faint indeed, and distant, yet unmistakably apparent. The
we

can,

dawn is breaking. How long before
his head above the rim and and flood

the glorious
us

of no one on earth to determine.
God grant it may be soon!

power
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sun

of

peace

shall lift

with his radiance, it is within the
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ulfje iEtmtal ({teat.
Prescinding from

any further discussion—circumlocution would be
correct—about which everybody is talking, yet which none of us
understands sufficiently enough to do so with any appreciable degree
more

of accuracy or

completeness, let us, for the moment, delve into another
we know, if possible, even less.
In many of our now, “owing to the war,” almost defunct “leagues”—
you will pardon us, we hope, for harping so much lately upon leagues,
but in view of the fact that they have come to be, indeed we think they
always have been, a Georgetown institution; and since it is in just such
discussions that one may gain an insight into the hearts and minds of

question about which

his fellows, we therefore consider it not irrelevant to make use of the
term—in many of our leagues, then, there has come up the vital, all-

important question of vocation, of what we expect to do, of what we
want to do, of what we think will bring us the most happiness in life.
We all, of course, want to make a success even though some of us,
many of us, do not try very hard to bring it about.
The ambition is
there even though the energy and application reposes shyly in the back¬
ground. We all have the desire of writing our names, with many a
fancy flourish perhaps, on the bright side of the hook of life; hut in the
end it all amounts to what we have termed, bombastically, “the eternal
quest”—happiness. We dream and strive to be great men, great law¬
yers or doctors, lords of finance, captains of industry; hut by so doing,
we dream of and strive toward the state of being happy.
What good is
it all otherwise? What doth it profit a man to gain the whole world
if it does not bring him happiness and contentment?
How, then, can we attain? Is it wealth; is it power; is it “pleasure”;
is it “fame”; is it “success”? Can we place our finger upon any one of
these and say “with such will I be happy”? No. A wise God is He who
has made us—a wise God and a just one.
That is why such selfish
things cannot of themselves bring us to our goal. “As our means
increase, so do our desires, and we ever stand midway between the two.”
The tattered child of the hovel dreams of

a

china doll, while the pam¬

pered daughter of opulence, with her house full of tinselled playthings,
pleads for a pony and cart. The laborer dreams of a cottage in the
country, while the lord of wealth, as he sits on the porch of his palace,
looks for

new worlds to conquer.
And all the while the little blue-bird of

gilded

cage can

happiness, whose body no
imprison, flits about, bestowing upon each a snatch of
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unmindful of worldly standards. He will sing to a child for a
perhaps turn away from the offering of millions.
we attain?
What is the formula ? There may be other ways,

penny and
How can
but

we

believe it

can

all be boiled down into the

one

little word, service.

Service to your

family, service to your fellowmen, service to your
Service! “Work performed for the benefit of
another” the dictionary calls it.
For the benefit of another, yes; but
just as sure as the sun will rise on the morrow those benefits will return,
drop by drop, to fill your cup of happiness. To serve!—is there a
higher, holier motive?
Utopian, you say; aye, Utopian; but it is by striving toward perfec¬
tion that we attain excellence.
Aim at the stars and perhaps you will
strike the moon, or the end of the rainbow with its pot of gold.
Aim
at the center and you will be quite sure of hitting at least the side; aim
at the side and you will be quite sure of hitting nothing at all.
You who would be great lawyers, great doctors, lords of finance, of
industry—it is through service that your goal may b6 reached. Do not
be so narrow as to think that it means subjection.
It means “work
performed for the benefit of another,” whether it be by means of the
stern hand of discipline or the bowed head of sweet humility.
Results
are what count, and if in the end of all your work there is that one
little word service, then shall your means, so far as you are concerned,
be justified.
“Abou Ben Adhem, may his tribe increase
” do you remember
that? It is a poem that contains a great truth. An angel appeared to
him one night, writing in a book of gold “the names of those who love
the Lord.” “And is mine one,” said Abou. “Nay, not so.” And Abou
said, “Write me, then, as one who loves his fellowmen.” The angel
wrote and returned the next night. “And lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all
country, service to God.

the rest.”
But love is

often selfish.

It

very grand and complete for
and film the ulcerous place, whilst
infest unseen”; and at last breaks
out. Selfish love is a pretty flower that soon droops into the rank
garbage of aching hatred. It is the love that seeks to serve which
endures; not “How much happiness can I get?” but “How much can I
give?” Service!
“For what, might I ask, is a dog or a cat, or a heap of money itself to a
man or a woman, when the dark nights come and the frost and snow
does be on the ground, and the wind blows down the chimney? And
even though we might have plenty faggots for the fire and plenty food
in the cupboard, and more than we want for ourselves, what good is it
so

seems

awhile but, really, it does “but skin
rank corruption, mining all within,
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'Tis by sharing with
And He has given the
earth and all it contains to the good and bad alike!”
We could give you a thousand quotations, if we would but look for
them, to prove our theme. It is truth, and truth is at once immovable,
immutable and irresistible.
When we try to oppose it we liken our¬
selves to a dog who bays at the moon and thinks it will pale at his
threatenings. That is what that poor misguided and misguiding dis¬
tortion of humanity over there is doing.
But you can’t beat the truth
any more than you can climb a rope of sand or write your little name
all, unless

we

others that

have

we

someone

to share it with us?

bring ourselves

in the waters of the

nearer

to God.

sea.

Service is the road to happiness even though it may not be what a
highly cultivated but woefully deficient civilization designates “suc¬
cess.” Serve, O brother, and even though you leave this very worldly
world scarred and ragged there will be a great light in your eye and a
smile of peace and contentment on your face as you ascend to the gates
above; the scars of battle will be erased and a host of heaven’s angels
will meet you to clothe you in garments of glory.
The Editor.

lEupr-JIreflrnt Jfaar.
/ woke.

A dream its

image on my mind
stamped, and in the spectral dark of night
vain I sought to scape its woful blight;

Had
In

Indelible its trace had been outlined.

My heart, where thou forever are enshrined,
Beat numbly for I gazed upon thy white
And lifeless face, and by that fatal sight
Knew that my life, not thou, was there confined.

Distraught I lay and knew not if to trust
The reason or the troubled heart, ’til day
Decrees “It was a dream” and phantoms flee.
Yet still thou must return to soulless dust
And weak

through love of thee my thoughts betray
of the fear that dwells with me.

The presence

—J. G. Brunini,

’19.
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utyr M\n nf Par.
Grind on, grind on, inexorable milll
seems that time alone can weary thee;

It

And

must reach the truth

through agony,
struggling blindly, dumbly up the hill:
O slippery path where blood and tear-drops spill!
A stricken world creeps upward to atone
And pour its grain beneath the cruel stone,
That right may come of wrong and good of ill.
we

And

Grind on, grind on, inexorable mill!
None but the God of Armies knoweth

why;
only that, when flesh be torn and die,
The heart becomes more yielding to His will;
That anguish wakes the spirit from its chill,
That blood will fertilize the mould of years,
That stagnant surfaces are cleared by tears,
That purity is born of fire still.

Save

Grind on, grind on, inexorable
Who knows, but in this awful

mill!
day of strife
Thou grindest out afresh the Bread of Life,
And men must wait until thy hoppers fill.
God is not mocked, and would His fear instill;
He'll come again with healing in His wing
When we have learned that love is everything;
That it is Life to die, and Death to kill.
—Ernest E. Blau, T7.
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A Svmnrrarij NtrJih a (great ©rgattiHpr.
J. Eugene Gallery, ’19.
N tlie latter half of the

eighteenth century we behold the
writhing in the grip of an almost universal inter¬
national struggle with its accompaniment of domestic
troubles and civil wars.
Trace the European situation
from 1770 to 1790 and then the phases of the present
war.
In the former we see its climax of orgies in the
world

French Revolution;

rampant in Russia.

in the latter it is the chaos

now

of the attempt of the people to
Terror paralyzed France, the
United States were formed with the same purpose in view. Note the
result in the three cases.
In France and Russia the republican program
was propagated by a few radical theorists, led often by men of no high
moral, religious or civic worth, and foisted upon people little prepared
for the responsibility.
In America, on the contrary, the ideas were
fostered by men of the very highest standing and republican institutions
were a natural growth—they were not exotics here.
Rut, even among exalted men, there was need of someone of supereminent virtue who could command the respect of all men, even of
divergent thoughts. The absence of such a character was France’s de¬
ficiency and now is Russia’s grief, but the possession of a personage
endowed with purity of purpose, a perfect comprehension of every cir¬
cumstance and an indubitable constancy was the key to the salvation
of the American colonies.
For ten years France was a scene of con¬
stant vacillation, of former leaders crushed and new winners of the
heart of the mob established in power only to be knocked down at the
next newborn caprice of the throng.
So also in Russia today, but in
America never. Here, progress along the road of self-government never
changed its direction, never slackened its velocity under the piloting
genius of George Washington. With his hand on the wheel, the destiny
of America was never in jeopardy.
The military achievements of this premier of revolution for republi¬
can principles are too familiar to require enumeration.
But the extent
of his political conquests, the nature of his triumphs over apparent for¬
tresses of impregnable disaffection and the levin of his ideas in forming
our national character justly deserve
the keenest thought and prorule

themselves.

Roth

While

were the fruit
the Reign of

foundest meditation.
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his ability and success in forging a
segregated colonies with different customs,
varying manners and diverging ideals, stigmatized by a total lack of
communion of enterprise.
At the close of his glorious campaign for
American independence, two-thirds of the people of these states, still
in the swaddling clothes of their sovereignty, two-thirds of the seed of
power for American democracy were Tories or Loyalists; while the
other third was as fiercely opposed to a dominant central government
as Washington was to monarchy or to a lax, impotent Congress without
an executive and at the mercy of states possessing the prerogatives be¬
coming a national government alone.
Throughout the war Washington had been buffeted by the inade¬
quacy of a weak, inactive Congress.
No one felt the situation as sharply
as he did for by it his plans had been obstructed from the hour of his
acceptance of the command of the Continental Army until the time of
his return of the same to Congress.
He clearly sensed the necessity of
a Congress recognized as
possessing ultimate authority in the exercise
of certain powers.
Hence, we read in a letter which he wrote to Tench
Tilghnian in 1783: “The Constitution of Congress must be competent
to the general purposes of government, and of such a nature as to bind
us together.
Otherwise we shall be like a rope of Sand, and as easily
broken; and may, in a short time, become the sport of European Politics,
even if we should be disposed to Peace among ourselves.”
At the same time that Washington was conscious of the lack of
strength and jurisdiction in the heart of the government, he was aware
of the might delegated to the states by their respective constitutions.
While the war lasted, he knew a common danger had forced them to
hold together, but his forebodings were gloomy when that bond no
longer existed. In his circular letter addressed to the State Governors
at the disbanding of the army, he assigns first importance among the
Washington’s richest

crown was

united nation out of thirteen

essentials for the
the States under

success

of the

new

nation, to “an indissoluble union of

federal head,” and he

emphasized by specific men¬
necessity of “that pacific and friendly disposition among the
people of the United States which will induce them to forget their local
prejudices and policies; to make mutual concessions which are requisite
to the general prosperity; and in some cases to sacrifice their individual
advantage to the interest of the community.”
Here it is evident that Washington was striving to temper the attitude
of the states to resignation to the surrender of some of those rights
which they had cherished so fondly, but so utterly without adequate
reason.
He was laying the foundation for that classic Constitution im¬
posing on the Federal Government certain powers while reserving
tion the
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others to the

functioning of the states in such manner as to have with¬
now adapting itself to all the most gigantic and ominous
situations that can confront any national system.
The triumph of
Washington in overcoming the deep-rooted antagonism to great federal
powers and attaining and successfully operating a strong representative
government redounds most to the competence of the First President
stood and to be

and establishes him “the anchor of the Constitution.”

Without Wash¬

ington there could have been no Union as, without the Popes there
could have been no Holy Roman Empire.
Incidentally it may not be inappropriate to notice in our great national
model a firm reliance upon the wisdom of Divine Providence in the
direction of human activities and the accomplishment of the most salu¬
tary eventuality. Throughout his career his writings and speeches in¬
voke the aid of the Divine Providence in all his undertakings. What
could be more beautiful than the following prayer taken from that re¬
markable letter to the Governors of the various states which finally won
their adhesion to the new Constitution.
This prayer could even be used
national prayer:
make it my prayer

now as our

“I

that God would have you,
, in His
holy protection; that He would incline the hearts of the citizens to culti¬
vate a spirit of subordination and obedience to government; to entertain
a brotherly affection and love for one another, for their fellow-citizens
of the United States at large, and particularly for their brethren who
have served in the field; and finally, that He would most graciously be
pleased to dispose us all to do justice, to love mercy, and to demean
ourselves with that charity, humility and pacific temper of mind, which
were the characteristics of the Divine Author of our blessed religion,
and without an humble imitation of whose example in these things, we
can never hope to be a happy nation.”
The means employed by Washington to construct a truly strong and
genuinely republican government were not elaborate laws or regula¬
tions.
In fact, there are none of which we can establish his authorship.
Washington wove the fabric of his ideal government by exchange of
ideas, by his letters and by his aptitude in selecting capable assistants in
transforming his ideas into action and making them realities. He was
the principle of life and movement in the young democracy. He was no
tabulator of codes nor of systems of government.
His ideals, expressed
across the tea cup and his policies, fashioned after he had listened to
such men as Hamilton and Jefferson and had adopted what was best in
their opinions—these constituted the fiber of the whole Constitution and
carried it through its first years of trial. Jefferson tells us: “Hamilton
and I were pitted against each other every day in the Cabinet like two
now
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fighting cocks.” It is noteworthy, however, that, after carefully weigh¬
ing the arguments of both, Washington generally followed the proposi¬
tions of Hamilton.

It

Washington, the man, the spirit of the leader of the people, that
constantly advanced his opinions and forced their adoption through the
was

hands of others.

Once, while the National Constitution
mation, Washington and Jefferson took supper together.

vigorously enunciating the wisdom of
and, in the

course

a

was

in the for¬

Jefferson was
single chambered legislature

of his remarks he poured some of the steaming

of nectar from his cup into his saucer.
“Why,” Washington
casually inquired, “do you do that?” “To let the tea cool,” Jefferson
explained. “Quite right,” said Washington, “and just so we need two
legislative chambers to give the judgments of legislators a chance to
essence

cool”
The influence of the great

general rallied people, states and conven¬
delegates to the final adoption and ratification of the Constitution.
The War for Independence had by no means killed sectional jealousies,
and the triumph over the oppression of a monarch had not implanted
any fervent aspirations towards a central government vested with welldefined and comprehensive powers.
There interposed as wide a chasm
between the factions represented at the Constitutional Convention as
exists today between the Bolsheviki and the deposed aristocracy in
Russia. To conciliate these clashing parties and to secure the adoption
and subsequent ratification of a representative form of sovereign and
self-acting government was the victory of a man of the truest and noblest
statesmanship. Not only did Washington continually impress upon the
framers of the Constitution the necessity of harmony and cooperation,
but his personality attained the ratification of the newly wrought docu¬
ment by the states.
Washington’s legacy to the child of his gallant defense and fostering
was not limited to a mere roll of parchment darkened by novel schemes
untried by any preceding generation, but it included a demonstration
of the practicality of those theories.
It is, indeed, doubtful if, granting
that the same Constitution had been adopted by the United States, they
would have achieved success in operating their government under its
provisions. Washington was gifted with a peculiarly fortunate capacity
for choosing for his Cabinet portfolios men who were the ablest and best
equipped for their several responsible posts. There is every likelihood
that partisan bitterness would have brought chaos and division even
after the separation from Great Britain was accomplished, had not God
endowed George Washington with such natural virtues, sustained by a
spirit of reverence and trust in Providence. We need only glance at the
tion
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republics south of

us to realize the dangers we
formed almost verbatim upon the one

escaped. Their
of these United
States.
But they lacked what we possessed—a man of conspicuous
virtue and ability to win the confidence of the great men who shared
with him the glory of the conquest.
constitutions

are

©Ifretuifi.
Roses and box, and the

Of

a

fading glow
golden sunset of long ago.

A troubled sweetness in

azure

eyes

That rival the stars in the southern skies.
A

whispering wail of the western breeze,
boy in the roses, upon his knees.

And—a

A tremulous

And

a

laugh, and a little sob,
voice that breaks in the stillness—“Bob”

Roses and box, but the years must
’Tis a misty mem’ry of long ago.

flow,

—Paul D.

Page, Jr., ’21.
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UrothTra.
Edgar J. Mongan, ’19.
had rained—rained for

long that to the fugitive, time
Soggy ground underfoot,
leaden sky overhead, and mist, a clinging, chilling mist
that gave familiar objects a weird, grotesque appear¬

itself seemed

ance.

so

swept away.

Some idea of this sort stirred in the man’s brain,

but the

chilling, numbing drizzle set his teeth to chat¬
tering again and on he stumbled. Shelter, shelter he
must have and fire.
If he could only get dry he would recover his
courage, get rid of this haunting fear, a fear that he felt was as much
due to his imagination as to reality—a fear that drove him on in spite
of himself. The rain, the mist—what if he were lost, were retracing his
steps—he shuddered and then in an endeavor to shake off the idea he
began to whistle. The mist seemed to deaden the sound, to stifle it. He
felt oppressed. What if he were surrounded? He started at the sound
of his own footsteps, at every twig that brushed his coat. He railed at
the state of mind that gave rise to these disquieting thoughts, but on he
plodded, up the flank of the mountain, slipping on treacherous claybanks, grasping at bushes to save himself from falling; now hurrying
almost bent double against the steep slope; now stumbling along de¬
jectedly with head sunk on chest, a prey to varying moods, obsessed
with

one

Tom

idea—shelter.

Hathaway was twenty-four years old, tall, strong and lean,
typical of the mountaineers of eastern Tennessee. Typical, too, was
his life; the care of a small farm and a few sheep in summer, timber¬
cutting in winter. Quiet almost to taciturnity, he might have been
respected if he had showed any initiative, but he did things just as
everyone else did them, and the result was—nothing. “He warn’t usual,
he warn’t unusual” as “Pap” Sibley expressed it.
He courted Mel
White’s daughter, Sarah, and “she warn’t usual, she war unusual,” far
unlike the slatternly, slip-shod women of the mountains. Perhaps that
was why she took to Tom, being unusual, perhaps it wasn’t; anyway
Tom observed the conventions of courting a mountaineer’s daughter
and his suit prospered. Then came the spring of 1917 and war.
The day had been hot and close. Outside fitful puffs of wind rustled
the leaves of the trees, presaging a thunder-storm.
Tom’s thoughts
were bitter.
All that he had planned must he given up. He was called
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to

fight—and for whom? He knew not. Why couldn’t he live his own
as he wished?
He looked at Mel dozing in his chair just outside the
circle of the lamplight. He looked around the room, poorly furnished.
Wax had brought Mel to this and yet Mel had urged him to go. Sarah
had said nothing; she sat next to him now, silent. He must leave her
too; Tom’s head bent—he couldn’t do it. They had done nothing for
him, why should he give up his life?
“Tom,” Sarah’s voice quavered, “Tom,” ye’re leavin’. Air ye sorry

life

fer me?”

“Leavin’?

Leavin’?

I

haint.

’Taint

fair.

I

haint.

They never
planned an’ now they say I got to
fight. I haint never fit an’ now I haint goin’ t’ start fer someone I
never knowed.
I haint goin’, I haint.”
“Son,” Mel was standing, wide-awake, and his voice was calm and
deliberate. “Son, I knowed yer daddy an’ he fit an’ didn’t kick none.
Don’t say ye haint goin’, son”—his voice grew strained and hurried,
“don’t say ye haint goin’, son, ’cuz ye air, else ye gets out o’ my house
done nothin’ fer

now

an’

never comes

Dead silence.
and

a

me.

I worked an’

back.”

Slowly Tom turned from Mel to Sarah, then he fled

little choked wail fled after him.

Toward the mountain he

ran,

anywhere to hide his shame.

He could hear the thunder muttering in
stood silhouetted against the sky in
Instinctively he turned into the path
across the hill.
The wind was rising, the thunder grew louder, a few
large drops fell, cracking on the dead leaves. He was close to the cabin
now—a mighty gust of wind and rain, a crash of thunder—he was there.
Once inside he struck a light and began to make preparations for de¬
parture. Hastily he threw some food on the table, fear and shame
gnawing at his heart. The rain roared on the roof. He must get away
soon.
The thunder died down to a muttering in the distance. The
lamp on the table began to sputter. It had become cold outside and the
rain had settled down to a steady drumming on the roof. Tom left.
Day broke and White’s Ferry lay far behind him on the other side of
Bald Mountain. The rain still fell, a light drizzle now, and a mist began
the distance.

The mountain tops
the occasional flashes of lightning.

to rise.

A few leaves, the first to die, fluttered down in front of him,

Somehow he

thought they were like him, thriving until a storm tore
and sent them whirling down a cold, bleak world driven
by—fear and shame. Why should he be the first to die? The thought
grew and he became convinced of the enormity of the crime committed
against him. He was justified in fleeing, he was—but now he wanted
shelter, shelter. Sickness, hunger, weakness crept over him. He was
hunted—an animal—just that. He would seek an animal’s shelterthem away

382

GEORGETOWN
Table Rock; and on

COLLEGE

JOURNAL.

through the rain and mist he went, falling, cursing,

praying—an animal.
Tom didn’t

sleep well.

Rock, he tossed about
to dream—he

on

Cold and wet in one of the caves at Table
the hard ground. At times he dozed, but only

captured, back in White’s Ferry, surrounded by a
jibing, jeering throng—and she came. One word she uttered, “coward;”
it was a sob—and then he woke.
If she only hadn’t sobbed.
He tossed
about and sleep came again only to mock him.
And so the night passed
and the distant skyline of the Blue Ridge grew gray in the east and then
came

was

rest to Tom.

Sunlight flooded the front of the cave when at last he awoke. It
he blinked, rolled over, stretched and sat up. Where
was he—memory flooded back and he sighed.
He rubbed his eyes and
faced the entrance to the cave—a fire.
Who built it? Was he caught?
He crept cautiously forth. No one in sight. He would flee again.
“Mornin’, pal.” Tom whirled. Upon the rock over the cave sat the
owner of the voice.
“No rush,” he continued, “give yuh breakfast if
yuh stick around.”
dazzled his eyes,

“Thanks,” muttered Tom.

He didn’t like this fellow—loud checked

suit and louder checked cap pulled to one side of his head.
“Kinda unsociable, ain’ cha?” He had come down from his perch
now.
“Wanted t’ make ycr getaway ’fore anybody saw yuh.
Whatcha
done?

Draft, I betcha—me too.

back.”
Tom sat.

Don’t worry, sit down, I’ll be right

Soon the

stranger returned, bearing with him a skillet?
and bread. Tom watched in a dazed sort of
fashion as
preparing the meal.
“My bunk’s just around the corner; lucky yuh didn’t bump into me
coffee

pot,

some ham
he set about

las’

night, I mighta plugged yuh.”
apathetically. Far below him in the valley a stream
sparkled and wisps of mist floated half-way up the dark flank of the
mountain opposite. “Must be evergreen,v thought Tom as he noted the
darker shade. Some of the trees were beginning to turn. Just beneath
him the wet leaves of a sumach blazed in crimson glory. A steady breeze
from the south rustled the branches and the irregular drip-drop of the
falling water and the crackling of twigs in the woods below enhanced the
beauty of it all.
“Dreamin’, huh? Can’t blame yuh.
Great place.” Tom looked
Tom nodded

little and wizened and his face had

toward the other.

He

crafty look.

eyes were

The

chin stuck out, the
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nose

small and glittered—like

hooked, the mouth

was

a

a

a

shrewd,

snake’s.

The

thin straight line
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though the lips were sucked in. What
“great place.”
“Eat, pal?” Tom moved to the fire and started to eat. “Name’s
Callin,” the other was talking again, “Joe Callin. Come from Pitts¬
burgh. Been here quite a while—two weeks. Makes yuh talk, bein’
corners

as

made him say

alone, don’t it?

Didn’t talk back there, knew too much.

trouble if I did.

Politics.

Get into

Used t’ line up

the gang. Knew all the re¬
peaters—knew too many things; that’s why I had to duck the draft.
Too good a chance to put me away er I mighta been exempted. Better
condition ’n yuh’d think, hard as nails. Not so old neither, twentysix.
Say, yuh ain’t sayin’ much, bo. Cat got yer tongue?”
Tom told him all then, there seemed no reason to keep it back, even
though he distrusted the man.
“Girl canned yuh, huh? They’re funny. If yuh went she’d turn on
the weeps; skip, and she’s troo wit yuh.
Queer! Guess I’ll take the
constitoosh’nal.
Like to walk here.
Come along?”
“No, I walked enough,” answered Tom, and Callin left.
The sun was high now and the breeze sang pleasantly in Tom’s ears.
Away to the south he could see ridge after ridge of the mountains, rising
and falling like a restless sea, their blue summits blending with the blue
of the sky.
Callin’s remark came back to him, “great place.” It was;
the solitude, the vastness of it all w as impressed on him. “Great place,”
great country—that word country—it had called him, his country had
called him and he would not serve.
He ran away and another served
in his stead.
He had never thought of that before.
Someone else must
go for him, must give up his plans, his wrork.
Tom writhed mentally.
That wasn’t quite the same thing.
He had left his burden for another.
In vain he tried to wrench his thoughts away, but searing his brain
that

one

remained—“another

duty and how

serves.”

Callin, too, had shirked his

he knew not.
science awakened, began to torture him.
many more

“Come to Meadesville?”
need

help.

Callin

was

It

back.

was

low-down.

“Need

His

con¬

grub and I might

Only about eight miles.”

Tom assented and followed Callin down the mountain-side.

Little

said, but Tom’s mind was occupied. On he plodded after Callin,
following the course of the little stream, on and on, but always that
thought was before him—“another serves.” It beat into his brain with
every step he took and he walked on mechanically. They neared the
village and at last turned into a dusty road that became a broader,
dustier street.
It was evidently the principal street, for some of the
buildings had flat roofs. A few houses at first, a hardware store, a
was
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blacksmith

shop, all with vacant lots between, were passed. Callin
stopped and pointed to a street intersection.
“Courthouse square; county seat, this burg. Can’t see the courthouse
from here, same side as we’re on.”
Tom looked at the little green park with the green benches. A bank
stood

on

the

corner across

from it; cater-cornered was the hotel, a low

yellow structure with a wide veranda around two sides of it. This hid
the courthouse.
They had stopped in front of a building labeled
“general store” and Callin was inside. Tom waited and soon he re¬
appeared carrying two sacks. One he handed to Tom, the other he
slung over his shoulder and started off.
“Oh!” He stopped. “Almost forgot something, Tommy. One of us
might get hurt or sick and then a little brandy might help.” He turned
back toward the hotel and soon they were in the barroom.
“Half pint of Red-Eye.”
It was handed to him and they left by the
door facing the courthouse.
“Oh, ’scuse

me, Tom; have a drink?
No? Good! Great stuff to stay
paused and his glance rested on the courthouse. “Say,
wonder if they got our plans and specifications over there yet?” Tom
shrugged his shoulders. “I see they got a recruiting office now. The
town progresses, Tommy, even since I came.
Maybe they opened it fer
us,” and Callin laughed. “Well, must he movin’, Tommy, gettin’ late,*’
and swinging the sack over his shoulder he skipped down the steps as
only a city-bred man can and set off.
It was late, almost dark when they reached Table Rock again and
during the preparation of supper Tom said little, though Callin talked
almost incessantly.
He called him Tommy whenever he spoke to him.
“Never had a kid brother, wish I did,” he explained.
The meal over
they smoked a while, then went to bed. Tom slept.

off of.”

He

*********

Three weeks had

passed and the valley

now was gay in Fall’s raiment,
the mountain-side across from the
mist traced the course of the little
stream that lay hidden in the twilight below; in the evenings its sleepy
murmur came up on the still air and after the sun had sunk, its drowsy
sound seemed the only thing to connect the two men with the living
world.
The solitude had given Tom time and opportunity to think.
Not essentially bad, neither lazy nor a coward, and with that one thought
and thoughts of Sarah always before him, he made his decision. He
and Callin were outside the pale of society and they must get back—but
how? He knew what he would do, hut Callin—arguments would be of
no avail.
He smiled at the futility of that.
The grim mouth, the out-

all except the patch of evergreen on
cave.
In the cool mornings a light
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He must

plan. Little by little
trip to Meadesville Tom had gazed at
the recruiting office, seeking inspiration.
That was the end he had in
view—to go in there with Callin and enlist.
At last he made his de¬
cision. The next trip to Meadesville would be the last. When they
reached the town he would tell Joe his plans.
Both would go over and
were

his scheme took form.

enlist.

On each

If Callin refused he would

shuddered at the idea; it seemed
fed him, given him shelter. And
To denounce him

“Rather low

was

denounce him

as

a

slacker.

He

treachery. Joe had befriended him,
he would repay him in this manner.

to denounce

himself, but it must be done.

the foodstuffs,

Tommy; looks like a hike t’ Meadesville
along to the thrivin’ metropolis?”
“All right,” answered Tom.
Joe began to talk as usual. “Place
changes a lot in a few weeks, don't it? Like t’ spend a whole year here
and see ’em all—Fall, Winter, Spring, Summer.” They trudged on,
Tom keeping silent.
“A frost will open the chestnut burrs.
Gosh! What a lot a fella
misses in the city,” and Joe rambled on talking of the city, its dirt, noise
and poverty; of the country, the quiet, the beauty, the “bigness.” They
neared the town.
Soon they were on the wooden sidewalk that ran
along in front of the buildings. Joe stopped.
“Tommy, I almost fergot. I dropped the bottle of brandy the other
day. Safety first, let’s get more.”
They walked toward the hotel, Tom wondering how he should begin.
He was nervous, shaking visibly.
It was harder than he thought. They
turned up the steps.
He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came.
Joe would probably fight, would try to escape. He had not thought of
that before.
He must prevent him.
He, the one whom Joe had taken
as a “kid” brother.
They were in the barroom now; a few men stood
around.
Tom walked to the door facing the courthouse. Joe called
for the brandy, paid for it and put it in his pocket.
“Joe, come yeah.” Tom’s voice seemed strangely husky and he
fer

us.

on

Come

walked outside. “Joe,” he said when the other came out, but he fin¬
ished there, for Joe was gripping his arm and looking straight into his
eyes with a steely glare.
Joe began to speak.

He wanted to call out, but his voice failed him.

“Tommy, I knew yuh’d do it.

Knew from the minute I first clapped

eyes on yuh. I liked yuh, Tommy, liked yuh like a brother and, Tommy,
I wouldn’t let no brother o’ mine leave me. We’ll go together, Tommy,”
and the two walked down the steps, across the street and into the court¬
house.
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have heard the battle call

Shrieked

madly through the frenzied roar and din;
And through it all we have felt our spirits rise
To cleave the pall, reach to the brightest skies,
And there plead humbly that our cause might win;
That those we love for whom we offer all
Be spared from this—the fearful wrath of Him,
Whose wish unspoken guides the Passage grim.
We

freely give that you so far away,
May well preserve the dearest charms of life
Untouched, unsullied by the loathsome hand
That here has passed, and passing left its brand
Of shctme, dishonor, dreaded woes of strife,
That but unwearied Time can now allay.
And in the hope of thy unbroken trust,
We bear our part till dust claims shapeless dust.
You would not have it that

might should fail,
of the name
Of Liberty. Then from our very heart
Present this plea to those that stand apart
And sneer at men who court a soldier's fame
In war's strange fortunes, 'neath Death's soulless flail;
That they at least, though not their lives the stake,
Be one in spirit, now, for Freedom's sake.
Nor that

we

our

blush for mention

—Francis J.
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“Agr (fitaii Agta.”
William B. Movery, T9.
N this age of fanciful education
our modern schools with their

when the graduates of
superficial training are
fast increasing the new army of sciolists it is rather
encouraging to turn and contemplate the workings and
the results of the classical system of education with its
hated Latin and Greek.
Only too often do we hear the
blatant hue and cry that a system which has remained
unchanged for three hundred years is not suited to the needs of our
present day civilization with all its artificial colorings. (If we were
inclined to be trite we might say that all the world today is “camou¬
flaged.”) Let it be understood that all fair-minded men agree that the
curriculum of the classic school has been changed within the last three
hundred years, although this change, or rather changes, for they were
gradual, have been conservative and not radical. The underlying prin¬
ciple of the old school, however, has always remained the same. It is
this principle, namely, that of training the mind which our zealous re¬
formers of education today have totally disregarded.
Let us consider the primary object of college education. Education
itself, suceintly, is the systematic development and cultivation of the
mind and faculties.
The college is not a university, neither is the
college intended as a school for professional study but only as a prepa¬
ration for professional study. This is why electivism in the choice of
studies is opposed by prominent educators. If the choice of subjects is
left to the student, those subjects will be chosen which demand the
least amount of mental effort, and as a result the primary object of the
classic schools, namely, that of training the mind is lost. This question
now presents itself for our consideration.
Is too much time and effort
given over to the electives or their equivalents in our colleges today? In
the classic schools Latin, Greek, English, and some modern language such
as French, German or Spanish form the groundwork of studies for the
first two years. The study of the Humanities is the end in view for the
Freshman year, while the study of Rhetoric is the principal issue in the
Sophomore year. Philosophy occupies the foreground in the schedule
for Juniors and Seniors. As a general rule the electives in a college in
which the classical course has been adopted, comprise additional rather
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than

substituted courses, as for instance, laboratory work in the
sciences, dramatic work, elocution, or debating.
And right here is
where the

unsophisticated underclassman may make a fatal mistake.
digress for a moment, every graduate of a college should, upon
his entrance into the business world, be able to write a presentable
literary work and at the same time be able, if need be, to deliver a
To

short address

or

to

answer

to

a

toast.

It is with this end in view that

should enter upon our college career.
should be acquired before entering college,

A taste for good reading
and this prerequisite asset,
together with the knowledge derived from our study of the Humanities,
should serve as the needed spur for the writing of essays or short
stories. It is only by practice and exercise that we are enabled to draw
out all the power that lies dormant within us.
In order to reap the full
benefits of our college course, and at the same time satisfy ourselves
that the results of our early studies in school have not been in vain, we
must attempt some practical work, we must exercise our mind, and the
best test of a logical and well-trained mind is the written word.
There are many instances of industrious students who apply them¬
selves attentively to their Latin, Greek, English, and mathematics, and
yet do not derive adequate recompense from their labors.
These
scholars realize the importance of classic training and yet they seem
to forget that all this drilling in the classics is intended primarily to
discipline the mind and at the same time draw out the latent ability of

we

the mind.
for their

Cicero, Demosthenes, Webster and Newman

are

all studied

peculiar qualities of style. We are able to pick out the
salient points in style of each one of these great men, we have learned
to memorize and to quote, upon every suitable occasion, some of their
most famous utterances, and yet how many of us have profited commensurately. Have we tried to imitate any of their balanced sentences
or
striking periods in our own compositions? No, although perhaps
we have borrowed a simile or a metaphor, and upon being questioned,
insisted it was our very own. We must each strive for an individual
style in writing, to be sure, but this love to be original, should not so
far encompass us that we are prejudiced against rounding out our, for
the most part, flat composition by some essentials of style gained from
own

the masters of the Latin and the Greek.
We must now consider that other qualification which stamps dis¬
tinctly the graduate of a classic college. There are many who consider
it a gift of divine origin to be able to get up and talk intelligently when
called upon. But is it a gift? Every man has the ability to make of
himself, if not an eloquent orator or a finished elocutionist or a ver¬
satile dramatist, at least a fair speaker. But this latent ability must be
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brought forth and it takes exercise and practice to do this. An oppor¬
tunity is afforded to every student for the development of this power in
the debating society, in the dramatic club, or in the elocution class.
And the question arises; can not too much time be given to debating or
elocution or dramatic work, to the exclusion of the regularly prescribed
courses? Yes, this does occur to the neglect not only of the primary
studies but even to the disadvantage, in time, of those special studies
upon which so much time is being spent. A practical example will best
bring out the point in question. Two boys enter college, one possessing
all the natural requisites for becoming either a persuasive debater or
a polished orator, and the other boy being blessed with none of these
advantages. Roth enter upon their Freshman year with zeal, although
the second student is more diligent in his studies than his comrade.
The next year passes with the first student spending most of his time on
debating work, while his comrade is still attentively giving himself over
to his basic studies.
Junior year finds both students applying them¬
selves to their books with the diligent one obtaining “excellent” in tests,
and his comrade, through dint of hard plugging, just making the sixty
grade. Senior year beholds the prize debate lost by the student who
had all the natural ability and won by his comrade who had profited
by the axiom “Moderation in all things.”
The moral should be evident. Latin and Greek and Philosophy are
intended to make a person think and “Nosce teipsum.” Those studies
which perhaps appear useless to us are the rocky crags which, though
hard to surmount, when once gained afford a vantage point for deter¬
mining our future course on the billows of life. If those fundamental
studies are not liked by a pupil that is the very reason why he should
apply himself the more assiduously to them. It cannot be denied but
that in many of our colleges today (and we are now considering only
those colleges in which the classics are taught) entirely too much time
is devoted, if not to debating, at least to other electives. And not only
does this result in the neglect of prescribed studies but it even works to
the detriment of those special studies themselves, for in order to suc¬
ceed in any line of endeavor a person must be well grounded in the
essentials and fundamentals of his particular line, and if we take de¬
bating as an example its essentials and fundamentals are the principles
and deductions which

learned from Latin and Greek.

In

judging a
oratorical contest, composition usually counts for sixty per
cent, of the total mark. Under the general heading of composition falls
choice of words, argumentation, order, all of which follow naturally
we

debate

or

from

study of the classics.

a

No other studies

are as

well suited to the
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are the classics.
They should then be earnestly
aspirant to debating honors.
In our final analysis of the subject we are wont to agree with one of
our learned and esteemed professors, who, although he does not deign
to instruct his students specifically in Latin and Greek, at least attempts
to familiarize them with the sagacious sayings of Horace and his friend
Epictetus: “Age quod agis,” quoth old Epictetus, and it is “age quod
agis” that we say unto you. Young men are sent to college to be edu¬
cated, and education, as we know, is the development and cultivation
of the mind, and the mind is best developed and cultivated by a study
of the classics. Attend a college where classics are the rule and not the
exception, study faithfully the prescribed courses, and with these as
your foundation, no matter what your profession may be, your career
can not help being a success and a credit to you if you will always
remember to “Age quod agis.”
a

considered

debater

COLLEGE

by

as

every

(Emirage.
The

eagle specking heaven's utmost height,
Unmindful of the toy-like earth below,
The heart that sets its fullest faith in right,
Nor heeds not though shadows come and go.
—Francis J. Kelly, T8.
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#tma—ulbr American.
James C. Shannon, ’18.
ILLIAM
No

SOWDEN SIMS,
in the history of

man

of

successful indiscretions!
ever was so lacking
little for it. His rise was

the world

in discretion and suffered

so

not because of these

injudicious acts entirely, nor was
spite of them.
It was at a reception and banquet given by Sir
Thomas Veyez Strong, Lord Mayor of London, to the
American officers and bluejackets on the occasion of the visit of the
Atlantic fleet to England and France that Commander Sims in respond¬
ing to a toast to the President, said: “This,” referring to the character
of the welcome to the Americans, “could not happen in any other coun¬
try, but is made possible by the strong ties of blood between the two
nations. Speaking for myself, I believe that if the time ever comes
when the British Empire is ever menaced by an external enemy, you
may count upon every man, every drop of blood, every ship and every
dollar of your kindred across the sea.”
Such an utterance could not be ignored by the Naval Department.
The offense was too great. The possible complications were too serious
and far reaching.
The anti-British element here at home was for courtmartialing Sims for his indiscretion; but he escaped with a rebuke
and no loss of rank.
This is the only black mark that he ever received.
Far from harming his career and delaying his rise, it seems to have
aided it materially.
Aside from his admirable qualifications for his
present command, his personal magnetism, the laboratory thoroughness
with which his mind studies any problem, his popularity with the subor¬
dinate officers and bluejackets under him, and his previous experience
in commanding a destroyer flotilla, it was a subtle compliment to Great
Britain to pick this man to direct our first naval operations against Ger¬
many. Few men could have been as acceptable to England. America
virtually says that she regrets the reprimand to Sims, and admits that
Anglo-Saxon blood is thicker than water.
it in

Nor
course

was

As

a

lieutenant he selected

a

of action far

dangerous.
his

this his first indiscretion.

success.

more lacking in caution and considerably more
detailed above, this one also materially hastened
Imbued with the firm conviction of the inefficiency of the

But,

as
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and marksmanship of our Navy, Lieutenant Sims set out to
remedy it. If severe and culpable criticism of superior officers was the
only means of accomplishing it, he was perfectly willing to suffer the
punishment which would follow upon their use. Voluminous reports
and recommendations began pouring into the Naval Department from
the Far East.
Tales of success with a new system which he was using
with the gun crew that he commanded on the U. S. S. “Kentucky,” and
also on the U. S. S. “Monterey,” were lengthily related.
Sims, in his tours through China, had come acquainted and intimate
with Percy Scott, then a captain on one of the Rritish cruisers stationed
on the China coast.
Roth were agreed on the inefficiencies of their
respective navies in gunnery and marksmanship. Each sought to im¬
prove it.
Scott, Sims learned, had a new device for improving marks¬
manship and developing gun pointers to a high state of efficiency.
Ammunition was two expensive to permit of firing big guns daily, and
there was no other method of giving practical gun-pointing practice,
except by firing at an actual target. Scott proposed to attach a tube—
later known as the Morris tube—to the barrel of the big gun.
This tube
fired a small projectile at a nearby miniature target.
The gunner
pointed the big gun, but when the trigger was pulled the big gun was
silent, and from the Morris tube shot forth a small projectile to pierce
the target if the aim was correct.
Thus the efficiency and accuracy of
the gun crew could be estimated, and daily practice had without any
extravagant expenditure.
Sims was convinced of its practicability and experimented with it on
the “Minnesota.”
At the next target practice his ship easily outshot the
entire Asiatic fleet.
At this point his advice to Washington became
most urgent, and when no attention was paid to his success with big-gun
marksmanship, his chagrin became so great that he committed the great
indiscretion of writing directly to the President.
He could no longer be ignored and the President immediately sum¬
moned him.
Sure of punishment for his conduct, his return to Wash¬
ington found him concerned only with securing a trial for this device,
which he was firmly convinced was for the good of the Service, to which
gunnery

he had devoted his life.
Sims explained in detail his position.
The President was not im¬
pressed. Sims then proposed that the President order a battleship to
engage in target practice at a larger target, incidentally, than was then
in use by the Navy, under battle conditions of range and speed.
If the
gunners were able to make any decent number of hits, he would stand
guilty of presumptuous conduct. The President agreed and ordered not
one, but five battleships, the best in the Atlantic fleet, to undergo this
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For five hours

they sailed back and forth firing at the target,
reef by Sims. An examination
had a decent number of hits not
been recorded, but that not a single shot had struck it.
Mr. Roosevelt acted immediately and placed Sims at the head of the
office of Naval Practice with the title of Inspector of Target Practice.
Sims was also promoted to the rank of Commander. In this position
for the next seven years, he did much for the gunnery of the Navy. He
cut the time of firing a big gun, not in two or in three, but in ten. Where
it had taken five minutes to fire a heavy rifle, it now took thirty seconds
under the Sims system.
Keen rivalry between ships was created by
target practice. Gun pointers were the pets of the Navy. A high grade
of efficiency was soon developed.
Much as we boast of Dewey’s signal
triumph at Manila, the fact remains that only one of every hundred
shots fired in the running fight reached its mark.
Under Sims’ instruc¬
tion any ship could make at least fifty per centum reach their mark.
Thus because of two indiscretions which would have completely dis¬
couraged a less hardy character, this American of Canadian birth has
risen to the very top of the American Navy.
William Sowden Sims was born at Port Hope, Canada, on the 15th of
October, 1858. His parents were Alfred William and Adelaide Sowden
Sims.
At an early age he came to the United States, became a citizen
and was appointed to the United States Naval Academy from Pennsyl¬
vania, June 24, 1876. He graduated in 1880 and was assigned to the
erected upon an abandoned lighthouse
of the target demonstrated that not only

U. S. S. “Tennessee,” North Atlantic station.

In 1882 he

was

made

a

midshipman and served on the U. S. S. “Colorado” in the New York
Navy Yard. The next year found him an ensign of junior grade, and in
1884 he received a promotion to the rank of ensign, senior grade. A
commission as junior lieutenant was conferred upon Sims in 1893.
During the next few years he saw service at the Pacific, China and
League Island stations, until 1897 when he was made a senior lieutenant.
In the years following we find Sims naval attache at the American
legations in Paris and St. Petersburg; a member of the staff of the commander-in-chief; Fleet Intelligence Officer and Inspector of Target
Practice and Naval Aide to President Roosevelt.
the White House he

Before Roosevelt left

to it that Commander Sims

was given the com¬
battleship—the “Minnesota.” Sims is the only man with
rank lower than captain who ever commanded a first-class battleship
in our modern Navy.
In the spring of 1911 he was promoted to a cap¬
taincy just before he quit his ship to attend the conference of officers
at the Naval War College, Newport, R. I.
He remained on the staff until
June 4, 1913, when he was given the command of a torpedo-boat flotilla

mand of

saw

a
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of the Atlantic fleet.

During the following winter he supervised the
dreadnought “Nevada,” and March 11, 1910, he was
given command of that magnificent boat. He was made Rear Admiral
August, 1916, and the following February he was appointed President
of the Naval War College and Commandant of a naval station at Narragansett Bay. Soon after the assumption of his duties of this last post
war broke out and Admiral Sims was sent abroad as our
special naval
representative and observer in England. When American ships were
dispatched to European waters Sims was placed in command. On
March 24 Sims attained the highest rank the Navy Department can
confer upon any man and now he is Vice-Admiral Sims.

construction of the

“The best friend of the enlisted man.”

That is what the American

sailors call Sims.

Always thoughtful and considerate, always seeking
daily lot easier, he was the one who intro¬
duced the policy of granting forty-eight-hour leaves to the men. Thus
some were enabled to visit their homes frequently, whereas under the
old system, which compelled them to report every night to the officer
of the deck, they could not possibly see their relatives and friends at
home. It is often a simple thing, which produces the most happiness
and content.
So it was by this simple change that Sims introduced

to render the enlisted men’s

much contentment into the life of the sailor and the

the

more

content is

a

satisfactory will his work be.
As soon as Sims arrived in London last Spring he sent two loving cups
to Newport to be contested for by baseball teams composed of the Naval
Reserves. Intense rivalry arose between the different teams, and base¬
ball thrived all summer at Newport.
Thus did Sims, again in a simple
way, endear himself to the men.
And athletics make for a healthier,
stronger, cleaner body of men, morally as well as physically. Always
seeking to impart happiness, to improve the present conditions, to
lighten the burden of the bluejackets, Sims is not only the best friend
of the enlisted man, but a very good friend of the whole country as well.
In 1905 Sims married Miss Anne Hitchcock, daughter of the late Ethan
Allen Hitchcock, then Secretary of the Interior. Four children have
blessed the union of this happy couple.
And Sims’ devotion to them is
almost pathetic, but most commendable. Every morning while he was
stationed at Newport he would place his two oldest youngsters on the
handle bars of a bicycle and drive them to the United States Training
Station, where they were accustomed to romp and play to their hearts’
content.
In the evening he would come for them and take them home.
This was on the days when his duties kept him very busy.
Whenever
he could, he was to be seen on the beach playing with them, joining in
their sports, being buried in the sands by those whom he loved the best.
man,
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the way this big-hearted, whole-souled, true
recreation from the heavy responsibilities that were

American took his
his.
What may not be expected from such a character as this in the present
situation! A self-made man, strong in the right, a lover of mankind,
the true friend of the bluejackets—this is the man who leads our Naval
was

forces.

With what trust should

we

confide to him

our

fortunes in this

mighty conflict!
son

to him!

With what confidence may every mother entrust her
With what zeal will every bluejacket serve him! With

what fear and

apprehension must our enemy regard him! Competent,
efficient, energetic, righteous, Sims stands at the head of the American
ever growing, ever striving for one goal-triumph over the mon¬
strous and inhuman opponents of Democracy, neutrality and everything

Navy,

which is sacred.

Most fortunate

are we

implant in the heart and soul of this
and ideals of America.

that the good God

man, born
Most thankful should

saw fit to
in Canada, the spirit

we

be for Sims—the

American!

“

fffiaut*/'

The

shifting sands of Texas
by Scotland’s glens;
The rocky cliffs of Norway
Shielding England’s moors and fens;
The lakes and dells of Ireland
Guarded high by mounts of stone,
Giving birth a thousand rivers
Far as mighty as the Rhone.
The alban coat of winter Alps,
Or the sunny clime of Spain,
All kissed by the breeze of a restless sea
And called by Fate—just Maine.
Overlooked

—L. P. B., ’20.
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prattle and purl as 1 glide o’er the stones,
’Mid fringes of willows and reeds.
In marsh-grass I whisper in silvery tones;
I laugh as I slip ’mong the weeds.
1

race

Or

o’er the meadows, 1 dash cross the

plains,

dally in

some shady dell.
I hide in dark caverns, then dart

To tinkle

soft notes like

a

forth again

bell.

1 smile at the clouds
1

1
1

as they drift in the sky
Reflecting their soft fleecy down.
swell into pools where the dappled trout lie,
Then plash o’er a dam in the town.

the pebbles, 1 lisp on the sands,
Mocking the soft whisp’ring breeze.
murmur and fret among dusky marshlands,
Or chatter with songsters in trees.

moan on

But when 1 have

sped down the deep-wooded hill,
through the lowlands I’ve run,
The slow-creeping river with silver I fill
Then rest, for my travels are done.
—J. B. Kiely, ’20.
And when
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^all nf Watting flrtttrra.
John G. Brunini, ’19.
HAD asked to be alone and

they had withdrawn. Even
wife who, I knew, had wished to stay with me had
complied and was no doubt now7 presiding over the
light collation that I had ordered to he provided for my
supporters. They had received the new7s of my election
with quiet enthusiasm and a thorough happiness, as
men who had long awaited a sure success and had seen
it consummated. With a perfect understanding of my feelings at the
time they had clasped my hand and had left—these men who had been
so loyal, so energetic, so painstaking in my behalf.
But those others; those who had opposed me, had belied, slandered,
calumniated me, had now to see me placed in the position where, to be
my friend was their success; to he my enemy, tlicir ruin. And I had
not hesitated to tell my intimates that such wrould be my policy, that I
would crush as far as was in my powder, those my opponents. They had
used slander, calumny, blackmail. Well, their weapons w’ere also mine
and I would show them who was the master in their use. I had planned
it all and had even enjoyed, by anticipation, how I would make them
writhe. Oh! revenge is sweet.
In the moment of triumph there had come a desire that I had not
reckoned with.
Out of the joy, the realized dreams, it had singled
my

itself and demanded instant consideration.

Insistent, it would not be

replaced.

My wife, my supporters, my partisans were rejoiced at my
election, but this wish was for all to be happy. Impossible as I knew it
to be, nevertheless there were many who need not suffer. With a start
I realized that this

direct contradiction to my

avowred intentions.
struggle began
Passive outwardly, but tossing and surging inwardly, I sat for some
time. And as is usually the case during great mental stress, the eyes
wander about taking in the minutest details, so the library in which I
was became printed on my mind.
In their wanderings my eyes fell
on an opened book lying on the table before me.
Absently I noted that
it was a history. The opening sentence of a paragraph attracted me.
“After having triumphed over all those who opposed his ascension
to the throne the old king died.
He left seven sons, each of whom
reigned
”
was a

There the
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That I could see from the light that streamed in rainbow
through the high stained windows, and which gave every¬
thing in the immense room a mellowness that beautified the ugly and
glorified the beautiful. Above me the richly ornamented and gilded
ceiling seemed to be almost as high as the heavens. The tapestries that
lined the walls, the carpets that covered the floors, were of finest textures.
To my left was an altar, delicately sculptured from the purest marble,
and along the wall above it slowly revolved an immense scroll with
sentences painted on its moving length.
Yet strange as all these things were to me, rich and curious as they
were, I spent but few moments in taking in their qualities, for down the
length of the right side of the hall was a dais, and on it seven magnifi¬
cent thrones. Once more my eyes quickly passed over these and came
to the figures they held.
Their supple forms clothed in purple and gold, their deep black locks
hanging to their shoulders, their sparkling eyes and commanding
presence awed me. In silence they were watching intently the words
that were passing opposite them. I could see that they were brothers
was

day.

bars of color

and that the nearest to

me was

the

youngest.

So

engrossed had I been in observing my surroundings that I had not
even wondered why I was there.
And strange to say when I looked
down and saw myself clothed in the same style and color as the seven
brothers, though not nearly as finely, I was not surprised. But still
I did not know where I was nor what was the significance of my
surroundings.
“What is the meaning of the scroll?” I asked a man, dressed like me,
who stood nearby.
He stared at me astonished. Then finally he answered as one answers
to a question the inquirer must surely know.
“It is the recorder of the events that transpire within the kingdom.
Surely, your lordship, doth not wish to know who are the seven princes,”
and he concluded with a smile and as though he were talking to another,
“My lord wast ever a wag.”
To this I gave no reply but a few words of thanks which my com¬
panion mockingly acknowledged. The scroll was now the object of
my interest, as, indeed, it seemed to be of every one present.
After having triumphed over all those who had opposed his ascension
to the throne the old king is dead.
And the scroll moved

on.

My companion had seized me by the arm as we read these words.
“He was a good king and a kind master,” he whispered, “and the

399

GEORGETOWN

COLLEGE

JOURNAL.

will be great at

his death. God grant his sons may follow his
example.”
The king hath appointed his eldest son to succeed him against the
strenuous opposition of those who hadst disputed his ascension.
sorrow

And the scroll moved

on.

I

glanced at the eldest. His proud face wore a smile and he watched
joyfully enough the last sentence. His brothers were unmoved, save
the youngest who appeared in sorrow and I believe that I had heard a
muttered sob.

Suddenly

a door in the other end of the room was flung open and
magnificent spectacle. Cardinals in their red, knights in
their silver armor, lords in their purple and gold, pages, guards, stood
in seemingly endless ranks beyond the portals. With one accord they
bowed to the first prince who was now standing.
Then two lords
stepped forward and assisted him from his throne to the altar about
which the entire retinue had grouped. The cardinals, meanwhile the
music of organs thrilled the spectators, anointed the kneeling prince.
The attending lords arranged the ermine-bordered robe over his
shoulders, and amidst a profound silence the eldest cardinal placed the
jeweled crown upon his head and handed him the sceptre. “Long
live the king” came forth from the kneeling audience.
Proudly and regally the king stepped down from the altar and onto a
balcony that overlooked a public square. Triumphantly he received the
cheers of the people that waited their first glimpse of their new
sovereign.
Thus began the reign of the eldest.
The king hast punished by death many of those who opposed his

disclosed

a

succession.
The scroll still recorded all the events and

eagerly watched by
remaining princes as before. Many were the happenings that had
been written and had passed before their eyes. And the scroll moved on.
Angered at the king’s action towards the opposite party some of their
partisans hath entered into conspiracy and the ruler is now dead.
Again a low sob reached my ears and, looking at the youngest prince,
I saw once more that expression of profound sorrow. But all the others
were unmoved, save the second who was joyous.
The door flew open and once more the gorgeous retinue stood beyond
the portal.
The second prince received their homage, moved to the
altar and bowed his head for the anointing.
The royal robes were
was

the

thrown

over

followed

his shoulders

and

amid the

same

by the loud “Long live the king” the

unbrokened silence,

crown was

placed

on

his
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balcony he stepped and the people caught sight of

monarch.

And the scroll moved

on.

One

prince after another received the homage of the cardinals and
knights and lords, was anointed, crowned, acclaimed by the people,
oppressed his opposers, and in turn was murdered at their hands.
And save the youngest, the death of their brothers did not move the
remaining princes.
At last six empty thrones faced the scroll when it recorded the death
of the last king. Once more the door was opened and a king received
homage from his subjects, was anointed, crowned and reigned.
And closely I watched the long life of the youngest, and by means of
the scroll saw the kingdom rid of dissensions and the land prosper.
“At an advanced age, with the love of all his subjects, the king is on
his deathbed.

He hath wished that

”

*********

I started.

The door had been

opened and there stood my friends and
wife.
“Henry,” the latter began, “you must come out on the balcony and
bow even if you don’t make a speech. The crowds are immense and are
crying for a sight of you.”

my

“You must”

was

written

on

the faces of the others.

I

stepped out on the balcony and, as that deafening shout
thanked God that I had not accomplished, but only planned.

went up, I

Age.
A breath

from the smiling south;
of the skies’ deep blue,
thread from the fairies’ loom,
Ah!
Youth it is you!

A bit
A

A chill

from the blustering north,
flying of filmy lace,
The lisp of withering leaves,
And Old Age fdls thy place!
A

—M. E. D„ ’21.
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J. Eugene Gallery, T9.

1B03. “The Feast of St. Thomas

Aquinas was celebrated by the Class
Philosophy in the most becoming manner the Class could devise,
namely, by an adjournment and cessation of class work for the day.’’
A highly commendable action and a practice most deserving of imita¬
tion by subsequent generations not excluding the present! May no
commemoration be adjudged either proper or adequate which is not
“the most becoming.”
Seriously speaking, the Seniors did really earn a half holiday for
themselves during this month, if we are to trust the integrity of the
“News of the Month” department of the Journal for March, 1893. They
engaged in a public disputation in Psychology on the the morning of
of

March 24.

Mr. Frank Drexel Mullan

was

defender

on

the theses

on

the

Immortality of the Soul and the Freedom of the Will. Messrs. John
M. Ryan and P. J. Carlon presented objections. Desiring to take full
advantage of the time remaining after the discussion of the announced
theses, Father O’Brien introduced the thesis on the Definitive Presence
of the Soul. Mr. Mullan, the defender, gave a brief exposition of the
argument and made reply to the more important objections. The Rev.
Provincial

pronounced the exercises highly gratifying and remarked
was no longer in the “first act” but had performed the
“second act” in regard to the usual holiday.
lHfiS. Commencement in March! Interesting, but it does not seem
to have shocked even the most canonical of educators when, according
to custom, the Medical School of Georgetown University made Doctors
of forty-seven graduates on the 11th of this month, in the year 1868.
At that, this was some time back.
The styles are different today!
Startling, too, being somewhat artistic rather than scientific, a vale¬
dictory was delivered by George Wellman, M. D.
1B43. St. Patrick’s Day, this year, was observed in eminently fitting
fashion by the Georgetown student-body.
A heavy snowfall supplied
that his will
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But the ebullistic outbursts of

Hibernian humor, the most natural reflection of the season, created
the requisite spirit that carried the day with a jolly frolic to the din of

rhapsodical sleigh bells.
IB IB. At dinner, on March 26, the College entertained the Hon.
Daniel Thompkins, Vice-President of the United States with President
Monroe for two terms.
This was just a link in the chain of notables
extending from 1789 to the present, whom Georgetown has feasted in
her halls and felt honored; and who, on their account, prized the
privilege of accepting the proffer of hospitality from America’s eldest
Catholic College, a guerdon of nobility.
1793. “O tempora! O mores”—“Quam vaga volubilisque fortuna!”—
In 1793 there were no boarders nor resident students at the College.
All were obliged to find accommodations in private homes in George¬
town, where they lived under the supervision, however, of the College
Faculty.
William Gaston, the first student, was the one exception.
To him
belongs the double distinction of having been not only the first student,
but the first boarder
But behold the

as

well.

magnificent grey stone Healy Building, the exquisite
Ryan and the venerable North with Collier, Maguire and Mulledy Cor¬
ridors where Alma Mater’s sons today have their rooms, the period of
the long, plain dormitory having sped past in the interval. Look at the
Ryan Refectory. Note the change, the transformation in custom and
quarters while you try to place yourself a hundred and twenty-five
years
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ffipiitral Notes.
J. F. Crowley,.

T8.

On

Sunday, February 10,1918, Dr. P. Madigan, U. S. A., Med. 1912, was
Mary Shugrue at El Paso, Texas. Our congratulations,
On Thursday, February 21, 1918, Thomas J. Kennedy, U. S.N., Med.
1917, was married to Miss Ruth Elizabeth Norris at St. Aloysius Church
this city. Mrs. Kennedy is the sister of Dr. L. B. Norris, a class-mate of
Dr. Kennedy. Our best wishes for the future.
Dr. L. Glushack, lecturer on Surgical Anatomy at the Medical School,
has been appointed to lecture to the Army Medical class in Orthopedic
Surgery. The lectures are given in the dissecting room at the Medical

married to Miss

School.
Dr. Thomas S. Lee, Clinical Professor of Medicine, has been
to lecture to the

Army Medical class on the “Diseases
The Journal wishes to extend its deepest sympathy
Kober on the loss of his sister who died recently.
Dr. Joseph Mitchell, Professor of Surgery, expects
Oglethorpe, Georgia, on or about March 1, 1918. We
loss of Dr. Mitchell.
Phi Chi Fraternity held a dance in the
N. W., on February 22. A goodly crowd

appointed
of the Heart.”
to Dr. George M,
to leave for Fort
deeply regret the

chapter house on 13th street
attended and the eviningwas

enjoyed by all.
At the mid-winter initiation of the Phi Chi Medical

Fraternity, Kuppo
Mi
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Chapter, Dr. John F. Moran, head of the chair of Obstetrics, was
Dr. Moran read an interesting paper which was followed by

initiated.
a

smoker.

Dr. Lester D. Neuman, pathologist at the hospital, was married to
Miss Janet Nusbaum, of New York City, on February 22, 1918, at New
York City. Our congratulations.
Our

congratulations to Dr. and Mrs. Joseph Campbell on the birth
baby boy at Georgetown Hospital on February 1, 1918.
Dr. Harry Drew of ’07, Capt. M. O. R. C., and Dr. Roy D. Adams, ’04,
Major M. O. R. C., are stationed at Fort Oglethorpe, Georgia.
of

a

0eutal Notfa.
W. J. Reid,

’18.

The District Dental Society held a clinic at the infirmary on Saturday,
February 23. The demonstrations were very instructive. Dr. Head, of
Philadelphia, treated the doctors present to an illustrated reading on
“Prophylaxis.” Dr. Hawley demonstrated his new invention for alter¬
ing malocclusion. Dr. Ellis, superintendent of the infirmary, exhibited
his models for Black’s Cavity Preparations and neatly illustrated the
same.

Major Logan will give

a s cries of lectures to the Senior Class on the
Surgery.
Major Richardson has accepted the chair of Oral Surgery, made
vacant by the absence of Major Webb, and will begin his lectures at a
very early date.
The Delta Sigma Delta Frat gave a dance at the Cairo on February 17,
and all present voted the event a huge success.
The Psi Omega Frat
also gave a dance at the same place and with no less success.

recent methods of War
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ijome iNruta.
Francis T. Maher, ’18.

Jffaruliij.
Mr. William E.

Nagle, S.J., formerly of St. Stanislaus College, Guelph,

Ontario, has been added to the Department of Greek Literature.

Snuntal.
We

announce

Movery, ’19,

as

with pleasure

the addition to the Staff of Mr. Wm. B,

Contributing Editor.

^o&alxttj.
A few months ago the Reverend Director requested that some mem¬
ber of the Sodality volunteer to donate medals to be worn at meetings

and

other occasions.

Within ten minutes, six gentlemen came for¬
privilege of making the gift to Our Lady. Mr.
William B. Movery, ’19, was the first, and his kind offer consequently
was accepted.
The medals are the official Sodality medals, in alumi¬
num, and were worn for the first time at the Mass on February 2, the
Feast of the Purification, which was designated as the General Com¬
munion Day of the Sodality for that month. The old, handsome bronze
medals are now worn by the officers only. The generous Sisters of the
Good Shepherd Convent daintily attached the ribbons.
on

ward and asked the
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iEstabltflljmettt of llj£ 2L (0. 21. (£.
Since last

September, efforts were continually made to secure recog¬
military training being given at the University, under the
instruction of Major E. V. Bookmiller. Quite recently these efforts were
regarded favorably by the War Department, and Lieutenant-Colonel
John Pitcher was detailed to proceed to and make an inspection of
Georgetown University, Washington, D. C., under the provisions of
nition for the

General Orders 49.
The Colonel

proved a thorough inspector. But while the examination
rigid and the more welcome for this reason, we all felt the charm
of Colonel Pitcher’s amiability and we are sincerely grateful for the
kind words of encouragement he addressed to the unit at the conclusion
of the inspection.
Shortly afterwards the Reverend President of the University was in
receipt of the following letter:
was

Adjutant-General’s Office,

Washington, February 9, 1918.
Fbesident Georgetown

University,

Washington, D. C.
My Dear Sir:
In response to your application for the establishment of a unit of the Reserve Officers
Training Corps, I have the honor to advise you that after consideration of the report of
inspection of the University, Major E. V. Bookmiller, United States Army, Retired, has
been detailed, in orders from this office, as professor of military science and tactics at the
University in addition to his present duties as director of civilian marksmanship; and a
bulletin lias been drafted this date establishing an infantry unit, Senior Division, of the
Reserve Officers’ Training Corps.
Very respectfully,
G. H. Shields, Jr.,
Adjutant-General.

It is hut

just to add that the university congratulates itself on retain¬
ing the services of Major Bookmiller. Those who have watched the
progress of the drill in the past months have spoken unreservedly in
terms of high praise of the success his efforts have attained.

by CEnlnttpl (Eollaritet,
During the month the R. O. T. C.

was

entertained by Colonel Louis

Collardet, who gave an address on “Infantry Attack.” Colonel Collardet is at present assistant military attache to the French Embassy at
Washington. He has seen active service for the past three years, both
in France and Servia, and wears many decorations for distinguished
conduct. As Assistant Chief of Staff for the Sixth French Army, he
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of the Spring of 1917.
clear and the Unit felt
honored that so eminent a critic had favored it with his presence. The
Colonel promises to come and spend a day with us in the Spring.
an important post in the “big drives”
His method of presentation in address was very

occupied

(Sours*
One

of

the

ut

Natrtgatimi.

innovations at Georgetown necessitated by the

many

entrance of the United States into the

world-war, is

a course

in Navi¬

gation, offered to those students who are preparing to enter the Naval
Academy as Reserve Officers. Six periods a week are devoted to this
course.
The text-book, exercises and arrangement of topics are the
same as those at Annapolis.
Great interest has been aroused, and
should the number of special students from outside warrant it, a parallel
course for their benefit will be given at a more convenient hour. It is
hoped that a Naval Officer will be detailed to give some of the lectures
and a practical cruise will, if possible, be arranged towards the end of
the term. The Director of the Georgetown College Observatory is in
charge of the course.

At the first

regular meeting of the Philodcmic Debating Society, Mr.

Shannon, T8, was unanimously returned to the presidency. Mr. Mc¬
Mahon, T9, was chosen as vice-president; Mr. Kelly, T8, as recording

secretary; Mr. Hilliard, T8,
as

as

corresponding secretary; Mr. Curtin, T8,

treasurer, and Mr. Morris, T8,

as censor.

The results of the trials which were announced too late for publica¬
tion in the last issue show that the successful candidates were: Mr,

Gullinan, T8, Law; Mr. Darby, ’20, Law; Mr. Delany, T8, Mr. Hilliard,
T8, Mr. Shannon, T8, and Mr. Langie, T9, with Mr. Gallery, T9 and Mr,
Reiss, T9 as alternates. The first debate is to be held with Colgate

University, and the question reads: “Resolved, That after the
international

war, an

police force should be established to maintain peace.”
Georgetown is to take the negative at Colgate, and the affirmative at
home. At present, arrangements have been made to hold the debate
upon the 22nd of March.
At the meeting of February 19, the chief object of interest was the
evening’s debate which read: “Resolved, That the movement of or¬
ganized labor for the closed shop deserves the support of the American
people.” The affirmative was upheld by Mr. Kelly and Mr. Curtin; the
negative by Mr. Saul and Mr. Reiss. Mr. Reiss, who was the volunteer,

:

,.
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evening, while the debate

negative.

We cannot let the occasion pass

without mentioning the loss of Mr.
McNulty through enlistment.
Gans, the Society has lost one of its most willing and fluent

Gans and Mr.
In Mr.
debaters.

(Sastmt

Srbatfttg

The

Society held its first meeting of the new year on February 4.
debate, the meeting being called primarily for the election
of officers for the spring term. Mr. Gorman, ’20, one of the most able
and active members during the past three terms, was unanimously
elected president; Mr. Dunn, ’20, vice-president; Mr. Fischer, ’20, sec¬
retary, and Mr. Derivaux, ’20, treasurer.
There

was no

B'rtamtr ©bamiatorg.
In accordance with

request from the government of Guatemala,
through its Minister, Mr. Joaquin Mindez, a statement was prepared
hy Rev. Francis A. Tondorf, S.J., Director of the Seismic Observatory,
in regard to the recent earthquakes in Guatemala, to the effect that
there was no immediate danger of any serious return of the disturbance.
The following letter of thanks was received:
a

sent

Legacion De Guatemala,

January 28, 1918.
Dear Father

:

I received the memorandum

which you were kind enough to send me at my request,

referring to the earthquake at Guatemala.
Your memorandum
copy
you

will be very much appreciated by my Government, to which a
and translation was sent on Saturday, and I am sure will be much cheered by what
say in it referring to immediate further movements.

Thanking

you

again for your kindness, I remain,
Very truly yours,
Joaquin Mindez.

In view of the fact that

somewhat inactive during the month
position to boast of the splendid work
which the Academy has accomplished since the first of February. This
may be attributed to the painstaking efforts of the members and the
happy choice of topics for lectures. There have been papers by Mr.
Boss, on “Tobacco,” and Mr. Argy, on “Paper Making.” Mr. Anderson
and Mr. Zambrana splendidly treated respectively “Power Gas,” and
“The Fixation of Atmospheric Nitrogen.” The last subjects submitted
of
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“Sugar,” by Mr. Leonard, and an “Autobiography of Sir
Humphery Davy,” by Mr. Schaly.
The program for the remainder of the year is one of rare choice,
All students are cordially invited to join us in the weekly meetings in
the Academy’s lecture room.
us

were

)•

Utologtj (Elnb.
The February meetings of the club brought forth three lectures of
the highest merit.
Father Tondorf lectured to the members and the
Aviation

Class

in

joint session, on the “Semicircular Canals.” Mr.
of the Army Medical School, gave an interesting dis¬
course and demonstration in the preparation of vaccine. The president,
Mr. Schriver, read a paper on “The Chemistry of Respiration,” and at
the last meeting, Mr. Johnson read “The Life of Johannes Mendel.”

Finnegan,

now

Jlublv fElorutton.
All

classes

represented at the last public elocution on Feb¬
18. Fortunately there was a wider range in the selections given
by the speakers, which tends to keep the audience alert and attentive.
There was no doubt in the mind of anyone as to whom the honors
should be conferred. As the faculty critic put it, Mr. Lancaster’s ren¬
dition of the “Progress of Madness” was a triumph.
were

ruary

!

A. A, Haas

fUrrlmg.

In

compliance with our country’s wishes, athletics at Georgetown
through this year unrestrained. Like everything
else, the financial burden has been heavier, both at home and on trips
to opponents’ fields.
President Delany, of the A. A., appealed to the
have been carried

men,

and after

a

few words from the Presidents of the different classes,

subscription cards were distributed. Each man responded, and before
we adjourned over $500 had been subscribed.
©rials for

tljr Hohj (Erooa Urbatr.

Members of the White and Gaston Societies
the
on

competed for places on
debating team that will oppose a team of Holy Cross at Worcester,
March 22. The question reads: “Resolved, That secret treaties be¬

tween nations should be abolished.”

If these

trials

given greater publicity there would be more
It is indeed a dull task to speak to so many
The speeches are so constructed that they are both in-

incentive for the

empty seats.

were

men.
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structive and

entertaining, and deserve the approval of the students as
judges.
Each society has two representatives on the team, Mr. Bevington, ’20,
and Mr. Reid, ’2y, both of the Gaston; and from the White are: Mr.
Bourneuf, ’20, and Mr. Page, ’21.

well

the

as

Mentor NntPH.
“Montrose P. Sparrow.”

“You’re

a

better

man

than 1 am,

Gunga Din.”—Kipling.

We

promised, last month, that our John would be featured and we
spite of all the protests of a certain little fellow who
travels around clothed in a sheaf of arrows and a knowing smirk.
John Madigan Cunningham, respected and beloved by everyone who
ever had the good fortune to become acquainted with him, departed
this Georgetown life about the first of February, to go home for a few
weeks before taking up his duties in the office of the Consular General
will feature him in

at Paris.

Indeed does he leave

a

host of friends behind him, and if

there is in this world of

reality and sorrow anyone who cannot call
Johnny Cunningham his friend then, believe us, that one will never
dare to make it known. May all the blessings that the gods can give
their children shower upon the head of our two-time President and
great-hearted comrade.
Speaking of John naturally reminds us of his bereaved room-mate,
Mr. Delany, who, by the way, passed all his examinations, BUT—the
Rounder
Mr.
was

was

Barry,

in town, AND—well, ask Mr. Whalen.

another candidate for the little fellow heretofore mentioned,

forced, despite his bad leg, to go home for examination and was, of

rejected. Mr. Murphy, the dairy hound, did the same and,
goodness, has returned. Mr. Gans, the embryo aviator, has come
hack to us, as he does not expect to be called for some time.
Mr.
McNulty, the other still-in-the-egg birdman, has been flitting around in
his nice new uniform in preparation, as it were, for other future flits.
Among those present at the Major’s entertainments—drill—are Mr.
Bach, the indignant gentleman from Montana, who is always out of
order; Mr. Carroll, of New York and Washington, who may be inter¬
viewed at his apartments any time between one and two; Mr. Bill Cur¬
tin, to whom we most humbly apologize for our gross neglect, but we
must say we admire him greatly for not being one of those limelightloving, publicity-seeking children whom we could mention but won’t!
course,

thank
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Dempsey, the noiseless golfer, is also about facing etcetera,

as

Mr.

Gannon, the arch-humorist and beadle from somewhere in
Texas; Mr. Harrington, the well-known adventurer; Mr. Lancaster, the
are

elocutionist

(keep away!

He’s MAD!); Mr. Montgomery, who now, we
and lastly,
of Bridge¬
port, Mr. Shannon. James, by the way, seems to be disregarding all
standards of the notorious class of T8 by keeping busy. He attends those
exalted leagues in Teddy’s boudoir, Journalizes, drills (ha ha!), goes to
class, and distributes pencils for the Bartholdi.
We came near forgetting another member of our R. 0. T. C., Mr,
Morris’ protege. We would be only too glad, in view of his being so
nice to us, to mention him, but he has asked us to desist. “I did nothing
have been told, goes to class; Mr. Saul, the question-man;
the rotund and jovial politician from the smoky metropolis

of the kind!”

The frivolous Mr.
heartless and

Kelly, we have been informed, is still pursuing his
heart-breaking career. All we can say is, Look out! Look

out for the little fellow!

Mr.

Joseph Harold Dilkes, the mustachioed letter-writer, has at last
and mention, viz.: he sleeps in No. 9 North
foolish journalist.
Mr. Maher, who disperses the rebels, continues to pursue the seem¬
ingly even tenor of his way. But still water, you know, runs—Boy!
Page the little fellow!
Bob O’Lone has made some more Georgetown basketball history
through his splendid playing during the past season which was pro¬
nounced very successful and Fortune’s favorite child, Manager Shafer,
is to be congratulated by all for his endeavors and efficiency. The class
team, captained by the sermonizing son of Morpheus, Mr. Morris, with
Eddie Cashin, Dilkes, Kelly and Saul as his trusty, if not altogether able
mates, is also to be thanked, if not for its efficiency, then at least for its
endeavors. Captain Morris had his head split in one of the encounters,
but after those weird and very evident stitches were removed he didn’t

achieved fame, notoriety
with Snivel T. Retep, the

look

so

ferocious AND he

The manager

never

missed

a

date!

of baseball, etcetera, etcetera, has

confi¬
that he has,by
of many other¬
wise insuperable obstacles, succeeded in drawing together a very good
schedule. He also adds that we are a fine fellow. By the way!—who
is the manager of baseball?
The class sends its congratulations and best wishes to its treasurer
and good friend, Ed. Niland, who, during the month, passed examina¬
tions for entrance into the Aviation Corps.
very, very

dentially of

course, informed the Chronicler (that’s us!)
dint of hard work and exceptional prowess, and in spite
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have been

referring to is none other than His
Royal and Omnipotent Highness, Dan Cupid. And
Our old class-mate, one-time treasurer and manager of many different
class teams, Bob Berberick, was married to Miss Eunice Bradbury, of
this city, during the month of February. Bob has, for some time, been
a member of the 110th Field Artillery.
May the untiring cohorts of
Hymen strew their path with undying roses, and that all the joys in
life be theirs is the sincere wish of every son of the Class of T8.
we

Indeed does the old truth that time flies
force when

we

moment ago
And look at

hear of

that
us

our

own

come

comrades’

we were no more

home to

marriages.

us

It

with added

seems

but

a

than callow, beardless striplings.

now—benedicts, by Jupiter!

P. S.—We have mentioned all.

But

even

as

boisterous

we

roaring fills our ears. And from it all
murmuring, “Deadwood—deadwood.”*

it, a loud and
sadly turn away

say

we

*Vide Gorman.

imttnr Mntrs.
Lewis H. Daily.

Instead of

slowly creeping into the system and rendering dull the
spirits, the much-dreaded spring fever has
given the Junior Class a new lease on life, and we find them filled with
“vim, vigor and vitality.” The pep which has been lying dormant in the
nineteeners during the winter is now in full eruption and, having com¬
pletely buried our low spots, has made us susceptible to the feeling
intellect and inactive the

“do it now.”
To start with, our fleet-footed class-mate, Dorsey Griffith, due to his
excellent work in the past two years, has merited the captaincy of this

Dorsey didn’t do a thing over at Baltimore in the
South Atlantic Meet; entered in the 100 and 440 with the best this section
could offer, Griff showed nothing but his back to those who contested his

year’s track team.

supremacy, and is now South Atlantic champion of both events.
The Junior basketball team got away with a poor start in the

class
league, but Capt. Anderson rallied his five and they are now in the
second berth by a comfortable margin.
The class is celebrating the
return to the league of Stanley “Prom” Burke.
Stanley tells us that he
is a wonderful basket artist, and judging from our last victory over the
Seniors we are convinced that if he is not a player he at least makes an
excellent mascot.
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Tubby MacMahon is one member of the class who seems to be suffer¬
ing from a severe attack of spring fever. The New Britain represen¬
tative started to do things for fair and invited the members of the class
to enjoy a sleigh ride.
We all looked forward to the big night with
great expectations of something to remember, but at this point Tubby
lost his pep and announced that he had something more pleasant in
store for us. If we would agree to give up hopes of the ride, he promised
that he would positively appear in person, in Gaston Hall, for public
elocution. This time he was overcome by one of those convenient spells
of sickness which seem to plague Lower North, and as a result, those
who crowded the hall were turned away disappointed. However Tubby
is a “sport”; he knew “it was up to him” to amuse us in some way,so
he is now wearing one of the most beautiful conductor’s haircuts that
has yet graced Holy Hill.
Les Daly, one of the most popular members of the class, has forsaken
his studies to don the khaki. Les recently enlisted in the Coast Artillery
and expects to see action in France in the near future. Harry7 Sullivan
and “Brick” Harrigan are now at Boston Tech studying to become naval
aviators.
wishes for

To these former members of the class
success

in their

new

we

extend

our

best

fields of endeavor.

In order to demonstrate that he is versatile and that his abilities do
not end with

playing football and sipping tea, Bob Zuger recently made
application for the position of cheer leader at the basketball games.
After considerable debating on the part of those in charge, Bob’s request
was finally granted and, judging from his work during the Lafayette
game, we find him to be a leader of cheers without a rival. Bob pos¬
sesses a faculty of transmitting his spirt into those present and, com¬
bined with a series of acrobatic motions which he performs, he produced
the best cheering that has been heard in the gym in many years.
Congratulations are in order for Eddie Connolly, for his excellent
showing in the mid-year exams. If Eddie would give up his ambition
to become a pool shark and stick to his books he would have little diffi¬
culty in defeating his rival “Oblong” in any form of intellectual
competition.
Louis Langie, Gene Gallery and Ray Reiss are now preparing for the
intercollegiate debate with Colgate. We have every reason to believe
that they will not only reflect credit upon the class, but that they will
add to the laurels which they’have already won in this department.

411

GEORGETOWN

COLLEGE

JOURNAL.

JS’nplmntnrR Notes.
John F. Dezell, Jr.

Another month gone

and we find ourselves much nearer to that
joyful occasion when we will be able to discard our Latin and Greek
and seek fields of higher learning.
Our basketball team, up to the present, has met with several set¬
backs—two by the upper-class men and one, though it pains us greatly
to say it, by the Freshmen.
The season, however, is yet young, and
before another month passes, Capt. Fisher and his worthy cohorts are
expected to spring some surprises.
To the already large list of Sophomore “G” men two more names have
been added.
Because of his stellar performances in Baltimore, Joe
Lane,

our

versatile athlete and South Atlantic half-miler, is

now

the

possessor of the coveted “G.”
the basketball court, has also

“Derry,” our only A. B. representative on
captured the elusive “G.” Through his
untiring efforts and athletic ability “Derry” has made good. We expect
great things from you “Yip,” and to both these boys the class extends
their heartiest congratulations.
One of

stincts

our

Bostonian friends, in a moment in which his warlike in¬
the customary New England reserve, created a very

overcame

deep impression in Ryan, which impression even reached to the floor
Well, “Gus,” we’ll forgive you this time, seeing that you did not

below.

know it
In

was

loaded.

spite of the warnings issued last month “Monsieur Duff” may still
be seen about the corridors with his “fancy waistcoat,” and “smoking
jacket.” We are all thankful that Spring is nigh, for with its coming
will pass the gay plumage of one whose social triumphs will long linger,
even in the memory of Washington—not George—but our newly born
city.
There is a rumor to the effect that a certain promising young South¬
erner has been preparing his guns for the “Spring Drive” in the
George¬
town sector. Brisk skirmishing is considered as a probability when the
reconnoitering parties are sent into “No Man’s Land.” More power to
you “Fluff.”
But lest we forget, he has an apt co-worker. James, of the pleasing
eyes and attractive smile, has merited unusual popularity with the big
men of Washington.
Stay with them “Whiskers,” everyone can’t tour
Washington for a dollar.
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that Dan

Mahoney has found a place in the
shortly to join the colors. Good
luck to you Dan—and may you uphold the high standards set by the
Georgetown men who have preceded you.
It is worthy of note that the health of the class has been noticeably
improved by the appointment of a new “sanitary inspector” commonly
known as a “Beadle.” Our fate is in your hands, Bob.
But what shall we say of those whom the coming of sweet Spring has
deprived of their choicest pleasures. Of course you know them! You
us

coveted Naval Aviation and will leave

remember the time—

or

rather times, when the dances would find them

casting their spell over the luckless members of the “opposite persua¬
sion” who happened to wander near. And well may they say of their
lost love

now

that Lent has put an

end to their social activities.

“Yet never, never can we

part, while
Memory holds her reign;

Thine, thine is still this wither'd heart
Till

we

shall meet

again.”

JffrpBhmaa Notes.
Wilfred E. Colvin.

Spring is here and the fever grips us all. The sun smiles benignly and
popularity begins once more. The Ides of March are with us
and Easter beckons. Nostalgia has fastened its ever-eager hands upon
us and even Jack Flynn yearns for his
Spring South end (Chic.) sym¬
posium. A tinge of the eleemosynary runs through our blood and we
distribute our largesse in cool sodas. The typography of Georgetown
changes to a variegated vernal hue. Once more the Freshman flag of
green floats proudly in the air. Green is everywhere, in the suits, in the
spring special deliveries (for “Pa” has “pulled” a spring deal), and the
swimming pool. We envy the Seniors as they take their sun bath on
Old North porch while we suffer in silent supplication.
Hail to the conquerors of the famed Interclass Basketball League!
Under the very efficient management of “Heinie” Coughlin, our quint
has roughed the gales of adversity and captured the traditional thesarus
of class fame, the pennant. Among the Irish brigade are Tom O’Brien,
A1 Larkin, Ben Butrym, Dan Ahearn and Jim O’Brien. Let this be the
first of a string of four successive pennants which we shall win during
our four years of taxidermy of knowledge.
And now for our orators, for who has ever seen Freshman drop the
Luna’s
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standard in any line of performance, “Be it on the
field of battle.” Verily Cicero and Demosthenes drank

rostrum or the
extra rounds of

ambrosial nectar

on Mt. Olympus when they heard their foster sons,
Page and Meredith Reid on the evening of February 16, in the
trials for Holy Cross debate.
The Ides of March have brought another Kane to our family circle.
Tom, we think you are not so notorious a villain as boisterous Fendall,

Paul

or

rather, the late Mr. Cain, who dwells in his

cave

at C. U. and

comes

to

Georgetown for knowledge—when the cars are running. We welcome
you, Tom, as an esteemed friend, indeed the future historian of our
class and Georgetown.
It is rumored that the Spanish Embassy threatens to sever diplomatic
relations with the English Ambassador.
Alec Klebold, the printer’s devil, and Otto Hahn are still striving for
the supremacy in excellence of translation. They state that their voca¬
tions will be as jockeys at Belmont Park—we have underwritten them.
“Maciste”

O’Connor

will

soon

rival

his

far-famed

film-friend

in

“Caberia” if he continues to progress

in the science of adding ounces to
We hear that Charlie posed for
the “Admiration” cigar advertising poster.
The mustache and Howard are not agreeing very well of late. For
some unknown reason upon
which Howard fixes the mustache, his
friends have not been quite so intimate. Howard, like all other garden
growers, is beginning to see the dawn of a new era—or area—is it too
deep?
Hawkinson, who should prove an excellent athlete and popular hero
in Mexico or in Spain, is still raving, but we do not mind that.
His
wardrobe has not recovered from the ravages made upon it at the Senior

ounces, or

Prom.
Bill

rather pounds to pounds.

Public thanks, “Hawkie.”

Callaghan has devised a new bit of torture for those who live in
building. For the small sum of $4 per month he has pro¬
an extra course of Lenten penance.
Look out, Bill, Lent ends

the cloister
vided
within

a

week.

’Twas indeed

a

hard

season

for the theatres

and the Dumbarton.

The store

nearly went bankrupt. Jack Heaphy’s timely check saved
day. Some slackers sneaked oft’ to a silent sequestered spot for a
quiet siesta with Fatima. The family of Murad and Omar were obliged
to give up their Egyptian luxuries, for Freshmen dug up their old, old
pipes, and now they are dreaming dreams of Arabian Nights. Robinson
Ruisseau eats fish in Ryan Hall on Friday and Saturday nights. The
the

cumulus of conditions has been taken off and
more.

Until
417
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tip? £fam:®orku Alumni of <&rnrg?tnmn XtttwrBttj).

The

Society of the New York Alumni of Georgetown University
a large banquet this year, owing to the war condi¬
tions in the country and so many of our boys being in the service, but
celebrated their twenty-second annual reunion with an informal dinner
at the Aldine Club, 200 Fifth avenue, New York City, on Saturday even¬
ing, February 9.
The president, Mr. J. Lynch Pendergast, presided. There were no
formal speeches.
Rev. J. Havens Richards, S.J., ex-president of George¬
town, made an address; Mr. Conde Pallen read a poem, “The Flags,”
which was also read at the raising of the service banner at the college,
and Mr. Charles Angulo gave an interesting talk.
Georgetown colors were displayed with American flags in the room.
Georgetown songs were sung by a professional singer, together with
the boys.
There were fifty-six present, a number coming in uniforms. Among
those who attended were Dr. Pallen, Judge Charles N. Harris, Mr.
Martin Conboy, Father O’Gorman, Father Kennedy and a number of
the doctors from Jersey City.
decided not to hold
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Dr. Ernest Le Place, A.B., ’80; A.M., ’87; LL.D., ’95, and a member

of the

University Board of Regents, is the recipient of a letter from
The communication is in reply to a letter Dr. La Place
sent to Marshal Joffre on January 15, on the occasion of the French
officer’s election to the French Academy.
Here is Marshal JoiTre’s
letter, dated Paris, January 26:

Marshal Joffre.

My Dear Doctor:
I thank you for your excellent good wishes and patriotic sentiments, which
expressed toward France. You may be sure I have not forgotten the hours which
have

you
we

spent in Philadelphia and the greeting which was reserved for us there, both by

American friends and by the

French colony.
gratitude which we preserve of this unforgettable
voyage to the United States and transmit my best wishes to the central committee of the
French colony in Philadelphia.
Receive for yourself, my dear doctor, the assurance of my high consideration and of
my very friendly remembrances.
our

Be kind enough to repeat to all the

J. JOFFRE.

Monsieur Dr. Ernest La Place,
1828 Rittenhouse Square.

’82.

James L. Morris sent

letter of

Joseph P. Burke, M.D., T3,
pride in reading aloud
in various places—public and private—the enclosed copy of a letter
written by a Pittston graduate of the Medical Department of George¬
town. I feel that it manifests a high spirit of religion and courage
and is worthy of Journal notice.”
We print Dr. Burke’s letter among the war news.
’82. Mr. W. J. Waguespack was chairman of the flag committee at
the Bienville Bi-Centennial celebration in New Orleans February 9, 1918.
’88. In the presence of United States Fish Commissioner Hugh M.
Smith, M.D., ’88, of Washington, and municipal and county officials,
the steamer Kingfisher, constructed at the yards of the Portland Ship¬
building Company, South Portland, was launched on February 16,

with the remark:

us

a

“I have taken considerable

under favorable weather conditions.

The

ship was constructed by the United States Government and will
by the fisheries as a food ship, construction having been started
in September of last year.
Miss Jeannette Smith, daughter of the Fish
Commissioner, acted as sponsor, and the launching was attended by a

be used

crowd of several hundred.

’91. Mr. Charles P. Neill has been appointed head of the Railway
Wage Commission, which Mr. McAdoo has called into being to aid him
in administering the Federal Railway System.
Mr. Neill, after leaving
Georgetown, received a degree from Johns Hopkins. From 1905 to
1913 he
a

time
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was
was

United States Commissioner of Labor, and after that for
in

charge of the Federal Bureau of Labor Statistics.

He
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than

ordinary experience in serving on successive Fed¬
the task just assigned
skill in meeting pre¬
cisely such duties of an investigator as now devolve upon him. Nat¬
urally, we take pride in congratulating such an esteemed alumnus.
’91.
Major J. S. Easby-Smith has been promoted to a lieutenantcolonelcy and assigned to duty in Washington in the Judge Advocate
General’s division.
It is expected that he will receive orders to report
at another post of duty before many weeks.
’93. Fielding H. Garrison, M.D., ’93; Litt.D., T7, has been appointed
by Major General William C. Gorgas to take charge of the medical and
surgical history of the American participation in the war.
’93. The following extracts from a letter of Rev. Mark J. McNeal, S.J.,
are interesting, coming as they do from the land of the cherry blossom:
more

eral commissions, and he consequently comes to
to him with knowledge, good sense and proved

Jochi Daigaku,
Catholic

University Institute,

Kojimachi, Kioi-cho 7
Tokio, Japan, Christmas, 1917.
I am grateful for the copies of the Journal I have received full of interest to me on
account of the news of many young friends of mine who have joined the colors. While
they are over there I think they ought to take a Georgetown flag to Lourdes to replace
the one returned from there a few years ago.
It could be easily managed through the
Sodality.
I take it for granted that among the Catholic students who have enrolled in the
Students’ Mission Crusade that there must be a considerable number of Georgetown men,
and that the old college will be suitably represented at the coming convention, so that
as she was the first to establish a Sodality in America, first to plant the American flag
at Lourdes, and (may I modestly add?) first to send a graduate to Japan’s new Catholic
University, so she may do something to put her in the front rank of this new Crusade.
May I suggest to the Curator of the Hirst and to all the boys too, that an old magazine
now and then, especially one containing pictures suitable for English conversation or
composition would be a welcome reminder. Also a stray copy of “The Second Spring,”
not to mention “Oedipus Tyrannus,” would be both useful and delightful on this far shore.
Thanksgiving Day gave me a chance to meet our new Ambassador. On Christmas
eve I baptized a Sacred Heart pupil and gave First Communion at Midnight Mass.
One
of our boys also was baptized that same day.

1900.

From Frederick

come

the sound of

wedding bells.

Miss Ruth

E. Holtz, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Clarence C. Holtz, Dill avenue, and
Dr. William Meredith Smith, A.B., 1900; M.D., ’04, were married at
St. John’s rectory during the month of January by Rev. Father W. J.

Kane, rector of St. John’s Church.

Following the ceremony Doctor and
wedding trip to New York and Canada, and are
now at home at the doctor’s residence, on College Park.
The bride is
a graduate nurse of the Frederick City Hospital and for some time has
been in charge of the operating room at the institution.
She is also a

Mrs. Smith left

on

a
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Mrs. Francis
a practicing
being associated with Dr. Thomas

Dr. Smith is a son of
Fenwick Smith and the late Dr. F. F. Smith, and has been
graduate of the Girl’s High School.
physician in Frederick for

some years,

B. Johnson.
The members of the Class of ’04 will he

’04.

grieved to hear of the
Magee. He was admitted to the bar of Alleghany
county and elected to the State Senate of Pennsylvania twice, the first
death of Charles J.

term in 1912 and the second in 1916.

He died

on

March 13th, 1917, of

pneumonia. During his brief public career he displayed qualities of
leadership to such a degree as to constantly cause remark from those
who observed his political activities and were competent to judge. To
the members of Mr. Magee’s family the editor offers Georgetown’s sym¬
pathy.
’00.

Extracts from

a

letter from Alston Cockrell, ’06:

Last

Sunday, Frank Green, ’17, a lieutenant in the Quartermaster’s Department,
stationed at Jacksonville, and Dick Barrett, ’17, had dinner with Mrs. Cockrell and me
at

our

farm down the river.

In the party was another

“near-Georgetown” soldier, “near-

Georgetown” in that I learned of him through a letter from Joe Lawler, ’06, ex-Mayor
of Hartford, Conn.
I think the boys enjoyed the day; I know that we enjoyed having
them.
Barrett tells

me

old Georgetown

that the chaplain living at the K. of C.

boy.
A. J. Talmadge, S.J.
an

’10.

building at Jacksonville, is
He is Father

I have not yet had the pleasure of meeting him.

Earl J. Molin

the formation of the

partnership of
Murphy and Earl J. Mohn for the
practice of law, with offices at 813-821 Berger Building, Pittsburgh, Pa.
The Journal offers this loyal alumnus its sincerest wishes for success
in this new undertaking.
’ll. Charles Angulo, who delivered a patriotic address at the flag¬
raising exercises held in Gaston Hall in December, has announced that
he is now practicing law at 22 Exchange place, New York City.
’13. Dave Waldron has gone to Fort Sill, Oklahoma, for a special
course of two months in Liason.
He is expected in Washington in the
early part of April.
13. The newly appointed Assistant Corporation Counsel for New
announces

Charles G. Mcllvain, William R.

Haven is Thomas R. Robinson, LL.B., T3.
His father, the late William
C. Robinson, was at one time a member of the faculty of the Catholic

University.
Ex-’15.

Lieut. Gueraid H. Hawkins, of Savannah, Ga., was married

in Baltimore to Miss Elizabeth
of Roland Park, Md.
Fort Niagara, N. Y.,

He is at present
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Cassidy, daughter of Dr. H. F. Cassidy,

Lieutenant Hawkins entered the R. T. O. C. at

and won his commission as a second lieutenant.
stationed with the 311th Field Artillery at Camp Meade.
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The Alumni Editor, in behalf of the Journal, takes this

opportunity to
longest and happiest of lives.
clip from the Washington Post the following interest¬

wish Lieutenant and Mrs. Hawkins the

Ex-T5.

We

ing item:
Great surprises in tlie romance of Miss Anita Stewart, the motion picture actress,

developed when it became known that her husband was not Rudolph Cameron, but
Rudolph Cameron Brennan, a Washington boy, son of the late George Brennan, formerly
president of the Brennan Construction Company, with offices at 1419 G street.
Mr. Brennan passed through Washington lately en route for Miami, Fla., where he is
in training for a commission in the Navy Aviation Corps.
He attended Georgetown

University here, then went to the Virginia Military Institute, later returning to
Georgetown.
When asked concerning his romance, Mr. Brennan was noncommittal and would say
nothing further than that he had married Miss Stewart last spring, after having been
engaged to her for about a year and a half. He has played in several pictures with her.
Mr. Brennan declared that he met his wife, socially, in New York, and that he had
left the motion picture profession to take up the manufacture of celluloid films, and had
worked at this up to the time he was accepted for the Aviation Corps.
Explaining the name “Cameron,” the aviator said that when he went to New York,
he dropped the Brennan, joined several clubs and became widely known as Rudolph
Cameron, while playing in Vitagraph pictures under that name.

T7.

We

beg to congratulate Mr. Richard E. Wellford, who has
opened an office for the general practice of law
in the Columbian Building, Washington, D. C.
Ex-’18.
Wedding bells are ringing out at Camp McClellan announc¬
ing the recent marriage of “Bobbie” Berberich to Miss Eunice Brad¬
bury, of Washington. “Bobbie” gave up the senior’s cloak to don the
soldier’s khaki and has been for some months past at Camp McClellan,
Anniston, with the 110th Field Artillery. To Mr. and Mrs. Robert B.
Berberich the Journal extends its warmest congratulations, together
with the very best wishes of all at Georgetown.
’20.
You cannot keep real talent in the background. In the Boston
Pilot for January 12 we read that Roger Kelliher’s work as a K. of C.
secretary was being heard at Camp Devens. At the services in the camp
his specially organized choir renders the choral music. We wish him
all success in this great work.
Ex-’20.
George Donnelly was a recent visitor at the college. After
leaving college last year George entered business in Albany.
announced that he has

The Journal esteems it

great pleasure to offer its congratulations
loyal president of the New York Alumni on his recent re-election
to the presidency of the New York State Safe Deposit Association. This
is one of the largest and oldest banking associations in the East, and
it is no small honor which it has conferred upon Mr. J. Lynch Pendergast.
a

to the
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On February 24, 1918, a meeting was held in the grand amphitheatre
at the Sarbonne in honor of the American students who have gone to
France to

fight for the great cause. We have received no details as
yet of the meeting, but hope to publish a notice of it in the next issue.
The following cablegram was sent by Rev. A. J. Donlon, S.J., president
of Georgetown University, to be read at the meeting:
“Georgetown greets her twelve hundred soldiers in the words of her
poet, Condc B. Pallen:
“And Alma Mater watches and her voice ascends in prayer,
That the Lord of Hosts may keep you, the God of battles spare.
★

Remember,
For

★

#•

our

we

★

*

★

forget not, we who may not fight,
by day and our prayers are

toil is yours

★

yours

★

by night”

In

of
in

a special article from Paris, dated January 20, 1918, is given a list
thirty-eight Americans who died fighting in the Foreign Legion or
the Lafayette Escadrille.
In the list are the names of Denis Dowd

and Robert Hanford.

AidUtumn.
Name.

Aiello, C. L
Barr, A
Barry, T. H.
Benziger, X. N
Bloomer, G. B
423

Branch.
Present Address.
ex-L. ’18..Private
U. S. M. C
Washington.
ex-C. ’09..Seaman
U. S. N. R. F..272 Scout Patrol, Phila.
ex-L. ’19..Cadet
Aviation
Georgia Tech.
ex-C. ’09,
Navy
L. ’ll .Asst. Paym’r.Navy
Year.

Rank.
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Name.
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Rank.

Branch.
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Present Address.

..ex-C. ’21..<Cadet
Aviation
Brennig, C. C
L. ’12.. Serg. Major
Hdqtrs. Detachment, Wash.
Camp, E. W
C. ’13.. Yeoman ....Navy
Carroll, S
Crucible Steel Co.
U. S. Med. C
CaVanagh, J. F... ..ex-L. ’19..:Private
L. ’14.. 1st Lieut.. ..Signal C
Washington.
Chilcotte, S. S. C.
M. ’98. .iCaptain ....U. S. A. M. C..Plattsburg.
Clarke, J. A
L. —.. F. Clerk
Ordnance
Amer. Exp. F., France.
Colville, R
Corcoran, J. N.... ..ex-L. ’19..!Sergeant ...M. G. L
Co. C., 110 M. G. B., Camp

McClellan.

Curran, J. D
Daly, L
Dixon, Wm. S
Dyer, J. F
Davis, Wm. J., Jr.
Dermody, J. D....
Dohan, J
Donovan, Wm. L..

M. ’03.. 1st Lieut. ...U. S. A. M. R. C
..ex-C. ’19..]Private
C. Artill
Fort Washington.
M. —..
U. S. Navy... .Washington.
i
Captain

Dyer, M. A
Fegan,

..ex-C. ’21..]Private

J.

H

....U. S. M. C... .Washington.
82 Div., Camp Gordon.

J. A. G
’16..:Private
’19..<Cadet
Aviation
’16.JMach. Mate.Navy
’16..]Mach. Mate.Navy
Ordnance
’19..]Private

l.
..ex-L.
..ex-C.
..ex-C.
..ex-L.

Naval Home Hospital, Phila.
League Island, Phila., Pa.
Co. U., 5th Batt., 163 Depot
Brig., Camp Dodge.
Hospital C....C. —, Base Hospital, 116,11
Inf., Armory, N. I. C.

.

L. ’ll.. Asst. Pay¬
master ...Navy
..ex-L. ’18..:1st Lieut.. ..Infantry
..ex-C. ’18..<Cadet
Aviation
M. ’93. JMajor
.IT. S. A. M. R.

Flather, A. C
French, E

Cans, H. W
Garrison, F. 11

.

Amer. Exp. F., France.
Baltimore. Md.

C.Army Medical Library, Wash
ington.
Camp Pike.

v

Gibbs, Wm. F

New York.

.ex-C. ’16..
M. ’01.. Lieut.

Com..IT. S. N. M. C..Catholic Club, New York City.
Gill, J. E
Asst. Surg..tT. S. Navy... .Annapolis.
Hayden, R
L. ’14.. Petty Officer.Navy
Hammack, J. C...
Hammond, E. S... ..ex-C. ’14.. Private
Camp Meade.
Private
Healy, M. B
Hospital C....Base Hospital 33. Albany.
..ex-C. ’18.. Yeoman ....IT. S. N. R. F..League Island, Phila., Pa.
Hurley, J. L
Candidate ,.R. O. T. C
Joyce, T
Chattanooga.
R .O. T. C....CO. 12, Chattanooga.
Kelly, J
..ex-C. ’17.. Yeoman
U. S. N. R. F..League Island, Phila., Pa.
Kilkoyne, L
Kobner. M
L. ’16.. Private
Ordnance
Washington.
..ex-L. ’18.. Yeoman.IT. S. N. R. F
Lane, T
..ex-C.
’10..
1st
Lieut....
U.
S.
A
Maher, W. C
Railway Transportation Corps,
Amer. Exp. F., France.
D. ’17.. 1st Lieut. ...IT. S. N. D. R.C.Evans Institute, Phila., Pa.
McCleery, H. R...
..ex-L. ’20..
McGregor, A
L. ’ll..
McKernan, N. M..
...

..ex-C.
Middleton. J. P...
L.
L.
More, J. B
...ex-L.
Mullens, J. S
..ex-C.
Niland, E. P

McNulty, J. F

New York.

master
’18.. Cadet
’13..

Aviation
R. O. T. C

’13.. Ensign
’14..

Naval Aviation.Washington.
R. O. T. C
Co. 9, Chattanooga.
C. Artill
Fort Washington.

’18.. Private

Nolan, B. A
Prem, F. H

Ryon, J. W
Schlosser,

F.

Smith, F

Georgetown College.
Co. 11, Chattanooga.

.

Aviation

..ex-C. ’09..
L. ’ll..
B...
...ex-L. ’19..

Spiegler, L. E
Tydings, Wm. L..

..

Div
L. ’17...Private
.ex-L. 07..
tain

Wells, W. A
Whalen, J

M. ’91. .Captain
C. ’16..Private

Wiggin, G. A

L. ’17..Cadet

Amer. Exp. F., France.

Qtm. C
....Infantry
...

Camp Jos. Johnston.
320 Inf. Hdqtrs. Co.. Regi
<
mental Adj., Camp Lee.
.IT. S. A. M. R.C.Washington.
Ambulance ...Amer. Exp. F., France.
Aviation
Princeton.
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Artillery

Woodrow, F. W. McM..L. ’14.. 1st Lieut
Zalkind, J
e_.x-L. '19

.Camp Jackson.

..

.Aboard “Tuscania.”
i

(

Reported

^afe.

(fturmtimta.
C.
C.
ex-C.
ex-C.

Beatty, J. J., Jr
Beatty, E. F
Begg, J. V
Berens, F. W

’15..Yeoman
.U. S. N. R. F..Pelham Bay.
’13..Seaman
U. S. N. R. F..Pelham Bay.
’21..Private
Ordnance
Camp Sheridan.
’20. .Corporal Ca¬
...

det Avia¬
tor

Aviation

Bjonnot, B. T

L. ’17. .Sergeant ...Ordnance

Brause, J. L

D. ’16. .1st Lieut... .Infantry

Burnside, W

Line A., 4th Sect., Kelly Field.
Amer. Exp. F., France.
61 Inf., Camp Greene.

L. ’17.. 1st Lieut
Infantry
ex-L. ’19
L. ’17. .Sergeant ...Ordnance

Carson, G. J
Comfort, G. P
Coyne, R. R

L.
L.

Creecy, D
Cronin, C. J

L.

Drury, J. T
Gnau, P. G
Henry, P. C
Howkins, G. H

ex-L.
ex-L.

ex-C.
ex-C

Kirby, T.
Klauberg, L
Long, D. E

L.
C.

L.

Camp Greene.
Amer. Exp. F., France.
’15..Captain ....Military Police89 Div., Camp Funston.
’ll. .1st Lieut... .U. S. M. C....Quantico.
’17. .1st Lieut... .Aviation
24th Aero Squadron, Amer.
'
Exp. F., France.
’18..Ensign
U. S. N. R. F. .Catholic University.
’18. .Sergeant ...Ordnance
Amer. Exp. F., France.
’21..Cadet
Aviation
Ground School, Berkeley, Cal.
’15..2d Lieut....F. Artill
311 F. Artillery, Barrack O,
i
Camp Meade.
’05..Private
Signal Corps..
’16..Ensign
Navy
Annapolis.
’16. .1st Lieut.... F. Artill
Batt. C., 110 F. A., Camp Mc¬
Clellan.
1st Lieut.. ..Cavalry

McCarthy, D
McCuen, J. R
Meade, J. J., Jr
Meade, J. J

,

.ex-L. ’18..Captain

.Ft. Sam Houston.
.Qtm. Corps.. ..Camp Devens.
..U, S. N. R. F. .Nantucket Section, 2d Dist.
..U. S. M. C... .Care of Genl.
Commanding
Amer. Exp. F., France.

..

,

.

,

,

Miller, J. P
Mulligan, E
Mulligan, J
Peterson, J. LeR...

'17..Candidate ..R. O. T. C... .Chattanooga.

....L.
.cx-C.
....C.
.ex-L.
.ex-C.

’18
’12..1st Lieut.. .-R. O. T. C... .Camp Hancock.
’18..2d Lieut.. .Infantry
.Co. G., 349 Inf., Camp Dodge.
’18. .Corporal .. ..Qtm. Corps.. ..Camp Meade.

Sheehan, W. A
....L.
Shlesinger. B. E...

.Training Camp, 1st Plat., 1st
Co., Camp Meade.
..Ordnance
.Ord. Depot, Camp McClellan.
’14.. 1st Lieut.. ..Infantry
Camp Meade.
..R. O. T. C... ..1st. Batt., Chickamauqua Pk.

Royer, C. E
Schanze, F. M

.

•

..Infantry

Sharp, P. W

...

....C. ’16..Cadet
Sweeney, P. A
Von Schrader, A. J. .ex-C. ’09..Major
Waldron, D. L
....L. ’17..Cadet
Wiggins, G. A

....

Captain Augustine
United States

.

.Aviation
..IT. S. A. M.

.

.Infantry

.

.Aviation

de

Pensacola.

R.C.Albany.

....

Fort Sill.
Princeton.

Yturbide Green,

Army Medical Reserve Corps,
M.D., 1901,

Died of Pneumonia, at
425
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Joseph P. Burke, M.D., T3.
Somewhere

in

France.

Dear Father:

Just

a

few lines to let you know I am still living and well.

I

am now

Battalion

Surgeon in charge of 1,600 men, so you can see it keeps me very busy. With that position
goes a captaincy, which I will probably receive in a short time.
You can pray a little
harder for me from now on for about thirty days, for I will need them quite badly. Why,
I can not tell you for the good of the service, but you can read between lines. Keep up
a good heart and I think everything is coming out O.
K. "We very nearly have the
Germans licked, but believe me they are good fighters and game. It is something to be in
it all, and if I ever return to you, I will be able to relate tales that you would hardly
believe.
We have a new colonel, and he is all that one could wish, brave, bold, brainy
and a tactician of the first class.
He is one of the best men in the regular army. It makes
us fellows laugh, when we read in the papers of how the National Army are being treated
at home, and how terribly they have it with steam-heated barracks, overshoes and boots,
and above all, leave to come home so often.
Why, we have undergone so many hardships
that nothing now, no matter how hard it is, can make us uncomfortable.
It has been
bitter cold over here at times, and many of the boys have suffered from frozen feet, but
they take it all as part of the game. Believe me, they are real true men and they have
proven it.
I have received all the papers from you and they are more than welcome. It
was

like

Charles

a

bundle of letters from home.

Fahy, Old Mill Lane, Pensacola, Fla.
February 10, 1918.

Rev. Dear Father:

For

time I, a

Georgetown Alumnus, have felt that I should write you about the
Crowe, a dear friend of mine, feeling that you would want to know
all the particulars about him.
On December 26 last, Crowe, in the course of his training here at the Naval Air
Station, went out on a practice flight in an airplane and has never been seen since so far
as can be learned.
A north wind was blowing, and the clouds were low, so that it is
likely that he drifted out into the Gulf of Mexico and could not, for some reason, get
back to the station.
Of course, when he did not return when he was due back, a search
was instituted in the air and on the water.
This search was diligently maintained for
days, hampered, however, by the low clouds and choppy water, but no sign of him or his
plane was ever found.
Those who knew him at Georgetown need not be told how well he did his work in the
some

death of Edmund J.

service and how he had endeared himself to

contribution of

a

us

whom he has left.

His death

was

the

splendid life to his country.

Fred W. Berens, Line A, Fourth Sect.,

Kelly Field.

Dear Father Creeden :

A “cadet” in the ground school studies for two months on wireless telegraphy, gasoline
engines, reconnaissance, photography, map making, and army regulations. If successful
he is promoted to a flying school.
After ten hours of flying he is given a commission as
a Second Lieutenant with a pay of a first, and becomes a First Lieutenant after a specified
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number of “smooth”
to the

school,

and sand

we

landings, a very hard feat for a beginner. While we are assigned
live in tents without floors and eat in the open so that plenty of dirt

can season our mess.

If, at any time, I can be of service to any Georgetown

Leo

man,

please let

me

know.

Cody, Lynn, Mass.

Dear Father McDonough :
I heard from

Jimmy Sullivan lately.

He is over there. His address is: 2d Aviation
Among other things he said: “Brush up your
French, Leo. I am gradually adopting it as my hobby. My German is out of luck around
here. Give me the ‘dope’ on the football games after Fordham.”

Instruction Center, Arner. Exp. F., France.

B. C.

,

Shlesinger, 1st. Batt., 3d R. O. T. C., Chickamauga Park, Ga.

Dear Father :
I want to thank you very

much for your good wishes and for the reprint from the
sent me. I certainly did enjoy reading the speeches given on
the occasion of the service flag raising, and am quite proud that my Alma Mater has
given so many sons to the service of our country.
It was with great sorrow that I read of the death of Ed. Crowe, but as the VicePresident said, “He is not dead, but absent in the discharge of duty.”

college Journal which

you

Joseph C. Cissel, Co. K, 115th U. S. Infantry, Camp McClellan.
I can see more each day how much Georgetown has given me in discipline and in the
ability to understand some of the problems which a soldier has to face. The mental
training I have gained has been of great assistance in my work at the various division

schools I have attended.
Thanks to the K. of C., I have been able to hear Mass every week.
The K. of C. have
large hall here and it certainly is a pleasure to all who can use it. One of the regi¬
mental Chaplains says Mass there as well as the post Chaplain.
So despite the supposed
temptations to which we are exposed, our spiritual welfare is well looked out for.
a
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ROBERT

J.

HILLIARD,

'18.

Denique non omnes eadem mirantur amantque.
-Horace.

"Three Little Pitchers," in The Holy Cross Purple, is an excellent bit
of verse done in ballad style. The author seems to possess a certain
undefinable knack of drawing pleasing child-pictures.
"His thoughts were as a pyramid up-piled,

On whose far top an angel stood and smiled,
Yet in his heart he was a little child."
Thus far everything he has presented has been simplicity personified
and thoughtfully quaint, as well in expressive qualities as in objective
fixity of thought. In this poem, though, the underlying idea is hardly
original. We have seen it several times before, both in poetry and
prose, notably the Yorke Family Scene in Charlotte Bronte's "Shirley."
However, as long as "there is nothing new under the sun," we can pass
over the origin. The author unquestionably deserves a great deal of
praise. He is one of the very few real poets writing for college publications.

The Richmond College Messenger (this is the magazine possessing
that wonderfully gifted poet who electrified the reading public last
spring) has a peculiar contribution in "Hoch Der Kaiser." If it has one
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commendable feature, we failed to find it. Just a minute; we take that
back-it covers only three and a half short pages. "The Slacker" is
but little better than the foregoing. The author selected a composite
plot, with surprise and emotion predominating. Now, the proper thing
for him to do was work these two right to the forward all the time.
Instead of doing it he doles out a commonplace collection of haphazard
incidents without taking the trouble to suggest any connection or any
psychological reflection on the part of the principal character. The
plot has marvelous possibilities, but it needs better development than
this. ,T he last article in this issue starts out:

"Wouldn't this New Year be a f av'Orable time to set about conquering
the average college girl's failure, that of not employing the art of being
a good listener?"
Well, well, well!

At last, somebody has hit upon it.

"She speaks, yet she says nothing."
Alas, how true! And still further alas, that so few realize it! A movement of this sort deserves commendation, and we hasten with our share.
We ran across an agreeable surprise in The Redwood. The poem
"To Mother" is far above the average stamp of verse. The thought is
remarkably touching, especially because of the retrospective vein in
which it is presented. The diction is simple and soothing. The whole
make-up is so sincere as opposed to these chronic ourpourings of threefor-a-quarter mixtures of quasi-wit and persiflage.

The Buff and Blue informs us that the GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL
has a style all its own-suggests an atmosphere all its own." About
that much, at least, we are agreed. However, when the learned mentor
says that our "magazine rarely contains any examples of popular style"
we derrick our eyebrows in mild astonishment. What does our critic
mean by "popular style"? If he refers to the cheap, maudlin dross
and tinsel displayed by some of our contemporaries here in Washington, we concur heartily with him. We never publish anything assinine.
Anyone is privileged to look through our copies and if he can find any
talk of hip-pocket artists or jitney-driving nonentities masqueraded as
heroes we are willing to say palman qui meruit. At least we try to
display good taste and a little discretion. The Buff and Blue becomes
very specific. We are told that "whenever the magazine runs toward
humor it is often a heavy kind of humor, like the playful banter of the
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learned." ,T hank you so much for alluding to us as "learned." If
the editors of The Trinity College Record, and a few more, we imagine,
see this they will fire Roosevelt's pet noun of four letters at you. ls our
humor really heavy? We don't think so, and we're from that grand
old State famous for mules and a pleasant climate. Where and how
"heavy"? Every time we say that word we think of its concrete correlative, the thickhead who insisted upon betting us a soda in Huyler's
that true literary merit could be found in the story "Do You Believe in
Romance?" To our mind this constitutes Haegel's non-non-esse of
intelligence. Heavy, indeed. Heaven forbid!
What pleased us most in The Mountaineer was the hearty, fearless tone
assumed by the Exchaµge Editor. While we cannot agree with everything he says, we must admire his stand. It's the part of a man to say
what he thinks, no matter whose rice pudding he may spoil.
The Army and Navy number of The Marquette Untversity Journal contains a very good story entitled "Billy-Goat." One fault we must mention is the perfect conventionality of the descriptions.

"The moon, shining in full glory, outlined the curves of his handsome,
uniformed figure, and emphasized the silky blackness of his pompadour."
Of course, there are "firm lines about his mouth and chin." If there
were'nt he wouldn't be a hero. His forehead is "high," his head is "wellshaped," his face is "manly," and he has "smiling eyes." Why make
him just like any one of ten billion others? The man on The RedW<>od
who wrote the story "Sig" accomplished more with the poor little Jew
than most authors do with one of these modern reproductions of Adonis.
To be a hero a man doesn't have to be handsome. In fact, most heroes
who are good-looking are heroes despite their handsomeness. Every
story one reads in a college magazine is concerned with a sample of this
beauty-minus-brains phenomenon. According to this theory, men like
Lincoln would not have a chance. The last stanza of "Hunka Tin" (the
author forgot to apologize to Mr. Kipling) is worth reprinting, for the
benefit of those who seat their heroes in jitneys:

"Yes, Tin, Tin, Tin,
You exasperating puzzle, Hunka Tin,
I've abused you and I've flayed you,
But by Henry Ford who made you,
You are better than a Packard, Hunka Tin."
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TRACK.
Once again the South Atlantic laurels adorn the brows of Georgetown's
athlet~s. Competing against some of the best runners in the East, the
Blue and Gray came to the fore and handily walked away with the coveted prize. Too much praise cannot be given to Capt. Dorsey Griffith,
who was the main thorn in the side of our competitors, and Gates, a very
responsible factor in the high total attained by our runners. Of the
new figures which loomed into prominence on that eventful night, "Joe"
Lane was the most conspicuous through his plucky race into the first
honors in the half mile. Old point-getters also returned to the limelight
in the persons of Renoe, O'Hagan and our own "Johnny" Campbell.
Griffith won the 100 and 440 yard dashes, while Gates took the century
hurdles and was second in the 100 and quarter. He also placed in the
100-yard open hurdles, giving him a total of 14 points for the night.
Georgetown scored 37 points to Hopkins' 18 and 15 for Georgia .Tech.
The high score is especially praiseworthy since it exceeds last year's
total, when the most advantageous conditions were present.
Summaries of the events in which Georgetown scored:
Mile race (South Atlantic)-Won by R. K. Mulliken, Hopkins; second, J. J. Campbell,
Georgetown; third, E. Taber, Georgetown; fourth, C. S. Rivkin, Hopkins. Time, 4 :53 2-3.
100-yard low hurdles-Won by W. L. Gates, Georgetown; second, J. N. Guyon, Georgia
Tech; third, G. E. Strupper, Georgia Tech; fourth, M. Firor, Hopkins. Time, 12 seconds.
100-yard low hurdles (open)-Won by C. R. Erdman, Princeton (2 yards); second, W.
L. Gates, Georgetown (2 yards); third, J. N. Guyon, Georgia Tech (3 yards). Time, 12
seconds.
440-yard dash ( South Atlantic )-Won by Griffith, Georgetown; second, Gates, Georgetown; third, Smith, Hopkins; fourth, Shea, Georgetown. Time, 53 4-5 seconds.
Half mile race (South Atlantic)-Won by J. Lane, Georgetown; second, J. O'Hagan,
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Georgetown; third, Norwood, Hopkins; fourth, Morgan, Georgetown. (E. Shea, ot
Georgetown, ran third, but was disqualified for elbowing.)
100-yard dash (South Atlantic)-Won by Griffith, Georgetown; second, Gates, Georgetown; third, Strupper, Georgia Tech.; fourth, Renoe, Georgetown. Time, 10 1-5 seconds.

BASKETBALL.
GEORGE

WASHINGTON.

Once more Coach O'Reilly invaded the Y. M. C. A. and said "Veni, Vidi,
Vici," when asked about the game with George Washington. Captain
Fees continued to experiment with every possible and sometimes seemingly impossible angle on the floor, usually succeeding in caging about
everything that he felt like attempting. Fees secured 21 of the 35 points
and aided with his floor work in advancing the ball to a place from
where it could be made to count.
Not a little credit is to be given to his teammates, who, by their close
guarding and clever following of the ball, enabled their leader to disport
in a caging fest of reckless abandon. An example of the guarding is
given when it is said that the Hatchetites scored only one field goal in
each half.
Georgetown
Position.
George. Washington
Fees .... .. . .. _ ......................... L. F ............ .............. ..... .... Allen
O'Lone .. • ..•.......... ... ............. R. F. . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hitt
Dudack . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . C. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Erdall
Finnegan ..... ......... .. ........... .... L. G....... .... ... ............ .... Underwood
Lonschak ............................... R. G. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
Butler
Substitutions-Georgetown: Smith, Monahan, Deriveaux, Langie. George Washington; Halstead, Kibler, Wilson, Roberts, Hoyt. Field Goals-Fees (6), O'Lone (4), Lonschak (2), Finnegan (1). George Washington: Erdall (2). Foul Goals-Fees, 9 out
of 15; Erdall, 4 out of 13.
MOUNT ST. JOSEPH.

Georgetown journeyed to Baltimore to play a team which a few weeks
before they had swamped unmercifully in the Ryan Gym. For Georgetown, Dudack was the main point-getter, but the work of the others was
very creditable, taking into consideration the odds against which they
were pitted.
Mt. St. Joseph.

Position.

Georgetotm~

Zazzau ... ................... ........... L. F . ..... .... ... ............ . ·-········ Fees
Atherton .... .......... ........ ..... .... R. F. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... O'Lone
Buger ....... .. ............... ............ C......•.••........ ... .. . ....... .... Dudack
Spiehnnn ............................... L. G ................. ..... ....... .. Lonscbak
Allen ...... .... ..................... .... R. G. . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . .. . . . . .. . .. . .. . Finnegan
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Substitutions-Monahan, Smith, Deriveaux. Field Goals-Fees (1), O'Lone (2),
Dudack (4), Lonschak (2), Finnegan (1), Zazzali (3), Atherton (4), Buger (3). Foul
Goals-Fees-11 out of 14; Atherton, 14 out of 19.
GEORGE

WASHINGTON.

The second trouncing of the season was handed to the Hatchetites by
Georgetown in the Ryan Gym shortly after the first massacre. In this
game Jack McNulty, brother of our ex-captain, who has been accepted
for aviation service, made his appearance and carried away the honors
of the evening by his clever shooting and capable floor work. He proved
that he possessed a valuable asset in his ability to tip the ball in from
scrimmage. Fees played his usual brilliant game, rarely missing a shot
and assisting materially with his close following of the ball and passing.
For George Washington, Witt was the only real capable player and
scored three of the five field goals made by his team.
Georgetown.

Position.

George Washington.

Fees ......••........................... L. F. • • • • • • • . • . . . • • • . • • . • • . • • . • • • • • . . • • Allen
O'Lone •............... __ ....•.......••.. R. F. • . • . . • . • • • • • • . • . • • • • • • • • • • . • . • • • . . Witt
McNulty ....••.....•...........•......... C.. • • • • • • • . • . • . • • • . • • . • • • • . • • . • • • . . • • Erda.Zl
Lonschak .......•..............•...•...• L. G. • • • . . . • . • • • • • . • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • .. • . Botiler
Finnegan ...................•....••..... R. G .••.••..•.••••••••••••.•....• Underwood
Substitutions-Dudack, Deriveaux, Langie, Smith, Coughlin. George WashingtonWhite, Kubin, Kelly. Field Goals-Fees (6), O'Lone (3), McNulty (6), Finnegan (3),
Dudack (3), Deriveaux (1), Witt (3), Erdall (1). Foul Goals-Fees, 9 out of 12; Erdall,
10 out of 12.

U SAACS,

LAFAYETTE AND LEHIGH.

The Blue and Gray made a trip in the vicinity of Philadelphia, which
proved disastrous, due to the unfortunate injury of Captain Fees.
Georgetown was battling nip and tuck, with the score tied, in the first
period against the Usaacs, when our plucky captain had to withdraw on
account of injuries. After that things went badly until the middle of
the second period, when Georgetown's old fighting and come-back spirit
asserted itself and the lead of their opponents was decreased from 15 to
5 points, only to have the final whistle defeat them with victory in sight.
Pitted against Lafayette, Georgetown met one of the most formidable
combinations found in the colleges. With Captain Fees out of the
line-up there was evidently a gap in Georgetown's ranks which could
not be adequately filled. With all justice to the Blue and Gray's representatives, it must be said that they put up a most commendable battle,
in view of the fact that their morale must have been greatly weakened
by the unfortunate and unexpected loss of their leader.
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On the following night Lehigh tackled our quint and managed to nose
out the victory by two points. Speaking from past performances, if Fees
had been present victory would have been assured, for the left forward
would have been sure to tally most of the foul tries, whereas only four
out of ten were made by players who were unaccustomed to their task.
O'Lone was easily the star of the evening, with five field goals and four
fouls, making one-half the total of Georgetown's points. That Georgetown was in reality the superior team was evident from the fact that
they outscored Lehigh on the latter's court in the number of field goals.
U saacs, 33.

Position.

Georgetown, 27.

Havven ...••••••••••••••••.••...••••.... L. F. . . . • . . . • • • • • • . . . • . . . . . . . • . • . • • . . . . • Fees
Rowe .•••••••.•.•••••••••••••••.••....• R. F. . . . • • • . • . . • • • . • • • . . • . . . . . . • • • • • • O'Lone
Kitch •••.•••••••••••••.•••••••••••....••• C.. . . • . • . • • • . • . • . . • . . . . . . . . . • • • . • •. McNulty
Creamer ..•••.•••••••.••••.••••..••...•. L. C.. . • . • . . • . . • • • • • . • . . . . . . . . . . • • • Lonschak
Jister ... _.••••.••..••••••••••••....•..•. R. G. • . . . . . • • . . • . . . . • . . • . . • . . . . . . . • Finnegan
Substitutions-Dudack and Deriveau . Field Goals-Havven (4), Rowe (2), Kitch
(4), Jister (3), Fees (3), O'Lone (4), McNulty (2), Lonschak (1), Finnegan (1). Fout
Goals-O'Lone, O out ot 2; McNulty, 0 out of 2; Lonschak, 5 out of 6; Rowe, 7 out of 8.
Lafayette, 36.
Position.
Georgetown, 26.
Anderson .••••.••••••••..••.•..•...•...• L. F. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . Lonschak
Keating •••••••.•••••••••••••••••••••.•• R. F. • . . • • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . O'Lone
Bobbie ••.•....••.•••••..•..•••.••.•..•.. L. G. • . • . • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . • Finnegan
King ••.•.••••••••..•.•.•.•...•....•.... R. G. . . . . . • • • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dudack
Miller ••....................•..••••.•.•.. C.. . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . McNulty
Substitutions-Behney, Tombovelle, Deriveaux. Field Goals-Lonschak (5), O'Lone
(2), McNulty (3), Finnegan (1), Anderson (3), Keating (4), Miller (3), King (4). Foul
Goals-Lonschak, 4 out of 9; Anderson, 8 out of 11.
Lehigh.

Position.

Georgetown.

McCarthy ••.••.•.••••..•....•..•..•...•• L. F ...•••.....•............•.•..•.. _. 0 1Lone
Donovan ...•.••...•.........••...•..•... R. F. . . . . • . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • Lonschak
Hess ....•.•••...••••.......•.••..•...•... C. . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . McNulty
Wisocki .•••••••.•••••..•........•.•.... L. G .•••.••......•................. Finnegan
Straub ...••••.•.•.••....•......••......• R. G ..••••....•...........•..••.•••.• Dudack
Substitutions-Marven, Frain, Deriveaux. Field Goals-McCarthy (1), Donovan (8),
Hess (4)., Straub (1), Marven (1); G. U.-O'Lone, (4), Lonschak ,1), McNulty (2),
Dudack (2), Finnegan (1). Foul Goals-McCarthy, 8 out of 12; O'Lone, 4 out of 6; Lonchak, 0 out of 4.
CAMP MEADE.

In one of the best-played basketball games seen here in a long time
the Camp Meade officers' team, led by Kinney, the famous Yale basketer,
defeated Georgetown in Ryan Gym by the score of 33 to 24. Freddy
Fees, our captain and mainstay, was not sufficiently recovered from the
injury received in the U aac's cont t on February 7 to play. The vis434
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itors, a picked team of athletes, presented the strongest five seen in Washington in recent years. McNulty was-the star of the evening for George- _
town, while Campbell and Kinney were Camp Meade's forte. It was
anybody's game until in the late stage, when the soldiers assumed control. The first half ended 16 to 13 in favor of the visitors, but the Hilltoppers led midway of the second part at 20 to 19.
Oam,p Meade.

Position.

Georgetown.

Kinney ....•.••••.•.•••••..••...••••••.. L. F .•••••••.••••• , • • • • • • • . . . • • • • • • L,onschak
Campbell ....... _ ..........•..•...•••.••• R. F. • • • • • • • • • • • . . • • • . • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • O'Lone
Hartz .................................... C ••••••••••••••••.•••••••.•••••••• McNulty
Gisham ....•...•..•..••.•..••.••..•••••. L. G ••••••••••••..••••••••••••••••••• Dudack
Taylor ••••. . .•...•.••••••••.••••••••••• R. G. . • • • • . • . • • • • • • • . • • • • . . • • • • • • • • Finnegan
Substitutions-Richard, Frieolands, Deriveaux. Field Goals-Campbell (5), Kinney
(3), Hartz (3), Taylor (1), McNulty (4), O'Lone (1), Dudack (2). Foul Goals-Kinney,
11 out of 15; Lonschak, 0 out of 2 ; O'Lone, 10 out of 12.

GALLAUDET.

With Captain Fees back in the line-up Georgetown found it pretty easy
sledding to defeat the Gallaudet team in the Ryan Gym by the score of
56 to 25. Fees celebrated his return by scoring one more point than
the losing team. He shot nine baskets from scrimmage-and made eight
out of ten attempts from the foul line. O'Lone was a close second, with
eight floor goals.
For a third of the first half it looked as if a real battle to the finish
was going to be provided. Gallaudet was the first to score, and the count
stood 10 to 9, Georgetown's way, after about seven minutes of play. But
here the Blue and Gray team started a spurt that netted 14 points in a
row and was easily thereafter the master of the situation.
Georgetown led, 33 to 14, at the end of the opening half and gradually
widened the margin in the second portion. In the last five minutes an
entirely substitute team was sent in.
Georgetown.

Position.

Gaila;udet.

Fees ••.•......•.•••..••.••..•..••.•••.• L. F. • • • • • . . • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • . • • . • • Dohrmann
O'Lone .•••••••••.••..•••.••••••..•••.•• R. F. • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . . • • Sanders
Dudack . . .••••••...••••...•.••••••••••••• C.. • • • • • • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • Ferguson
Lonschak •.. _ . .. .. ......•••.•••.•••.••.. L. G. • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . . • • • • • • . • Willman
Finnegan •.•••.....••.............. . .... R. G. • . . . • . . • • • • • . • • • . . • • •. • . • • • • • • Bouchard
Substitutions-Monahan, Nugent, Smith, Langie, Deriveaux, Howze, Shawl, Deer.
Field Goals-Fees (9), O'Lone (8), Dudack (2), Lonschak (2), Finnegan, Monahan,
Dohrmann (3), Howze (3), Willman (4). ~oul Goals-Fees, 8 out of 10; Monahan, 2 out
of 4; Willman, 2 out of 7; Dohrmann, 3 out of 4.
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LAFAYETTE.

Georgetown had its revenge at the hands of Lafayette when they met
in the farmer's gym a few weeks after their beating in Easton with Fees
out of the line-up. With the score tied almost continually during the
first period, it ended 20 to 18 in the winner's favor. In this half almost
perfect basketball was played by both teams.
For three-quarters of the distance the visitors put up a stellar game,
matching the Hilltopper's strong fire. Here the fast pace told. Lafayette's defense weakened and, led by Fees, McNulty and O'Lone, the Blue
and Gray walked in and started to clean up matters.
That the Eastonians were not a one-man team was demonstrated by
the star offense of Keating and the defense of Bobbie, while the usually
brilliant Anderson was being closely guarded. From the foul line, however, Anderson caged 13 out of 14 attempts.
For Georgetown, O'Lone came into his own with a dazzling exhibition
of floor work and fed Captain Fees to good advantage.
• •Georgetown, 42.
Position.
LafG11ette, 29.
Fees ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••. L. F. • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • Anderson
O'Lone .•.•.••••••••••.•••.••••••••.•.•• R. F. • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . . Keating
McNulty . .... _ ••.•. .•. . ••••••••..•••• • •.. 0 .................................... Miller
Dudack •.••••••..•.........•.••.•.....• R. G. • . • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • . • . . . • . . . . . . Bobble
L-Onschak ........ ..... .................. L. G. .. • • • • • .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. • .. .. .. King
Substitutions-Finnegan, Beheney, Tombovelle. Field Goals-Keating (4). Anderson,
Miller, King, Tombovelle, Fees (5), O'Lone (4), Dudack, Lonscbak. Foul Goals-Fees, 0
out of 14; Anderson, 13 out of 14.

