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THOMAS D. KERNA~, '23. 

"Peace, which he loved in life, did lend 
Her hand to bring Mm to his end; 
When age and death called for the score, 
No surfeits were to reckon for." 

-CRASHAW 

lt is some hectic detour from the normal course of life that leaves foot
prints in the Sands of Time; but it is not by famous, or great men that the 
balance of existence is maintained, but by those whose even lives flow peace
fully through appointed channels to a tranquil encl. Of this latter type was 
the Rev.erend James B. Becker, S.J., Treasurer of Georgetown University, 
who during the night of December r7th, 1919, was silently borne from slumber 
to immortal life. 

The peace of death was a fitting encl to such a life as Father Becker's. He 
was the epitome o[ serenity. .No oddi ties of habit interrupted the orderly 
scheme of his life; no personal manneri sms marred the geniality o f his dis
pos1t1on. There was nothing spectacular in his character, and nothing extra
ordinary in his deeds unless, indeed. the conscientious and capable performance 
of his duties. 

It is fitting that it should be here at Georgetown that this long and faithful 
life should come to a close, for it was in \Vashington that Father Becker was 
born on the 17th of October, 1848. .\11 of his boyhood was passed in this 
city and his parents were like,Yise life-long residents of the vicinity. 

lt is remembered that during the Civil \Var Father Becker, then only a 
boy, was in constant attendance upon Father \\"iget. pastor of St. ,\loysius, 
in his many activities during those trying days, even nursing the wounded in 
the hospital which, in lieu of the Church itself, the parishioners of St. Aloysiu~ 
t::rected and presented to the Government. A Sister of :\Iercy, herself ninety 
years of age, writes: "I first recall Father Becker as a mere boy, some time 
before his leaving for the J ovitiate. but even then he seemed marked for the 
higher life. Dear Soul! His was a sunny disposition. The heart of the 
Child was concealed in the breast of the man." 
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At this period of his life Father Becker attended school at the Washington 
Seminary, then a part of St. Patrick's parish, but later, as Gonzaga College, 
removed to St. Aloysius'. Here he was the student of the venerable Father 
Devitt, who recently celebrated his Diamond Jubilee at Georgetown. Imme
diately after the Civil Vvar, at the age of seventeen, Father Becker himself 
entered the Society of Jesus. Since then oYer half a century has passed but 
each succeeding year has found him happy in his vocation of service. Just 
as unbounded was his zeal and tireless his deYotion in 1915, when his Golden 
Jubilee was celebrated, as in 1865 when he first entered the Novitiate. 

Father Becker was a pioneer at \ •\Tooclstock, the Jesuit House of Studies, 
heing a member of the first class which completed its entire course there. He 
taught in the various colleges of the :Maryland-New York Province, but it 
is in connection with St. Francis Xavier's, and Georgetown, that his name 
will always be remembered. At the former college, in addition to his teaching 
duties. he instructed the blind and accomplished remarkable results among 
the deaf mutes of New York, tending their spiritual needs, and preaching to 
them in the sign language. He was Dean of Georgetown in 1882-1883 and 
returned to the University as a teacher in 1894 and 1895. In 1896 he was 
removed to St. Louis University as Dean of the School of Mathematics
always his specialty-remaining there a year. In 1899 he again returned to 
the banks of the Potomac. 

From that time, twenty years ago, to his death in December, Father Becker 
has rarely left Georgetown. For eighteen years he has been Treasurer of 
the University, preserving to the last the exact but kindly nature which main
tained for him the respect and affection of young and old alike. He was a 
founder of the Georgetown Hospital, and was its chaplain even to the day 
of his death. 

\Vhile it is sad thus to view the passing of the Old Order, all of us perforce 
rejoice in the reward of a calm and blameless life, abounding, as was Father 
Becker's, in substantial blessedness. 
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Cltrtbn 

All in the still11ess of a Summer eve 

There came a Voice-It said: "Believe!" 

And Pragma' s thought, with sophist sheen 

Of well-tunied phrase and learned mie11 

Slipped fro,m my knee; I raised ,my e'yes 

To reacf a truer message i11 the skies! 

A IL in the sile11ce of the Winter's cold 

There came a Voice-It said: " Behold!" 

Before me lay a dazzling sea 

Of sparkling, crystal purit,y. 

What fool hatlt said, iu famed adv011ce 

Of finite mind: ''This is but chancef'' 

All in the holiness of sainted place 

I bow my head; there co111es a Grace 

A Som~th1'ng more than Science knows 

A Sonuthing in the soul's repose 

That tells 11-ie of a Presence there; 

A gentle, tender loving Care. 

I bow my head and softly pray: 

Credo, Credo, Domine! 

EDWARD MACK, '20. 
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lllinbeb £yes 

JOSEPH R. :MICKLER, JR., '20. 

ANY men came to Pietro's nightly. His cafe on Umpty
seventh Street was the mecca of all sorts and conditions of 
humanity, whom Pietro made welcome after his surly 
fashion, and who either became permanent patrons or never 
returned again, depending largely on their subsequent con
duct. For Pietro was an autocrat of the deepest dye who 

brooked not the slightest criticism of food, service or surroundings. Anyone 
who, for even a fleeting instant, dared to intimate that the very minutest 
detail of the cafe fai led to measure up to his idea of what a cafe should be, 
became from that time a marked man. He had outstayed his welcome at 
Pietro's. 

"It's them that don't like my place,., Pietro would remark with suitable 
profanity, ''that can eat somewhere ·s else... And if a few minutes later a 
,;teaming tureen should spill its scalding contents over the offending patron's 
hack, whose fault was it but his own? Whose, indeed? 

Yes, an autocrat was Pietro, but that was allowed. Nothing less would 
ha \'e sufficed to keep in submission such a motley clientele as he had built. 
Seated under the deep festoonings were men of a thousand creeds and men 
with none; there were long haired anarchists who had much to say and were 
entirely harmless; there were gunmen whose heads were close-cropped, who 
talked little and were deadly as rattlesnakes. There was the cinema star 
who made the most of the fact that she did not haYe to eat where dinner and 
wine cost but seventy-five cents; there was the petite blonde of a Broadway 
chorus who made the most of the fact that she did. Finally, there was the 
sprinkling of the solid citizenry, to whom the charm of Pietro's marvelous 
table d'hote proved a potent lure. 

All these Madge pointed out as we waited for dinner, for :Yiadge knows 
them all, sometimes by type only, more often by name. She would entertain 
me by the half-hour with stories of Pietro's past, present, and probable 
iuture: of the latest shooting scrape of his henchmen and man-at-arms
t he Spider. Then switching to lesser personages she would discuss the movie 
actress and her first husband, or the trend in women's fashions. or the weather. 
~1adge could talk of many things. 
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Tonight she was restless. "Oh, I dunno,'· she said to my question. "I 
just feel like somthing's gonna happen. Like I says to Mame down in the 
store today. I says, 'Mame. darlin', something's sure due to pop soon. Feel 
it in my bones.' It's a fact. Felt the same way before the old man died. 
Gee, what a night outside!" 

Pietro himself brought us a pitcher of beei-. In silence he placed it on the 
table, and returned to his station behind the bar. 

''Aiint he the old buzzard!" confided Madge. "Homely as sin, and twice 
as unpleasant. Beat his wife to death years ago. * * * He a int no 
more wop than I am." 

A sudden hush on the part of the diners, and the quieting of the orchestra 
informed us that some special entertainment was on hand. It was the cus
tom at Pietro's to import on occasions some outside soloist who should lend 
a pleasing variety to the routine of the cafe. But I was not prepared for 
the sight of the one who was evidently the chosen for the evening. 

A boy-he could not have been a day over fourteen-was making his way 
to the empty piano seat. A rather ragged specimen he was, though soap 
and water had played their part in making him presentable for the occasion. 
With his thin, shiny face radiating boyishness, he looked like anything in 
the world rather than a musician for Pietro's. And then, quite suddenly, 
he was playing. 

You have been South in the Springtime, have you not, when the air was 
rich and warm and heavy with jasmine, and the honeysuckle climbed end

lessly in garden and porch and trellised windows? W hen in fluted arpeg
gios of spontaneity the mocking-birds sang love songs to their willing mates, 
and Romance walked, fairy-footed, along the wooded ways? All this he 
told with his magic keys, and you knew, somehow, that he had been there. 
And then, as he played, a new note crept into the music, a note of harsh
ness, and sadness, and War ! 

You recognized the brazen notes of alarm, the quick staccato of answering 
feet, the crepitation of small guns and the booming of great ones, drowning 
all else in their terrible roar. ·winter came, and death, and finally triumph 
and peace. But you had forgotten this, for quickly the boy had carried you 
back to the Southland and his mocking birds. * * * And you knew, 
without being told, that there were graves nestling there in the sheltered 
valleys between the swelling hills. * * * 

There was applause. With a quick, frightened glance, the 
~eat and started to the door. I beckoned him to our table. 
crying. Dear little Madge! 
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"What was the name of that thing-that thing you just played?" I asked. 
"I call it 'America.' " The dark head lifted proudly. 
"You call it! And what does the man that wrote it call it?" 
"But, signor, the same. * * * It is mine!" 
"The devil !" 
As though the word suggested a new line of thought to the boy, he raised 

his hands quickly in a gesture of abject terror. 
"I no like Pietro," he cried. "Pietro, he-" Pietro himself cut this short 

with a choking hand at the boy's collar. 
"So it's Pietro, is it?" he bellowed, and dragged him to the door. "It's 

Pietro you don't like, ha?" A resounding kick, and the boy stumbled out 
to the sidewalk in the swirling snow. Pietro returned, chuckling hugely. 
"It's them that don't like my place," he said, "that can go somewhere's else." 

"His own kid," Madge whispered, with Pietro safely out of ear-shot. 
"To kick him out on a night like this!" 

I strove to change the subject, to divert her from unpleasant thoughts. 
"There are some things that don't depend on the weather. Love, for instance. 
Look at that couple over there." 

Madge nodded. "I know them. They been lovin' each other for five 
years. He's savin' to take her out west and buy a little farm. And she 
swears she won't go--won't take the chance." 

I watched the pair. The Girl was listening while the Boy talked, talked 
eagerly and earnestly, with frequent gestures towards the little book spread 
on the table before them. Even at the distance I could recognize the railroad 
time table. 

A minute later he had placed a fat roll of bills beside it. 
"Look!" gasped Madge. "He must have drawn out all his money. I'll 

bet he wants her to go with him now- tonight, maybe. He's crazy to flash 
that roll here-and she's crazy if she don't go!" 

The Boy was pleading now and I felt that the Girl was weakening. Her 
eyes were tender and in the look that she turned on him there lay the light 
of the ages. But she shook her head with an air of finality, and we knew 
that the Boy had lost his cause. 

Madge saw it as soon as I. "She's threw him over now, the little fool. 
\ Vouldn't you like to shake her? I wish I had her chance," and with that 
:\fadge smiled on me. It was Madge's little joke. She has "threw me 
over" a thousand times, and means to continue, she says. Dear little Madge! 

"They are quarrelling now," I remarked. "If he's got the right stuff in 
him, he'll go alone and then come back for her some time.'' Which appar-
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ently was exactly what he intended doing, for he slowly reached for his 
hat and coat and began to put them on. And neither of them said a word. 

And then the Boy was gone and I was again trying to divert Madge's 
attention. For I alone had seen Pietro and his henchman consulting together 
as the Boy had displayed his bank roll. And I had seen the Spider, in 
answer to Pietro's nod, slouch casually outdoors after the departing figure. 
The bluster of the wintry night would conceal many things. 

So I talked vivaciously with 1Iadge until she thought I must have gone 
.,uddenly daft. But I kept my eye on the door, and on Pietro, and on the 
c;i rl who had sent her lover out into the night to-what? 

The minutes passed until finally when I thought I must cry out in another 
moment, the door opened and the Spieler entered softly. Up to the bar he 
went, and to Pietro who was quick to hand out a bottle. The Spider pours 
·1 stiff drink and I note that his hand is not steady. Also he shivers slightly 
as he drains his glass at a gulp. But it is bitterly cold outside, and the 
Spider has spent ten minutes in the storm. * * * Ah, Spider, Spider, is 
that a brand I see on your forehead? Or only a disheveled lock of hair? 

* * * * * 
The Girl still comes to Pietro's on Cmpty-se,·enth Street. Almost nightly 

you can see her sitting at her table. And opposite her is the chair, Yacant 
now, where the Boy sat the night she "threw him over." Madge tells me 
that the Girl has heard no word from him. ''Never took the trouble to 
write since the night he went west," she says. Since the night he went 
West! Dear little Madge! 

And Pietro? He is still at his old place behind the bar, mixing drinks. 
Occasionally he lays aside his apron and mixes with patrons. But he does 
not lay aside his surliness. 

T spoke to him yesterday. Pointing casually at the Girl who sat at her 
table opposite the vacant chair, I remarked, with a cool face but a beating 
heart: 

"The little girl's sweetheart comes here no longer. I wonder why?" 
The answer was a long time in coming. 
"Them as don't like my place," says Pietro, "usually goes somewhere's 

else." 
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fig ~ritttbs 

I have f ottr friends I love right well 

Perhaps they, too, a,'e thine, 

So listen to the tales I tell, 

The wondrous, charming ·words I spell 

About those friends of 111.,ine. 

The first is old though ever young, 

He started /if e with me, 

The greatest song in every tongue 

The noblest deed that bard e'er snng 

Was nourished at his kuee. 

The second breathes the first-born one, 

I hold him greater still; 

He taught the 11ight to know the sim, 

He showed ·me w hy life w a-s begu11. 

And blessed m_y struggling quill. 
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Still yet there was a third I knew 

When age had come to me, 

I see in him the other two, 

I meet him oft and so do yon 

In sweet tra111q11illity. 

But last comes him I cherish best, 

The one I love the most, 

He gav e me all the golden rest, 

He strengthened them and kept them blessed, 

Without him I was lost. 

So now I give 1113• friends to thee, 

They come if you, b11t call, 

First Hope, then Lov e, then Memory. 

Then Faith. 'i.€iho rules the other three, 

For he has sent them all. 

LEO J. CASEY, ' 2r. 
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GLENN V. GOETZ, 
0

2 l. 

HERE are as many varieties of laughter as stars in the sky. 
One is apt to associate laughter with funny occurrences or 
humorous remarks, but that is a gross error. Nature seems 
to have made it such a graYe necessity for people to laugh 
a great deal, that it really matters very little whether anything 
funny occurs or not. The young boy, in accordance with 

some unwritten law that an enormous quota of aud ible mirth be expended 
by him each day, takes any occasion, glad or solemn, to relieve himself of 
a loud guffaw. The jolly school-girl just gurgling with good spirits is ever 
ready to flood street car or picture show with an o,·erflow of giggling. In 
fact, this overflow-in many instances-so nearly approaches an enduring 
but unendurable deluge that one is apt to grow curious as to whether the 
young lady remembers what she started out to laugh at or whether she i~ 
merely letting momentum carry the laugh along. After all, what young 
person can consider himself or herself all that he or she should be if that 
faculty for causeless laughter lies latent and undeveloped? 

Besides the reasonless laugh is that shameful abuse of the risible faculties 
c.allecl the forced laug h. :\II forced laughter may he classified in one of these 
four groups: the embarrassed, the cliplomatic, the quasi-sophisticated and the 
charitable. 

\\Then humiliation or self-consciousness has suffused your face with a blush, 
and after your fervent prayer for the mountains to swallow you has pro\'ed 
unavailing, the embarrassed laugh is forced from the throat as a last attempt 
to appear at ease. Though the attempt is usually a futile one, there is no 
denying its value as a balm to overwrought feelings ! 

The diplomatic laugh, which breaks out when its keeper judges that its 
so doing will benefit him. is the hardest of forced laughs to detect; for it 
seldom lacks that hearty tone. As a matter of fact its detection is made 
possible only when its tone is a bit too hearty. 

Then there is the quasi-sophisticated laugh. It consists of a strained. 
throaty chortle accompanying a knowing smirk or two. Its purpose is to 
leave the impression on the company that its author is "in on everything'' 
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that no implied reference in a remark escapes his astute, analysing intellect. 
Of an entirely different brand is the charitable laugh for its purpose is 

virtuous. Often heard when a friend's pet j oke is heard for the 11th time 
or given as an alms for the tireless efforts of a dutiful local comedian. 

Opposed to the forced laugh is the real laugh,-"at" or "with." Laughter 
at-from pitying snicker to uproarious approval-comprises most of t he 
laughter of the human race. Laughter with, requiring a finer quality of 
feeling, is proportionately rarer. Last of all is the kind of laugh heard from 
only the best-spirited men. It is the le.st of true sanity, of good-heartedness, 
of unselfishness, of saintliness; it is the laughter at one's own foll ies. 
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JJn atntaturt 
Oh, careless youth, fond maid demure, 

You are the world in miniafore, 

For man is seen in roguish boy. 

Small m?thers cry o'er baby toy. 

Wee toddling bits of loveHness, 

The joy of man, a ·woman's bliss, 

Y 01t linger for an hour and, tlren, 

You u,ander to the ways of men. 

Oh, might ·we stay i11 111ini-at11re 

In age as •youth so sweet and pure, 

'Till He who blessed tile babes of old 

Would call us to His loving fold. 

LEO J. CASEY, ' 21. 
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SYLVAN J. PAULY, '23. 

OM COYLE was a quiet sort of a fellow who manfully tun
nelled the earth on his hillside claim and who made it his 
business to interfere with no one else's. Typical of the 
single purposed, horny-handed Montana gold-digger of the 
sixties, he spoke for his kind when he set forth the modest 
requirements for a well ordered mining camp. "To be per-

fectly free to shovel and pan, the settlement's got to keep shut of rheumatism 
which whiskey will do, of claim-jumpers which calls for a little self-assertion ; 
of skulking Sioux which requires to keep your eye peeled and be liberal 
minded in shooting; and fourth and last of the men that have forsook the 
straight trail and the fair game, which is a problem. For one man'll natur
ally wander off the trail and need only a word of warning to bring him 
back, while the next 'll be perversely set to follow the by-trails, and then 
there's nothing for it but a hemp rope and a likely tree." 

This sternly simple code and their laborious lives suffered the miners 
only the occasional luxury of a social gathering in town, and no one wel
comed more than Tom the rare event of a rendezvous of the neighboring 
claim-holders in the "city," and so it happened on a certain morning late in 
December, 1864, he decided that "bein' as today is Christmas" he would 
have to go to town and say hello to the boys. He had risen much earlier 
than usual and in a few minutes had prepared his breakfast which consisted 
of three cups of coffee, a crust of sour dough and a slice of venison. After 
he had eaten all he had cooked- for his pioneer frugality never allowed him 
to waste a morsel- he walked over to his bunk and picked up his sack of dust, 
buckled on his gun, and blew out the candle. The stars were still shining 
in the clear, frosty sky when he stepped out of his little cabin. It was a 
long, hard hike from his cabin to Virginia City, but to the pioneers walking 
had become easy through necessity. 

Slowly the sun rose out of the eastern abyss and as the first streaks of 
light began to disperse the night Tom found himself nearly half-way to the 
city. Suddenly as he looked up, he saw a man on horse-back coming up the 
trail towards him on the trot. As the rider drew nearer, he broke into a 
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lope, and Tom soon recognized this man, who seemed to be in such haste, 
as Clubfoot Joe. Slowly he pulled off his right mitten that his trigger finger 
111ight be free, and, as the other came within speaking distance, forced him
self to call out a cold "Howdy, Joe." 

Without raising his eyes from the pommel of the saddle, the horseman 
muttered some inaudible reply, and jabbing his misshapen foot deep into 
his horse's ribs, rode off at full speed. 

"I wonder where that d--n cripple's goin' this time o' day," said Tom 
to himself as he resumed his hike. 

Upon reaching Virginia City the first familiar countenance he saw was 
that of Bill Facer. 

"Good mornin', Tom," he said slowly. 
"Hello, Bill, old man," replied Tom grasping his friend's hand in a good 

old western hand-shake, "glad to see you-why, what's the matter, Bill?" 
"Tom, Father Antoine is dead I" 
"Dead!" Tom's eyes lowered and he began slowly to scrape the snow 

back into the footprints he had made as he stood talking to Bill, while the 
latter at that particular moment seemed to be very much interested in some 
dim object far up the nearby mountain side. At last Tom broke the spell 
by asking "How did it happen?" 

The muscles in Bill's heavy, square-set jaw were seen to bulge out into 
5tony knots as between gritted teeth he rasped: "Clubfoot Joe could prob
,tbly tell you more about that than I can." 

"Clubfoot Joe! \Vhy I passed him this morning as I was coming in. 
He was hitting an awful pace." 

"Well," said Bill, "I don't suppose this would be a very sociable sort of 
a place for him to live in after what he's done. He knows it, too, and so 
I guess he's just naturally pulled his stakes for good. But there is going 
to be a meetin' up at the Blackfoot at ten o'clock; feelin's runnin' pretty 
strong ag'in' that dirty coward." 

Tom took out his large silver watch with the gold deer head on the case 
and fumbled it carelessly for a while. Finally he said "Bill, we aren't doing 
any good here, let's take a walk up to the priest's cabin. In the meantime 
you can tell me a little more about the shootin' ." 

The men started off up the street and after they had been walking several 
minutes Bill began: "Yesterday, bein' the day before Christmas, there was 
considerable people in the old town and some of 'em was drinkin' more than 
was exactly good for them. Now, along about the middle of the afternoon, 
Clubfoot Joe came tearin' into the saloon. He hadn't touched a drop all 
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day but inside of five minutes he comes nmnin' out on that game leg o' his, 
hollerin' and yellin', makin' out like he was the wildest fire-eater in the camp, 
and wavin' a quart bottle of brandy in his hands and tryin' to make every
body drink. Just then Father Antoine came hurryin' clown the street with 
a little package in his hand. He was goin' up the gulch to see some miner 
that was dying. Well, Joe goes up to him and asks him to have a drink 
but the priest sees he wasn't responsible for what he was doin' so he just 
says, as nice as you please, "No, thanks, Joe, not this time." But Clubfoot 
takes this as a personal insult, an' before any of us knew what had happened, 
he ups and shoots the priest right before our eyes. Everybody came rushin' 
up to see what the trouble was, and when the excitement died down and we 
come to look around a bit, we sees tha~ Joe was gone. I guess he hid around 
in some corner until he could steal a horse and make his getaway. That's 
how he happened to be in such a hurry this morning when you saw him. 
But Father Antoine, he was hit hard. They did all they could for him, 
but last night at twelve, right to the very minute, he died smiling, yes sir, 
~miling. And some as was nearest him heard him whisper somethin' about 
'peace on earth, good will toward men'." 

Hardly had Bill finished his story when they came up to the little cabin 
with the cross nailed upon the door. Beneath it was fastened a crude, impro
vised crepe that was whipped about by the wind. A slight knock and the 
door opened, and they entered the crowded little room. There, surrounded 
by a rugged group of sturdy pioneers, lay the lifeless form. In the cabin 
which he had built with his own hands, on the bed which he himself had 
constructed out of the rough materials at hand, the brave, little pioneer 
priest lay wrapped in that eternal sleep which marked his so untimely death. 
His face bore an expression of peaceful repose, and his rough hands were 
clasped over his breast where the fatal bullet had entered. His rosary,· worn 
by the innumerable touches of his fingers now so still, lay entwined about 
his folded hands and from above the bed his crucified Master looked down 
upon His fallen follower in silent praise and benediction. Scarcely a sound 
was heard in that little room. A few minutes later when Tom and Bill 
emerged from the little chamber, one of them was seen to wipe away a 
tear on his coat sleeve. 

Ten o'clock found the Blackfoot Bar, the largest building in Virginia 
City, crowded with grim, determined miners who fully realized the pur
pose of the meeting. Above the throng on a card table at one end of the 
long room stood "Judge" Harley, a stern, old forty-niner. After a long 
pause, he shouted: "This meetin' 1s now called to order." Piercingly his 
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keen dark eyes surveyed the assembly and in a moment not a sound could 
be heard. "Gentlemen," began the J uclge, ''you all know just as well as I 
do what has happened and the reason for holdin' this here meeting'. We 
haven't any time to waste and so to make a long story short, I just want 
to say that Clubfoot Joe has been the cause of another death in these parts 
and we're here today to decide what's goin' to be done about it. " 

"Hang him! Hang him!" came the shouts from se\·eral dozen throats at 
once and in a minute the meeting was in an uproar. 

"Order!'' shouted the Judge, and once more the miners quieted down and 
gave their leader their attention. "Gentlemen," continued the Judge, "justice 
i!e the greatest thing on earth. lt is the most that a murderer can expect 
and yet it is the least we can give. Every man. no matter what he has done 
has certain rights that nobody can take away without becoming a murderer 
himself. And so, before we pass sentence on this man, I want to know if 
any man in this here crowd knows of any reason whatsoever why Clubfoot 
Joe should not be hung." 

Silence reigned throughout the barroom, each man present revolving in his 
mind the horrible history of the accused since he had come to the camp. 
They remembered how Joe had deliberately picked a quarrel with a young 
''tenderfoot" and then shot him dead as he turned to walk away from the 
liar where they were drinking. It seemed but yesterday that he had robbed 
,ind killed the sole passenger in the Salt Lake stage and then tried to kill 
the stage driver to preserve silence. This was the third cold-blooded 
murder to Joe's credit, and this was not counting any of the many foul deeds 
which had been traced to him indirectly. The patience of the miners was 
at an end. Briefly the story of Joe's actions was told before the Judge, 
each man adding what he could to the list of crimes. Finally, when about 
all the available evidence had been submitted the Judge said: 

"V/ell, you all have heard what's been said. The case looks pretty one
sided to me: however, before 1 pass judgement, f will put the matter to a 
vote to make sure that I am right. ,\II in favor of hanging say 'aye'." 

\Vith one mighty shout that nearly shook the rafters from their moorings 
they unanimously voted, "A YE!" 

Once more the Judge raised his hand for order. ''Gentlemen," he said, 
''you have heard the yerdict. Now I. as chairman of this vigilance com
mittee, appoint a man that 1 know will be acceptable to all of you as chair
man of a special committee of six to carry out the execution. I appoint Mr. 
Bill Facer. He can choose the rest of the members to suit himself. The 
meetin' is adjourned." 
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At noon that day a little group of six horsemen cantered out of the city 
and headed west up the trail which Joe had taken that morning in his 
flight. ·wrapped in their warmest clothing and armed to the teeth, this for
midable little troop were starting upon a journey which might lead them they 
knew not where. At the suggestion of Tom Coyle, who was the first man 
picked by the leader of the expedition to accompany him, each member of the 
party solemnly raised his right hand and swore by all the laws of God 
and man never to return until they had fulfilled their mission. 

It was frightfully cold and the trails were so drifted that progress was 
exceedingly slow and painful. The wind blew a gale incessantly, and the 
sun, faint at best, was scarcely ever able to 'Cast its dim rays through the 
apparently boundless banks of dark, heavy clouds which filled the sky. The 
!-now was already eighteen inches deep when they had left Virginia City, and 
the small, white flakes kept falling continuously. It was so cold that the 
men were unable to stay in the saddle more than a half hour at a time, when 
they would have to dismount and lead their tired horses, thus helping them to 
break a trail through the deep drifts. Also each man in turn led the little 
column, so that the horses might share equally in the labor of trail breaking. 
But in spite of all their efforts their _progress was slow and they grew 
weaker each clay. 

Yet, relentlessly they followed the retreating course of the culprit. At 
each miner's cabin they stopped and inquired as to whether a "certain gentle
man with a club foot" had been seen to pass the vicinity within the last day 
or two. The cripple's deformity had served to make him conspicuous wherever 
he went, and so they had very little difficulty keeping on the right trail. Thei1· 
chief concern was rather to gain on the fleeing convict. It was this that 
prompted Tom to remark at the end of the fourth day of the chase, "That 
clamned coyote sure can travel!" 

Tom was right. Clubfoot had traveled fast. Taking advantage of the 
confusion immediately after the shooting, Joe had beat a hasty retreat. He 
made a run for the brush, and, with the aid of the oncoming darkness, which 
was heightened by the rapidly falling snow, he succeeded in evading any pos
sible pursuers. He did not know how badly his victim had been hurt, but he 
had seen him fall, and, with a limping sense of trouble ahead, he had sought 
concealment in the timber. Nothing would be done, he had assured himself, 
unless the priest should die, and then not until the vigilance committee had had 
time to act. Nevertheless, he had feared to enter the town, choosing to remain 
out in the cold with hungry, howling coyotes for his only companions. The 
unusual celebration which attended Christmas Eve had kept the street crowded 
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11ntil a late hour, and it was not until about two in the morning that Joe had 
dared to venture from his shelter. Quietly he crept up beneath one of the bar 
windows and was able to overhear bits of conversation. It was thus he learned 
of the fate of the man he had shot. 

\Vith visions of a dangling noose before him, he hastened to the stage station, 
and after much skillful maneuvering succeeded in getting a good saddle horse. 
·with all the speed at his command he hastened to get as far from the city as 
possible. But luck was against him, for he had not been many minutes on the 
road when he met Tom. He knew that in a few hams the vigilantes would 
be on his trail. \i\Tith the frenzy of a hunted hare he forged ahead with 
incredible speed. He managed to swap horses with unfortunate miners on 
two different occasions, and so gained steadily on his pursuers until he had 
reached the lower end of Hellgate Canyon. There, in attempting to cross the 
1 iver on the ice, he approached too near the edge of the rapids. There was a 
loud crash as the thin ice gave way, and both horse and rider sank beneath 
the surface. For a moment it seemed that both would be drowned. But at 
last the powerful bay reached shallow waters along the south bank, and was 
then able to climb out. To reach a place where he might dry his clothes, Joe 
was forced to ride over two miles. The northeaster howled fiercely and it 
was just three above zero. \Vhen at last Joe rode up to a small, deserted 
cabin nestled in a thick grove of small pines he found that his misshapen foot 
was frozen. To proceed was out of the question; yet, far from despairing, Joe 
almost welcomed the necessity of a pause in the headlong flight that had left 
Virginia City and the vigilantes so far to the rear. He didn't believe it, but 
meanwhile the pursuing party had pressed 011 doggedly, and noon of the 
seventh day of the chase found them in the little pioneer settlement known as 
Cottonwood. Faniished and exhausted, they rode up to the little stage sta
tion. Upon inquiry it was learned that a man with the tell-tale malfonnity 
had passed through the town late the previous afternoon. In a few minutes 
they had warmed their nearly frozen. bodies and were able to enjoy the first 
good meal since they had been on the trail. \\"ith new mounts they started out 
t'nce more. The weather having moderated somewhat, they were able to 
make good headway for the first time. Late in the afternoon they emerged 
from the mouth of the Hellgate Canyon. and there happened to run across 
a swarthy little Canadian who was trapping in the vicinity. The usual ques
tion was asked, and, much to their joy, they learned that a man of the descrip
tion just given had passed by late the night before, and, furthermore, that this 
morning, while making his daily rounds, the trapper had noticed smoke 
:-ising from the chimney of the "Deserted Cabin," and that since he had seen 
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no one else pass within the last few days the man whom they were seeking 
was probably there. 

With renewed energy they pushed on. The wind came up again, and within 
half an hour had developed into a howling blizzard. Fortunately they had 
only a shor~ distance to go. It was dark when they rode up to the little cabin 
nestled in a grove of jack pines. There was someone inside and the sparks 
from the chimney were flying high into the night. Quietly they dismounted, 
drew their six-shooters and advanced to the door. They pushed it open, and 
there they faced their man. The surprise was complete. They had come upon 
the fugitive as he was busily eating his scanty supper, and so there was noth
mg for him to do\ but to throw up his hands, as he cast a furtive glance at his 
gun lying on the table beside him. 

Only three words were spoken. The leader of the troop simply said, "Come 
with us," and Joe obeyed. Judge and jury, prosecution and defense, verdict 
and sentence, were all suitably condensed into this brief scene. Then came 
the execution. Calmly they led their prisoner out into the howling storm. A 
11oose was quickly placed about his neck. One of the men whipped the rope 
up over a projecting beam at one end of the cabin. All took hold of it. \Vith 
one long, steady pull they lifted the quivering form of the victim from the 
ground and made the line fast, leaving him swinging freely in the air. As 
the north wind moaned his requiem the little party lifted their hats, and then 
slowly walked back into the warm cabin. 

After the men had enjoyed a good meal, taken care of their horses and 
thoroughly warmed themselves, Tom, who was sitting nearest the fire, slowly 
pulled out his watch with the gold deer head on it. It was just one minute 
before midnight. After fingering it reflectively for a moment he looked up 
and said: 

"Boys, do you remember what happened exactly one week ago this very 
minute?" 

Just then the wind swung the heavy boot of the dead man up against the 
wall of the cabin with a dull, firm thud. There was a long pause. Then came 
lhe reply: 

"Yes," but I reckon this time Clubfoot Joe will start the New Year right." 
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1\11 JJnfant ljamentattntt 

Oh, will they ever know the Thing I wantr 
Or, knowing, will they ever give me it? 

They seem to hover round to tease and taunt, 
Instead of trying to please, a little bit. 
They stare at nie until I wish they'd quit ; 

They feed me Horlick's Malted with a spoon, 
And S£l11, "Now -wha~ can a,il the little chit?" 

When all I w a11t is just to have the moon. 

The moon his independence likes tO' vaunt. 
At evening, just before the lights are lit, 

He rises slowly from his day-time hawnt, 
Smiles through my window pane, and passes it. 
To bag him 1.r.!01tld require little ic•it. 

If they would pounce on him some aftern,0011. 
J' d gladl)' let them wash my face "with 'pit," , 

If they would only let me have the moon. 

Queer dolls a,nd bells and jumping-jacks, they flaunt 
Before 111,y eyes as-screaming loud- / sit 

Upon the flo or, and;llicll m y maiden aunt. 
Who wonders if I'tn going to ha.ve a fit. 
Then grandpa gives 11i.y nose a little twit, 

And makes those fmmy faces, so that soon 
I'm lmtghing. I like grandpa, I admit, 

But, oh, I wish he'd let me have the moon! 1 

Oh, Prince! Why does my grandma only knit! 
Atid why does mother only softly croon? 

Why don' t they up and show a little grit, 
And go outside and bring me in the moon? 

GLENN V. GOETZ, '21. 
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A FRESHMAN. 

RESTED on my oars. To my knowledge there is nothing 
mo1·e delightful than resting on one's oars at any time, when 
the exertion of rowing has 1put one in a recepti\'e mood 
for just such a course. .\nd if one chooses, as I did, the 
time when the moon-not a full moon, but nevertheless bril
liantly white-has just pushed its forehead above the grove 

of trees on the farther shore of the lake, then he has chosen the fitting moment 
to draw in those oars and to regale his1senses with a thousand surging beauties . 
. \nd again, if the lake is a Florida lake in autumn, iand the grove surrounding 
it an orange grove, one needs must give up rowing altogether, and the prox
imity of the shore permitting, stet> out onto that shore and into the veritable 
fairyland which awaits him. 

Being in that respect, at least, no different from any normal person, 1 
clambered out of my skiff and dragged the little boat behind me well up on 
the beach. Here, stretched at full length in the soft sand, I was free to con
f emplate the wonderful beauty of the scene, a beauty that passeth all under
:-:tanding. What pen can describe the beauty of that tropic moon, as it now 
appeared in full glory from behind its screen of trees, flecking the shadowy 
surface of the lake with patches of silver? \Vhat brush, guided by it matters 
not how skillful a hand, could put the grandeur of that scene onto canvas? 
Poets and painters since the birth of time have sought to portray a sunset. 
:\1any have succeeded, but few, if any, have succeeded in collecting all those 
elements which .. go toward making a moonlight night, and in expressing them 
in words or in pictures. 

Higher the moon rose, even as I watched, and the grove behind me 
brightened as the moonbeams explored its dark recesses. Now I could clearly 
discern the fruit, whose weight seemed pulling the limbs down to the breaking 
point. Silver it looked in the moonlight, but J knew that the morning sun 
like an alchemist would quickly turn the sih-er to gold, each orange into 
a gleaming, golden ball of fruit. 

He who has stood in an orange grove in midsummer, when the trees are 
filled with overpoweringly fragrant blossoms has indeed undergone a pleasant 
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experience. But the half has not been told. He must have witnessed the 
same scene in late autumn, with the trees loaded with fruit-and in the 
moonlight. A certain evanescent S\Yeetness fills the air, not the full, strong 
µerfume of blossoms, but a dainty, fleeting fragrance, the odor of ripe fruit, 
blended perhaps with memories of the smell of blossoms in months now 
passed. 

This fragrance is not so perceptible by <lay; but let night come and_ t~e 
moonlight, and it steals forth from its hiding place and into the very sou1 of 
one who has a soul for such things. · 

As I mused thus, lying prone on the sands, or walked or sat beneath the 
trees, the serenity of the tropic night would now and then be agreeably inter· 
rupted by the song of some bird in the branches overhead, or by a silver 
flash in the lake as a fish leaped-almost drowsily-into the air. So that it 
was finally with vast regret that I dragged myself away from the pleasant 
scene, some of the magic of which comes back to me even now as I see boxes 
upon boxes of the golden oranges displayed for sale in some unpoetic trades
man's window. 
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From hidden cwe, where waters lave 

The hoary, sterile st011e, 

The billowing scud sweeps o'er the flood 

B)' plta·ntom breezes blown. 

From scented wells in eerie dells 

Etishrouds the fields apace 

With many rifts and flying shifts 

Its bantering legions race. 

In its embrace of grayish lace 

0 drowsy world enfolds 

At1d hills and dales. it softly veils 

While Night's dMk cloak wi,th-holds. 

It stills the mirth of Mother Earth 

Calls down a spirit J11ush 

And flees the dawn as frightened fa-zt.m 

U pleaps and q11its the brush. 

WALTER A. ENGLEHORN, '22. 
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EDITORIALS 

"Smilin' Through" is the somewhat enigmatic title of a most channing 
little play. The fact that the writer witnessed its performance in company 
with quite the most cham1ing and wholly adorable person in the city of 
·washington in no way influenced his appreciation or deflected his judgment. 
1Ioreover, it is a fact of not the slightest importance--here. Elsewhere, of 
course, and at another time when-er, that is, "Smilin' Through" is a most 
charming little play. The writer sat spellbound through three hours of glori
ous make-believe, on occasion fumbling covertly with his program while 
lesser hypocrites openly resorted to handkerchiefs. And out into the night 
he carried the closing words of the play: "\ Ve could all go smilin' through the 
years, if we only knew what lay at the end of the road." 

Heigh-ho! Here is a complete philosophy of life. To go "smilin' 
through" the long years that may lead anywhere, with a song in the heart and 
a firm faith in the fitness of things-that is a gift more to be desired than 
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much fine gold. It may come through a continual cherishing of illusions; 
it is much more likely to come through a calm acceptance of things as they 
are. People whose lives are wound up in a tangle of fatuous illusions are 
too constantly being disillusioned to find happiness. A good, wholesome illu
sion is not without value; it is a necessary leaven for a whole lump of soggy 
humanity. But the lump is as necessary as the leaven, and far more tangible. 

There is an illustration in a popular series of cartoons known as "Polly and 
Her Pals." Polly is an idealist, a seeker after illusions. And a keen satirist 
in a popular weekly has said all that need be said of her father. He says: 
''The Lord gave him the choice between ideals and a cigar; and he took the 
cigar." Any interested reader of the series will have no difficulty in deciding 
which of the two has found the more solid happiness; and which of the two 
is more likely to go "smili11' through" the years until the end of the road is 
reached. 

The bouncing baby boy has again made his appearance on the magazine 
covers, heralding the birth of another year. Doubtless the naked little cherub 
comes leading as usual a fresh batch of illusions to the slaughter. It is the 
way of youth. Starting out with a resolute belief in the things that never 
were, it ends with an unwholesome distrust of much that always was and 
always will be. The perfumes of April do not survive the burning heat of 
June. 

But the particular little cherubs in this year's crop of cover designs seem 
to be sensible little fellows, quite ready to take the world as they find it an<l 
equal to the task of carrying on in the most ; approved fashion. One in par
ticular has such a knowing look, wears such an all-round , expression of 
worldly-wiseness, that he must assuredly develop into a food profiteer or a 
house detective in remarkably short order. And yet, withal, he has such an 
air of happiness and dimpling contentment that one knows he will go "smilin' 
through" until such time as a grim old man with a shining sickle has marked 
him for his own. 

When we have _idled through a golden month that might wisely have been 
spent in getting this mass of editorial _matter off our minds where it is, doing 
no good at all, and on to paper, where it will do even less good; and when we 
find ourself, at half after two of a chilly morning, with several hundred words 
yet unwritten that must be written willy-nilly, ere the red dawn breaketh, we 
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have nothing but praise for the impish impulse that drove poor old Macbeth 
to cry out, "I 'gin to be a weary of this somthing-or-other !" Our battered 
nerves may cry, " Sleep! Sleep! but there is no sleep." For the JOURNAL, like 
Oliver Twist, asks for more, rand still more, which it must have though the 
heavens fall. The typewriter clatters on. * * * 

Since the midnight ride of Paul Revere there has been othing to equal this 
mad dash of ours over the keyboard of our helpless Remington. The heroic 
tale of "The Boy and the Dike" pales into an uninteresting account of a boyish 
prank alongside the story of our gallant stand "in the dead vast and middle of 
the night!" The typewriter clatters on. * * * 

There is a rumor, to be proved or disproved by the time this sees print, that 
the Hilltopper is about to be rechristened, have its face washed, dressed in 
new clothes, and sent forth with a new lease on life. It is hoped that there 
may be nothing false about the rumor. The Hit/topper was a brave little 
paper, interesting as an experiment, and possessed of a whimsical pathos that 
carried it across. But there was nothing representative about it. A George
town publication should be made of bigger stuff. If the Hilltopper is really 
to be discontinued in favor of a larger publication, it is urged that the new one 
go the whole hog and be a man-sized affair from the outstart. 

The typewriter is still. * * * The typist has fallen asleep! 
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The Glee Club and Orchestra gave their first concert of the school 
year in Gaston Hall on the eyening of December 16th. It was a 
splendid success due in great part to the untiring efforts of the 

director, Mr. John E. Grattan, S.J. Below is appended a program of the 
c::vening's entertainment. 

Overture-United Liberty ................................................. Losey 
ORCHESTRA 

Winter Song . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . Bulla,1·d 
GLEE CLUB . 

Violin Solo-Indian Lament ...................................... Dvo,·ak-Kreisler 
Mr. JAMES C. MCCANN, '20 

Tenor Solo-Thine Only .................................................. . Bohni 
Mr. JAMES K. YOUNG 

Discovery . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. Gr-ieg 
GLEE CLUB . 

The Royal Vagabond ...................•........................... Coha,n--Goetzl 
ORCHESTRA 

Baritone Solo-Alpine Rose ...............•.............................. • Sieber 
Mr. H. LEROY LEWIS 

The Garden of Your Heart ................................................. . Dorcl 
GLEE CLUB 

Until ...... . ........................................................ . Sa,nde,·son 
Messrs. J. s. MCCANN, DUCEY, LAFFERTY, MCDEVITT 

Messrs. PAULEY, CAMPBELL, SCHNEIDER, DOWNEY 

Piano Solo-Veil Dance ................................................... Frinil 
Mr. JAMES F. LYNCH, '23 

SELECTIONS 
by 

Mr. GEORGE H. O'CONNOR 

Souvenir de Venise ........................................................ Quinn 
ORCHESTRA 

Xmas Carols-
(a,) While Shepherds Watched .................................... . Praeto,·ius 
(b) Lo, How A Rose E'er Blooming ............................... . 

Messrs. J. s. MCCANN, DUCEY, LAFFERTY, MCDEVITT 
Messrs. PAULEY, CAMPBELL, SCHNEIDER, DOWNEY 

Sons of Georgetown ................................................... Collier, '94 
GLEE CLUB 

Finale-The Blue and Gray...... . ................................... . Burke, '22 
• ORCHESTRA 
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The class of Sophomore Pre-Medical had a specimen in Minor Logic on 
November 25th. Father Rector, Father Nevils and Father Hill examined. 
This is the first time the sophomore pre-medics had a specimen in logic and 
its great success points to a continuation of the practice. 

The Juniors held their annual specimen in Minor Logic on December 18th. 
Father Rector presided and the professors of philosophy examined. 

Medical 
School 

On Friday, November 28th, Dr. D'Arcy M. Magee read a paper 
before the Rotary Club, at the New Willard, on "Cancer, Tuber
culosis and Venereal Diseases." Dr. Kober, as guest of Dr. 

Magee, added a few comments on the paper. 
Drs. John Shugrue, Charles MeEnerney, Monterville Ewing, Albert Mar

land, John Nelson and Joseph Elward, all of last year's graduating class, have 
just been notified of their success in passing the District Board examinations. 

Dr. David Horrigan is the proud father of a son. Congratulations to the 
Ur. and Mrs. Horrigan. 

Our most heart-felt sympathy goes out to Mr. John Lee, '23, and Harold 
J. O'Dea, ·22, on the deaths of their fathers. 

\Ve chronicle with deep regret the death of the mother of Dr. Henry H. 
Hazen, who passed away during the past month. 

At its regular monthly meeting on \Vednesday, December 17th, Dr. Lester 
Newman read a paper before the District Medical Society on "The Technique 
0f Blood Transfusion." 

"My Life in Greece" was the subject of a conversatione by Dr. Constas 
before the members of the Phi Kappa fraternity on the evening of Friday, 
December 19th. 

Dr. Raymond Carbo is now resident physician at the Garfield Hospital. 
Dr. Monterville Ewing, recently an interne at the \i\Tashington Asylum Hos

_1ital is now interne at the Emergency. 
Dr. Cronin's home was considerably brightened during the past month by 

the advent of a boy. Congratulations, Jack! 
Dr. Kober lectured recently before the College of Physicians, Section on 

] ndustrial Medicine and Public Health, in Philadelphia. His subject was 
"Occupation in Relation to Tuberculosis." 

Law 
School 

The first prize debate of the year was held recently. Individual 
honors were won by John Darby, of the Senior Class. The ques
tion was "Resolved, that Congress should enact a law prohibiting 

immigration for a period of ten years." The Junior team, John A. 
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Thames and John W. Fihelly, upheld the affirmative and the Senior team, 
John Darby and Harry T. \\"helan. the negative. The judges were Hon. 
David I. ·walsh, Senator from ::\1assachusetts, Hon. R. \Vatson Moore, Rep
resentative from Virginia, Hon. Thomas J. Bailey, Associate Justice Supreme 
Court of the District of Columbia, Rear Admiral Samuel McGowan, U. S. N., 
and Brig.-Gen. W. A. Betha), Judge-Advocate, U. S. A. 

The Freshman Class organized and elected officers shortly before the 
Christmas recess. John Joseph Hagerty was elected president; James Cos
grove and Bert :McDonald were elected Yice-presidents. 

During the past month the Law School Bulletins have shown communica
tions from such prominent members of the alumni as Attorney-General John 
G. Price, of Ohio, who is a graduate of the Law School Class of 1905 ; Lieut.
Governor San Sousi, of Rhode Island, and Stephen Casey, member of the 
Rhode Island Senate. 

James L. Backstrom has recently been appointed Assistant District Attorney 
for the Territory of Alaska. Assistant District Attorney Backstrom had, 
previous to this appointment, been acting as Special Agent of the Field Service 
of the General Land Office in the cities of Denver, Helena and Santa Fe. He 
:tttended the Law School during the years 1915 and 1916. 

Dental 
School 

Maj. J. L. Brause,
1 
U. S. A .. at present stationed at Camp Meade, 

Md., will g ive a series of lectures on "Dental Surgery as 
practiced at the F ront... The lectures will be illustrated with 

many interesting lantern slides. 
Clinics in general surgery are now a part of the curriculum and are being 

regularly conducted for the senior students at the Georgetown University 
tHospital. In addition to these clinics the Senior Class is having the singular 
advantage of Dr. Benedict's course of demonstrations in oral surgery which 
he has been conducting in his offices specially equipped for the purpose. 

Whereabouts of recent graduates: 
Practicing in Washington, D . C.: Drs. Charles Smith, '18, M. J. McGuire, 

·19, N. K. Rogers, '18, Frank Murray, '18, D. D. Bowman, ' 18, Charles 
Basseches, '18, Michael Harri s. '19, i\I. A. Stohlman, ' 19, D. S. Thorn, '18. 
John E. Black, '18, Charles Longcor, '18, E dwin \V. Schultze, '18. 

Practicing in Hartford, Conn., Drs. T. L. Finley, '1 7, W. J. Reid, ' 18. 
Dr. Thomas Vv. Power, ' 18, is resident dental surgeon at the Medfield 

State Hospital, Massachusetts. Dr. E. P. \ i\Tagner, '18, has been appointed 
dental examiner for the Children's H ospital, Pittsfield, Mass. Lieut. M. J. 
Cole is now stationed at Annapolis. Major Hart, U . S. A., is stationed at 
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Hospital No. 21, Denver, 1Colo. He is junior to Maj. L. C. Fairbank, also 
a Georgetown graduate. Captain Sibley is at Fort Logan. 

The following graduates were successful in passing the Massachusetts State 
Board examination held in October: Drs. J. W. Brogan, P. J. Buckley, M.A. 
Casey, J. F. Clancy, F. A. Keleher, F. H. McGawley, J. ' F. McSwiney, W. J. 
O'Connor. 

Dr. P. J. Naylon and Dr. Sweet passed the Maryland State Board exami
nations. 

Dr. E. J. Cotter, '19, passed the Connecticut State Board and is now prac
ticing in Bridgeport, Conn. 

Dr. D. J. McMahon, '19, passed the Delaware State Board. 

Foreign 
Service 
School 

The School of Foreign Service has just,published ai splendid sum
mary of the school's present activities and its progress during the 
past year. The brochure also contains a detailed account of the 
recent academic exercises commemorating the foundation of the 

new department. 



Alumtti Nntts 

Ex-'71. The death of L. William ~lenger, of San Antonio, Texas, on 
November 9, 1919, meant the loss of a Catholio layman of great prominence. 
As owner of the Soitthern Messenger, which is the official Catholic paper of 
Texas, he did a great work and as the Rev. H. M. Kemper of Kerrville, 
Texas, said "He was a true apostle, doing as much missionary work in his 
journalistic line as half a dozen priests in their\ parochial routine." 

The funeral was a most impressive affair. The Pontifical Mass of Requiem 
was celebrated by Bishop Drosserts of San Antonio. At the conclusion of the 
mass, Bishop Drosserts preached an eloquent and touching eulogy and Bishop 
Byrne, of Galveston, pronounced the absolution. In the congregation were 
representatives of all the religious orders in the state. 

The extract following is a brief history of Mr. Menger's life taken from 
the Southern Messenger. 

"Mr. Menger was born in San Antonio on April 11, 1852, and was there
fore in his sixty-eighth year at the time of his death. He was the scion 
of one of the pioneer families of the city, his grandfather having come to 
San Antonio when it was but a small ;\Iexican settlement containing but four 
non-Mexican families. He received his early education at St. Mary's Col
lege in this city, conducted by the Brothers of Mary, and later took a course 
of classical studies at Georgetown College, \Vashington, D. C. After his 
return home he engaged in various commercial enterprises, and finally, twenty
seven years ago realized his true vocation when he purchased the Southern 
.vf esseuger, then the official organ of' the diocese of San Antonio as it now is 
of all the Texas dioceses. To the upbuilding of this paper he devoted all 
the remainder of his life. Under his prudent management it was soon placed 
upon a sound financial basis and attained the assured position in the ranks 
of the American Catholic Press which it still holds today." 

'88• The JOURNAL takes great pleasure in quoting the following fro111 
a Cleveland newspaper about Judge Philip M. Crow, LL.B., '88; LL.M., '89, 
a distinguished alumnus of Georgetown. 

"Judge Philip M. Crow of the appellate court, who last week refused 
appointment to the Ohio supreme court by Gov. Cox, is a native of Hardin 
county, having been born at Ridgeway. He was admitted to the bar on 
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".\larch 7, 1889, having completed a course at Georgetow n university Law 
School. Judge Crow was elected judge of the circuit court in 19 ro. In 1916 
he was re-elected. H e, has always been a Democrat and was a , delegate from 
the Eighth Congressional District of Ohio in 1896 to the convention 111 

Chicago which nominated \Villiam J. Bryan for president." 

'92· Thomas \Valsh recently returned to thi s country from Lithuania 
where he was Commissioner of the Catholic \Var Council. Mr. Walsh did 
great work abroad and has many interesting stories of his experiences. 

'02 , The JouR'NAL wishes to congratulate an alumnus of the Law School, 
Thomas \V. Brahany on hi ~ recent appointment as secretary and assistant 
treasurer of the American Republic Corporation, a company with a capital 
of $10,000,000, having its central offices in New York. ).fr. Brahany has 
heen executive clerk at the \,Vhite H ouse for the past eight years. He is 
a native of \,\' isconsin and receh·ed his college education at the 'Cniversity 
of \,Visconsin and wheu he came to Y./ashington as secretary to Senator J. V. 
Quarles he attended the Georgetown Law School. 

Ex-•o3 . Dr. Frederick L. Bogan is a candidate for membership on the 
Boston School Committee. His candidacy has been indorsed by the Public 
Schools Association. 

•o4• Captain Isaac S. George, A.11., '0-1-, LL.B. , '06, LL.::\L, '07, a for
mer student of the Law School, bas announced his association with the 
National Life Insurance Company of Vermont as assistant manager of their 
Maryland agency. Captain George has his offices in the ::\faryland Casualty 
Tower in Baltimore and the JOURNAL wishes him success in his new business. 

•o4 . T he Jou1rnAL has receiYed a1111ou11ceme11t of the marriage of Maj. 
Clarence Edmund Fitzpatrick to :Miss Clara ~1anville Hitchcock at Rutland, 
Vermont, on September 27. Congratulations ! 

•os. ).Jews of the death of Dr. Dennis J. Coyle, which occurred on 
,\ugust I, 1919, has just reached the college and the JOURNAL takes this late 
opportunity to extend its sympathies andl condolences to Dr Coyle's relatives. 

' 12· This interesting article of two Georgetown men is taken from a 
\Vashington newspaper. 
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"Skip Wymard, former Georgetown guard, is practicing law in Pittsburgh 
and is coaching the famous Grenet team, one of the oldest professional teams 
in the country. \Vymard has recently returned from France, where he 
served as a captain of infantry. He was on the Georgetown varsity team 
in 1909, 1910 and 191 r, and was chosen All-South Altlantic guard for three 
years. ·with the Grenets is Bud Wymard, also former Hilltop player, and 
Fordham captain of 1915, whose record of 25 out of 26 goals from place
ment in 1915 has been unequalled. Bud is playing center." 

'13· It gives the JOURNAL extreme gratification to be privileged to record 
the birth of a daughter, lJean Miriam, to :VIr. and Mrs. John Francis Ryan. 

' 17· The letter quoted below from Norton L. Lawler shows his intense 
interest in the affairs of his Alma Mater and his fellow graduates . 
.. Editor of the Journal: 

"The JOURNAL is about the most interesting piece of literature I e,·er read, 
particularly its section relating to the Alumni. I'd like to get back and look 
the old place over but it's out of the question at present. 

"1\Iay I wish you lots of luck personally and hearty co-operation in your 
work for the JOURNAL and always remember that the Alumni Section is not 
the least important part of its makeup. To us old boys it is particularly 
important and I may almost suggest that upon its proper attention depends 
its successful circulation among the Alumni." 

Ex·'17· It is our sad duty to announce the death of \Yilliam Hallibaugh 
who was injured in an automobile accident on the Saturday night of George
town's defeat of Washington and Lee. He had attended a dance in celebra
tion of the Blue and Gray's victory and upon its termination one of the cars, 
dashing homeward, suddenly swerved to avoid a street-car and crashed into 
Hallibaugh's car. He was operated on for fracture of the skull but it was 
1111successful. The JOURNAL extends its sympathies to the fami ly of the 
deceased. 

Ex-'lO. T he following resolutions were adopted by the ·Maryland Acad
emy of Sciences upon the presentation of the Inventor's ~1edal to Dr. J. Harris 
Rogers, S.C.D., '19. 

"Whereas, the Maryland Academy of Sciences has conferred upon Dr. J. 
Harris Rogers of Maryland the Inventor's Medal, and elected him to the 
highest honor this institution can bestow in recognition of his great scientific 
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achievement-the discovery of the underground and sub-sea means of radio 
communication, which discovery meant so much to our country when in 
peril; and 

"Whereas, Senator France of Maryland has introduced a resolution in the 
United States Senate recounting the invaluable services rendered by Dr. 
Rogers to humanity, to science, and to his country and calling for the tender
ing of the thanks of Congress and a grateful nation to Dr. Rogers, and a 
gold medal to be presented, by the Presidentl of the United States, in further 
recognition of his distinguished contribution to his country, now therefore 

"Be It Resolved, that the l\Iarylan<l Academy of Sciences heartily endorses 
the said resolution, and commends the patriotic efforts of Senator France, and 
most earnestly recommends the early passage by Congress of this well-deserved 
tribute to an American genius and patriot, and 

"Be It Further Resolved, that copies of this resolution be sent to the Senate 
Committee on Naval Affairs, to our Maryland representatives in Congress 
and to Dr. J. Harris Rogers. 

The JOURNAL is very sorry to have to announce the death of Admiral A. 
\V. \\leaver. Although not a Georgetown alumnus he kept in close touch 
with all of the school's activities. The name of his father, Admiral Weaver, 
appears on one of the tablets in Ryan Refectory. 
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LEAGUE OF NATIONS: THE PRINCIPLE AND THE PRACTICE. Edited by 

Stephen Pierce Duggan. 

The Atlantic Monthly Press. Price, $2.50. 

\ Ve congratulate the author on the able men he has selected to write the 
articles in this book; men, eminent in International Law, the foremost of the 
country, including such familiar and famous names, as Bassett ~1oore and 
Professor Borchard, of Yale University. IIere is a book attempting to edu
cate the public in obtaining a fairly clear concept of the present tendencies and 
progress of the League of Nations. On the whole, the author has succeeded 
surprisingly well. As was to be expected, some terms are still a bit obscure 
and difficult to grasp, but a laudable effort has been made by each writer to 
clarify the theory of World Federation, as yet in embryo form. To Borchard 
is due no small amount of praise for his splendid articles. He points out 
the real causes of war, with a remarkable accuracy and interest. As he says, 
the economic question must first be understood and studied before a clear 
knowledge of the causes of wars can be discovered, because that cause may 
always be traced back ,to the economic question. Ile states that the whole 
question of the League of Nations must turn on this point, whether or not 
the world is still to be divided between weak exploited nations and stronger 
exploiting powers. Until this division is destroyed, it is useless to delight and 
exclaim over "Self Determination" for small nations. 

To our minds the finest contribution is that of Borchard, "Problem of 
Backward Areas and Colonies," but everything is well-done, all data carefully 
compiled, and what small degree of vagueness may be found is only natural , 
since the League of Nations itself is by no means a clear and settled question. 

We 1·ecommend this book to all interested in the most absorbing question 
vf the moment and feel assured that much profit and enjoyment will be gained 
from the careful perusal of this series of splendid a1iicles. 

DEMOCRATIC INDUSTRY. By Joseph Husslein, S.J., Ph.D. 

New York; P. J. Kennedy and Sons. Price, $1.50. 

:Most timely is this latest work from the pen of Father Husslein, because 
of !he valuable information the author supplies. The Holy See has frequently 
expressed the need of reverting to ancient times for a clear knowledge of the 
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Catholic principles upon which all difficulties of Capital and Labor must be 
solved, upon which all social problems must be reorganized. Consequently, 
the author gives a complete history and operation of i\Iediaeval Guilds, that 
we may see their possible application in our modern day. This point is 
thoroughly emphasized, but the history of Labor Unions is likewise accorded 
a full and accurate treatment. The book closes with a "Catholic Social Plat
form," a complete program which may well be recommended to all Catholics. 
It is a detailed and well-nigh perfect outline of a course of readings from this 
book, and "The \Vorld Problem"-another carefully and accurately compiled 
work, by the same able author . 

.'\ HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES. By Cecil Chesterton. 

New York; George H. Doran Co. Price, $2.50 net. 

~Ir. Chesterton does not attempt lo present a volume of wearisome details, 
but, with extraordinary sanity of judgment, he reviews the spirit of American 
men and movements from a highly sympathetic standpoint, at the same time 
preserving that sense of proportion which may be obtained only by those who 
live at a distance, ,unhampered by local prejudice or party feeling. More 
detailed information, in the nature of statistics, is alone needed to render it 
the ideal text-book for the school, and as it stands it is of remarkable value as 
a guide for the adult in the interpretation of American institutions. This 
volume was, to Mr. Chesterton, a labor of love, finished while on the march 
in France. His attitude is. to those accustomed to the usual supercilious 
British view of the United States. astounding. He is more genially American 
ihan the average American author, and some of his estimates, such as that 
of Andrew Jackson, though borne out, as all students will recognize, by facts, 
will come as a surprise lo Ame1-icans. inAuenced as we are by the deplorable 
prejudice and astounding lack of comprehension shown hy the majority of 
histories from American sources. 

Some little blemishes, no doubt due to the fact that ?IIr. Chesterton was 
without books when composing this volume, appear here and there; but they 
in no wise affect its value either as a work of history or a piece of literature, 
dS wilt be seen from their general character, such as a curious transposition 
of the names "Vermont" and "New Hampshire" on page 30, and "witch
burning" instead of "witch-hanging" on page 31. "A History of the United 
States" serves as a becoming companion volume to that best modern resume 
of the philosophy of Anglic development, "An English History," by the 
author's gifted brother, Mr. Gilbert K. Chesterton, whose eloquent introduc
tion prefaces the present work. 
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The Georgetown-Boston game, which took ,place on the Saturday following 
Thanksgiving, terminated one of the most successful seasons any Blue and 
Gray eleven has ever enjoyed. ] n the middle o f September, Coach Exendine, 
classed as one of the country's greatest football mentors, issued his call for 
candidates. \\'ith six or seven veterans as a nucleus, he proceeded to build 
a machine which later humbled some of the greatest teams in the football 
world. 

The first college game was played in the Hilltop against \Vest Virginia 
\Vesleyan, the Blue and Gray winning by a 17 to o count. 

The following week, the great Virginia P olytechnic team was defeated 
before a crowd that taxed the seating capacity of the Hilltop stands. George
town, 33; V. P. I., 7, tells the story of the slaughter. 

The next Saturday, the team traveled to Detro it where it played the Uni
versity of Detroit. In a loosely contested game, the \\'esterners triumphed 
by a 16 to 13 score. 

A week later saw the Delaware College eleYen snowed under by a 46 to 6 
:,core, which proved merely a practice game for the powerful Hilltop machine. 

Georgetown's next victim \\"aS the strong :--J"avy team. Previous to this 
game, the middies were winning over their opponents by overwhelming scores, 
but the Blue and Gray, behind an itwincible attack, broke the midshipmen's 
winning streak with a 6 to o victory. 

The following Saturday, the team journeyed to Aalanta, Ga., and met defeat 
at the hands of Georgia Tech. The score was 27 to o. The overwhelming 
defeat is in no way indicative of the splendid game put up by the Varsity, and 
it was only in the final period, after several first-string men had been removed 
from the battle, bearing injuries, that the Golden Tornado was able to achieve 
victory. In fact, McQuade and Dudack were so badly injured that they were 
incapacitated for the remainder of the season. 
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On November 23rd, the much talked about Washington and Lee team 
invaded the Hilltop, resolved to wrest the South Atlantic crown from the Blue 
and Gray. They were sadly disappointed, however, as the score of 27 to 6 
well indicates. This time it was Jack Flavin that played havoc with the 
conquerors of the Golden Tornado. His dazzling end runs and line bucking 
accounted for all the touchdowns. 

Saturday, November 29, saw the curtain fall on the 1919 season. The final 
game was against Boston College. Great interest was taken in the battle, 
since Boston had defeated Yale and Georgetown had humbled the Navy. It 
was a most bitterly fought battle, a drop kick by Fitzpatrick deciding the issue 
in favor of Boston by a IO to 7 score. 

Perhaps the greatest achievement of the Varsity was its clean-cut victory 
over Navy, the first since 1915, while the utter defeat of \Vashington and Lee 
made the Blue and Gray the undisputed South Atlantic champions. 

Without a doubt, the great success of this year's team may be attributed to 
Coach Exendine, a former Carlisle sta1· and "All American" end, who worked 
zealously and untiringly to round the Varsity into one of championship cali
bre. Nor can too much credit be given to Mr. Cox, Mr. O'Reilly and Man
ager Dezell for the part they played in making the season a success. 

As for the players themselves, experts who ha\'e seen Captain McQuade in 
action, claim that he is the greatest half-back in the country, and with such 
running mates as Buckley, Livers, Leighty, Leary, Carlin, Flavin, Gargan and 
l\IaJley, the Blue and Gray backfield was complete. Buckley, playing full
back, showed up best in the Navy game. \,\Then the two lines would crash, 
Buckley, realizing the value of secondary defense would rush in and stop the 
onrushing backs. Livers, a newcomer, was a hard plunging full-back, and 
could always be relied upon to gain through the line. In the Delaware 
game he alone accounted for no less than three touchdowns. Leighty, who 
played on the .crack 1916 team, failed to hit his stride until mid-season. 
It was in the \Vashington and Lee game that the running mate of the great 
Gilroy came into his own. Little Al Leary, handicapped on account of his 
height, played his best game against Detroit University. He hits the line 
with terrific force and is always sure of his distance. 

Carlin, a fast half-back, played sterling football during the early part of 
the season, but was forced to retire after the first few games, because of 
injuries to his shoulder. Flavin, injured at the very beginning of the season. 
played his first game against Washington and Lee. Here he covered himself 
with glory, thrilling the crowd with his spectacular end runs and hard line 
smashing. Gus Malley, also playing his first game as a regular, was an able 
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second to Flavin. It was in the Boston game, though, that Gus showed his 
class. In fact, it was through his ability to pick holes and get away that 
Georgetown scored its lone touchdown. Gargan, the former Rutgers star, 
proved a backfield man of extraordinary ability and was used in not a few 
games by Coach Exendine. In quarterback Jackie Maloney, Georgetown can 
boast one of the best in the country. Jackie's specialty was running back 
punts, gaining ground through the exchange of punts and winning games with 
his reliable toe. Jimmie Sullivan proved a worthy successor. Ile never lose~ 
his head in the din of battle and this is no small asset in the requisites of a 
good field general. 

Aleck Anderson, the plucky little center, was always a potent factor in the 
Blue and Gray victories. He is most aggressive and' was chosen as the center 
of the All South Atlantic team. \ Verts was an excellent substitute and with 
c1 little experience ought to shine on the line. Dudack at guard was a tower 
of strength on both the offensive and defensive. He was another choice for 
the All South Atlantic team. Comstock, playing his first year of Varsity 
football, held down a regular position at guard. He charged hard and opened 
ttp many holes through his aggressiveness. Lonergan, Moran, Davis and 
Sweeney, when given an opportunity to play, proved almost as good as their 
predecessors, both in defensive and offensive work. The services of O'Con
nell, T. Sullivan and Ahearn were invaluable. These bulwarks of strength 
crushed and mauled their opponents so, that on several occasions, as many as 
rhree or four new men faced them in one game. The ends, Harry Sullivan 
Kenyon and Smeach, were exceptionally fast. Kenyon was a deadly tackler 
and so fast, that he would often down the opposing backs behind their own line. 
As a kick-off man, he has few equals. H. Sullivan and Smeach specialized in 
snatching forward passes from the air. Smeach also played at tackle and 
guard. The reserve ends, Wise, Zazzali and Etzel, were fast and sure. 

The prospects for next year are bright, with all these 1919 gridiron warriors 
again eligible, save Jackie Maloney. 

<&turgttowtt us. ilo.aton 

On November 29, Georgetown played the Boston College team at Braves 
Field, and after a gruelling, spectacular contest, Jost by a margin of one drop 
kick. The final score was 10-7. A fumble by Georgetown early in the 
game on their own 17-yard line and a five yard penalty paved the way for their 
opponent's lone touchdown. 
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After the kick-off, Malley dashed around end for 30 yards. Unable to 
advance the ball further, Maloney kicked to Corrigan. Fitzpatrick immedi
ately returned the kick to Maloney, who ran back to his own 35-yard line. A 
dash off tackle brought Malley to Boston·s 36-yard line. The big Freshman 
then skirted right end for ten yards, bringing the pigskin to the enemy's 20-

yard line. Malley again skirted right end to the JO-yard line and added five 
and three yards in two smashes through center. Here the quarter ended. 

\\' ith the opening of the second period, a massed attack on center failed, 
and Georgetown hst the ball on clowns. Fitzpatrick kicked out of danger, 
:.\1aloney receiving the ball on Boston's 45-yarcl line and running it back seven 
yards. On the next play 7\Ialley was thrown for a three-yard loss, and 
:\1aloney, after a forward pass had failed, punted out of bounds on Boston's 
30-yard line. Fitzpatrick failing to advance the ball through the line, punted 
to Georgetown's 28-yard Jine. An exchange of punts closed the half with 
the ball in Boston's possession on their 37-yard mark. The third period 
proved to be a punting duel between :\laloney and Fitzpatrick, with matters 
about even. Georgetown behind MalJey, developed an attack that swept their 
opponents aside, nor did the march cease until the Blue and Gray bad crossed 
their opponents' line and tied the score. ~!alley carried the ball on successive 
line plunges and end runs to Boston's 10-yard Jine. Here a forward pass from 
Flavin to Maloney netted a touchdown. :\Ialoney kicked goal. 

Following the kick-off the punting duel was resumed, as neither team coul<l 
gain on straight football. As the game was nearing a close, Boston resorted 
to the forward pass. A spectacular toss by Fitzpatrick to Urban brought the 
ball from the Boston 35-yard line to the Hilltoppers' 17-yard mark. Unable 
to gain further, Captain Fitzpatrick stepped back and booted a field goal, which 
was the deciding factor of the fray. Malley was the star of the game, gaining 
consistently around end and on plunges off tackle. 

IJetttr .flltu 

The following men were awarded letters for football: Captain McQuade, 
Anderson, Buckley, Dudack, Flavin, Kenyon, Leighty, Maloney, O'Connell, 
Smeach and Manager Dezell. Comstock, T. Sullivan and Malley, all Fresh
men, were awarded certificates this year. These certificates entitle them to 
letters in football in their Sophomore year. 
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El,cttana 

Thomas McHugh and John \Valsh, both of the Sophomore Class, were 
unanimously elected assistant managers of football. 

"Bill'' Dudack was elected captain of the r920 football team. 

lla11ktthall 

On Monday evening, December I 5th, Georgetown opened its basketball 
season with an overwhelming victory over its ancient rival, George \Vashing
ton. The Blue and Gray veteran quint showed speed on the floor, and accu
racy in locating the net. Their pass work was excellent and through this 
medium the ball was kept in the invaders' territory a greater portion of the 
time. Joe O'Connell, the All-South Atlantic center, played a star game for 
the Hilltoppers. He passed the ball with lightning speed, and totalled five 
baskets from the floor. Acting Captain Fees played a hard game, accounting 
for no less than seven field goals. Lonshak, Flavin and Zazzali showed their 
0ld time skill. 

Daly of George \Vashington, played best for the visitors. He caged se,·
eral spectacular baskets from the center of the floor, while his defensive work 
was most praiseworthy. 
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Coats and Rugs for Motor, Train or Boat 
Stnd for lllustrdttd Cata/ozu, 

BOSTON NEWPORT 
T RSMONTCOR, 80YLa TON ~20 BKLLKVUK AVKNUS 

Our Representative, MR. T . M. FLEMING 
will be in the 

JOURNAL ROOM 
FRI DAY and SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 13TH and 14TH 

WIT H A COMPLETE SHOWING OF 

Suits and Topcoats Sport Clothes 
Furnishings and Shoes 

F O R COLLEGE MEN 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
Men's Shops-2 to 8 West 38th St- Street Level 

Plea&e Patronize Advertisers and Mention THE JOURNAL. 




