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THE ADMISSION OF WOMEN.

• HI recent innovation in respect to the admission of women to the
graduate departments is a somewhat unexpected move. Just what
is the general opinion about it is hard to tell. The professors, at
least, seem non-committal, and for us to give our views on the

matter is somewhat like fools rushing in "where angels fear to
tread." Nevertheless, we modestly beg to set forth the question as
it appeals to us.

This seems to be the situation; there are in Maryland women

who have completed an undergraduate course in the Woman's Col-

lege or some other institution. These women, who teach, or intend

to teach, or to pursue some other useful occupation, feel the need of higher training. For in-

stance, teachers at any of the various schools in Baltimore, the Latin School, or the Calvert

School. Their case is no different from that of a man who, having received an A. B. begins

teaching and wishes at the same time to take graduate work. For the man the solution is

simple. Here is an open door at the Hopkins. But how about the woman; who of the two

is undoubtedly the more greatly handicapped?
Hitherto it has been necessary for the Baltimore woman to go to Chicago or some other

distant place. In the majority of cases, however, the greater expense and greater hindrance

have prevented further pursuit of study.
The trustees, therefore, we believe have acted most wisely and magnamimously. To

oppose giving women, especially women of Baltimore and Maryland, the privileges which no

other place within a large radius offers, simply on the ground of a possible detriment to class

spirit and a dislike on the part of a certain class of men for, perhaps, sisters or friends of

fellow students is little, selfish and despicable. Of course, the place primarily for a woman is
in the home; nevertheless, since the world is greatly benefitted by her efforts in the educa-

tional world, it is well that some look that way. If so, then allow her to have all possible

privileges.
If it is true that men-students often look down on women students, let them drink

deeply at the Castalian spring and sober up their "swelled" heads, remembering that physio-

logists tell us that they sometimes find a considerable amount of grey matter in the feminine
cranium of the twentieth century. We think that the graduate student will play the gentle-

man, and not make the newcomer feel that she "is not Wanted," and that, some of the alumni

at least would have acted as good a part.
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BALTIMORE, April 15, 1907
MR. CARL BERNHARDT,

Editor of the NEWS-LETTER,
Dear Sir—It was my pleasure last Saturday to attend the lacrosse game between Hop-

kins and Harvard, and on that occasion I had opportunity to observe a very convincing
demonstration of the time-honored principle that "they that talk most are apt to do least."
Your subscribers, the majority of whom, I believe, are undergraduates, have been accustomed
to read at the close of almost every article on your athletic page of the terrible absence of root-
ing at the games, and to have burned into their sockets the pleasing announcement that the
lack of rooters indicates a much-to-be-deplored lack of spirit' among the "undergraduate body
at Hopkins."

Now, of course, it is natural that such a steady bombardment of condemnation is not
calculated to encourage those undergraduates who attend faithfully every game, but who of
necessity must be included under this very broad censure. This injustice, however might well
be borne, were it not for the fact that the writers of these articles—the men of much spirit who
are constantly flinging at us mournful howls for our lack of loyalty—are themselves noticeably
abgent from the ranks of the rooters.

Not only is this true of these literary haranguers, but also, and even more painfully so,
of the Catalines who tell us in athletic meetings that Hopkins spirit is dead for all sports but
lacrosse.

At last Saturday's game a group of perhaps a dozen of these disclaimers stood, during
the entire play, only fifty feet away from the rooters but were strangely averse to lending
their support to the yelling. Even after several volunteers from the ranks went to them and
solicited their aid they declined and in a manner hardly courteous. Between the halves, to be
sure, these pleaders for more spirit became very active,—promenading in a conspicuous manner
about the stands, or dashing about the field with lacrosse sticks in a manner calculated to
place them in prominence. Just as soon, however, as the referee's whistle consigned them to
obscurity amid the "undergraduate body," they became at once inactive, setting effective
example to a few freshmen whom they had gathered under their wings.

It is not my purpose to censure these men,—my censuring abilities have not been as
well practised as have theirs. I only seek, on behalf of those faithful and untiring rooters
who at last Saturday's game lost most of the game and most of their vocal strength to cheer
the team to victory, to protest against the indiscriminate slamming which these worthy and
patriotic editors and orators have been wont to indulge in.

Sincerely yours,
STANLEY M. REYNOLDS, '07.

CO-EDDY-KATES.

Shade of Hopkins! thou that gave'st us name,
Who brought us into being with thy purse,

Look down upon these hallowed walls thy fame,
And give me answer to my ragged verse:

Tell me, noble Founder, do you know the worse?
Did'st thou forsee the direful, awesome dread,

When thou thy philanthropic dreams did nurse,
Of standing sponsor for the fair Co-ed;

Of teaching to the maid of tender age
Darwinian theories of the jungle monk?

Or engend'ring in her dreams of free suffrage?
Or imparting psychic-reasons for a flunk?

Did'st dream that one day curling-tongs would grace
The dusty archives of this sacred place?
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SUPPORT OF OUR ATHLETICS.

During the past three years there has been
a very noticeable decrease in the gate receipts
of the games played by the different Univer-
sity teams. This decrease may be attributed
to several causes. The organization of the
Mount Washington club, and the formation
of its foot-ball and lacrosse teams have con-
tributed, materially, to the falling-off of sup-
port of our teams. Previous to the year
1905, we had things all our own way in the
matter of attendance at lacrosse games. Then,
every one in the city who wanted to see a
lacrosse game went out to see us play,—we
had the market "cornered." In foot-ball, we
did not have the market "cornered," but
there was always a certain following who
loyally supported our team.

A new star, however, Mt. Washington,
arose, and the inroads they made were ex-
ceedingly great, and nowhere was the loss
more felt than in lacrosse. With the excep-
tion of a few spasmodic revivals, the attend-
ance at the lacrosse games fell until at the
game with Harvard, the other day, there
were about 220 paid admissions. What a
contrast to the days of old! Where have the
people gone? To Mt. Washington. And
many of those who have gone are our own
alumni! You can go out to one of Mt.
Washington games and find almost as many
old Hopkins men on the sidelines as you can
find at one of the 'Varsity games'

However, there would not be such a de-
crease in attendance, if we did our part. Why
does Mt. Washington draw more men? The
answer is simple—they take care to have their
games well written up beforehand. People
in the city always know, through the daily
papers, when and whom Mt. Washington is
going to play, They get the jump on us in
the press, and that is our own fault and no
one else's. In the Sun, Saturday, April 13,
there was a squib, three lines long, saying in
the conventional form, that Hopkins would
play Harvard, when and where, and absolutely
nothing else. Just above was a space of three
or four paragraphs, devoted to the game be-
tween Lehigh and the Mountaineers. The
evening before, in the News, Mt. Washington
had more "stuff," and in a more prominent

position. Is it any wonder that they draw
the crowds?
The reporters at Hopkins are paid accord-

ing to "space." Naturally, if the papers can
get Mt. Washington news gratis, they are
going to use all they can get, and are going
to cut down on Hopkins news. That is busi-
ness. If our own reporters can not get in
what we want put in, then the forecasts of
the games should be written by the managers
and taken down and given to the papers
gratis. Then our games will get advertise-
ment. In addition to this, let every rooter
remind his friends to come out to see the
games. Let each student talk up our teams,
and let every one start a campaign for better
attendance at all our games.

UNIVERSITY NOTES.

The sporting element of the University
seems almost absent. So far, this spring, if
it may be called spring, there has been no
recourse to that gentle game conducted under
the shadow of McCoy Hall, and near the door
of the cage. Either the epidemic has not
reached us yet, or else the finances of the
students need no replenishing, although the
latter case seems to be the height of impossi-
bility. At any rate, we have not even noticed
any practice, which usually proceeds the first
game.

Don't forget to be on hand at Hopkins
Night, April 23, at Academy of Music.

It seems rather inconsistent, in a University
like ours, where the spirit of knowledge is
fostered, that very young boys should be
employed around the University buildings
for various purposes, such as carrying books
and mail. These boys ought to be in school
and in the act of acquiring an education.
Some of our professors are active in settlement
work, where night schools are provided for
boys in the slums who have to work all day.
Doubtless it never occured to them that here,
in a great educational institution, are several
boys in short trousers, working all day, and
receiving no knowledge by which they may
advance themselves later in life. It seems in-
consistent, but then, which of us is not in-
consistent sometime?
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HOPKINS NIGHT.

The time for another Hopkins Night has

come again. Although the last Hopkins

Night was quite a success, we hope to make

this one even more so. It is given for the

benefit of the 1907 Hullaballoo and the

Athletic Association, and they expect to make

a great deal of money, as they have bought
out the theater at a low price. Every one is

urged to help the good cause.

The play, which is a musical comedy,

promises to take better with the students than
did "Strongheart." Since the play will be

peformed for the first time on any stage on

the night before Hopkins Night, we can not

give a synopsis of it. However, we have
heard that the music is very catchy and the

plot new and interesting. From the title,

"Noah's Ark," we have every right to expect
something entirely original. Any one who

has ever seen Harry Bulger knows that his

plays are always good. He is very clever and

funny, and even if there is nothing else to the

show, he alone is capable of making one en-

joy himself. With him as leading lady is

Miss Maida Snyder, a Baltimorean, who will

draw many to see her. They are supported

by a good company of many pretty girls.

All of the down-stairs boxes have been

sold and the sale of tickets has begun with a

rush. The girls from Bryn Mawr School will

occupy two boxes on April 23, Hopkins

Night, and some from the Woman's College

will be in another box. The theater will be

decorated with Hopkins colors and banners as

before, and the front of the first balcony has

been reserved for the students who wish to go

in a bunch. It is expected that the Junior

and Freshman classes will each go in a body,

which will add much to the spirit of the oc-

casion.

In way of explanation, it might be said that

the reason Hopkins Night is given on Tues-

day night, is because we would lose about

fifty dollars if it were given on Monday night,

as a great many critics will be here from New

York and elsewhere to see the show on that

night, and it is always necessary to give them

passes. Every one can manage to study his

lessons in the afternoon, so that he can go to

the show that night.

AN APRIL SONG.

Sweetheart, sweetheart, oh say, do you know
The brightest of days draws near?

Have the fairies and sprites in whisperings low
Poured anything sweet in your ear?

They are singing, My love, that the beautiful

June
On its leafy wings is speeding:

Do you hark to their bright and happy tune?

0 tell me, Love, are you heeding?

They are telling you, Dear, that April is here,
And soon will be followed by May;

And the rosiest month of the whole bright
year

Will bring in the loveliest day.

When a fairy-like form will stand at my

side;—
Do I dream? Am I sure it is she?

Whether fairy, or maiden, a beautiful bride,
She will give herself ever to me,—Little

Love,—
Forever and ever to me.

ALUMNI NOTES.

Mr. Guy E. Snavely, formerly of the

Romance Department has been very success-

ful in his work at Allegheny College, a good-

sized Methodist institution at Meadville, Pa.

As inducements to remain with them the

President has enlarged his salary, and offered

him an Assistant Professorship in French.

At a recent meeting of the New York

Alumni, the following resolutions were passed

expressing regret at the death of Mr. Stevens,

who spent two years in the graduate depart-

ment at Hopkins:
"The New York Alumni of the Johns Hop-

kins University record with profound grief

the death of their friend and treasurer for

many years, Morris Putnam Stevens. His

loyalty to the university and its alumni has

been strong and constant. To him more than

to any other individual is due the fact that

the alumni of New York have been kept in

touch with one another, and have been

brought together each year to renew their

friendships and revive their interest in their

Alma Mater. In his death they and the Uni-

versity have suffered a real loss."
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HYMEN'S DIFFICULTIES.

"A box of talcum powder, if you please,"
requested Helen Goldsborough, as she walked
up to the counter of a drug store in Philadel-
phia.
"Whose do you prefer? ", asked the young

druggist.
" Oh,—I don't—well, Mennen's, I guess,

if you have it." Back Mr. Monroe started
and got the package, which he handed to the
new customer.
"Thank you," he said in a most polite

way, as Miss Helen quickly made for the door,
and was soon gone.
"Say, she's fine looking, isn't she? You

ought to have seen those pretty brown eyes,
why—
"Aim, I see what's the matter with you,"

replied his friend Scribner, who had been
standing behind the screen, leisurely smoking;
but you're a little too late this time, some-

body's got her already."
"Why, how is it that you are so well in-

formed. You never saw her before, did you?
On, yes, several times; she's my sister-in-

law."
" Indeed ! Well, then, you can do me a

good turn anyway. You can take me to see
her. Can't you ? "
"To be sure, Stanley; anything you like."
"You can take inc around Thursday even-

ing, if you can get the lady's consent. You
haven't anything on hand for that time, have
you ? "

Let me see. Yes—no, that's agreed.
Quarter-past-seven, I'll meet you," promised
Mr. Scribner, as he left the store.
Mr. Monroe looked forward to Thursday

with unusual pleasure, though with a degree
of uneasiness. After graduating in medicine
at the University of Michigan, he had come to
Philadelphia, where he was now comfortably
established, though not acquainted with many
people. He cared little for visiting, especially
for calling on a lady; but Helen Goldsborough
was an exception; she had made no slight im-
pression on the young druggist.
At eight o'clock the two men arrived at a

four-story, brown-stone dwelling in the sub-
urbs. They were shown into a large parlor,
furnished in old-fashioned style, comfortable,
and tastefully decorated. Soon the rustling

of skirts was beard. Mr. Monroe was intro-
duced to Miss Goldsborough, and Charles went
to hunt for another member of the family. -
"We're having such lovely weather, aren't

we ? " began Helen.
Ye-yes, we are."
How do you like Philadelphia? We have

such fine parks. Don't you think so?
"Yes, indeed."
Did you enjoy the play last night? Wasn't

Mary Murray charming? You go to the
theatre, don't you?
"No, I don't go," replied Mr. Monroe,

trying to find something else to say, but in
vain.
Helen did her best to keep up the conversa-

tion, introducing all the topics her girlish
brain could think of, but she found it hard
work. The evening dragged on until Charles
and his wife came to the relief. After a few
remarks, Mr. Monroe bade adieu and left.
What a miserable failure he had made of it,

he began to himself when he reached his room.
Hardly a word had he spoken the whole even-
ing. Miss Goldsborough surely must think
him a blockhead. And with this he had quite
determined he was out of his sphere. He was
successful in the business world, and that was
as much as anyone could expect. Yet he
could not forget Helen. Somehow she seemed
more charming than ever. She had asked
him to come again; perhaps, merely out of
politeness. Yet he would not be daunted so
easily. He would try again. He found more
to say next time, and matters did not go half
badly, so that before many months they were
very good friends.
One circumstance helped Mr. Monroe much

in gaining favor with Helen. Both her father
and mother had died, leaving four daughters,
but no son. Mr. Scribner, the son-in-law,
whom Mr. Goldsborough knew to be a good
business man, had been made executor of the
estate, which amounted to about half a million.
More than a year passed, and, as yet, no ac-
count had beed rendered. Mrs. Scribner, of
course, believed implicity in her husband; but
Helen felt that she would like to know some-
thing definite of what belonged, in part, to
her. This was Mr. Monroe's opportunity.
Glad of 'a chance to do Helen a service, he
promised to attend to the matter for her.
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Accordingly, he went quietly to the court
house, made an examination of the records,
and, somewhat to his surprise, found that his
friend Scribner had been using the money of
the estate for personal purposes. As he was
leaving Scribner met him.
"Hello, Stanley, fine day. Suprised to see

you up here. Anything doing ? "

" Just attending to a little business," re-
plied Mr. Monroe, as be nodded and passed
on.

Helen, herself, was not altogether surprised
at the discovery. At first they thought of
making the matter known; but finally, for her
sister's sake, Helen would not agree to it.
They would let mattters stand as they were,
at least, for a while.

"Good morning, Stanley, fine day," said
Mr. Scribner on entering the pharmacy one
morning.

"Yes, indeed, makes me feel like getting
out into the country.
"Say, Stanley, I wonder whether you can't

go down here to Green Street to see a woman
for me, who lives in one of my houses. Says
she's been sick and can't pay here rent. She
doesn't want to seud for a doctor, either—
doesn't want to pay the bill. You go down
and find out how much truth there's in it,
won't you? I'll make it all right with you.
"Yes, I think I call do it for you, not right

away, though. My man comes back at three,
and I can go then, if that will do."

"Yes, indeed, that will be perfectly satis-
factory. So much obliged. Mrs. O'Connor,
924 Green Street. Take the Reed Street car,
and transfer at John, and walk two squares
east."
The clerk came at three, and Monroe hast-

ened to do what Scribner had requested.
Leaving the car, he soon found the nine hun-
dred block. The streets and buildings were
all one dingy, dirty color, and the whole
atmosphere was extremely oppressive to a
nature like Monroe's. He rang the bell at
924.
"How do, you've come so late. Walk right

in," said a girl before Mr. Monroe could utter
a word.
"Does Mrs. O'Connor live here?, he asked,

astonished at the reception, though, on con-

sidering, he saw that Mr. Scribner might have
apprised her of his coming.

" Just come right upstairs. She's been
waiting for you." He felt for the railing and
clamered up the creaking steps.
"Right in here," the girl said, opening a

door to the left.
Mr. Monroe turned and started in, but

stopped abruptly, wheeled around, graped for
the railing, found it, and made his way down
the stairs, stopping only on the front steps to
get his breath. How did he ever get into that
den? Was it the wrong number? He turned
and read 924 on the transom. He knew it
was the right number. He knew it was the
right street. Surely Mr. Scribner had made
a mistake. He could not be so low as to get
him in such a place as that. At this point
the clattering of horses' feet aroused him from
his bewilderment. What! Helen's carriage?
What did she want here? And is that Helen
herself? She starts to speak, hut someone
whispers to her, and she turned her her head
away. It is Mr. Scribner! Quickly they
hurry past, and leave him unrecognized.

Six weeks have passed. The doctor says
Mr. Monroe can walk out to-day. His fever
is gone, and for a week he has been getting
up and walking about his room. He deter-
mines now to face things bravely. He will
go to Helen and tell her the facts. if she
will not listen to him, he has done all he
could. First, he must grow stronger. A
short walk this afternoon will help him. Care-
fully he goes down stairs, gets a cane, puts on
his hat, and is going the front steps.
" Stanley ! exclaimed a voice near him.
" Helen ! Helen!
Each understood the other. At once he

saw that her confidence in him had not been
shaken; she knew that she was not forgotten.
Toward the park, but a short distance away,
they strolled along, and there, under a shady
maple tree, whose branches hung low to the
ground, they lingered far longer than they
knew.

4

The wedding would soon take place.
Stanley was alone in the large city, away from
home and the friends of his boyhood and
youth; Helen had lost her parents, and still
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had a brother-in-law, whose vices few knew
better than she.
At last the happy day came. On Wednes-

day at eight o'clock in the evening, at
Helen's home, they were to be married. At
quarter past seven the carriage drove up for
Mr. Monroe. Happier than ever before he
got into the carriage, telling the driver to give
the horses full rein. On they drove until they
reeched a part of the suburbs not yet built up,
when the horses were suddenly stopped, the
door thrown open, and in a few moments
Monroe was in an another vehicle filled with
ruffians. Quickly they drove on until they
reached a shed outside the city. Into this
Monroe was carried. Several men were sitting
on boxes, playing cards by the light of an old
lamp. Three disguised men sat at one end,
and, as the party entered, quietly rose. One

began to fumble in his pocket to get some

money for the men, and, becoming impatient,
drew off his glove. A scar on the back of his

hand was visible—one that Monroe had seen

many times before. Now the captured man

saw through it all. If Scribner would try to

blacken his reputation, what might he be

going to do now? The man drew on his

glove, and at oncr departed, leaving the

prisoner in charge of his two friends and the

ruffians. A thread-bare blanket was thrown

to the man, dressed in light attire, and he was

told to make himself at home. The night was

chilly. As the wind blew through the cracks

bottles were emptied to drive away the cold,

and oaths were uttered, expressing delight

over a good land, or disappointment at an

unlucky play of a partner. No one slept dur-

ing the whole night. Like hawks, the two

men watched their charge, while he, in turn,

watched, and calmly awaited what might be

in store. All showed him the utmost respect,

however, even the ruffians, who could not but

feel his personality. Daylight at length broke.

The time set for the wedding had passed.

Stanley had not been able to keep his first

promise with his Helen.

At five the two men told the prisoner that

they had finished with him, and each went his

own way. During the night Monroe had

planned what he would do as soon as he

should be free. He would go at once to his

home, get his father and brother, who, for
some reason, had not been able to come on the
night set for the wedding, and with their help
accomplish what he had been foiled in. He
arrived at the station just in time to get the
six train, and at ten was at his home. Of
course, they were all astonished to see him.
They gathered around the old family hearth
and talked over what move should have to be

made.
The bell rang. It's your old school mate said

Monroe's sister. I've been looking for her all
the morning. I know you'll be glad to see
her. Monroe needed no second invitation,
and really preceded his sister.
" Oh ! Stanley, Stanley" rang out in loud

tones, as a young lady ran up and threw her
arms around Monroe, when he had hardly
entered the parlor.
"How did you get here," Monroe finally

managed to asked Helen, as the excited girl

reclined on a big leather chair.
" I couldn't stay in that house any longer

with that rascal. I know it is all his fault. I
just made Thomas drive me to the train, and,

and here I am."
The old Monroe country seat was soon

gaily decorated. Friends gathered from all

sides, and Hymen presided with what after-

wards proved to be smokeless torches.

A JOKE.

Inquisitive Freshman: "Are you a member

of the NEWS-LETTER board ? "

Irate Senior: Yes! I've been one of the

bored for the last three years.

SHOP TALK.

Of editors 'tis often said,

They're always bold of face,

But often as at present time,

We're fearfully shy on space;

And so to fill in four more lines,

We'll string this ditty out,

Although we realize that you

Don't know what this is 'bout.
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CITY AND SUBURBAN.

I.

The blooming time of spring has come; the
grass is dank and green;

got me to the dealer's place and bought a
new machine.

It hasn't any gears to strip, no carbide tanks
to fill,

And this is what the dealer said : "She's light
to push up hill."

Don't think it is a motor-car, I beg you,
reader, don't !

It is n't a common automobile, it's an ought-
to-mow-hay. (But it won't.)

CHORUS.

Vor after all, the boys that push are the very
boys that win,

Go out and push your automobile if you've
sufficient tin,

But as for me—well, as for me, I'll push my
ought-to-mow-hay ,

And get my muscle and my fun in the good
old-fashion way.

I tell you what it takes you close to nature
and the soil.

(Please go and get the grindstone, boy, and
bring that can of oil.)

It helps you lead the Simpe Life—! ! (Excuse
me while I cuss,—! ?—,-- ! ! !

I've cut my finger on the blade and made a
a bloody muss.)

And white you cut the lawn you hear the
birds in every bush,

And when you buy an ought-to-mow-hay, get
one that is light to push !

CHo.—For after all, the boys that push are
the very boys that win.

Go out and push your automobile, if you've
sufficient tin;

But as for me, well, as for me, in the good
old-fashioned way

I'll get my muscle and my fun when I shove
my ought-to-mow-hay.

G. W. C.

WHY IS IT?

Spring is now "is," and June will soon

"be," and in between "is" and "will be" we
may hope for many new-old things to happen.

Along with "is," no doubt has come the
proverbial spring poet, with his proverbial
spring poet, with his proverbial poems, the
proverbial nickle-casters will cast the prover-
bial nickle, the proverbial complaint will come
about the proverbial lack of undergraduate
spirit, in not cotning out to the proverbial
lacrosse and baseball games, the above men-
tioned teams will start out with the proverbially
brilliant chances for success, and will either
accomplish that success or make a bosh out of
it, and if the latter there will come the
proverbial "I told you so."

Then soon will come the proverbial Hulla-
baloo with the proverbial jokes about Mrs.
Stewart and sundry other butts for the
proverbial undergraduate's wit, and the
readers of this edition will laugh the proverbial
laugh, because the attempts at wit are some-
times really humorous and next will come the
proverbial commencement and the proverbial
bunch of learned seniors ready to go out into
the world and attempt to bluff the people into
the idea that they are college-bred, and after
them the proverbial freshmen of 1911, and at
last with more than one sigh of relief will
come the proverbial vacation and the proverbial
saying, "Please go 'way and let me sleep,"
accompanied by the proverbial mosquito and
fly and other pests, such as bill collectors for
spring suits, etc., etc., etc., and what is the
use of it all any way?

"Life is a hollow bubble.
Don't you know;

A painted piece of trouble,
Don't you know;

We are born and then we sigh,
We grow old and we die,

And then it is all over,
Don't you know."

What use this worldly hustle!
Don't you know!

Inane this beastly bustle,
Don't you know!

Death conies to small and great,

It conies sooner or late,

So enjoy life while you wait,
Don't you know 1
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CLASS LACROSSE.
The first lacrosse game of the Inter-class

series was played at Druid Hill Park on
Wednesday, April 10, in the midst of driving
snow and rain. The Juniors, who were ex-
ceedingly confident, won by the close score of
1 to 0, and that goal was gotten only five
seconds before time was called. Owing to the
poor weather. the playing was ragged, for
almost every one slipped and fell at times,
and the players' hands were so cold that they
could not properly catch or pass the ball.
The play was about even, with perhaps a

slight advantage in favor of the Juniors for
there were certainly more shots at the Fresh-
man goal than the Junior goal, and only wild
shooting by some of the men on the Junior
attack prevented a larger score.
The day was anything but ideal for lacrosse,

for with cold wind, rain, snow and sometimes
hail one can not expect to see a pretty game.
Wegefarth, Abel and Hecht showed up well
for the upper classmen, while Gutman,
Chandlee and Whitcraft played best for Fresh-
men.

BASEBALL.
HOPKINS 1; GETTYSBURG COLLEGE 6.

Though the baseball team was beaten rather
badly at Gettysburg on April 13, they played
the first real ball that we have had this year.
For eight out of the nine innings only four,
or at the most five, of the opposing men came
to the bat, and in four of these they were put
out in one-two-three order by clean fielding
and hard, accurate throwing. We only made
two errors in the entire game. In the fatal
sixth they won, we did not lose the fight.
Backed by the whole college they made a fine
batting rally, and with the aid of a clever bunt
they filled the bases. Here Cole slightly lost
control, and taking advantage of a base on
balls and a two-bagger they scored four runs.
The team is now in shape to play good ball,

and the only weakness seems to be a little un-
steadiness around second base, and a lack of
consecutive hitting when hits means runs.
These faults, however, are not incurable.
Extra practices have been arranged, and on
Saturday we play a hard game with the Navy.
On the twenty-seventh we meet St. John's,
and this game we ought to win/

YE OUGHT-TO-SEE.
Stuck !—stranded, stalled, grounded, any.

other term you care to use—but all the same,
stuck; buried to the hubs in a mud-ridden,
humble apology for a country road; six miles
from the nearest village; and the rain coming
down in bucketfuls.

Just yesterday that bespattered, sad-looking,
dejected lump of mechanical immovableness
stood, brass-trimmed and shining, in the show
window of the Autogo Garage as a sample of
the latest 1906, 45-horse-power Panhandle.
Now it would seem that the united and con-
certed efforts of forty-five good old reliable
horses and as many more mules could hardly
disentrench the thing. Woe, oh, woe, to the
silver-tongued bunco-steerer who pursuaded
me yesterday that my whole happiness in this
world and salvation in the next depended
upon my being the pround possessor of a latest
1906, 45-h. p. Panhandle.

Before I bought the thing he took me out
in "one just like it," and, as we skimmed
along smooth and nice as you please, he
pointed out to me the unsurpassed virtues of
the car.
"No one could deny that the horse-power

is real," he had explained. Ye Gods! how I
wish it were—literally real.
"That new pattern air-cooler," he had

pointed out with pride, " It will always keep
the engine at the right temperature." Oh!
how I wish I had him standing with me here
in this freezing temperature, with his shoes
soggy to the tops with cold, slimy mud.
"It is particularly that Panhandle high-

grade, light weight, non-jarring construction
with wood sills and full elliptic springs that
makes for the endurance," was the crowning
period, which had brought forth my hard-
earned cash. At present the "full elliptic
springs are hidden under that mud-bath, while
a fair-sized charge of dynamite would hardly
jar the construction.
Oh, what a sight! Just look at it. Those

poor, benighted cushions, which just a few
hours ago looked so fresh and inviting, now
streaked and smeared beyond recognition by
splotches of mud and puddles of rain. That
stearing-wheel, woefully unresponsive to the
fact that it is connected with "an absolutely
exclusive, double-action steering-gear " ; that
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prize-winning "governor " ; those unmatch-
able throttle levers; those brass-rimmed lamps
and that croupy horn; that armored hood—
all mud-stained and sorry-looking. The sales-
man, a plague strike him, told me, if I remem-
ber correctly, that all the " gears ", whatever
they may be, are encased. I hope so, for all
that part where it would seem reasonable for
gears to be, is buried somewhere under the
mud along with the "four-cylinder vertical
motor" and specially designed carburetor."
For a while after I got anchored here I had

a crowd of curious commenting ones almost
continuously about me; but when the rain
began to pour so hard, they all somehow or
another disappeared. Those chinquapins,
sticking in that left front tire, were shot there
by two or three bothersome kids, who took
advantage of their opportunity while I was
burrowing my way under the machine on a
hunt for something of other to twist or turn
that would start the car moving. When I
saw what they were doing and remonstrated,
they ran away, and then I was apparently
worse off than before, because it looked as if
my last opportunity to send to the village for
assistance was gone.

Pretty soon, however, a couple of farmers
came along, and after they had wasted no
little time looking over "the golderned con-
trivance" they each went away promising to
return, in an hour or so, with a team of
horses. It has been at least an hour since
they left, and I —I must sit here, in the
tonneau, and wait.

A POEM.

The student contribution fund,
Is really quite immense;

That fifteen dollars looks to me,
Like thirty-seven cents.

Now fifteen dollars is not much,
But yet I just surmise,

That when expended carefully,
It buys some gaudy ties.

All contributions must be sent to H.
Hughes, Esquire, Box —, J. H. U., etc., etc.

0 SULPHUR!

"Matches," sighed the poet, "are made in
Heaven."
"Yes," sniffed the cynic, "and more fre-

quently burnt below."

CARL C. HOLZAPFEL
(Successor to HOLZAPPEL & BEITEL)

Maker of MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

Expert Repairer of all String Instruments

306 N. HOWARD STREET
SHEET MUSIC AND STRINGS

Chas. E. Smith & Co.

121 N. Liberty Street, Baltimore

GIFFARD DE J. MESNY
ARTIST PHOTOGRAPHER

226 N. Charles Street Baltimore

R. Q. TAYLOR & CO.
Hats, Umbrellas, Canes, Hand Satchels

Mark Cross Co.'s London Gloves

11 NORTH CHARLES STREET

Do You Enjoy GOOD Cigarettes?
We put Monogram or Name on Cigarettes

111

o
Tar cr

J. MANKOW1TZ, 1101 E. Baltimore Street

CHAS. T. RYAN G. FRANK WARD

RYAN & WARD
Designers and Makers of

Men's Clothes

16 NORTH LIBERTY STREET

Under Brewers' Exchange BALTIMORE, Mn.
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LINES

(Written at the close of some verses to a little
lady who was a wee bit sick.)

Go, little lines, and if you find her better,
I'll praise you for a most successful letter;

Go to her wordies, if you find her worse,
The scare can be much " worse" than my

verse;
Go, trails of ink, and if she like you, then
You are more lucky than the most of men.

Go, verses, go! were you to find her mine,
I'd come and cherish you as half divine!

A STORM.

Time: Night. Place: Sea Shore.
Above: the clouds lit with the lightning's fire;
Below: the sea raging with fiercest ire,
Whose waters dark and deep, with surely roar
Break with melodious murmur on the shore.
The sombre clouds blush with the lightning's

glare,
And from them comes the thunder's trumpet

blare,
Which, as in echo to the water's fight,
Rolls on and rumbles through the shades of

night.

0

THE LAST HOPKINS DANCE.

The third and last dance of the Cotillon
Club was given on Saturday, April 6, and was
fully as enjoyable as either of the two pre-
ceeding ones. The close of the series always
brings forward expressions of regret, because
the dances afford the only break in the regular
routine of work.

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHS

LONDON STUDIO
112 W. LEXINGTON STREET

Special Discount to Students

DEAL WITH REITZE1

J. H. R E I TZ E & SON
IMPORTERS AND TAILORS

Maker of Men's Garments that Satisfy

629 W. BALTIMORE ST.
Suits $13.00 up. Full Dress Suits $30.00 up

COnkilleS
Sc!!- pen
Filling
For busy people.
No bother.
Fills itself.
Cleans itself.
No dropper.
Nothing to take apart.
Nothing to spill.
A dip in ink, a touch
of thumb to nickel
crescent and the
pen is full, ready
to write.

All the best dealers everywhere—
Stationers, Druggists. Jewelers—
handle the Conklin Pen or can sup-

f's?':11,!fn,yi:,.);!. udiVitaovAlt;
pens of best grade. 100 styles and
sizes to select from shown in our
catalog, famished free upon re-
quest. Any make or style of foun-
tain pen repaired promptly.
THE CONKLIN PEN CO..
61441641a Joifor000 Avs.. Tolodo,Okio.

sale 311're Cooklis 5olf- 11Illag Fos,

Baltimore Steam Packet Company
FOIL

(OLD F3.4:1r LINE)

Old Point Comfort, "Fortress Monroe,"
Norfolk and Portsmouth

CONNECTIONS FOR ALL POINTS SOUTH

TICKET OFFICES

107 East Baltimore Street
Baltimore and Calvert Street

(Continental Trust Bldg.)

109 North Charles Street

506 Light Street

Steamers Virginia, "New" Alabama and Georgia leave Light Street Piers, foot of Barre, daily exceptSunday, 6.30 p. In. These steamers pass in full view "Jamestown Exposition Grounds."

J. R. SHERWOOD, E. BROWN,
Vice-President and General Manager General Passenger Agent



PERKINS
Photographic Studio

Special Rates to Students

C. & P. Phone 2136

214 N. CHARLES ST.

WEDDING GIFTS AND WEDDING INVITATIONS
We offer the correct styles and shapes of all forms of engraving,

as yell as a selected stock of Brass Goods, Leather Novelties and
imported China.

LYCETT STATIONERS
317 N. CHARLES STREET

ENGRAVERS TO SOCIETY

College and Class Stationery. Menu, Banquet and Dance Cards

JE fai ii. 13(..)WINTS

Stationer and Engraver

229 NORTH CHARLES STREET

WM. A. CASLER CO.
MEN'S FURNISHINGS MAKERS OF SHIRTS

Exclusive Designs in English and French Cloths

224 E. BALTIMORE STREET Under Club Hotel

Class Contracts a Specialty.

PRINTING

COTRELL & LEONARD •
ALBANY, N. Y.

MAKERS ON

CAPS and
COWNS

To the American Colleges and
Universities

Correct Hoods for Degrees.

ENGRAVING

• NUNN & COMPANY
BOOKSELLERS and STATIONERS
Carry a complete line of School Books and College
Text Books, Miscellaneous, Books, Fine Stationery,
and Students' Supplies of Every Description, to-
gether with a large assortment of  

WATERMAN'S IDEAL FOUNTAIN PENS
227 North Howard Street

BINDING STATIONERY

NORTH GERMAN LLOYD S. S. CO.
CABIN PASSAGE AT LOW RATES

New York to Bremen, London, Paris, Gibraltar, Naples, Genoa, etc.
BALTIMORE TO BREMEN DIRECT

For Particulars apply to A. SCHUMACHER & CO., General Agents, 7 South Gay Street

ILGENFRITZ STUDIO
Successor to CIIMM INS

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY
20 West Lexington Street BALTIMORE

Special Discomit to Students

A. II. V IF: 917:1` I N. GI-
Man ufacCurer of

Greek Letter Fraternity Jewelery
213 NORTH LIBERTY STREET

Please call and examine our line before purchasing

N. HESS' SONS
Shoes for All Occasians $3.50 to $8.00

8 Baltimore Street, East of Charles

 40.2101.1.11RINIMITNIII! 

PHOTO.POSTAL STUDIO Cabinet Work a
Speciality

Developing, Enlargements and Lantern Slides

Special Attention to Amateur Work .

201 PARK AVENUE, Corner Lexington Street

HENDERSON'S UNIVERSITYK STORE

MICROSCOPIC SUPPLIES MICROSCOPES

DISSECTING CASES RUBBER GLOVES

THE CHARLES WILLMS SURG. INST. CO.
300 NORTH HOWARD STREET

BALTIMORE, MD

BOOKS! SECOND-HAND!
School, Medical and Miscellaneous, Bought, Sold and Exchanged

P1PPEN'S BOOK STORE
605 NORTH EUTAW ST., Near the university

BALTIIIORE'S LAI:OLIS1 OLD BOOK STORE

Chocolates

....11114.1110.11010.1111M011111.110111.10111111•11111111.

Bonbons

18 and 20 E. Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md.

FOSNOT, WILLIAMS & CO.
PRINTERS

514-16 WEST FRANKLIN STREET
Th. News•Lotter, a product of our plant

STEWART&HOWARD...LEXINGTONSfaMADISON AND HOWARD STS.

Text Books, Note Books, Students' Supplies
WE SHOW A COMPLETE LINE OF

MEN'S STYLISH CLOTHES AND FURNISHINGS



LEMMERT
• •

Tailor
0.0

• Do you want to be well dressed? Try

LEMMERT on his College Clothes.

Not high in price, but way up in

style. .0 •ot

:1:

•••

10 E. FAYETTE STREET -

WE MAKE TO ORDER IN
THE BEST $1.50 SHIRT THE CITY .

McPHERSON'S
ll EAST BALTIMORE STREET

SISC()
FLAGS ..14 BANNERS 41 BADGES

13 WEST LEXINGTON STREET, - - BALTIMORE, MD.

KERR, ROLPH & CO.
Official Athletic
Outfitters . .

113 N. LIBERTY STREET
C. & P. Phone Baltimore, Md.

THE YOUNG MEN'S STORE

STRAUS BROS.
TAILORS HATTERS

FURNISHERS CLOTHIERS

2V Adjoining New B. & 0. Building

W. Baltimore St.20

GLOVES
may be right and not be
Fownes, but they can't be

FOWNES
and not be right.

ARE YOU WATCHING

THIS SPACE?

VISITORS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME


