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MUST APOLOGIZE TO OUR READERS FOR 

THE ABSENCE FROM THE PRESENT NUMBER OF THE 

0JSTORT OF THE COLLEGE WHICH USUALLY OCCU- 

PIES THIS PLACE. THE NUMEROUS ARTICLES CON- 

TRIBUTED BY THE STUDENTS CALL FOR ALL THE 

ROOM AT OUR COMMAND. THE OTHER MUST WAIT 

SO LONG AS THE PRESENT INDUSTRIOUS MOOD OF 

OUR COLLEGE WRITERS MAY ENDURE. 

POETRY. 

Ad Augustnm Caesarein. 

Ode ll, Book I. 

Euough of snow and direful hail 
On earth tli’ Olympian sire hath poured; 
With red right hand hath hurled against 
The sacred citadels his bolts, 

And terrified the world : 
The nations tremble, lest the age 
Of Pyrrha, fraught with prodigies, 
Unknown before to man, return, 
When Proteus led his ocean flocks 

To graze on mountain heights, 
And in the lofty elm-tree tops, 
Where recent cooed the wooing dove, 
The finny tribe entangled clung, 
And in the overwhelming flood 

Struggled the timid doe. 

We saw the tawny Tiber rear 
Its crested head, and raging sweep 
Th’ Etruscan shore, in its dread course 

O’ertoppling Numa’s regal pile, 
And Vesta’s sacred fane. 

While the uxorious river-god, 
Compliant t’ Ilia’s wish, his spouse, 
Her dire avenger boasts himself, 
And headlong bursts th’ opposing banks 

Against the will of Jove. 
The generations yet to come, 

Thinned by their father’s sin shall hear 
How Homan steel in Homan blood 
Was bathed, and Parthian foemen dread 

Escaped th’ avenging blow. 
Upon what god shall Romans call 
To save the tott’ring state ? What prayers 
By holy virgins offered up, 

Shall move unheedful Vesta’s heart 
With ceaseless supplications ? 

To whom shall Jove the task impart 
To expiate onr guilt ? At length, 
Apollo, come, all prescient god, 
Thy snow-white shoulders glitt’ring bright, 

Close-mantled in a cloud. 
Or if thou will’st, thou Venus fair, 

Around whom hover Mirth and Love, 
Or thou, dread Mars, our sire divine, 
Upon thy long neglected race 

Cast a propitious eye. 
Alas! too long in slaughter steeped 
Thou whom the battle cry delights, 
And long array of glist’ning helms, 
And Marsian warriors’ visage grim, 

Over the gory foe ; 
Or thou, wing’d son ofMaia fair, 

If, changing thy too beauteous form, 
Thou shrin’st thyself in youthful guise, 
And suffer to be called by men 

Th’ avenger of dead Caesar; 

Return not soon to Olympian skies, 
But o’er the ancient race of Home 

May’st long propitious reign ; may no 
Untimely blast e’er bear thee ’way 

Offended at our crimes. 
Enjoy thy glorious triumphs here, 
Enjoy thy titles, Father, Chief, 
Nor e’er permit the Medean horse 
Unpunished burst their bounds, whilst thou 

Imperial Caesar leadst. 

C. B. P 

A SCRAP. 

How dreary are these rainy days ! Every- 
thing out of doors looks dull, cheerless, unin- 
viting. The music of the rain upon the fallen 
leaves sounds sad and melancholy; while its 
ceaseless patter on the tin roof tends strongly 
to lull one to sleep. It must have been at this 
season of the year that Longfellow composed 
that beautiful little gem, “ The Rainy Day.”— 
“ The day is cold, dark and dreary.” How 
much is contained in this one line! How ex- 
pressive are these three adjectives, “ cold 
dark and dreary,” protracted, drawn out, like 
the dull, monotonous hours of a long, disa- 
greeable, wet day. 

Then afterwards, when the poet compares 
his life to one of these “cold, dark days;” 
when he sees the hopes of youth, like the 
leaves of the vine, u fall thick in the blast,” 
we are carried away, both with the simplicity 
and beauty of thought and expression. For 
I think that no poet expresses himself more 
effectively than Longfellow. There is a mel- 
ody in his verses that I fail to fiind anywhere 
else; so musical, soul-like, soothing. He is 
one of those.“ humbler poets,” as he himself 
terms them, 

“ Whose songs gush from his heart, 
As rain from the clouds of summer, 

Or tears from the eyelids start.” 

He seldom fails to strike the chord of sympa- 
thy in your heart. 

It is a pleasant pastime of mine, in these 
cold, winter evenings, as I sit comfortably be- 
fore the open fire, gazing distractedly at the 
glowing coals and dreamily musing on the 
past, to have lying beside me, or in my lap, a 
volume of Longfellow. Weary and worn out 
as I may be from a long day’s study and toil, 

I seldom fail to find the desired relief in some 
one of his simple and heartfelt lays. One can- 
not but love the man from the mere “perusal 
of his works. I picture him to myself, now, 
as a good, kind, congenial old soul, living 
quietly and contentedly upon the laurels he 
has so nobly and justly won in the airy realms 
of fancy. But the sun-set of life is near, and 
I trust that its mellow twilight maybe as calm, 
unmolested, and free from care, as the works 
of his pen are beautiful, harmonious and free, 
from the taint of immorality and evil. 

Reading Longfellow, the other night, the 
following lines from “ Coplas de Manrique” 
set me to moralizing : 

“ Swiftly our pleasures glide away; 
Our hearts recall the distant day 

With many sighs; 
The moments that are speeding fast, 

We heed not, but the past—the past, 

More highly prize.” 

Do we—we school boys, I thought, prize the 
past so highly ? Do our thoughts cling to it 
so tenderly as do those of the old—those who 
have been borne steadily outwards by the tide 
of time to the broad expanse of that sea which 
borders the shores of eternity ? Can we look 
back with the same fond longings—the same 
joy—the same sighs of regret ? 

The old have partially penetrated that misty 
veil which shrouds our eyes and would fain 
return to live with us ; but onward—onward 
they are swept towards that inevitable shore! 
They feebly descry its outlines in the distance, 
and oh! with what hopes, fears, and doubts 
they turn their eyes towards it! How dark 
and obscure are the clouds that hover over it! 
No wonder, indeed, their thoughts “cling to 
the mouldering past;” for it seems so real, 
actual, substantial, compared to that dim, 
vague, mysterious hereafter. 

“ But youth!” I exclaimed, “ can youth ex- 
ist on such deceptive memories?” Ah no! 
These may answer well enough for the old, 
tottering on the brink of eternity; but the 
young heart requires something more than 
that which is hidden or buried in the past. 
The past lies behind the young like a narrow 
stream bordered with mossy banks—but the 
future, extended before, like a summer sea. 

It is only in his more sullen hours that the 
college boy takes a retrospective glance. In 
his happier moods he always looks ahead. 
The younger student gazes with admiration 
upon those more advanced—there is a positive 
inspiration in the air of nonchalance and per- 
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feet abandon which they assume, as they saun- 
ter about the grounds, and it is so amusing to 
watch the doubtful expressions upon the face 
of the bystanders, as a learned Rhetorician 
quotes some favorate passage from the Satires 
of Horace or Juvenal, and really ennobling to 
see the puckered brow of the stately Philoso- 
pher as he struts the length of the corridor 
deeply absorbed in the consideration of some 
proposition from the Ontology of Tongiorgi, 
a volume of whose works he invariably car- 
ries under his arm. This fact is more notice- 
able upon the half-holiday. 

All this, I say, is keenly noted down by the 
younger student. He imagines how grand and 
dignified he will look in after years, when some 
“ small boy” whispers to his Ma and sister ; 
“ there goes one of the Philosophers.” And 
the “ grave and potent Senior,”—are his 
thoughts of the past ? By fits and starts they 
are ; but in general, he too is borne in his 
dreams beyond the circumscribed bounds of 
the College, and sees himself in the broad sea 
of life struggling with the elements adverse to 
fortune and success. Pie feels that he will 
master them ; his triumph in the end is inevi- 
table; for in his lexicon “there is no such 
word as fail.” Ah! would that all our 
dreams could be realized ! That life knew no 
weightier griefs than those we experience in 
the days of boyhood—would that this world 
wore no rougher aspect than that dissembling 
guise which it assumes as the college graduate 
gazes wistfully upon it on Commencement 
day, and that one-half of the dreams engen- 
dered upon that day, and which “speak like 
sibyls of the future,” shaped themselves into 
the stern reality of after life. 

I paused here to strike a light; and before 
lowering the curtain looked out the window on 
the dreary prospect. Dull, gray clouds, like 
passing frowns, swept hurriedly across the 
brow of the heavens, while the rain dripped 
from the eaves of the houses. The shades of 
twilight were fast deepening into those of 
night. My thoughts were sadder, my heart 
depressed. Alas! I too, felt, that, 

11 Into each life some rain must fall, 

Some days must he dark and dreary”— 
W. 

CHARLES BICKEIfS. 

“ The proper study of mankind is man.” 

"Well may we ask if the reputation of our 
greatest literary men is to be obscured by the 
clamors of envious critics. This question rises 
forcibly in our minds when we reflect on the 
change of sentiment perceptible in some quar- 
ters in regard to the masterly productions of 
Dickens. Already very many unite in dispar- 
aging an author whom the world a short time 
since lauded to the skies. Wherefore this as- 
tonishing contrast ? The reaction cannot be 
owing to any recently discovered blemishes in 

his writings : let us enquire then what grounds 
there can be for it, if it be not due simply to 
the fickleness of the age. 

In passing our opinion, we will strive to for- 
get how completely we were fascinated by his 
marvelous pages,—we will brush away that 
lurking tear of sympathy for “Little Nell,”— 
we shall discard our sense of merriment at the 
doings of the “Pickwick Club:” but on the 
other hand, we will say to the swarm of petty 
critics: 

“ Envy not greatness, for thou mak’st thereby 
Thyself the less, and so the distance greater.” 

Among many charges alleged by fault find- 
ers, one is that his writings tend to lower and 
debase the mind, by bringing the reader into 
contact with a degraded state of society. The 
assertion, grave as it sounds, is utterly falla- 
cious, and either proceeds from a natural pred- 
judice, or a desire to ape the fastidious rich, 
and close the ear to appeals in behalf of suf- 
fering humanity,—appeals with which the wri- 
tings of Dickens abound, as we all know. 
There are others who condemn him because he 
had too much independence of character to be 
influenced by the traditionary tales of the per- 
fection of English society, and because he did 
not choose to merge his own identity in the 
throng of England’s undiscriminating flatterers. 
In regard to these latter points, Americans 
will readily know how to forgive his course, 
although Englishmen may not. As to the 
other charge, we will compare notes with those 
who traduce him. First, however, let ns ob- 
serve that if he has introduced us to humble 
homes, it has been chiefly in the interest of 
honest poverty ; if he has exposed the misman- 
agement of public institutions, he has done so 
for the good of the public, and not for the sake 
of mere effect; if he has unearthed the designs 
of those who under the cover of philanthropy, 
have sought to accomplish their own selfish 
ends, lie has done so in the interest of humani- 
ty at large. Moreover, all this vast work has 
been accomplished with a modest pen, and in 
the guise of such wonderful fiction as may well 
defy imitation on the part of those whom en- 
vy more than a sense of justice may have 
moved to become his detractors. 

Dickens never endeavored, as other popular 
authors have done, to make his readers sym- 
pathize with crime. Who can say of himself 
that he has felt an impulse in common with 
Fagin’s pupils in their earlier stages of crime 
or their subsequent career? Yet we all, in 
reading another author, have joined heartily in 
the hope of Dick Turpin’s escape from some 
trying dilemma. Yes, and the harshest critics 
of Dickens will follow Wilkie Collins step by 
step, with interest, through the depths of dark 
and foul plots, in which the fiercest passions 
are revealed. Again, they exchange the com- 
paratively peaceful scenes which Dickens 
draws, for those dark haunts of gamblers, 
knaves, and outlaws which Thackeray brings 

before us in his “ Virginians” and other stories. 
Or, in the earlier works of Bulwer, they are 
brought to pity and condone the evil-doer. Or, 
taking up the works of the “ Jewish Premier,” 
they gather any amount of misrepresentations 
in “Lothair,” where religion is shockingly 
mixed up with licentiousness. Dickens has 
sedulously abstained from those slurs on reli- 
gion which characterize many of the writings 
of the present day, and this is surely a pow- 
erful recommendation in his favor. But the 
brightest gem in his diadem of literary tri- 
umphs was won when he bequeathed to us 
that pure and healthy literature of the “ Christ- 
mas Stories,” for which posterity ought ever 
to be grateful to his memory. Finally, in re- 
calling “Dombey & Son,” we involuntarily 
turn with memory’s eye to the beautiful pathos 
of those pages, and ask ourselves if their au- 
thor can really have been the misanthrope his 
traducersrepresent him. 

Let us then take no heed to the disparage- 
ments uttered by those who would have us 
believe the influence of Dickons’ works to be 
any other than the good and healthy one we 
have always found it. They may say that his 
peculiarly forcible style is that of a newspaper 
reporter, but they will never in truth be able 
to allege against him anything more serious 
than that he has not rivaled Scott as a novel- 
ist. Dickens will in spite of his carping crit- 
ics. ever retain that place of high renown 
which he has so fairly won. 

S. A. D. 

Mr. Editor to the Rescue. 

Steady, Mr. Editor, or you will throw your 
tripod out of equilibrium! I know the bool 
pinches; [what boot? Pd.] but it will avail 
little to wriggle about on your stool and grum- 
ble ; so take it off and give it to “ Llewellyn ;” it 
was intended for him and you are very wrong 
in trying it on before delivering it. If it does 
not suit him then let him tell us so, and I will 
strive hard to present him with a new one. 
So it seems, Mr. Editor, that you did not the 
least admire my last contribution! Well,I 
must confess, I did not expect it. But as my 
predicament was such, that it was simply im- 
possible for me to do justice to “ Llewellyn,” 
and at the same time, refrain from trespassing 
upon the sacred precincts of your sanctum, 
I preferred to seek “Llewellyn” at all haz- 
ards and trust to the benevolence of your 
bounteous heart. But, alas! my hopes were 
blighted. After bearing down upon me like 
an iceberg, chilling the very marrow in my 
bones, you mercilessly toss me over to “Llew- 
ellyn:” and I imagine the warm temperament 
of that valiant Knight of the goose-quill will 
be satisfied with inflicting upon me nothing 
short of a fiery ordeal. 

Well, brace up, “Llewellyn;” don your 
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ink-bottle and fools-cap, mount your fiery 
stool, and having couched your quivering quill, 
charge for this .animated “ Tomhstoiie” like 
a Knight of old. In the meantime I am going 
to tackle your frigid “admirer.” In the first 
place, Mr. Editor, it was not my intention to 
provoke a controversy with you; but since you 
have forced it upon me, I must either acknow- 
ledge my former article a base calumny upon 
the College Journal or accept your challenge, 
and attempt to substantiate the assertions 
there laid down. I prefer the latter alterna- 
tive. You say that you are at a loss to know 
what I mean by the “ arbitrary way in winch 
things are conducted at head-quarters.” Now 
I would like to state that the publication of 
the letter containing that phrase, was contra- 
ry to my desire. It was merely intended to 
accompany the main article as an explanation ; 
and as I was confident that any member of the 
Editorial Committee could have informed you 
the purport of that mysterious phrase, I anti- 
cipated no difficulty from that source. [If 
that means that the editor rejected in an “ ar- 
bitrary” or any other way, this year or last 
-if ever-pieces passed by the Committee, the 
chairman says he knows nothing of it, and the 
editor certainly remembers nothing of it. One 
of Tombstone’s props gone! ED.] However, 
you still profess to be ignorant, and demand 
that I should “rise and explain.” I would 
rather not,—but then you insist! All right, 
I shall take the floor! The Journal is sup 
posed to be published by a stock association 
among the the students ; and indeed at the 
beginning of each year a meeting of the so- 
called stock-holders is held and various offi- 
cers are elected : among them a Vice Presi- 
dent, Secretary, Treasurer, Editorial Commit- 
tee, etc. Now persons outside might be led 
to suppose that these officers had some duties 
to perform; and even those within the College, 
if they took the trouble to read the Constitu- 
tion of the Journal Association, would un- 
doubtedly hold the same opinion. But strange 
to say, they are all mistaken : for with the ex 
ception of the Editorial Committee, there is 
not a single officer who is reminded of the ex- 
alted position lie holds, except when he is in- 
formed of it at the time of his election and 
secs his name in the College Catalogue at the 
end of the year. There is a Vice President 
who never presides,-—a Secretary who never 
pens a line,—a Treasurer who never sees a red 
cent, (at least of the Journal’s), and a Business 
Manager who does about as much business as 
a tramp. So much for the dignified officials ! 
Now for the Editorial Committee ! What is 

the work of this combined mass of intellect? 
Well, I heard the chairman of that committee 
remark the other day that they had held two 
meetings this year,—no, not two,—now that 1 
icflect, it was one, and they were thinking 
about having another before the end of the 
year. 

NOTE BY THE EDITOR. The above is the open- 
ing of Tombstone’s reply to our inquiry as to 
what he meant by “ the arbitrary way in which 
things are conducted at head-quarters,” and 
is as much of it as is entertaining. We pub- 
lish about two fifths of his entire article: the 
rest of it, where it is not impertinent, is irrele- 
vant, except in one or two points we shall re- 
fer to. He comments, as we see above, on the 
inactivity of the Coll. Jour. Association, and 
the point he evidently wishes to make is that 
the editor is some how to blame for it, proba- 
bly because his “ arbitrary” assumption of its 
powers has left the Association nothing to do. 
After beating about the bush in this sly way, 
Tombstone makes a direct charge to the effect 
that the President of the Association, the JOUR- 

NAL editor, is the factotum of the concern. 
He might have spared himself his pains, for 
we have no motive in concealing the fact. We 
might have hesitated to inform the public to 
that effect, as the injudicious Tombstone now 
obliges us to do, hut in private here, it is no- 
body’s secret. All that we have to say on the 
subject is that we have assumed by no “ arbi- 
trary” means the functions we fulfil. They 
have drifted into our hands from the necessi- 
ties of the case. We have had no conflict 
with the Association on the subject, and 
Tombstone might have husbanded his sensi- 
bilitiesjn its behalf until occasion called for 
them. If the Association has been more in- 
active this year than in former years,—as it 
certainly has been, since it has not even fur- 
nished the paper, as other societies in the Col- 
lege have done, with an account of its organi- 
zation,—it has been through no fault of ours, 
who occupy no different relation towards it 
than we have occupied for the last five years. 
We are therefore not called upon to take up 
the cudgels in its defence, if Tombstone means 
any aggression upon it: if he merely intends 
to create discord between the editor and the 
Association, we hope there is good sense 
enough among the majority of its members to 
discourage his effort. On the other hand, if 
Tombstone and his friends ■ can find some 
means by which the members of the Associa- 
tion, besides those who are already on the Ed- 
itorial Committee, can render any valuable 
service to the paper, they will have accom- 
plished more than his predecessors have done 
since the first organizers did their work in 
1872-3. As to the Editorial Committee whom 
he arraigns, as his piece passed through their 
hands before reaching ours, and they make no 
objection to his remarks, they probably un- 
derstand that he is only aiming at us over 
their shoulders. Considering that we have 
been put to inconvenience and delays by the 
difficulty of getting that Committee to meet 
and pass upon pieces handed in by students, 
(though the Chairman used his best efforts to 
get them together), it is hardly likely we are 
responsible for their short-comings. Whv, 

therefore, bring them in at all ? But Tomb- 
stone has.evidently some grievance he has not 
openly declared ; and, like an angry man whose 
passion gets the better of his reason, strikes 
blindly on all sides. Tombstone’s pretences, 
therefore, in support of his original assertion, 
seems to rest on very feeble grounds, so far as 
they affect our position. Had his knowledge 
of the business of the paper been at all in pro- 
portion to the presumption he shows in criti- 
cizing its mnnager, he would hardly have ven- 
tured on his simulated complaints. If Tomb- 
stone and his friends are not satisfied with the 
condition of affairs, let them organize a revo- 
lution ; or what would be still better, let them 
adopt his suggestion, and ‘'sell out,” if Jfiey 
are stockholders. The College, which already 
owns about as much stock as is held by all the 
resident owners put together, would perhaps 
buy them out,—at a reduction. Were it not 
for the present editor, the paper would neither 
have begun, nor could it continue to exist, for 
the reason that in the exigencies of this insti- 
tution, and in the impossibility of any student 
conducting it, there was no one but himself 
to fill [the place, [first or last: and if he con- 
tinues to this day to be its editor and to man- 
age its affairs, it is through no choice of his 
own. He thinks he can make a better use of 
his time, and he certainly has nothing to gain 
through what the COLLEGE JOURNAL can now 
do for him ; even the History of the College,— 
notwithstanding that it has been pronounced 
by sensible people the most valuable contri- 
bution ever made to the paper,—has not been 
inserted therein of his own volition. He would 
be very glad therefore to retire, and leave the 
paper, if the College authorities permit, to 
some one of Tombstone’s friends who is en- 
dowed, like T., with more ambition than dis- 
cretion. 

The only other point left in Tombstone’s 
arraignment, which calls for reference, is that 
involved in the childish question he asks us in 
addition to that about our suppressing pieces 
received from the Committee—which, if we 
have not done, we have a perfect right to do, 
—and replied to already. He wants to know 
if we have not taken the liberty of arbitrarily 
“cutting up, abridging,and almost re-writing 
the articles that were handed in by self satis- 
fied contributors?” Certainly. We have even 
in the present instance cut off a great part of 
Tombstone’s screed, and be is undoubtedly 
one of the most self-satisfied contributors we 
have ever had. Furthermore, he wants to 
know whether we have not managed the JOUR- 

NAL pretty much in accordance with our own 
tastes,—quite true, again,—and “utterly re- 
gardless of the likes and dislikes of the so 
called Journal Association.” Well, as we 
have heard nothing of the likes and dislikes of 
the Association of which Tombstone so kind- 
ly and disinterestedly constitutes himself the 
champion, we can hardly be said to be “re- 
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gardless” of them. We suspect that the per- 
son whose tastes were not held in sufficient 
reverence, was Tombstone. A few others,— 
we hardly think they are more,—may share 
his sentiments, but there would be no trouble 

with this little clique if we could only con- 
vince them, as we have tried in vain to do, that, 
they do not constitute the public. To the true 
public we are responsible: and when there is 
need, we make such alterations in the articles 
submitted to us as we think a respect for the 
public demands. This year,—with very few 
exceptions,—the alterations have been trivial: 
in some cases we believe not a word has been 
changed. This year and every year,—again 
with a very few exceptions,—they have been 
made only on consultation with the authors of 
the pieces. We have even been thanked by 
writers for the conscientious trouble we have 
taken with their essays, much to their own 
subsequent literary advantage,—but these wri- 
ters were not of the self-sufficient sort like 
Tombstone. 

Let Tombstone go to some other editor and 
ask him the absurd questions he puts to ns: 
probably, his subsequent account of the inter- 
view will contain, like his present communi- 
cation, reference to a boot. Or let him bring 
to that editor for insertion in his paper com- 
ments upon it as ill-tempered and disingenu 
ous as those which have twice found admission 
in this by favor of the Editorial Committee and 
at the recommendation of its chairman, who 
probably knows better than we do the extent 
of the ulcer which we have here charitably 
given a chance to discharge itself. An expe- 
riment or two of this kind might redound 
greatly to Tombstone’s advantage. In our 
case, if he is still unappeased, we advise him 
to hire a hall. Finally, we are not disposed 
to submit further to the the impertinences of 
callow critics, and this must be the end of the 
controversy. We do not exclude Llewellyn’s 
reply ; he is entitled to a second hearing, since 
iiis opponent has substantially enjoyed the 
same advantage. Besides, we owe him some 
courtesy, whereas we owe none at all to Tomb- 
stone. Two of our graduates, of different 
years, have written to us to deprecate the ten- 
or of the latter’s remarks, and if we have 
room, we will insert their communications, but 
we cannot promise to keep this disgusting 
subject alive beyond that point. We hope 
therefore that our friends outside will not con- 
sider us as in need of further vindication. 

“ Tombstone,”—whose identity rests and we 
hope will continue to rest with the Editorial 
Committee, since we have no desire for his 
aquaintance,—lias the assurance to tell us 
what he likes and what he does not like to 
read in our paper. We must tell him that his 
likes and dislikes have no sort of consequence 

in our eyes. We neither respect, nor can we 

possibly respect, opinions emanating from him 

or from any one who shares his views or sym- 
pathises with his manner of expressing them. 

TOMBSTONE THE WITTY. 

Although the note appended by our Rever- 
end Editor to our friend Tombstone’s article in 
the last number of the JOURNAL adequately 
refuted all of that estimable wit’s most grave 
and anathematizing objections against the obit- 
uary character of said Journal, we feel it in- 
cumbent upon ourselves to reply in person to 
our “most learned” and “excellent” young cri- 
tic; we were the first to throw down the, gauntlet 
and since we have found a most chivalrous and 
valiant knight, who has, we will not say the cour 
age but the effrontery to p;ck it up, he shall not 
find us reluctant to take the held against him. 
Our friend opens in a most grandiloquent man 
ner with a Prelude, leading us to suppose that 
we were about to peruse a most finished and 
elaborate essay, [It is fair to say that T. is not 
responsible for that prefix. His note had none, 
and this one was supplied as in keeping with 
his ambitious effort. ED.] Alas ! for human ex- 
pectations ? this most deceptive Prelude was 
nothing more than a petty and miserable apol- 
ogy for his abject laziness in not replying soon - 
er. Like a torpid adder, it was only after re- 
peated [probings he lifted up his slothful 
head, and hissed. And what was this sem- 
blance of an excuse, what was the tinsel veil 
with which he endeavored to conceal his past 
negligence ? A feigned diffidence in presenting 
his article for publication, owing, as he openly 
states, to “the arbitrary manner in which affairs 
are conducted at headquarters.” Our Rev. 
Editor has asked Tombstone for an explana- 
tion. In order to save the latter the trouble, 
we shall perform that odious task for him. 
It was because he was well aware that the 
contumelious character of his article could 
demand no act of courtesy on the part of the 
Editor. “ A guilty conscience is its own ac- 
cuser,” and friend Tombstone can undoubted- 
ly vouch for the truth of the maxim. That 
silent voice within whispered night and day 
into his ear, “ There is no hope of publica 
tion; no hope.” But wonderful to relate, it 
was published, and notwithstanding all his 
fears and apprehensions, Tombstone had the 
satisfaction of seeing himself in print. More- 
over, he has been shown that, after all, affairs 
are not conducted in such an “arbitrary man- 
ner at headquarters.” 

After his flagrant apology (it does not de- 
serve the title of Prelude) our friend attacks 
our humble self, entitling us “Llewellyn the 
bold,” and affirming that we are possessed of 
an eager desire for journalistic fame. Wheth- 
er ’tis we or he who is over bold is a question 
we shall leave to the good judgment of the 
impartial reader. Our last article, so obnox- 

ious to our witty friends, was written with the 

so that they might either enliven the JOURNAL 

according to their most excellent idea of wit, 
intention of arousing them from their inaction, 
by some of their bright effusions, or cease 
their senseless grumbling about a matter in 
which they themselves were alone in fault. 
Neither of these things they have as yet at- 
tempted to fulfil. But they have found an 
audacious champion who has essayed to de- 
fend them by abusing the very JOURNAL, in 
which, by the courtesy and complacency of 
the editor, his own vituperative article ap 
peared. Be candid, Reader, and judge for 
yourself who herein shows the greater amount 
of audacity and presumption ? As for our as- 
piration to journalistic fame, we have so sel- 
dom appeared in these columns that we can- 
not hope to ever attain the high distinction 
which Tombstone would impute to us. Sec- 
ondly, we should never have signed ourselves 
with a nom de plume, were we desirous of 
such an honor. Our friend must have been, to 
speak in vulgar parlance, “ a little under the 
weather” when he made so absurd an asser- 
tion. In truth, we are inclined to think that 
he was in any but his normal condition while 
writing the whole of his astonishing anathe- 
ma. 

His allusions to the New Building are too 
puerile for consideration ; he here exposes 
himself so openly that it is unnecessary for us 
to make any comments upon his childishness. 
Further on he asks us to expound unto our 
witty friends “ the real cause of our disappro- 
bation of their conduct ?” We shall be most 
pleased to comply with friend Tombstone’s 
humble request, trusting he will at last recog- 
nize the true position of himself and his witty 
colleagues. It is not, as he surmises, because 
they are blamable for withholding their bril- 
liant effusions, for the solid reputation earned 
by the instructive character of the JOURNAL 

would be much marred were any of their at- 
tempts at wit inserted in its columns. Nor is 
it because they have “ a nose in the air,” for 
we cannot blame but pity such a deformity. 
The truth is we condemn them because their 
limited capacities will not allow them to 
appreciate anything instructive or solid. Their 
tastes have been so long vitiated that nothing 
can satisfy the cravings of their diseased in- 
tellects save some blood-and-thunder tale se- 
lected from the library of the illustrious Bea- 
dle. 

Therefore we shall no longer disapprove of 
the conduct of our witty friends, and, since 
they are impregnable to all sense of shame, 
shall leave them to bask forever in the sun of 
their own self-conceit. 

—Dum loquimur fugerit invida 
Aetas, 

and time is too precious to throw away upon 
our witty friends. We have already trespassed 
beyond the space we intended to devote to 
Tombstone; but before taking a final leave of 
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him, we have somethirg to whisper in his pri- 
vate ear; something of a private nature, 
which he alone must hear. Listen, Tombstone. 
When you exhort the students of the College 
to suspend a stone from the nose of each of 
our witty friends, we shall be present at the 
operation to make an amendment to your mo- 
tion, that the whole New Building be suspen 
ded to your own most elevated proboscis ; and 
if we do not then succeed in pulling it down 
to a proper elevation (which we much doubt) 
the only resource left will be to cut off the ob- 
noxious member. This I trust will be done 
for your own sake in particular, and mankind 
in general. Furthermore, sweet friend, cogi- 
tate upon that most wise and ancient maxim, 
“ Think twice before you speak once,” and I 
promise, you will never “put your foot in it” 
again, as your companion-wits would express 
it. You should have known by this time 
“ that it is dangerous for children (especially 
big children) to play with edged tools;” they 
might possibly hurt themselves. One more 
word;beloved friend, and we shall say fare- 
well; take to heart the sage advice of Shylock 
to Gratiano; 

“Kepair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin.” 

LLEWELLYN. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

My dear Mr. Editor: 
While glancing over the 

columns of the Journal which reached me this 
morning, my eye chanced to fall upon the 
communication entitled “■Llewellyn the Bold." 

r. Now, being myself a quondam student of the 
College, I naturally feel a deep interest in all 
that relates to her or any of her institutions 
(and in the foremost rank of these I place the 
Journal) and to say that I was astonished at 
seeing such ideas expressed in your columns, 
by no means exceeds the.truth. Not that my 
amazement was caused by your fairness in al- 
lowing both sides to be heard, but rather that 
any student at the College should have so cir- 
cumscribed the natural inclinations and scope 
of his mind and have shown such a lamenta- 
ble lack of proper esprit de corps as to be 
willing to father such thoughts. And indeed 
I cannot help but think that the writer of the 
article referred to has voluntarily deceived 
himself, and so warped his judgment, in order, 
possibly, to remain consistent by thus advoca- 
ting ideas which he may at some prior time 
have unadvisedly expressed. 

The strictures made upon the Journal by 
your correspondent “ Tombstone” are not on- 
ly unnecessary, but also unjust; and the char- 
acter of the charges brought forward, not only 
evince a most superficial acquaintance with his 
subject, but also show a thoroughly unbalanced 
cast of mind, ready to judge without sufficient 

evidence to move to a judgment, and they can- 
not fail to be illy taken wherever read. 

The labors and throes incident to the birth 
of the Journal are too well known to be now 
rehearsed, and the trials then experienced were 
mainly aggravated by the presence in the Col- 
lege of students of the same sarcophagus char- 
acter as your correspondent, who vainly tried 
to entomb the new enterprize at the moment 
of its birth. And had it not been for the un- 
tiring and disinterested efforts of yourself, Mr. 
Editor, (and pray, do not let this merited 
thought cause a roseate hue to enliven your 
editorial cheek) they would probably have suc- 
ceeded in their nefarious undertaking. And 
now that your Journal stands in the foremost 
rank of College papers, their successors sim- 
ilarly growl, and offer as a casus belli the fact 
that you elevate your standard in conformity 
with the well-known classic character of 
Georgetown College, and refuse to debase it 
into a mere organ for College jokes. 

As an example of this, I need only instance 
“The History of the College” which is now 
running through your columns; for this in the 
opinion of all thinking men (and they are not 
a few) who are reading it with interest, is cor- 
rectly placed among the first of the articles 
which have as yet appeared in the pages of 
the College Journal. It is not only replete 
with information and interest, but supplies a 
lack which has long been felt by those inter- 
ested in the ancient institution whose history 
it gives. And that this should have been 
treated in such a flippant manner by one who 
evidently possesses no common ability as a 
writer, would be inexplicable, were it not for 
the fact that it is an additional proof of the 
proposition laid down above, that your critic 
had not read, or at least had not studied, the 
subject on which he commented. It is hard 
therefore to believe that those ideas are really 
exponents of his mental capacity, and it would 
accordingly be interesting to hear from him 
upon some topic more familiar to him than 
the present one. 

And now, my dear Mr. Editor, in conclusion, 
let me hope that no umbrage will be taken at 
anything I may have said, as I can assure your 
critical friend of ray total ignorance as to 
whom his melancholy “Tombstone” conceals. 
But rather understand my motive in thus en 
croaching on your patience and space to be 
my wish to show how the Journal is regarded 
by the outside world, and in what sort of mem- 
ory it is held by at least one 

GRADUATE. 

Philadelphia, March 16th, 1878. 

THE NEW BUILDING has progressed so far 
that the walls of almost the entire circuit have 
been carried up to the level of what is to be 
the first floor. The contract for bricklaying 
has been awarded to Mr. Andrew Barber, who 
put up the small boys’ building in 1854. 

SAD DEATH OF A FORMER STUDENT. 

Henry S. Garesche, fourth son of A. J. P 
GaTesche, Esq., of StLouis, astudent here for 
two years, leaving in Rhetoric, 1871-2, and 
whose father and uncle (Lt-Col. J.P. Garesche, 
IT. S. A., killed in battle, 1862,) and brothers 
were students here, lost his life on the night of 
April 3d, by jumping from a train which was 
passing his point of destination, the St Louis 
Insane Asylum, where he was assistant physi- 
cian. It is uncertain whether he was killed at 
once by this adventurous effort to reach his 
post of duty, or whether a succeeding train, 
passing over his body, did not extinguish the 
remains of life. His body was found so torn 
in pieces by the passage of the later, a freight 
train, as to be unrecognizable except by arti- 
cles of wear. Harry graduated at St Louis 
University in 1873, and received his A. M., from 
that institution in 1S75, together with his bro- 
ther, Wm. A., who graduated at Georgetown 
in 1871. He had already taken his medical 
degree the same year, after which he served 
for two years at the City Hospital, and was ap- 
pointed in 1877 to the post which he held at 
the time of his premature death. He was in 
his 25th year, a bright and promising young 
man, equally esteemed by friends in private life 
and by his brethren in the profession to which 
he bade fair to be an ornament. 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS. “The Acts of the 
Early Martyrs,” by J. A. M. Fastre^ S. J. 
Fifth series. A charming and edifying book, 
from P. F. Cunningham & Son, publish- 
ers, Philadelphia.—“The Rocky Mountain 
Tourist,” a beautifully illustrated guide book 
for travellers on the Achison, Topeka and 
Santa Fe R. R., from W F. White, agent, 
Topeka, Kansas.—“The Australian Duke,” 
a story of the 19th Century, No. 2 of the “Va- 
tican Library,” (price ten cents) from Hickey 
& Co., N. Y., publishers.—“The Providential 
Mission of Pius IX,” a sermon preached at the 
Baltimore Cathedral, by Rev. Jno. J. Keane, 
Bishop-elect of Richmond : also photograph of 
Leo Kill; both front Murphy & Co.,'publish- 
ers, Baltimore.—Pamphlet in vindication of 
the Catholic Indian Bureau at Washington, a 
just and timely publication; from Y. Rev. J. 
B. A. Broillet, also, Annals of the Catholic 
Indian Missions, from the.same.—Addresses 
delivered at the late Commencement of the 
Medical Department of the University of 
Georgetown ; from Mr. T. E. McArdle. 

Why are lazy College students like sky- 
rockets ? Because they scintillate (sin till late) 
atnighl. 

Why does a freight train not need an en- 
gine ? Because the freight makes the cargo 
(car go.) G. T. C. Smoking-room 



78 GEORGETOWN 
THE GEORGETOWN 

COLLEGE JOURNAL 
ESTABLISHED 1872. 

A TWELVE PAGE QUARTO, PUBLISHED 
MONTHLY DURING THE TEN MONTHS 
OF THE SCHOLASTIC YEAR. 

TERMSOne dollar a year in advance. 

Single copies, ten cents. Business cards 
(one inch) inserted for $5 a year, inclu- 
ding a copy of tlie paper during that 
period. Additional space furnished at 
the rate of fifty cents an inch, or Four 
dollars a column, each issue. 

The COLLEGE JOURNAL is published by a 
stock association among the students. Its 
purpose is to aid their literary improvement, 
to chronicle the news of the College, etc. The 
paper being principally devoted to matters oj 
local interest, it must rely for its support 
chiefly upon the students and Alumni of the 
College and its Departments, and their 
friends. These and all former student are 
exhorted to sustain it by their patronage. 
Those whose c idress is not known, are re- 
quested to a .nmunicate it, or their friends 
will do so foi them, as a specimen copy can 
at any time be furnishedgratuitously. 'Those 
who wish the back volumes wilibe supplied at 
a reduction. 

Address, 

COLLEGE JOURNAL, 
Georgetown, D. 0 

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE, APRIL 1878 

DEBATES. 

The debate for the Merrick Medal by mem- 
bers of the Philodemic Society,—now the most 
important public event of tne year here, af- 
ter Commencement,—will be held on Thurs- 
day afternoon, May 2d. As invitations can 
only be sent to a limited number in the neigh 
borhood, those desiring to be present need not 
make their attendance dependant on that for- 
mality. The question to be debated is an im- 
portant one, and full justice will undoubtedly 
be done to both sides of it by the very compe- 
tent speakers who are to handle it, all, by the 
bye, members of the class of ’78. The ques- 
tion is : “ Is it conducive to the public wel- 
fare and within the legitimate powers of gov- 
ernment, that the State should provide the 
means of education and enforce it by manda- 
tory enactments?” The debaters chosen are 
Redmond D. Walsh of Washington, D. C. 
and Charles A. DeCourcy of Lawrence, Mass., 
on the affirmative : Eugene S. Ives of War- 
renton, Va., and Thomas P. Kernan of Utica, 
N. Y., on the negative. The judges are, at 
the present writing not selected. 

The Pbilonomosian Society, not to be be- 
hind-hand in the path of progress, has this 
year voted a gold medal to be given to the best- 
debater among its members, and selected for 
the contest, Harry C. Walsh of Philadelphia, 

Dennis A. Shanahan of Alleghany ,Co., Ya., 
John P. Chew of Wheeling, W. Va., andMau- 
rice J. Clagett of Washington, D. C. The 
question for debate is: “Was Aaron Burr 
guilty of treason?” The debate will take 
place early in May, but the public will uot be 
invited to it. The participants are bus'ly en- 
gaged in studying up their points. The judg- 
es will be selected from among members of 
the Faculty. 

The Philodemic and Philonomosian societies 
have taken steps to begin collections for fit- 
ting up the fine Debating Hall which will be 
one of the features of the new building. They 
will doubtless be very glad to be helped in this 
by ^former students. Those, especially, who 
in these hard times, are not able to contribute 
largely to the new building, will be able, by 
their contributions for this purpose, to render 
an important service to the societies. 

Who is tlie True Gentleman? 

The word gentleman is used in a very indis- 
criminate manner. It is the term by which 
the United States Senator refers to his associ- 
ates in legislation, and by which the individu- 
al whose occupation consists in passing a ra- 
zor over the faces of the same Senators is ac- 
customed to be addressed by his acquaintances. 
There seems to be a certain charm about the 
name, so that all desire to be considered and 
styled gentlemen, although opinions as to the 
meaning of the word may be widely different. 
The majority of persons, however, by “ a gen- 
tleman,” mean a person whose manners are 
somewhat polished, who has a happy faculty 
of making himself agreeable in whatever so- 
ciety he may happen to belong, and whose 
fortune or avocation is of such a nature that 
he has at his disposal considerable unem- 
ployed time, or at least is not under the neces- 
sity of doing severe labor. If there are some 
moral defects in his character they do not de- 
prive him of the title ; and with a large por- 
tion of society they may even seem an impor- 
tant reason why it should be conferred upon 
him. 

The above, although the generally received 
definition of the term, is by no means the 
correct one. We believe that the first qualifi- 
cation of the true gentleman is elevation of 
character. It may be found in the humblest 
as well as in the most exalted. Justice is of- 
ten represented blind, in order that she may 
give her decisions unswayed by prejudice or 
affection. In the same way we may suppose 
nature to be blind as she distributes to men 
her gifts of mind and body ; presenting to the 
lowliest of her children the most shining tal- 
ents and the noblest traits of character. For 
this reason the true gentleman can be found 
in the humblest walks, of life as well as in the 
dwellings of the great and cultured. For a 

heart to be full of love towards all mankind, 
it is not necessary that it should be protected 
by a covering of broad-cloth. To be a gen 
tleman such as we have described, it is not 
required that the individual be acquainted 
with all the rules and observances of polite 
society. Neither need he be skilled in the 
arts and sciences. The rail-road engineer who 
went down to death with his hand upon the 
throttle, thinking only of his precious cargo of 
human freight, and forgetful of himself,—tlie 
river-pilot who held his burning steamer 
against the shore until his last passenger had 
escaped, and his own retreat was cut off,— 
these were gentlemen, although their hands 
and faces were begrimed from toil, although 
they were clad in mean attire, although when 
at table they might have made the knife per- 
form the office of the fork, and although the 
most abstruse science which engaged their 
minds was the science of supporting them- 
selves and their families. 

It is a common error to confound the gen- 
tleman with the polite man and to use the two 
words as convertible. Although the gentle- 
man may be ignorant of the thousand and one 
petty rules which the fastidiously polite man 
observes, still he knows and observes that rule 
which is the foundation of all true politeness, 
—to do nothing which will injure or discom- 
mode his fellow-man. It is often said that the 
French are the politest people of the world. 
Whether they are the most gentlemanly is not 
so easily proved. Mere politeness unaccom- 
panied by a proper disposition of character is 
like jewelry made from one of the baser met- 
als and covered with a thin covering of gold: 
it dazzles and deceives for a brief period, but 
ere long the outer surface wears away and we 
are able to detect the worthlessness of the ar- 
ticle. 

Although one may be a gentleman without 
learning and refinement, still it is by no means 
true that he cannot be one with them. For 
where learning and refinement are joined to a 
heart full of affection and a character of un- 
swerving Integrity, we find the highest type of 
the gentleman. He combines in himself all 
the good qualities, and has few or no bad ones. 
Should he be the possessor of wealth, he pos- 
sesses it not for himself alone but also for the 
aid and comfort of the distressed. Unosten- 
tatious and careless of worldly report, his 
deeds of charity are done in secrecy. He 
expects no reward on earth for his goodness 
save the consciousness of having performed no- 
ble deeds. He carries his charity into every 
act of his life. Having acquired rich and va- 
ried learning, he is never desirous of exhibi- 
ting it at unseasonable moments, and is always 
willing to listen to the opinions of others. 
Slow to believe evil of others, he endeavors to 
excuse their errors. Frank and open hearted 
himself, he abhors deceit in others.- 

D. w. L. 
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HASH. 

Under this delicate title we make our intro- 
ductory salaams to whomsoever shall choose 
to read us. We style ourselves we because 
we are of the plural gender, an excellent rea- 
son, but further than this we shall give no 
other account of ourselves, for saving your 
presence, Mr. Editor, it is nobody’s busi- 
ness. 

We commence this series for reasons, which 
as they do not give us any trouble to relate, 
we will do so in order to show our good na- 
ture ; for we wish it understood in the begin- 
ning that we are good natured: not a set of 
mongrel cynics basking in the sun and snarl- 
ing at any careless passer-by who may for a 
moment intercept the sunshine. Well now, 
for our reasons, which on second thoughts 
can be i educed, to two. The first is that there 
is a general and standard complaint of the 
Journal’s want of anything light; this we shall 
do the best in our power to obviate. Not 
that we pretend to be any of that humorous 
body styled by Llewellyn as “ Our Witty 
Friends,” whom he made a very strenuous but 
rather weak attempt to wither with his sar- 
casm a couple of months ago. But, by the 
way, it seems to us that Mr. Llewellyn harped 
upon the same old string which was strained 
upon on one or two occasions last year, and. 
unless our ears deceive us mightily, pro- 
duced very much the same tune. But 
Llewellyn lies low enough now beneath that 
grim Tombstone, and it is mean to “O’er his 
cold ashes upbraid him,” so let him R. I. P. 
Tombstone himself, notwithstanding his obit- 
uary title, managed to infuse a little life 
in the Journal’s lastnumber. Hemustbe the 
shade of that fabled funny man whose day at 
College was probably before the publication 
of tne Journal. As for ourselves, we promise 
in the outset that we will give no learned dis- 
quisitions on antiquated Saxon words; nor any 
histories of ancient shanties with family tree 
attached: such exciting topics as these are 
calculated to wean students from their stud- 
ies, and this is not our object. 

The Journal itself has complained that it is 
in a very starved condition in regard to con- 
tributions from the students. Now we wish 
to offer some food, and what better food can we 
offer than hash? Why the very heading must en- 
list the sympathies of every Georgetown boy, 
and what pleasant reminiscences it must bring to 
every old student who retains sufficient interest 
in the College to subscribe for its Journal. Yes, 
we flatter ourselves we have chosen a good ti- 
tle, for under it we are at liberty to insert 
whatever we choose, and we will all agree that 
there is nothing in this mundane sphere which 
Cannot be inserted into this delicate coinpan 
ion of the breakfast table. Apropos of this 
we will relate an anecdote, which, like all an- 

ecdotes, somebody has heard before, and some- 
body will cry “ stale but stale things are of- 
ten found in hash, so here goes. A young 
buck entering a restaurant, was accosted by 
the customary white-aproned waiter in regard 
to what he might wish to satisfy the cravings 
of thejnner man. “Oh,” said the swell, not 
deigning to look at the fare, “bring a little 
of everything.” “Certainly sail, H-a-shl” 
roared the waiter. You see there is not much 
in it after all, but still it illustrates our point. 

But this exordium must be brought to a 
close ; a lengthy one is as bad as a long grace 
before meals. We will make a beginning by 
introducing into our dish a gentleman whom 
you may no doubt have met before. Did you 
ever come across any of those individuals who 
carry around in their heads a pedigree of their 
family, and will seize every conceivable oppor- 
tunity of impressing you witii its greatness ? 
Now there is John Patrick O’Flaherty for in- 
stance : whiz-flash! he is in hot water if he 
hears the very sound of his name ; but this is 
not his name at all nor anybody else’s that we 
know of. Mr. O’Flaherty, be it understood, 
is a purely mythical being whom we have con- 
jured up as a representative of his class. Now 
John Patrick entertains in his noodle a very 
predominant idea of the greatness of the 
O’Flaherty family in general, and of the pres- 
ent generation of that illustrious race in par 
ticular. This is such a predominant idea that 
it has expelled all others or nipped them in 
the bud. He has a brother somewhere or oth- 
er whose virtues and talents he will extol for 
an hour, and whom he will make out to be a 
sort of Hercules and Adonis rolled into one. 
Then having made a few modest and blushing 
affirmations in regard to himself by way of 
preface, he will gradually glide into the histo- 
ry of his race. If the time is limited, or if he 
perceives your patience to be nearly exhaus- 
ted, he will commence his line, the thread of 
his narrative, with Noah, merely mentioning 
an interesting fact which the Old Testament 
fails to record, viz: that upon entering the 
world, Adam assumed the sir-name of O’Flah- 
erty. Of course one of the Irish Kings is 
among his later ancestors. You rarely meet, an 
Irishman of any pretentions whatever who is 
not firmly convinced that he can prove a clear 
descent from one of those illustrious and em- 
inently respectable savages. Well and justly 
has Thackeray styled them “ The Fathers of 
their Country.” 

Of course, pride of family is a very just 
pride, but how much more sensible it is not to 
make a display of it, for, especially in this 
country, it is but the upstarts in society who 
delight to plant their suddenly acquired fami- 
ly trees where all men may see and admire, 
and who air their respectability in blazoned 
carriages and glittering liveries'. And in this 
country more than in othsrs, Fortune seems to 

take especial delight in elevating men from 
the lowest spheres to places of high trust, and 
not only this, but by pouring money into their 
laps she gives them a passport into good socie- 
ty. So long as Fortune smiles upon them, 
their good-standing is never brought into ques- 
tion ; let her, however, but reverse her wheel, 
and even their dearest ^friends snub them. 
They are left with naught but the remem- 
brance of what they were, which only adds to 
their discontent, and they find themselves in 
the position of that fabled jackdaw who, hav- 
ing inserted peacock’s feathers in that part 
generally known as “ the Pope’s nose,” strut- 
ted about among the aristocratic peacocks un- 
til they, discovering the deception, drove him 
back to the birds of his feather, who snubbed 
him ever afterwards in retaliation for his for- 
mer snubbing of them. 

We now introduce a being before whom we 
take off our hats and make a respectful and 
reverential bow. It is the Philosopher’. It is 
amusing to note the self consequence which 
generally, although there are many exceptions, 
takes possession of this contemplative individ- 
ual when he has been initiated into the mys- 
teries of his life’s new era. He then com- 
mences to look upon the rest of mankind as 
in a measure,made for his own especial bene- 
fit, and whom by observation he can turn to 
some advantage in his speculative theories. 
He talks wisely with his class-mates upon sub- 
jects which have puzzled ages, and settles to 
his own satisfaction the world as it should be. 

He passes a great part of the day in con- 
templation of his greatness ; and looks upon a 
student of a lower class with an air as much 
as to say, “Well, my friend, some day you 
may possibly become as great a man as I am, 
but now, I wish you to understand, there is a 
wide gulf between us.” Bnt this is a harm- 
less sort of conceit, and will soon wear off 
when brought into contact with the world, un- 
less indeed the individual is by nature habitu- 
ally conceited. If he is, then his conceit will 
probably never leave him, but take a stronger 
hold as he proceeds in life. It is a sort of a 
blessing that the most conceited person gen- 
erally lives a secluded life, for there is some- 
thing very repulsive in the spectacle of deep- 
ly dyed conceit. A thoroughly conceited man 
makes himself his almost sole companion, be- 
cause he entertains such an overrated idea of 
his own talents that he rarely comes across 
anybody, who, when he compares him to that 
mighty standard—himself—does not suffer so 
unfavorably by the comparison, tha^he rejects- 
him as one unworthy for his spirit to com- 
mune with. So he-goes through life perhaps 
without ever possessing one real true friend. 
He may have a couple of weak-minded admir- 
ers or so, who worship him from a distance, 
and offer up gratifying incense to his vanity, 
but that distance he has measured out, him- 
self, and he merely condescends to look down 
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upon them now and then from the mountain 
height of his conceit. And so he lives in a lit- 
tle selfish world of his own, of which he imag- 
ines himself the king, while he is in reality a 
slave. 

We have noticed quite a vast amount of 
Lakeside Libraries circulating around the 
yard this year. This Lakeside Library enter- 
prise deserves a word of commendation, inas- 
much as it affords good reading at a low price: 
of course we would not like to recommend 
everything which appears in it, for some of 
the series are naught but trash, but still this 
trash is not to be compared with that con- 
tained in the Boys and Girls Weekly and other 
such papers which we used to notice almost 
continually in the hands of some of the young- 
er students of last year. The ’'wonderful a- 
mount of variegated slang to be picked up in 
these papers is something remarkable. The 
avidity with which that monstrous piece of 
absurdity under the heading of “ Jack Harka- 
way” was swallowed not so very long ago, 
speaks very badly for the intellectual stam- 
ina of the rising generation of America. But 
those run-away-to-sea stories which continual- 
ly appear in such papers are most remarkable 
for their similarity and coincidence of plot. 
The enterprising young hero generally com- 
mences his eventful career by running away to 
sea, contrary to the prayers, entreaties, and 
expostulations of his parents. It would not 
be so exciting did he calmly walk away with 
the general consent and good wishes of every 
body connected with him; the restraining 
power is brought in so as to compel him to 
escape upon a dark night by shinning down the 
lightning-rod from his bed-room window, after 
writing a pathetic farewell address to his mo- 
ther, which makes things a great deal more in- 
teresting. In the course of a week this ob- 
serving youth is as good a sailor as any on 
board. A violent storm is the next thing on 
the programme, and all go down except, of 
course, the observing youth, who, calmly gath- 
ering together a few necessaries, flings a cou- 
ple of guns over his shoulder and plaeidly 
sails away on a plank. He is immediately cast 
upon an island and drops into a refreshing 
sleep. He awakens the next morning to find 
the sun shining brightly and the sea calm 
and still, while conveniently strewed along the 
shore are the remains of the wreck, awaiting 
his choice. An attack of savages soon comes 
as a matter of course. Our undaunted hero 
calmly awaits them with a gun full of buck- 
shot. 

“ Nearer, and nearer come the savages.” 
“ Our hero can now plainly discern the 

whites of their gleaming eyes.” 
“ Steadily he takes aim.” 
“He fires.” 
“ A flash, and then a groan.” 

“ And nine hundred and ninety-nine sava- 

ges bite the dust.” 
The rest immediately take to their heels and 

cause no further disturbance. Perhaps you 
may inquire why not set the shot down for a 
round thousand? We can make the’ingenious 
Yankee answer, that we would not tell a lie for 
one savage. But we are digressing. To return 
to the ingenious youth. After that satisfacto- 
ry shot he takes to exploring the island, and 
finds plenty of diamonds and other valuables 
to reward his researches. After some inter- 
isting soliloquies, a ship comes along and bears 
the hero to his native land. There he finds 
his parents in a poor-house, in which shady 
retreat he would also have been, had he not 
in his boyhood had the spirit to follow his own 
inclinations. As it is, he spends the remain- 
der of his days, rich, happy and respected. 
The moral of these tales is obviously intended 
to rear tender youth in the path of virtue and 
obedience. 

Well, we are certain every body has had 
enough of Hash, for this time at any rate. We 
do not wish to fill up the Journal entirely 
with it, for “ variety is the spice of life” as all 
know. So our first dish has been served up; 
we have made a regular mess of it no doubt, 
but such as it is we hope that it will be diges- 
tible, at least with some, and that there is 
nothing in it which will bring the epizootic back 
again. This dish has been rather dryer 
than we intended, the next one we hope will 
be juicier, will have more gravy. But we will 
wait and see if anybody cries out “More 
Hash.” 

* * * 

[OUR lively friend above will find, before he 
finishes reading this paper through, that he has 
made a, faux pas in some of his references on 
preceding page. It is not Llewellyn who is 
to be commiserated. ED.] 

PROGRESS OF THE AGE. 

A great, a glorious age 1 Progressive age ! 
Climax of Civilization! Age of Liberty, In- 
dependence and Free-Thinking ! When every 
individual, from the highest to the lowest, can 
publicly express his or her opinions with im- 
punity ! When each and every one, as his 
own infallible interpreter, can accept as dog- 
ma whatever his enlightened and cultivated 
intellect thinks most suitable to his passions 
and fluctuating interests! 

Age of moral freedom! Untrammeled by 
the authority of superior wisdom, or rather 
what is still more glorious, defying such au- 
thority, the modern philospher, guided by the 
effulgent light of human reason, declares the 
non-existence of the Deity, hurls defiance at 
the impregnable bulwarks of a religion which 
for eighteen long centuries has withstood the 
ferocious assaults of Goth and Vandal, of infi- 
delity and scepticism, a religion, 

“ Q,uam non imbei' edax, non Aquilo impotens 
Possit diruere, aut innumerabilis 
Annorum series, et fuga temporum,” 

and not only escapes censure, but receives the 
plaudits of educated thousands! Man is after 
all but a species of monkey without the tail! 
My friend, you are an ape, Science say so. 
The stale and worn-out tradition that Adam 
and Eve were our first parents, the light of 
Science has shown to be an absurdity, a mere 
piece of monkish trickery in order to delude 
the simple minds of our mediaeval fore-fa- 
thers. 

Though endowed with Will, Memory, and 
Understanding, we have no souls :—we are 
monkeys ! Let no one now boast of his illus- 
trious pedigree ; his ancestors were no doubt 
Chimpanzees, inhabitants of Central Africa’s 
forests, whose daily occupation consisted in 
swinging from bough to bough by their tails. 
Alas! why has cruel Nature deprived us of 
those luxurious appendages ? Or according 
to a perhaps preferable theory, we are the off- 
spring of chance, and came into existance— 
how ? Why, several millions of atoms, after 
tumbling around for several millions of years, 
at last happened to jumble together, and 
formed—Man !!! What a truly scientific the- 
ory ! What a happy contemplation to think 
that we were so many little particles mean- 
dering through space, winging, as it were, out- 
airy flight among the stars! Well may we 
walk with countenance upturned to heaven, 

“ Erectos ad sidera tollere vultus'” 

at the thought of our celestial origin. 
A literary Age! Through the great me- 

dium of the press, we obtain all necessary 
knowledge, and at so cheap a rate! My 
(apish ?) friend take up a daily paper, and you 
will there find an epitomized history of the 
day ; let us peruse it together ; here we find 
published in full the eloquent addresses of out- 
most renowned stump orators; here again are 
the mutual vituperations of our political cir- 
cles ; we next learn that Mr.—has obtained a 
divorce from his wife or his wife from him, or 
that such and such a one has been incarcera- 
ted and fined for drunkeness ; here are scan- 
dals numerous as the sands of the sea shore ; 
all no doubt most interesting and instructive 
subjects. 

“ Have you read the new novel, just out?” 
says Mrs. Smith to Mrs. Jones, “ it is perfect- 
ly lovely, perfectly exquisite! That part 
where Augustus meets Eleanor alone in the 
park is excruciatingly beautifulwhen, after 
he has declared his love for her, they rush in- 
to each others arms, exclaiming, ‘ Dear Elea- 
nor,’ ‘Dear Augustus,’ I thought I should faint 
with emotion, it wras so romantic and pathet- 
ic,” and the good lady brings her handker- 
chief to her eyes and audibly sniffles, quite 
overcome. What a delicate appreciation of 
the beautiful and pathetic, Mrs. S. has! Such 
trash as Spenser, Dry den, Pope, Goldsmith, 
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Bjron, Shelly, Keats and the like are laid 
aside on the shelf to mould ’midst the peren- 
nial accumulation of dust; for so the present 
enlightened age commands. As for Shake- 
speare, it is fashionable to read and misquote 
him ; and the classics are left to the perusal 
of a few benighted fools, who spend their use- 
less lives ransacking musty volumes, written no 
doubt in the age of our monkey ancestors. 
This progressive age has no time to waste over 
such nonsense; it is a money-making age. 
Most individuals (good honest upright men) 
occupy their time in transferring money from 
other men’s pockets into their own, truly a 
worthy employment. How to successfully 
accomplish this wonderful art is the requisite 
knowledge of the Nineteeth Century, and is 
the beneficial result of our immense progress 
towards refined civilization. 

Woman has at last uprisen in all her wom- 
anly might, and burst asunder the chains 
which have held her the obedient slave of 
man’s despotic will since time immemorial. 
Noble minded, strong minded, she dares face 
the ridicule and the jeers of an unappreciative 
world. See ! she has discarded her garments 
of old, and clothed herself in the masculine 
'raiments of her stern brother, ever ready to 
light the hard fight by his side, in Medicine, 
in Law, or—horse-car-driving!! What great 
improvement have not our young people made! 
The young misses of the day, before they can 
talk, at least common-sense, flutter out into 
society, like so many gaudy butterflies, pretty 
harmless creatures, and go flitting about here 

and there, seeking fickle diversion amidst the 
gay parterres of fashionable society. 

And our modern young gentlemen are also 
a truly progressive element! They are men 
before they have had time to forget the nurse- 
ry: they chew, smoke, drink and swear with as 
much facility as an old campaigner ; and with 
many of them, when they have gone through 
a course of arithmetic, reading and writing, 
their education is, ipso facto, completed. 
They are then fully prepared to go forth into 
the world and, to use their own phraseology, 
“strikeout” for themselves, and gad about 
after their butterfly friends, the misses. Such 
are the accomplishments, with many more un- 
mentionable, which characterize the youth of 
these improved times. 

After this brief survey of modern progress, 
and after considering the great advantages 
accruing from it, should we not “ thank our 
stars”—I will not say Providence, for Science 
has declared it exists not,—should we not 
“ thank our stars,” or suns, or moons, that we 
live in an age of such enlightenment, refine- 
ment and civilization ? Look up with rever- 
ence ye apes and monkeys, of the present 
generation to those profound philosophers 
who have thrown so much light upon your 
hitherto fabled oiigin! Gaze with admir- 

ation upon the immense progress of the 
Nineteenth Century! You may well hold up 
your heads with pride and boast of your civili- 
zation, for though monkeys, you are at least 
a rational species. 

c. B. P. 

SUPPLEMENT. 

The large number of pieces handed in for 
publication this and last month, larger than 
at any time since the origin of the jraper,— 
thanks no doubt to the reproof conveyed in 
“Llewellyn’s” first communication, more even 
than to the complaints we have made first and 
last of the inactivity of our College writers,— 
will oblige us to publish a Supplement to this 
issue; and the only question is, of how many 
pages it shall be. We have on two occasions 
published Supplements of a single sheet,-two 
pages, and Mr.J.M. Caperton kindly contribu- 
ted some months since to the expense of a 
sheet of these dimensions, which we deferred 
publishing at the time, as the case did not 
appear so urgent as it now is. The matter on 
hand could well fill four pages, but as the ordi- 
nary resources of the paper would not justify 
us in going to this extra expense, we will wait a 
few days to see if any one will offer us a pre- 
sent of the amount,—really a moderate one 
after all,—which the extra two pages will cost. 
If no one volunteers forthwith, we shall get 
what we can into two pages, and let the rest 
of the matter wait until the next paper appears, 
—whenever that may be; the Supplement 
may serve to fill up the interval at any rate ; 
and if it is as large as we wish it to be, will con- 
tain some matters of local interest necessarily 
excluded from this number for want of room. 

N. B. We make it a particular request of 
our contributors that they attend to the forma- 
tion and proper distribution of paragraphs. 
This matter is so much overlooked,—or do the 
writers know what a paragraph is ?—that we 
are at great trouble in the majority of cases to 
supply their omissions. 

ENTERTAINMENTS. 

The Boat Club is to give one at the College 
for the benefit of its treasury. We are not in- 
formed of date or other particulars. The COL- 

LEGE JOURNAL would like to have one, and 
friends in Washington are probably consider- 
ing it. The falling off of our advertisements 
renders a recourse to this expedient necssary,— 
we are sorry to say. The Billiard Tourna- 
ment here,—a kind of domestic entertainment, 
—is over. 

THE ALERT B. B. CLUB. 

(Communicated.) 

After many laborious endeavors, a consider- 

able sum of money was finally procured by the 
Treasurer of this club wherewith to defray ex- 
penses for the coming season, and a whole set 
of new suits was procured from B. Robinson & 
Co., Washington. It was generally remarked 
that the suits were much prettier than those 
of last year. They consist of white flannel 
hats bound with navy blue, striped blue belts, 
white opera-cloth pants corded in the seams 
with blue, dark navy-blue stockings, and base 
ball shoes with patent spikes. The members 
of the club and their positions are as follows: 
E. J. Mulligan, C: R. J. Slater, P: W. B. Car- 
vill, 1st B.: N. J. Kennedy, 2d B.: M. J. Cla- 
gett, 3d B.; J. F. Kernan, S. S.: J. II. Farish, 
L. F.: J. P. Chew, (Captain) C, F.: E. D. Ca- 
rusi, R. F. 

On Thui sday, Apri 4th, most of the mem- 
bers being eager to shoulder the bat, a game 
was agreed upon with the Aldingtons, a Col- 
lege club. Clad in their uniforms, they ap- 
peared on the field in summer guise, though it 
was but spring. Several fine plays were re- 
corded on both sides, and also several very 
costly errors. Among the former was Blake’s 
fine catch of a difficult fly: among the latter 
a miss by the Alert’s 3d Basemen pro tern., 
who, by the bye, does not profess to be a base- 
man. We will not mention the gentleman 
this time, but simply state that it was not 
Clagett. Chew, Mulligan, and Clagett each 
made a home run. The score resulted as fol- 
lows: Aldingtons, 0: Alerts, 30. 

PUSS-IN-BASE BALL-SHOES. 

CONTRIBUTIONS. Among the literary con- 
tributions for which we desire space in the 
Supplement, are, a vindication of Americus 
Yespucius, the first of a series of historical 
papers promised us: an essay on Travel, with 
suggestions pertinent to Americans: an arti- 
cle on Hazing: and one of the two letters 
from graduates referred to on a preceding page. 
A poem by Janus is thought too long, and 
needs revision, besides. An article on Physical 
Culture, by Id. J. M., is too didactic, and has 
no bearing here, where there is no lack of 
this culture. 

THE EASTER HOLIDAYS begin at noon on Wed- 
nesday, April 17th. Those who go home for 
the holidays must return here by 6 o’clock 
P. M. on the Tuesday evening following, April 
23d. 

NEW ENTRANCE. The passage-way left at 
the east end of the main building being now 
no longer available, a temporary entrance way 
has been made into the house by a flight of 
high steps leading from near one of the 
towers into what was lately the Second Gram- 
mar class-room. 
8@”Wm. Allen, ’75, was married March 12th. 
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POETRY. 

Beside the Grave. 

The green grass grows above thy grave; 
The vines around the belfry cling; 
The willows with the breezes wave; 
The robins o’er thy slumbers sing. 

But thou can’st not their music hear; 
The balmy breeze sighs not for thee; 
For cold thy prison-house and drear 
That shuts out nature’s minstrelsy. 

Yes thou ait dead : and hushed the voice, 
That broke like music on mine ear. 
The reaper Death hath made his choice, 
And closed thy gentle, brief career. 

On those dear eyes that beamed with love, 
Now heavy lies the church-yard mould ; 
And ’neath the sodded mound above, 
Thy cherished form lies still and cold. 

Qh! blame me not, if cold Iseemed 
When Death’s dread mandate bade us part; 
For they around me little deemed 
TIow crushed and bleeding was my heart. 

And when upon thy coifined breast 
With deadened sound the first clod fell; 
Although no tears my grief confessed, 
My heart lay buried there as well. 

Transfixed with agonizing pain, 
I fruitless strove to speak or cry : 
All prayer, all comfort seemed in vain, 
And oh! I wished I too might die. 

Ah ! then how weak was nature’s power 
To nerve me ’gainst the crushing blow 
And aid me in that awful hour 
To drain the very dregs of woe ! 

But God alone, who knoweth all, 
Could still my grief and hear my prayer: 

And he who sees the sparrow’s fall 
Gave peace to soothe, and strength to bear. 

And though submission to his will 
Has robbed the blow of half its pain, 
With longing love I'm waiting till 
The time when we shall meet again. 

And when Death’s shades around me creep, 
How welcome shall his summons be; 
For in the grave’s calm peaceful sleep 
I’ll slumber side by side with thee. 

F. D. 

Base Ball. 

A game of Base Ball, was played on the 
afternoon of March 21sl, between the Poetry 
(Sophomore) class nine, and a picked nine, 
from the three Humanity classes, which re- 
sulted in an easy victory for the latter. The 
game lasted two hours and three quarters. 
The chief features of the game were, Messrs. 
Turner and Mulligan’s catching behind the 
bat, Jenkins and Callahan’s pitching, and 
Chew’s base running. 

The following is the result of the score: 

HUMANITIES. R. 0. POETRY. R. O. 

Mulligan, C. 3 2 Callahan, P. 1 3 
Jenkins, P. 3 2 W. Kernan, 2dB.l 3 
Walsh, 1st B. 3 2 Pallen, C. P. 0 4 

Lynch, C. P. 2 4 Turner, C. 1 3 
Chew, 3d B. 3 3 O'Brien, L. F. 0 3 
Carusi, 2d B. 1 3 Clarke, 3d B. 12 
Farrell, R. F. 2 3 Sweeny, 2 2 
Larkin, L. F. 0 4 Biggins, S. S. 13 
Slater, S. S. 14 McManus, R. F. 0 4 

Tolal 18—27 7—27 
J. D. Harvey, Umpire. 

A. Bodisco, Scorer. 

The National game has excited more inter- 
est here this year than it has for years. Al- 
ready several matches have been played, and 
and on Saturday, March 23d, a mass meeting 
of the students was held for tile purpose of 
selecting a College Nine, and electing officers 
for the season. Three directors were chosen 
to select the nine, viz: B. Campbell .McMeal, 
Thos. Timmins, and Henry Y. Turner. Rev. 
Fr. Whiteford was elected President, Geo. C. 
Oxnard, Manager, Harry C. Walsh, Sec., and 
Thomas C. Blake, Treas. 

On Monday, March 25th, the Directors made 
the following report with regard to the play- 
ers, who were afterwards assigned their posi- 
tions by Capt. Blake as follows: 

Thos. Timmins, C., H. Y. Turner, P., W. 
B. Carvill, 1st B., C. O’Donovan, 2d B., II. C. 
Walsh, 3d B., B. C. McMeal, S. S., H. Y. 
Brown, L. F., T. C. Blake, C. F., J. P. O’Brien, 
R. F. J. E. Callahan and E. J. Mulligan, sub- 
stitutes. 

A game of Base Ball was played on the af- 
ternoon of March 28th, between the English 
class nine, and First Rudiments nine, which 
resulted in an easy victory for the former. 
The game lasted one hour and twenty minutes. 
The chief features of the game were Messrs. 
O’Connor and Bodisco’s catching behind the 
bat, and McElroy & Benoist’s pitching. 

The following is the result of the score: 

ENGLISH. R. O. RUDIMENTS, R. 0. 

O’Connor, C. 2 1 W. Bodisco, C. 1 2 
Benoist, P. 12 McElroy, P. 2 1 
Kennedy, 1st B. 3 1 Wallis, 1st B. 0 2 
Grassin, 2d B. 2 1 Morris, 2d B. 0 2 
W. Merryman, 3d B. 2-1 B. Bodisco, 3d B. 2-1 
Greenwell, S. S. 1 2 Laine, S. S. 1 1 
E. Merryman, L.F. 2-0 Wamelink,L. F. 2 0 
Field, R. F. 1 2 Eden, L. F. 0 2 
Schneider,C.F. 2 2 Flynn, 0. F. 1 1 

16—12 9—12 
H. V. Brown, Umpire, 

W. M. Moore, Scorer. 

Monthly Declamation. 

i   
The exercises of March 16th did not de- 

velope many master-pieces of oratory. Among 
the sixteen declaimers, the most satisfactory 

was Jas. Nunan : in rendering Dowling’s “Fon- 
tenoy,” he displayed both grace and spirit. 
Blake deserves the next place, his effort being 
marred only by an occasional slip of the mem- 
ory. Eden gives good promise. Hart is quite 
deserving of mention. Of the eight readers, 
A. Laplace, in “Nobody’s Child,” was very 
effective in the more subdued style of oratory 
lie-employed on this occasion, but the tone tof 
voice was too low to be entirely satisfactory. 
Brown was excellent, as usual, but his piece 
was too short, and lacked effectiveness, for 
want of amoral. Biggins,'Chew, and Randolph 
deserve commendation for the pains taken by 
them with with their respective pieces. The 
criticism to-day was unusually satisfactory 
and to the point. 

Extract from a private letter to tbe Ed- 
itor. 

“ I found the early history of the College 
exceedingly interesting. It is indeed inspir- 
ing to read the story of the lives of those 
grand old giants who through long years of 
labor, and nights devoid of ease, laid the foun- 
dation of the College. When I saw the name 
of one of my ancestors among the list of gen- 
tlemen who were appointed to solicit aid for 
the College, I was much tempted to call on 
my physician, animo ph'lebotomandi, to as- 
certain if the sanguineous fluid coursing 
through my veins was not a shade bluer than 
I had hitherto suspected. 

“ At last the new College is to be built. 
This certainly is a great event, second only to 
the original foundation of the institution. 
Who can doubt that the many friends of Alma 
Mater will rejoice with exceeding great joy to 
find the 1 new building,’ which has been talked 
about, written about, thought about, for which 
plans have been made and unmade, towards 
which everything has been done except theone 
thing necessary, to wit, to build, from a time 
since when 1 the memory of man runneth not 
to the contrary,’ is now about to emerge from 
the nebulous obscurity of ‘ in potentia’ into 
the clear light of 1 in actu.’?” 

LECTURES AT OLD TRINITY.—The pastor of 
Trinity has inaugurated a series of lectures on 
elementary science for the benefit of the 
Young Men’s sodality attached to the parish, 
and our Prof, of Physics has given one on 
Acoustics, and another on the Properties of 
Water. Our Prof, of Chemistry gave one on 
“The chemistry of a bit of bread.” The lec- 
tures are held in the Old Church, now a ball. 

Jg£i?“ClRCUMSTANCES BEYOND OCR CONTROL MAY 

OBLIGE US TO DEFER THE ISSUE OF OUR NEXT PAPER 

FOR A LONGER PERIOD THAN USUAL 
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MEDICINE AND MUSIC. 

Commencement of Georgetown College 
Medical School—A Quartette of Gradu- 
ates. 

Georgetown University in general and the 
medical department in particular may be 
heartily congratulated on the splendid audi- 
ence in attendance at Lincoln Hall last night 
on the occasion of their commencement exer- 
cises. 

The four graduates in medicine this year 
may be presumed to make up in efficiency 
and skill what they lack in numbers. The 
following is the successful quartette : Arthur 
Wellington Adams, of New York ; Harrison 
Crook, Maryland: James P. Lewis, New Hamp- 
shire ; and P. J. Timmins, Ireland. Mr. Sam- 
uel S. Adams, District of Columbia, received 
his diploma, after having passed a satisfactory 
final examination in anatomy, physiology, ma- 
teria medica, and chemistry. 

The hall presented a brilliant appearance, 
the elegant toilets of the graduates’ lady 
friends being supplemented by the grand 
floral display on the platform, upwards of one 
hundred baskets and bouquets having been 
thus laid at the feet of the faculty and new- 
fledged medicos. Rev. Father Healy, presi- 
dent of the University, occupied the chair. 
There were some score of doctors on the plat- 
form, among whom were noticed Doctors 
Busey, F. Howard, Tabot Johnson, Ashford, 
Eliot, Kelly, Kleinschmidt, Triplett and Ross, 
of the faculty, and Noble Young, Burnett, 
Walter, Haguer, Wales and Toner. 

The exercises opened with three selections 
by Weber's fine band. Dr. Noble Young, 
president of the medical faculty, then read 
the act of Congress authorizing the college to 
grant M. D. degrees. Another selection by the 
band introduced Father Healy, who conferred 
the degrees and made a short and appropriate 
address. The valedictory address was de- 
livered by Patrick J. Timmins, M. D. It was 
gracefully eulogistic of the faculty, modestly 
ambitious for his classmates and thankful to 
the large gathering who had lent their pres- 
ence. In acknowledging the flowers he said 
they were a fit offering to those whose mission 
it would be to keep the roses on the fair cheeks 
of the donors. Dr. F. A. Ashford read a care- 
fully prepared address to the graduates, lie 
treated at length on the mission and influence 
of the physician, giving wholesome advice to 
the newly-made doctors. The graduates of 
last year had all taken high positions, and he 
hoped no less from the present class. 

Dr. S. C. Busey, in presenting the faculty 
prize—a gold medal—to Dr. P. J. Timmins, 
gave an account of the stringent examination 
necessary to win it. Honorable mention was 
made of Dr. H. Crook, between whom and 
the winner there had been a close race.—Dai- 
ly Union, March 20th. 

We are indebted to Dr. Timmins, of our late 
and Mr. T. E. McArdle of our present college 
corps, for invitations to the interesting exer- 
cises described above,—which, by the bye, we 
were unable to attend, on account of our ab- 
sence in New York. That only four gradu- 
ated out of the thirty-three students, (many of 
them, juniors, however,) on the roll when the 
catalogue was published last summer, is due 
to the recent extension of the course, from 
two, to three years, and the very rigid exami- 

nation at its close. Last year, only two grad- 
uated, against thirteen the year before. 

We call attention to the advertisement, on 
this page, of the Summer Course, with its dis- 
tinguished array of lecturers, including our 
own Professor of Chemistry, Dr. Kelly. 

Apropos to the subject, we might mention 
on the authority of a friend who calls our at- 
tention to the fact, that in a special report 
prepared for the U. S. Bureau of Education 
by A. S. Davis, A. M., M. D., of Chicago, en- 
titled “ Contributions to the History of Medi- 
cal Education and Medical Institutions in the 
United States of America, 1776—1876,” no 
mention is made of the Medical School of 
Georgetown University, notwithstanding its 
honorable career of a quarter of a century. 
Can any of the gentlemen connected with the 
School explain this omission.? 

ART OF PROPAGflTICN. 

Is a highly illustrated practical work on the ra- 
pid increase and multiplication of stock. Pub_ 
lished by JENKINS’ GRAPE AND SEEDLING NUR- 

SERY, Winona, Columbiana Co., Ohio. Price pre- 
paid by mail,’50 cts. Catalogue free. Agents wan- 

ted. Address as above. 

J. F. ELLIS & CO-, 
937 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE. 

Sole Agent for the 

FAMOUS WEBER PIANOS, 

The Best in the World. Also 

SMITH AMERICAN ORGANS, 

Unequalled in quality of tone and durability 
A large number of Second-hand Pianos and 
Organs ranging in price from $25 and up. 
Pianos and Organs repaired, tuned, stored, 
packed and moved by experienced workmen. 

CONSUMPTION CURED. 
An old physician retired from active prac- 

tice, having had placed in his hands by an 
East Indian missionary the formula of a sim- 
ple vegetable remedy for the speedy and per- 
manent cure of Consumption, Bronchitis, 
Catarrh, Asthma, and all Throat and Lung 
affections, also a positive and radical cure for 
General Debility and all nervous complaints, 
after having thoroughly tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thonsaads of cases, feels it 
his duty to make it known to his suffering 
fellows. The recipe will be sent free of 
charge, to all who desire it, with full direc- 
tions for preparing and successfully using. 
Address with stamp naming this paper, Dr. J. 
C. STONE, 44 North Ninth Street, Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

A NATIONAL LIBRARY. 
All new books and all standard books supplied 

in any quantity demanded, and loaned to all parts 
of the United States. Old nd new books sold re- 
markably low for cash, or exchanged for other 
books. Immense catalogues in “ Book Exchange 
Monthly, 50 cents a year. Booksellers act as our 
agents. _ „ . 

American Book Exchange, 

P. O. Box 4540. 55 Beekman St., N. Y. 

THE SCHOOEOE EAW.OI 
Uutversty of Georgetown 

Twenty-ninth Medical Session, 1877-8. Course 
begins October 1st and ends in March. 

FACULTY- 
REV. P. F. HEALY, S. J., 

President of the University. 

CHARLES W. HOFFMAN, LL.D , 
Dean of the Faculty and President ..of the Moot 

Court. 

HON. RICHARD T. MERRICK, LL. D., 
Lecturer on Constitutional Law and the Law of 

Nations. 

HON. HALBERT E. PAINE. LL. D., 
Lecturer on Evidence, Pleading and .Practice at 

Law, and Equity Pleading and Jurisprudence. 

MARTIN F. MORRIS, LL. D. 
Lecturer on the Common Law, Real and Personal 

Property, Crimes and Misdemeanors, and 
the History of Law. 

CHARLES W. HOFFMAN, LL. D., TALL- 

MADGE A. LAMBERT, ESQ., and W. H. 

DENNIS, ESQ, 

Judges of the Moot Court. 

.©S^Term opens WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 3,1877, at 
6 p. m., in the Lecture Hall, 915 F Street, n. w. 
For circulars address— 

WM. HENRY DENNIS, 
Secretary, 

Court House, Washington, D. C 

MEDICAL DEPARTMENT, 
University of Georgetown. 

Corner of 10th and E streets northwest, 
Washington, D. C, 

SUMMER SESSION. 

FACULTY. 

REV. P. F. HEALY, S. J., President of the Uni- 
versity. 

CHARLES E. HAGNER, M. D., 
Lecturer on Diseases of the Respiratory Organs 

and Laryngoscopy. 

JAS. S. BEALE, M. D., 
Lecturer on Minor Surgery and Surgical Appli. 

ances. 

SWANN M. BURNETT, M. D. 
Lecturer on Ophthalmology and Otology. 

Prof. JOSEPH TABER JOHNSON, A. M„ M. D.. 
A course on Puerperal Diseases. 

Prof, DANIEL J. KELLY, A. M., M. D., 
A course on the Art of Prescribing. 

Prof. SAMUEL C. BUSEY, M. D.. 
A course on Diseases of the Heart. 

Prof. FRANOIS A. ASHFORD, M. D., 
A course upon Diseases of the Genito-Urinary Or- 

gans. 

The Summer Session will begin April 1st, Intro- 
ductory by Dr. J. S. Beale at 8 o’clock, P. M, 

The lectnres will be delivered each Monday, 
Wednesday, and Friday, continuing through the 
months of April, May, and September. 

For additional information apply toj 

F. A. ASHFORD, M. D., Dean of Faculty 

1330 New York avenue; 
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Academy of the Visitation, 

B. V. M. 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

I^HIS INSTITUTION was founded in the year 
. 1799, and rebuilt in 1873 it is located in a heal- 

thy situation on the Heights of Georgetown, in the 
District of Columbia, surrounded by beautiful and 
picturesque scenery, while the situation combines, 
with the advantage of its close proximity to the Ci- 
ty of Washington, the seclusion so desirable in an 
educational institution. 

Board, tuition, &c., $300. 
For further particulars, apply to the Institution. 

Established 1833 . 

JNO. McDERMOTT & BROS., 
COACHMAKERS 

AND 
CARRIAGE DEALERS 

310 Pennsylvania Avenue, near Third Street, 

WASHINGTON, D. O. 

Carriages and Harness received on Storage and 

sold on commission. 

•W-CAKJRIAGES REPAIRED. 

HATS ! HATS! 

FALL ANNOUNCEMENT FOR 1877 
A Large Assortment for Men and Boys 

Every variety at LOW PRICES. 

W. F. SEYMOUR, 
132 BRIDGE STREET, 

GEORGETOWN, D- C. 

B. ROBINSON, W. L. CHERY, 

Late of Wall & Robinson. 
Late with Wall & Robinson. 

B. ROBINSON &CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 
FOR 

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS. 

909 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE, 
Washington. I>. C. 

IF YOU WANT A FIRST-BATE 

HAIR-CUT OR SHAVE 
CO TO 

TANCIL’ S 
lOO HIGH STREET, 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

W. NORDLINGER, 

NATIONAL CLOTHING EMPORIUM 

114 BBIDGA ST., GEOBGETOWN, D. O. 

ESTABLISHED 1864. 

HEADQUARTERS FOR ‘MENS’ YOUTHS 

and Boys’ Fine Clothing. 
GENTS’ FINE FURNISHING GOODS A 

Specialty. 

MERCHANT TAILORING IN ALL ITS 
Branches. 

W. NORDLINGER, 

NATIONAL CLOTHING HALL, 

114 Bridge Street. 

N. B. Inducements given to College Trade. 

HALL & HUME 
807 MARKET SPACE, 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Dealers in 

FAMILY GROCERIES, 

WINES, CHAMPAGNES, 

OLD FRENCH BRANDIES 

SOLE PROPRIETORS, Ac. 

of tlie popular 

OLD STAG WHISKEY. 

Goods packed and shipped free of charge. 

CLOTHING READY fflADE. 
CLOTHING MADE TO ORDER. 

FOR DRESS SUITS go to NOAH WALKER 
& CO. 

FOR BUSINESS SUITS GO TO NOAH 
Walker & Co. 

FOR SCHOOL SUITS GO TO NOAH 
Walker & Co. 

FOR WHITE OR COLORED SHIRTS GO 
to Noah Walker & Co. 

FOR NECK SCARFS OR TIBS GO TO 
Noah Walker & Co. 

FOR ALL KINDS OF GLOVES GOTO 
Noah Walker & Co. 

» 

FOR COLLARS, CUFFS, OR .SUSPEN- 
ders go to Noah Walker & Co. 

IF YOU WISH GOODS MADE TO ORDER 
go to Noah Walker & Co. 

IF YOU WISH A GOOD FIT GO TO 
Noah Walker & Co. 

IF YOU WISH GOOD GOODS GO TO 
Noah Walker & Co. 

IF YOU STUDY ECONOMY GO TO 
Noah Walker & Co. 

IP Yon DON’T KNOW THE LOCATION, IT i,s-r- 

625PEN., N AVE. BET. 6TH & 7TH STS-, N.W. 
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