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ODE ON ST. CECIEIA’S DAY. 

How sweet the/power that throws its golden 
chains 

Around man’s heart, 
With tuneful art, 

Charming away his pains ! 
Dark anger that stern sits and broods, 
And crimes and harshest vengeance bodes 

In the deep chambers of his soul, 
Like a disturbed ghoul, 

Starts up and shudders from the sight, 
Before the sweetly tempered night. 

Music, thy melodies a softness wear. 
For laden breast, 
That brings it rest, 

Dissolving thence the vaporous clouds of care, 
That lower there; 

Just as the searching gleam 
Of bright sunbeam 

Dissolves away the fleecy mists that form 
Around the hill-tops in the early morn. 

Sorrow and grief 
Find quick relief 

In thy harmonious strain; 
And many a respite gain 

From thee, divinest art, 
For aching heart 

That beats once more and casts away the while 
Care’s mantle, basking, heedless in thy smile, 

Until thou fad'st away, 
Like sunshine from the day, 
Leaving but darkness and night’s shad- 

ows grey. 

And when the horror of despair 
Casts ’round the soul a sullen glare 
Of fires that light the infernal air; 

The minstrel, as once David, sings 
In silvery cadence; 

And with his music something brings 
Of heavenly radiance, 

That through the gloom a brightness flings, 
And drives the demon thence. 

This did the harp for Saul, 
When madness like a pall, 
O’erhung the brightness of his mind, 
And reason from her throne declined. 

When thy muse’s skilful hands 
Lightly play for festal bands, 

And in merry measures stray 
O’er the lyre’s enchanted string; 

When the young and fair and gay, 
To thy chords their roundels sing; 

Bound the heart and glow the features 
Of the joyous, happy creatures. 
Bright the sparkle of the eye 
When thy joyous self is nigh. 
Blithely they go, 

Laughing so cheerily, 
Singing so merrily, 
Tripping unweariedly, 

AU the dance through. 

In the night, 
The light 

Of the moonbeam falls. 
In the grove, 
His love, 

The nightingale calls; 
The stars like bright eyes, 
Shine down from the skies; 
A beautiful calm holds the fragrant air, 
And all in the night is divinely fair: 
But when the tinkle of guitar, 
And sound of voice swell from afar 

In faint and mingling harmony; 
The music, starlight and moonbeam, 
A scene of such enchantment seem, 

As would seduce the elfin gnomes 
That flit about in fairy homes. 

But there are tones of deeper power 
That steal upon the prayerful hour, 
When lowly hearts turn from the earth, 
And care no more for scenes of mirth; 
When blending voices sing the lays 
That give the great Creator praise, 
And hymns and alleluias rise, 
And float up sweetly to the skies, 
To blend with angel choirs above 
In strains of an eternal love; 
There in that land, where souls must be 
Attuned in ceaseless melody. 

Such were thy lays, Cecilia, virgin saint, 
Whose spotless soul from earliest years 

Ne’er bore a taint 
Of earthly passions, felt their fears, 

Nor cared for joys that earthly lovers paint. 
Thy spirit was as calm as summer’s tide, 

Whose gently heaving swell 
But serves to tell 

Of depths that its still, waters hide. 
Thy life was all a music, played on strings, 

Attuned by heavenly art, 
And heard by God alone. 
On rapturous wings. 
The voiceless music of thy heart 
Ascendcth to His throne. 

And sweet the converse that thou hold’st with 
Him, 

When thou didst clothe in words 
This wondrous silent strain 
And formedst the organ’s solemn chords 
To deepen the refrain, 

And add its melody to sacred hymn. 

And I do love thee, Saint, but as I love 
To look upon the starry light 

That beams above, 
Far, far above me in the night. 

The lustre of thy life 
Is to the heedless strife 

Of sin and sorrow, care and helpless woe 
That rages, never ceasing, here below, 
But as the light of those small beacons there 
That twinkle in the night’s still air, 
And cast a trembling, soft, uncertain ray j 
That speeds to earth away, 
And lends the darkness there a feeble haze, 

Faint glimmer of the distant planet’s blaze. 
Nor I, nor none of earth can see 
The beauty that belonged to thee. 
Most beautiful in death, the grace 
And glow of heaven lit thy face; 
Thy young life stricken by the sword, 
Yet heard the prayer that marked thy wedding 

day: 
“ Keep from my heart all sinfulness away, 
And be my chastity inviolate, Oh, Lord.” 

A DAY OX SEA AXD LAND. 

The most remarkable fact connected 
with the paper here begun, is the very nar- 
row escape it made from never having been 
written. The reader whose patience car- 
ries him to the last lines may find reason 
to think, that this escape would have been 
as desirable as it was narrow. While the 
editona staff of the JOURNAL was in its 
usual summer, fragmentary condition, and 
the hands that during the months of the 
scholastic year had penned vigorous edi- 
torials, indited discriminating critiques, or 
dashed off burning lyrics, were sounding 
the turbid waters of the Altamaha and 
Chattahooche for cat-fish, or whipping the 
mountain streams of Pennsylvania and the 
Far West for leaping trout, the writer, in 
pursuit of business and pleasure combined 
—in precisely what proportions it beseem- 
eth not the reader to inquire—found himself 
at Mount Desert, on the coast of Maine. 
Looking out upon the scene from the deck 
of the City of Lewiston as she steamed into 
Bar Harbor, it was not difficult to accept 
the conjecture of archaeologists, that this 
was once “Acadie, the home of the happy,” 
where 

—the murmuring pines and the hemlocks. 
Bearded with moss and in garments of green, in- 

distinct in the twilight, 
Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and pro- 

phetic; 
Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on 

their bosoms;” 

and where— 
“Loud from the rocky caverns the deep-voiced 

neighboring ocean 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the 

wail of the forest.” 

As the picturesque Porcupine Eocks, 
that land-lock the harbor all dotted with 
yachts, rise to view, it would have seemed 
natural, when one turned from them to the 
green slope of the larger island to which 
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we were slowly steaming, to see not the 
modem “Daisy Miller,” in her flowing suit 
of yachting flannel, but Evangeline— 
•‘Wearing her Norman cap and her kirtle of blue, 

and the ear-rings 
Brought in the olden time from France.” 

To reach Mount Desert on a glowing 
summer’s day, when the sun is transform- 
ing the waters of the throbbing ocean into 
molten waves of emerald or sapphire, and 
golden splendor glints from the storm- 
whitened rocks and the verdure-clad hills 
of the island, is to realize the truth of the 
praise given this wild, historic shore when 
one wrote, that a month there in the warm 
days of July or August is “a summer idyl 
at the noon-tide of the year.” 

This paper is not intended to be a record 
of days spent at Mount Desert, else might 
I* tell of the mornings passed upon the 
gleaming waters of the harbor; the rough 
clambering over the rocks and across the 
rifts at “Schooner Head” or “the Ovens,” 
where timid hands involuntarily stretch 
forth for strong arms to stay them; of the 
excursions to that great curiosity, “Eagle 
Lake,” a natural reservoir of the purest 
water, perched aloft in the embosoming 
hold of the mountain, and capable of sup- 
ply ing the needs of New York and London 
combined; the exhilarating drives over 
mountain roads and along the rocky mar- 
gin of the sea on buck-boards, a vehicle 
that must be seen and felt to be appre- 
ciated; the happy hours in that perfect 
type of a rustic chapel, the church of St. 
Sylvia, standing probably almost on the 
very spot where so long ago as 1698 Peres 
Biard and Massd raised the cross and called 
the island St. Sauveur; and, finally, the 
lovely nights spent on the balconies of the 
West End Hotel, when the ceaseless ocean, 
almost at one’s feet, glimmered with the 
hundred lights that hung from the grace- 
ful yachts or shone from the grim black 
hulls of the Portsmouth and the Vandalia, 
at anchor in the harbor. Rather, I hurry 
to the morning when, after having reluct- 
antly turned away from dear faces and 
following eyes, that had cast brightness 
jnto the dreariest of the dark days which 
so often prevail at Mount Desert, when 

“Aloft on the mountains 
Sea-fogs pitched their tents and mists from the 

mighty Atlantic,” 

I found myself in the eon traded saloon of 
the City of Bangor, a small propeller ply- 
ing between Bar Harbor and the town after 
which it is named. My being there at all 
was rather the result of what men call 
chance, for the journey to Bangor I had 
proposed to make after other fashion. 

Any person who, like the writer, has 

been pretty thoroughly steeped in the 
writings of De Quincey and Dickens can- 
not have failed to acquire the most roman- 
tic notion of a journey by stage-coach. 
About the bustle of starting, the mad driv- 
ing around precipitous turns in the road, 
the wayside inn where smoking cups and 
smoking dishes welcomed the chilled 
traveller “on the outside,” the triumphant 
dash through the main street of the final 
halting place, and the rich stories to be 
gleaned from the gruft' “whip” who has 
been on the road as man and boy for half 
a century, rests a charm, tha t will assert it- 
self even in the presence of modern al- 
lurements in the shape of Pullman cars 
and palace steamers. To “book a place 
on the outside” is an event in a life-time, 
and 1 felt that all our old English worthies 
were one degree less removed when I en- 
tered the stage office at the Grand Central 
Hotel and secured a place on the outside 
of the Tally-ho, which in the season runs 
between Bar Harbor and Bangor. Over 
the desk was posted a flaming chromo-lith- 
ograpbic print, representing a coaeh-and- 
four plunging along as though followed by 
the de’il that chased Tam O’Shanter, and 
over it a scroll announcing, that the jour- 
ney from Mount Desert to Bangor by stage 
was “the most beautiful ride on earth.” 
Now, here was something worth the three 
dollars paid for the ticket; but if there is 
one painful truth sooner than any other 
learned by the traveler, it is the woeful 
discordance between the realities and the 
promises of modern traveling. From the 
bitterness of a disappointed spirit was 
wrung the ejaculation of Sir John Falstaff, 
“How this world is given to lying !” With 
enhanced force would he have cried out 
anew in this sad strain had he found 
himself in a linen duster and with Apple- 
ton’s Railroad Guide in hand, coming home 
from a summer tour. Passenger agents 
from the various railroad and steamboat 
routes meet annually in convention, and 
if it be usual to open this, as it is other 
conventions, with prayer and Scripture 
reading, we take the liberty of suggesting 
the history of Ananias and Sapphira from 
the Acts as a standing portion of the ser- 
vice. Yielding to the persuasion of a friend 
who lauded the beauties of a sail up the 
Penobscot, I withdrew my name from the 
booking-list and thus found myself, as 
aforesaid, in the saloon of the City of Ban- 
gor. A dense fog rested upon sea and 
land, yacht, sail, ship and mast, and as we 
crept out of the harbor the mist-clad form 
of the Portsmouth rose obscurely at our 
side, and from her deck we heard indis- 
tinctly the stroke of her morning bells. 
To a voyager along the coast of Maine, 

who has had the rare luck to make the 
trip on a day of sunshine and has seen for 
himself the labyrinth of rocky islands that 
gird and guard the mainland, the wonder 
is how in the deep gloom of night, or the 
not less impenetrable obscurity of dense 
fogs, such as for more than two-thirds of 
the year prevail on that shore, any vessel 
can with safety pick its way through. 

I cannot say that on this particular 
morning any such disturbing thought 
drew my attention off from the newspaper 
in my hand, although the dull fog-whistle 
of the steamer every few moments 
sounded warningly upon the ear. But 
the sad bulletins in that morning’s pa- 
per, which told how the dying President 
had spent the night, were destined never 
to be read; for suddenly there came 
a crunching noise unlike anything 
that I had ever heard before, followed by 
two successive shocks, one heavy and dull, 
the other sharp and metallic, and the dread- 
ful truth came home to the terror-stricken 
soul that the steamer had gone on the 
rocks ! The vessel staggered, made one 
plunge forward and then fell into the 
trough of the sea, a helpless wreck. To 
rush to the side of the boat and watch the 
dull green waves as with sickening splash 
they beat into the scupper holes on the 
deck was the work of a second, and into 
the few moments that determined whether 
we should sink or float the thinking of a 
life-time seems to have been crowded. 
Often had the question come for answer as 
to the time and place and circumstances 
when that which we call life would end; 
and now was this to be the close of all ? 
Here in a fog so dense that the vessel’s 
prow was lost in the mist, with the sound 
of the breakers roaring not a hundred 
yards away in the gloom, the cold waters 
of the Atlantic, that had drunk in so many 
lives since first man tempted its treacher- 
ous pathways, surging around the disabled 
hulk that was all that stood between us 
and its death-roll! One thinks fast in such 
a moment. But the first shock of terror 
past, there was work to be done. How 
soon we should sink, or how soon be bat- 
tered to pieces on the rocks which the 
breakers’ roar told us to be near, none 
could say; and an hour must pass before 
help could reach us from the City of Rich- 
mond following in our wake, even if she 
did not fail to hear our signal of distress 
kept constantly sounding. Life preserv- 
ers were hurriedly adjusted to the unresist- 
ing and helpless forms of weeping women 
and distracted children, (two or three of the 
former made the most judicious disposal of 
themselves by fainting, and were quietly 
stowed away on lounges until the danger 
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had passed), and all whose fright had not 
made them supremely selfish found occupa- 
tion in trying to calm the agitation of the 
more terror-stricken. One young lady- 
gratitude causes me to regret that she is 
never likely to see the acknowledgment 
here made—has my heartiest thanks, for 
in presence of her agony, all thought of 
personal danger was driven from my mind. 
In a very paroxysm of dread and grief she 
stood before the pilot-house, her arms toss- 
ing above her head, trembling in every 
limb, and her shrieks sounding above the 
fog-whistle and the dash of the breakers; 
and as she cried out in response to all 
words of encouragement offered her, “0, 
my God; I can’t die,” I realized as I had 
never done before how dear is life to the 
young and happy. While that life lasts 
for her, she will probably never know a 
more fearful hour than that spent in the 
fog and mist on that slimmer morning, 
off Schooner Head. 

An hour of uncertainty, in whose pro- 
tracted moments the possibility of death 
stared us in the face; pallid women im- 
ploring each passer-by to warn them when 
the vessel would go down; ears strained 
to catch through the fog, that gave back the 
echoes of our own distress, signal-response 
from approaching steamer ; while the dash 
of sounding waters upon unseen reefs 
timed, as they dragged their slow length 
along, the weary moments of suspense and 
waiting. Through the fog the City of 
Richmond drew nigh, a welcome sight, as 
she loomed up almost at our side and look- 
ing, in the dull grey of the mist, a phan- 
tom boat. The danger was passed and we 
could join the laugh with which the pas- 
sengers of the rescuing steamer greeted 
our terrified travelers as they huddled to- 
gether at the stern of the vessel, yet wear- 
ing the life preservers which, we may trust, 
would have been found better adapted to 
safety overboard, than they were to grace 
of form when worn on deck. 

Landed upon the nearest coast, my next 
business was to secure means for continu. 
ieg my journey to Bangor, for despite of 
resistance to fortune’s beckoning I was yet 
to enjoy that “most beautiful ride on 
earth,” as it were. Substituting a private 
conveyance for the regal Tally-Ho, the 
journey over-land from Southwest Harbor 
to Bangor was begun about an hour before 
noon. Here I may cite an instance of that 
thrift (ill-disposed readers may give it a 
harsher name) which has made corn spring 
us in the flinty soil where nature planted 
only rocks, and helped its possessors to win 
wealth, where other races of men would 
have found only graves. Lour of us, 
meekly disclaiming the sympathy which the 

world extends to shipwrecked travelers, 
were honestly paying down the royal sum 
of eight dollars for the use of horse and 
vehicle for three short hours, when the 
landlady of the hostelry, with which our 
bargain was being concluded, rushed out 
bare-headed, and summoned “ one of you 
men,” to pay her ten cents for a biscuit 
and a glass of milk ! It would have been 
dignified to be recognized in company 
with a Baldwin of the Newark bank; but 
to be detected consorting with a paltry fel- 
low, whose dishonest soul could soar no 
higher than a dime’s worth of milk and 
bread was humiliating in the extreme. 
The culprit settled the bill, adding byr way 
of apology that he had forgotten it, only 
to receive from the pert landlady the un- 
necessary assurance, “ well 1 I didn’t.” 
She evidently runs her hotel on the prin- 
ciple, that if she took care of the ten cents 
the eight dollars would take care of them- 
selves. 

A rapid drive soon leaves behind the sea 
of which for one day at least none of us 
asked more; and passing through the gate- 
way that leads into the road around Beech 
Mount, there opened upon our view a scene 
that bade fair to make good the promise 
of that superlatively beautiful ride. Lakes 
succeeding each other lay embowered in 
the mountains, which, down to the waters’ 
touch from their storm-reared crowns, 
were robed in verdure that but intensified 
the emerald green of the placid lake- 
surface ; and in the wedding of mountain 
and lake, rocky cliffs and circling waters, 
there was perfection that justified the 
glowing pages of the old chronicles left by 
the early Jesuits, who from one of their 
settlements around Pere Biard’s Spring, 
lying within glance of our roadway, must 
often have feasted their wondering eyes 
on the glory that God has set upon these 
wild recesses of his fashioning. With our 
crossing at Tremont bridge from Mount 
Desert to the mainland, we left behind us 
all that could lay claim to exceptional 
beauty of landscape; and thence the jour- 
ney to Bangor, broken by a halt for dinner 
at Ellsworth, a town that seemed strug- 
gling to keep itself from sliding down hill 
into the Union river, on which il, is built, 
might have been divided into three parts : 
first, fifteen miles of mud; next, a suc- 
cession of steep hills to climb and descend ; 
and lastly, some more mud that bore us 
softly but painfully quite into the streets of 
Bangor town. The sound of the wearied 
horse’s footsteps upon Bangor bridge, 
where the road crosses the Penobscot, with 
its miles of lumber rafts, lazily flowing 
beneath, was welcome to ears whose morn- 
ing salute had beeu the dash of wild break- 

ers on fog-hidden reefs and the shrieks of 
horror-stricken women. With all insane 
predilection for stage-rides compressed out 
of my bones, aching from the weary ride 
of forty-eight miles, and with eye-lids 
heavy, I sought the grateful pillow, where 
realities were lost in dreams of “ men who 
go down to the sea in ships,” and rocks 
and shoals and dead men’s bones bleached 
to ivory in coral caves. 

BOBIN BUFF. 

ST. CECiEIA’S DAT. 

At S o’clock on the evening of the 22d of 
last month we were located-in the college 
hall casting our eyes over a programme, 
at the head of which were the words that 
are placed above these lines. To say that 
tiie programme bore the legend, “St. Ce- 
cilia’s Day,” is to say all that is necessary 
by way of introducing the reader to the 
remarks which, in our journalistic capac- 
ity, it chances to be our duty, and we may 
add too, our pleasure, to submit to our 
readers on the subject-matter to which the 
programme served as the index. 

Since before we have said a dozen words 
on the musical feature of the evening’s en- 
tertainment it will infallibly appear that 
we are profoundly ignorant of the right 
names to apply to things musical, we may 
as well premise by formally confessing 
that ignorance. We shall accordingly 
have nothing to say of the technique, etc., 
of the different musical performances of 
the evening. We shall proceed in a straight- 
forward manner to call things by those 
names with which every-day conversation 
has familiarized us. What we think good, 
we shall call good; what we think other- 
wise, we shall call otherwise; for thus only 
can we hope to avoid getting into trouble 
with those of our readers who may be 
thoroughly and accurately versed in the 
hard words which the regular musical 
critic must have on the tip of his tongue 
or the point of his pen. 

A violin solo, by Mr. 11. Bakemann, was 
the first thing called for by the programme, 
but to the regret of all whose pleasure it 
was to sit beneath his delightful execution 
on a similar occasion last year, it was an- 
nounced that the gentleman had a few 
hours before met with a painful accident, 
which deprived him of the full use of his 
hand. His place on the programme was 
very kindly and most acceptably filled by 
Mr. Daniels, whose rich and well-trained 
voice commanded at each appearance of 
the gentleman the closest attention and 
bursts of hearty applause. Mr. John H. 
Hickcox, Jr., andhis magnificent bass, were 
no strangers to most of those present. The 
impression left upon those of us whose good 
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fortune it was to hear him last year, both 
on St. Cecilia’s day and at the benefit ten- 
dered the JOURNAL on the 18th of Decem- 
ber following, was such as would long 
abide without any renewal. The gentle- 
man’s voice is exceptionally fine by nature, 
and is, moreover, under the most perfect 
control. There was unmistakable evidence 
of the highest appreciation of its beauty 
and power on the part of all present, the 
most of whom, while absolutely and pro- 
foundly ignorant (as is the present writer) of 
the technicality of music, can nevertheless 
draw with sufticientaccuracy the line of dis- 
tinction between a good voice and a poor 
voice, good singing and bad singing. Mr. 
Henry Foreman, in baritone solos, made us 
all wish to see and hear more of him than 
fell to our lot on this our first acquaintance 
with him. VVe are not quite certain whether 
it be precisely the proper thing to speak of 
the sweetness of a gentleman’s voice; there 
may be some scientific name for such a 
qu .lity in the voices of gentlemen, and 
only a lady’s voice be called sweet; but we 
have already declared our “fast intent” to 
call things by the names with which we 
are familiar, and hence we shall use that 
term in characterizing Mr. Foreman's 
voice. The enthusiasm of the audience, as 
manifested through the applause which 
greeted Mr. Foreman at the end of each 
song, abundantly showed the high estimate 
placed upon his voice and its culture. 

The “College Glee Club” appeared in 
part songs, and added no little to the pleas- 
ure of the evening’s entertainment. If or 
must we forget to mention the contribution 
to the same end made by Mr. Frederick 
Tete, our fellow-student, who executed in 
a highly satisfactory manner a cornet solo 
—the “Serenade.” He labored under great 
disadvantage, for who so dead to all feel- 
ing as not to wish, on general principles, 
every cornet, along with the inventors of 
the instrument, transported to some region 
—no matter where—whence they could 
never return to weary the patience of our 
frail human nature ? While we would not 
he so bold as to say that Mr. Tete’s per- 
formance completely reversed this feeling 
of horror for cornets, we may safely say 
that he did much towards lifting the friend- 
less instrument out of the absolute hatred 
which was, not without cause, entertained 
for it by every one in our little community 
—those alone excepted who own one and 
blow one. 

But it is time we were addressing our 
attention to the literary part of the even- 
ing’s entertainment. A poem on the 
“Power of Music,” by Mr. John D. Mc- 
Laughlin, was the opening piece. It was 
neatly executed as to metre, and not lack- 

ing in that delicacy of thought which is so 
essential to poetry. The gentleman’s de- 
livery was highly intelligent and forcible; 
the principal defect in this particular was, 
we think, an exaggerated deliberateness. 
This was due, no doubt, to a very laudable 
desire on his part to speak distinctly; and 
while he amply secured this prime requis- 
ite in a speaker, he fell into the fault in- 
dicated above. 

The next speaker was Mr. Francis Bro- 
gan, with “A Plea for the Classics,” which 
any one would find it difficult to reject. 
While we do not feel that any explanation 
or apology is needed for this gentleman’s 
very creditable effort, we may remark, 
what is perhaps not known to most of those 
who heard him that evening, that he had 
been afflicted with the malarial plague, 
which this malarial year has made familar 
to everybody, and was not positively de- 
cided as to whether or not he would appear 
until a day or two beforehand. This ex- 
planation is, as we have said, hardly neces- 
sary; we volunteer it as a mere gratuity. 

Mr. Edward P. Farrell next ascended 
the betna, and held the close attention of 
his audience with an exceptionally well 
written essay on “Art in Poetry.” The 
gentleman marred what would otherwise 
have been a very forcible and pleasant de- 
livery by the rapidity of his articulation. 
With this qualifying remark we can very 
warmly congratulate him upon his rendi- 
tion of the essay; and upon the essay itself 
we tender him our congratulations without 
any reservation whatever. 

This part of the entertainment was very 
nicely rounded off by an ode—“St. Ceci- 
lia’s Day”—from Mr. J. F. O’Meill. The 
poem will be found elsewhere in these 
columns, and will speak for itself. It was 
very tastefully rendered, and well merited 
the applause with which it was received. 

Thus passed a very pleasant evening, 
and we do not feel that it is out of place to 
express to the class of Rhetoric our thanks 
for what was.indeed a pleasant break in the 
routine of our college life. Rhetoric has 
every reason to feel proud, and we every 
reason to feel grateful. BOK. 

n>: (inm'MdJi ittitrs. 

In reading, the other day, Macaulay’s 
essay on Milton, my attention was arrested 
by the following passage : “ The spirits of 
Milton are unlike those of almost all other 
writers. His friends in particular are 
wonderful creations. They are not meta- 
physical abstractions. They are not wicked 
men. They are not ugly beasts. They 
have no horns, no tails, none of the fee- 
faw-fum of Tasso and Ivlopstock. They 
have just enough in common with human 

nature to be intelligible to human beings. 
Their characters are, like their forms, 
marked by a certain dim resemblance to 
those of men, but exaggerated to gigantic 
dimensions, and vailed in mysterious 
gloom.” And now, dear reader, let me 
introduce you to our billiard fiend ; is he a 
metaphysical abstraction ? You will 
answer: “Ho, he is a quite a substantial 
reality.” He is tall and slim, and, abstract- 
ing from his personality as a billiard fiend, 
I think you would find him a very engaging 
young man ; he is tall, as I said before, but 
as he is not very broad of beam, his ap- 
pearance is, I should say, rather attractive 
than imposing; he has the timidity of 
modesty in his genial air, melancholy on 
his lips, and a precocious lassitude in his 
attitude; you perceive that this young 
man has thought and suffered before his 
time. But the feature that predomi- 
nates is grave and meditative sensibility. 
You say to yourself: This young 
man carries something weighty and 
holy in his thoughts, like the interests 
of a people, and he feels the weight 
and the sanctity of his burden. And you 
would be right, I think, for the young 
man is thinking of one hundred lines 
which he received yesterday for migrating 
out of bounds. He foregoes, for the once, 
the disagreeable task of visiting town ; he 
can wait until some other half-holiday. 
When he was informed that he had one 
hundred lines inprospectu, his gentle spirit 
quailed ; yet he made the heroic resolve to 
eat no dinner that day. He would pine 
away, he said ; nobody would miss him. 
Accordingly he goes over to the billiard- 
room and pines away on the end of a cue— 
and speaking of billiard cues reminds me 
that “Jim’s” make-up (for that is the name 
he goes by,) is very much on the order of 
his favorite weapon ; indeed, but for the 
leather head of the latter, the resemblance 
would be complete. A friend of mine had 
conceived the bold idea of celebrating in 
heroic verse the exploits of our billiard 
fiend ; it would have been an epic poem, 
but my friend is prostrated by an attack of 
premature spring fever, and according fu- 
ture ages will sigh in vain for Jones’ 
“ Jimmiad.” If I have in the least glorified 
our fiends in homely prose, I am content; 
my mission is accomplished. But every 
sensible man will deplore the non-appear- 
ance of dopes’ “Jimmiad,” for that noble 
production would have securely established 
our billiard fiend, at least, in a niche of the 
Temple of Fame. AH ! 

IF our friends dare not inform us of our 

faults, is it not best for us to have enemies 

that are not afraid to do it? 
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BE QUAD Am RE. 

With no slight misgivings do I take issue 
upon some points with our local editor, 
yclept “ Ah! ”—for the prospect of being 
impaled upon the point of his sarcastic 
goose-quill, and there to be held up to the 
ridicule and scorn of our miniature world, 
while the electric light of his genius lays 
bare my foibles and faults, is, indeed, not 
very inviting. 

But, “ fools rush in where angels fear to 
tread,” and so I so venture to make one or 
two suggestions to “ Ah ! ”, entreating 
him, however, at the very outset, to re- 
member that I am no skilled wielder of the 
journalistic pen—only a “ tender-foot,” 
and therefore to be dealt with in a gentle 
manner, lest a killing frost may nip, in the 
bud, the hopes I fondly cherish of one day, 
being something great—an editor par ex- 
emple. 

Our friend “Ah!”, wee “crimson-tipped” 
daisy that he is, modestly occupies a col- 
umn in describing himself. No doubt he 
is wmrthy of the space thus occupied, but 
outside of the satellites that revolve around 
the bright particular star “Ah 1”, few care 
to learn that he is so very modest “ that he 
never speaks to a young lady unless she is 
a relation.” No, friend “Ah!”, mend 
your ways; we caie not so much as a rush- 
light or a pepper-corn about your personal 
characteristics; what we want is college 
news—incidents drawn from life in the 
yard—what serves to while away the 
weary hours of a rainy afternoon, what 
means devised, pleasantly 

“Partem solido demere de die.” 

Such items,believe me,would interest not 
only us who still linger in these hallowed 
cloisters, but those, too,who with “deep af- 
fection and fond recollection,” yet cherish 
the memory of Alma Mater. 

The object of articles entitled “De Qui- 
busdam Rebus,” if I may venture to judge 
from certain ancient tomes found in our 
society libraries, is to gather college news, 
to discuss the doings and misdoings of 
college life, to tilt, with journalistic lance, 
against the abuses that are wont to creep 
into our midst. Just here may I offer my 
second suggestion. You have selected 
some abuses as worthy of your castigating 
pen; the spirit of your selection I approve, 
but with your mode of applying the rem- 
edy I must differ. 

It is always proper and well-timed to ex- 
pose the escape to upper regions of his Sa- 

tanic majesty or of any of his minions. 
Mortals are easily deceived, and often ac- 
cept as a messenger of light one whose 
true livery is better suited to a warmer 
clime; therefore, you do well to warn us 

against the fiends. Beware, however, of 
ridicule; it is a powerful weapon, and, un- 
less skilfully used, is apt to beget bitter 
feelings. 

“Haeret laterl lethalis arundo.” 

And many a friendship that has with- 
stood the storms of long years has been 
snapped and turned to hatred by a word of 
ridicule. Point your arrows against all 
abuses, be honest and fear not carping 
criticism, but do not let your zeal for the 
public welfare betray you into a too fre- 
quent use of this all-powerful weapon. 
But another word, and I shall no longer 
tax your patience. This little effusion is 
not prompted by any wish to discourage 
you in your efforts; on the contrary, it is 
undertaken by one who wishes you success 
in the path you have chosen; but who, 
having seen others meet shipwreck on the 
journalistic sea, would fain mark out some 
of the rocks that wrecked your prede- 
cessors. With this I say not adieu, but au 
revoir. F. 

ATBXETIC SPORTS. 

Under the efficient management of Mr. 
Tarr and his assistants, the sports this year 
were a complete success in spite of the in- 
clement weather. For a number of days 
rain prevented any one from venturing on 
the field, and after the downpour of rain 
had ceased the mud was sufficient to stop 

| all attempts toward proceeding. The last 
I few days were very cold, and on one occa- 
sion a bonfire was kindled, around which 
the shivering spectators crowded while the 
runners and walkers were rolling up laps 
for a record in the go as-you-please. Not- 
withstanding these drawbacks, there was 

(some excellent sport, which was enough of 
itself to compensate for the labor and pains 
bestowed upon the undertaking. 

As has been customary, an ellipse, which 
was just 220 yards in extent, was construc- 
ted on the field, and eight times around the 
ellipse was a mile. The flags which were 
used last year were put into requisiton, 
and the campus, covered withjstudents and 
ornamented with flags of all nations, pre- 
sented a gay appearance. There were few 
outside spectators, except the denizens of 
the street which is immediately outside 
the gate. One of the gimins entertained 
the audience between acts by singing, after 
the manner of ye wandering minstrel of 
yore, various patriotic and love- laden ditties. 
He varied the performance by walking on 
his hands, and after he had exhausted his 
repertoire he departed, surrounded by a 
crowd of admiring urchins. 

The first thing on the programme saw 
the one-hundred-yard dash. The race was 
very exciting although the time was not 
very good. Chew and O’Neill tied for the 
first place, and Abrams came in second. 
Time UJ. The ground was rather wet and 
slippery, and on that account good time 
could not be made. 

In the sack race Abrams" had everything 
his own way from the beginning and came 
in first, nearly thirty yards ahead of his 
nearest opponent. The distance was two 
hundred yards, and no time was kept. 
Mulligan was second. 

Malian, Phelan and Mulligan entered for 
the long throw. The regulation Spaulding 
ball was used. Mulligan threw the ball 
over the iron fence in front of the JOURNAL 

office from the line of trees on the southern 
side of the campus. The distance was 322 
feet, which is 3 feet 3 inches less than his 
record last year. Malian was second, being 
some feet behind Mulligan. 

Stack and Malian contested in both the 
standing high jump and running high 
jump. Stack was victorious in both. He 
and Malian exhibited some very neat 
jumping. The ease and grace with which 
both cleared the rope were remarkable. In 
the standing jump Stack made a record of 
4 feet 6 inches. In the running jump it 
was 5 feet 6$ inches. This, we believe, is 
the best that has been done for some years. 
Malian was only about half an inch be- 
hind in both attempts. 

For the standing long jump, Farrell, 
O’Neill, Malian and McLaughlin eutered. 
Malian cleared 11 feet 7 inches, and took 
first prize, with O’Neill second. 

One whole afternoon was devoted to the 
rifle match, which took place at the first 
turn in the walks. The target was nailed 
to a large tree, and those who thought that 
their steady hand might enable them to 
capture one prize, stood olf about thirty- 
five feet, and sent the leaden pellets, some 
near to and some far from the little bulls- 
eye, which so persistently refused to be 
struck. There was a large number of en- 
tries ; and the shooting should have been 
very good. As it was, only 15 out of a 
possible 25 was made. Joseph Dohan, 
Stack and French tied for first place, with 
12, and they then contested for the prize. 
Dohan won, making 15, Stack second 
with 14. 

F. Harding won the three-mile walk; 
Khurt second. No time. 

The mile run was won by Malian, who 
took first place because Harding was ruled 
out for walking the last half lap. Iu this 
also no time was kept. 

Stack won in tho pole-vaulting, having 
I cleared 61 feet. 
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Levert put a weight of 18 pounds 31 
feet 3 inches, and took the first prize. 

The potato race was won by Aldige; 
Tete second. 

The two hours’ go-as-you-please was not 
very exciting. Harding obtained a lead in 
the beginning, and increased it until the 
finish. The distance covered by him was 
14$ miles. This is better by a mile than 
last year’s record. Tete made 13f, Shea- 
han 12$, and Skidmore 10J miles. 

In the pig-race Mulligan was, as usual, 
successful. The pig invariably yields to 
his blandishments and allows him to take 
one more prize. This time the animal was 
somewhat obstinate, and it was twenty 
minutes before he would consent to be 
taken, even by the man from Pennsylva- 
nia. Finally, however, he gracefully ac- 
knowledged his inability to escape, and 
offered himself to the victor. No second. 

The three-legged race was won by Mal- 
ian and Mulligan. Distance, 200 yards. 
No time. 

Mulligan also won the wheel-barrow 
race. The distance was 100 yards, and no 
time was kept. 

Sidney Levert won the running long 
jump. His record was 16 feet 3 inches. 
This is G inches better than the best jump 
last year. 

Though the weather was so inclement 
and the interruptions so numerous, this 
year’s sports compare favorably with any 
that have taken place heretofore. The 
success with which they were crowned is 
almost entirely due to the untiring energy 
of Mr. Tarr. Whatever he undertook was 
carried through to a prosperous termina- 
tion, and the yard will have to thank him 
and the committees under his charge for 
the exhibition which was made. 

The prizes were distributed in the re- 
fectory on Thanksgiving morning. The 
committee were in a quandary with regard 
to a division of the money which was at 
their disposal; but after the expenditure 
of much paper, uink, talk, tobacco, and 
pure mathematics they managed to strike 
a balance between, receipts and prizes. 
Those who did not get as much as 
they expected, if there were any such, 
should remember that the committee had 
a large number of prizes and only a small 
amount of money. They were nearly dis- 
tracted, as it was, with apportioning the 
wealth, and some indulgence should be 
made for their inexperience. We would 
suggest, as a closing remark, that the com- 
mittee on arrangements next year should 
include in the list of sports a contest on 
the apparatus in the gymnasium. There 
has been nothing of the kind for the last 

six years, and its introduction might stim- 
ulate students to [.become more expert in 
the gymnasium than they now are. 

PERSONA!,. 

MARTIN J. CONDON,of Knoxville, Tenn., 
where he is now a successful merchant, 
paid a welcome visit to the College during 
the past month. Members of the 1st Gram- 
mar class of ’77 will be glad to know that 
he is in excellent health and loyal-hearted 
to College days and College friends. 

JOHN J. AGAR, Esq., (’76,) at present 
Assistant U. S. District-Attorney in New 
York, was at the College during the month. 
His legal star is evidently in the ascendant, 
and the JOURNAL is proud to record it. 

M, TRACY WALWORTH, who retired from 
College in 1876 on account of ill health, is 
now following the lectures of the Medical 
school, and so will yet, we hope, carry off, 
over the broad seal of the University, her 
testimony of esteem and good-will. 

DOMINGO TORO, (’57,) of Chili, was re- 
cently heard from, and we gather from the 
complimentary notice in the Boston Her- 
ald, which gives us the first news had in 
many years of our gallant scliool-fellowi 
that he distinguished himself in command 
of a regiment during the late war between 
Chili and Peru. He was one of the speak- 
ers at a Garfield memorial meeting held 
in Valparaiso, shortly after the President’s 
death. 

CHARLES N. HARRIS, (’71,) visited 
Washington to act as usher at the Cropper- 
McLane wedding, and did not forget his 
friends at the College. 

OI.D STUDENTS IN POLITICS. 

In glancing over the election returns 
from various quarters our attention was 
arrested by not a few familiar names, 
names that we became acquainted with 
when the prizes of elections were not more 
valuable than the vice-presidency of the 
Phiiodemie or Philonomosian. To use the 
popular phrase, some of our friends were 
“left” in the late contest, while others 
struck the tide of popular favor at the flood 
that “ leads on to fortune.” Colonel John 
B. Brooke, of Prince George’s county, who 
was in College in the years 183G-’37, car- 
ried the southern judicial district of Mary- 
land, and secured the place on the bench 
which had been made vacant by the death 
of Judge Brent (an alumnus of the Col- 
lege) and the subsequent promotion of 
Judge Magruder. C. C. Magruder, Jr., 
of Prince George’s county, who formerly 
represented his county in the State legis- 
lature, was candidate for State senator on 

the Democratic ticket, but owing to lo:al 
dissensions in the party our worthy friend 
met with defeat. Another Georgetown 
alumnus, F. Snowden Hill, who canvassed 
for a seat in the legislature on the Kepub- 
lican ticket, was also defeated, a proof how 
badly mixed politics have become in 
Southern Maryland. Henry E. Wooten, 
of Howard county, took an active part in 
the reform movement inaugurated in Mary- 
land against ring rule in the Democratic 
party. Otis A. Keilhotlz, whose college 
days like those of the last-named gentle- 
man, lie back in the ’50 decade, was sent 
to the legislature from Baltimore, and is 
prominently mentioned for the speakership 
of the house of delegates. J. Monroe Ileis- 
kell, another student of Georgetown, is 
private secretary of Mayor Whyte, of Balti- 
more. 

JlItlBAl BELLS. 

Never before has the sound of wedding 
chimes been so frequent and continuous 
in our sanctum, as within the month just 
gone by, from North and East and West 
“the merry din” have reached us, and to 
have answered in person all the invita- 
tions that came in tempting array, it would 
have been necessary to turn the key in the 
lock of our editorial den and suspend our 
issue for December. Nowhere is news of 
such happiness as marriage implies more 
gladly welcomed of old students than here 
in the home of their youth, and the JOUR- 

NAL, as the most ready channel of com- 
munication, is delighted to extend to all 
the newly-made Benedicts, below noticed, 
good wishes without stint and the warmest 
congratulations of their Alma Mater. 

At St. Louis, November 2, 1881, John M. Frost 
and Miss Mattie Barret, both of that city. 

From che St. Louis Globe-Democrat we 
take the following particulars: 

“Happy is the bride the sun shines on,” 
and if bright Phoebus’ rays be indicative 
of joys to come, then thrice blessed, in- 
deed, are the couple of yesterday. All na- 
ture smiled to witness the union of three 
of the representative families of St. Louis, 
the Christys, Barrets and Frosts. The 
bride of yesterday, Miss Mattie Barret, 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Barret, 
and granddaughter of Mrs. M. J. Swer- 
ingen, of this city, is a young lady much 
beloved and admired in the society which 
she has adorned for so short a time, having 
been a debutante only two years ago. Tire 
groom, Mr. John M. Frost, is the sou of 
General Frost; and a young man possess- 
ing fine business capabilities and genial 
address. The union of the families has 
been a matter of congratulation to all con- 
cerned, and yesterday the bells pealed 
merrily, and all wore happy, smiling 
faces. 

At 1:30 the doors of the Church of Im- 
maculate Conception were thrown wide, 
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and all those fortunate enough to possess 
the “open sesame” passed through its 
portals, and soon the church was filled to 
overflowing with the flower of St. Louis 
society in gorgeous apparel. 

Punctually at 2:30 o’clock, to the grand 
music of the wedding march, General 
Frost and family, Mrs. Sweringen, Mrs. 
Barret, Mr. James Barret and Martin Ar- 
thur Barret came in, followed by others, 
members of the two families. Next came 
three of the ushers, arm-in-arm, Messrs. 
Arthur Lee, Henry Turner and Winston 
L. Barret, followed by the six bridesmaids 
in soft white robes, the only touch of color 
being the bouquets carried in the hand, 
three of which were jacqueminot roses, 
with long crimson streamers, and three 
voneeline,with ftowingpinkstreamers. The 
other three ushers were Messr-. Lon Hirsch- 
berg, Will Wickham and Frank Bryan. 
Two beautiful children, with flowing 
blonde hair, preceded the lovely bride, 
who advanced slowly, leaning on the arm 
of her uncle, Mr. Richard Barret. 

Father O’Reilly, assisted by two other 
priests, united the couple according to the 
rites of the Roman Catholic Church, after 
which the church register was signed by 
the parties principally concerned. The 
bride and groom then turned to leave the 
church, followed by their retinue of brides- 
maids and groomsmen, each gentleman 
escorting a lady, and Mr. Chambers and 
Mr. Richard Barret bringing up the rear. 

Mr. Frost entered College in 1872, and 
was a member of the class of ’76, but ill. 
health did not allow him to complete his 
course. The bride was educated at the 
Visitation Convent, Georgetown, I). C., 
and was a great favorite in school circles 
then as she has since become in society, 
Messers. Winston L. Barret and James 
Barret, relatives of the bride, and Henry 
V. Turner, (our Hal) were among the ushers 
on the occasion. 

At “Sunnyside,” near Hagerstown, Md.( on 
November 16, 1881, Richard Randolph MacMahon 
to Miss Emma S, Young. 

The following “special” to the National 
Republican, of Washington, D. C., will 
give pleasure to the friends of the groom. 
He entered College in 1867 and remained 
several years, though he did not complete 
his course to graduation. Mr. MacMahon 
received the votes of several Senators for 
the secretaryship of the Senate of the 
United States when theDemociats assumed 
political control of that body: 

HAGERSTOWN MD., NOV. 16.—Professor 
Richard Randolph MacMahon, of West 
Virginia, so well known to the journalistic 
world under his nom cle plume of “Charles 
Selby,” was married to-day to Miss Emma 
S. Young. The ceremony was performed 
by the Rev. J. A.Federicat “ Sunnyside,” 
the beautiful country home of the bride’s 
family, six miles from Hagerstown. Only 
the immediate relatives of the bride and 
groom were present at tile ceremony. 
They were Miss Young’s mother, Mrs. M. 
E. Anderson and her sisters, Mrs. Virginia 
Suite and Mrs. Dewees, wile of Major 
Thomas B. Dewees, U. S. A., and the 

Professor’s sister, Mrs. Roosevelt, of New 
York. Professor MacMahon is a young 
man of distinguished personal appearance. 
His face is thoroughly refined, and his 
manners elegant and cultivated. He is 
remarkablv brilliant, and holds high rank 
as an orator and writer. The bride is a 
radiantly beautifuly young lady, and is 
descended from one of the best families of 
Virginia. She is a grandniece of Judge 
Sterrett, of Erie, Pa., the founder of the 
Erie Gazette. Horace Greeley began his 
career as a printer in the Gazette office. 
The young professor has won the hand of 
a lovely lady, while she has conquered the 
heart of a gifted man. 

At Baltimore, Md., on November 17, Walter R. 
Abell to Miss Sarah Sisso.i, both of that city. 

Mr. Abell, whose brother Charles was 
his senior by a year in the college course, 
graduated in 1869 in the class with James 
V. Coleman, Henry M. Russell, S. R. Mal- 
lory and his fellow-townsman, Harry Wal- 
ters. Since leaving college he has been 
engaged in the Sun office, and some of his 
early literary productions received great 
praise. When a fellow-knight of the quill 
surrenders his bachelor life it is but right 
that all of the craft should stand by with 
encouraging words, and heartily does the 
JOURNAL congratulate our Benedict of ’69. 

At St. Aloysius Church, Washington, D. C., 
November 23, Edward Otis Forney, Esq , to Miss 
Anna R. Hanna, both of that city. 

Mr. Forney, who is now a practitioner at 
the bar of the Capital, was for several 
years professor of English Literature in the 
Academic Department of the University, 
and in 1S77 he graduated from the Law 
School of Georgetown. His bride is a very 
estimable young lady, whose brother, John 
F. Hanna, Esq., is at present Secretary of 
the Society of Alumni, of Georgetown 
University, and was a member of the class 
of Rhetoric in 1860. 

At Pittsburg, November 24, by Rev. Father 
Kearney, of the Cathedral, Lieutenant George 
H. Sands, U. S. A., to Miss Eddie Florence Pear- 
son, of that city. 

Lieutenant Sands, who is now in his 
second year of active service on the fron- 
tier, entered college in 1871 and withdrew 
in 1875 to accept a cadetship at West Point, 
whence, in due time, he graduated witii 
distinction and was assigned to duty in the 
cavalry arm of the service, with rank of 2d 
lieutenant, Sixth United States Cavalry. 
During the past summer and autumn he 
has been actively engaged against hostile 
Indians in the Apache country, and seven- 
ty-two days rough riding in the saddle has, 
we understand, materially reduced the 
embonpoint of our gay cavalier. His bride 
is a daughterof Brigadier-General Pearson, 
of Pennsylvania, who served with honor 
through the civil war, and was in command 
of the State troops at Pittsburg during the 
labor riots of 1877. At the expiration of 
a short leave of absence, Lieutenant Sands 

will return to Camp Thomas, in the ene- 
my’s country. 

We conclude this record hymeneal by 
noting the marriage of Eugene F. Hill, 
Esq., formerly of Maryland, but at present 
residing in Kansas < :.y, Mo. He entered 
college in 1857; bis course of studies was 
broken in upon by the war, and he did not 
graduate until 1870. He was afterwards 
teacher in the College for some time, and 
about three years ago removed to the West, 
and is now practicing law in Kansas City. 

AFTER THE STORM. 

I missed thee from the altar rails; 

I missed thpefrom My Mother’s shrine; 
I missed thee when the priestly hand 

Was lifted in the solemn sign, 

That once again, the soul was free; 
That once again, the faltering feet 
Were firm to reach the Tryst of Love, 
Where My Heart and thine own should meet. 

Where hast thou been these many days ? 
I kept the tryst—thou wert not there; 
I waited long for thee to come. 
Hast thou, then, found the world so fair, 
That still you lingered ’mid its light.J 

That still you gladdened in its glee; 
That still you sought its winsome strains, 
Even while My love was calling thee ? 

And now thou comest. back to Me; 
And hast nor voice, nor strength to pray; 
But in mute anguish at My feet, 

A bleeding, broken heart doth lay. 
Didst thou not know ’twas I that sent 
The angel grief to shelter thee; 
To cloud thy way that shadow storms 
Might drive thy spirit back to Me ? 

For they that, in the morn of smiles, 
And joy’s high noon, far from Me|roam, 
When darkness droops, in eve of tears 
And sorrow’s night, I lake them “Home.” 
So turn thy steps to Me again, 

And lift that burdened heart of th ne, 
That I must soothe and sacred deem, 
Since grief has fashioned it like Mine. 

No fear that thou shalt stray again, 
Nor find the world again so fair, 
For th^re is that within thy life 
Shall twine thee round thy “ Home ” fore’er. 
Thou art unto Me forever now, 
And none may ask in thee a part; 
For royally I claim thee, by 
The best right—of thy broken heart. 

I meet thee at the altar rails, 
I meet thee at My Mother’s shrine, 

I meet thee when the priestly hand 
Is lifted in My mercy’s sign. 
I need not wait tor thee again, 
I know thy eager, yearning feet, 
E’er kepp the Tryst of Love, where now 
My #eartand thine perpetual meet. 

JESSAMINE. 

The foot-ball eleven of Kendall Green 
sent a challenge to the College, to play a 
game with our eleven, on November 26, 
but as no eleven has as yet been organized, 
it was impossible to play. 
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EVERY one car. readily conceive what 
feelings of mortification must overwhelm 
a merchant when a customer applies at 
his counter for some article in his line of 
wares, and which should be found in every 
well-regulated establishment of the kind, 
but which, just then, he happens not to 
have in stock. He would in such a case 
be covered with confusion, no matter to 
what cause was due his inability to supply 
the customer. But if his stock happened 
to he exhausted of the article in demand, 
by reason of a sudden and overwhelming 

business boom, it may be readily imagined 
that his chagrin would not take the ap- 
proved form—whether it be efficient and 
soothing or not—of deluging the whole 
establishment, and more particularly the 
poor employees, with a flood of sulphur 
and brimstone. He would no doubt be 
angry for a short while, but unless the sun 
were just in the act of setting when the 
customer presented himself at the counter, 
he would for once obey the scriptural in- 
junction: “Let not the sun go down upon 
thy wrath.” 

Our establishment, well regulated though 
it be, has been put to just such a mortifi- 
cation. Our subscription book of late has 
been growing with a growth that. is ap- 
proximated by nothing in history—unless 
it be that Jonah’s gourd afford a parallel— 
and our issue of last month, after satisfying 
the demand of this subscription book had 
dwindled down to some half-dozen copies. 
These half-dozen copies had within two 
or three days, gone the way of the tradi- 
tional hot cakes, and we were obliged to 
do what it had never been our painful lot 
to do before, to wit: turn away empty- 
handed from our office-door those who 
were hungering and thirsting after intel- 
lectual food and drink. 

As we have already said, this mortified 
us; though after philosophically examining 
the matter in all its bearings, we have 
concluded not to give way entirely to 
shame and despondency. We may explain 
to the disappointed while we are about 
this matter that we are not accustomed to 
deal with the emergencies that are sprung 
by such a wave of prosperity as the JOUR- 

NAL now rides upon. The emergencies 
with which it lias had to deal heretofore 
(and of these it has had its share) were of 
exactly an opposite character; and now 
pointing to the many dead bodies of this 
class of difficulties which mark every step 
of the JOURNAL’S line of march during its 
few short years of service in the field, we 
feel at liberty to promise, on its behalf, 
that these new emergencies will meet with 
the same fate. It only asks that its friends 
possess their souls in patience until it “gets 
its hand in,” when, be assured, it will mas- 
ter this new order of things. 

THE JOURNAL could never obtain its 
own forgiveness if it failed to convey to its 
readers its hearty wish that they may 
all have a Merry Christmas. We can but 
feel that such au omission on our part 
would render their enjoyment of that fes- 
tal season very incomplete. We are not 
unmindful of the fact that to hail our read- 
ers with “ Merry Christmas !” at this date 
is to be somewhat in advance of the time 

fixed upon for that purpose by nineteen 
hundred years of almost unvarying cus- 
tom. But since, in the first place, we are 
a monthly, and since, in the next place, 
we have promised in open court, to he reg- 
ular in our appearance this year; and 
since, finally, we have, for good and suffi- 
cient reasons, agreed upon the first of each 
month as the time of that appearance, we 
find ourselves confronted with this dilem- 
ma: we must either be two weeks ahead 
with our Christmas greeting, or else hold 
it over until January, when this particular 
Christmas will have “gone to join the in- 
numerable caravan of those gone before.” 
With these two alternatives to choose 
from, we have decided without any diffi- 
culty upon the former; for, what sort of a 
figure would we cut, gravely wishing you 
a merry Christmas after Christmas had 
gone? With this explanation, which may 
or may not be necessary, we send forth 
this number laden with hearty good wishes 
that your holidays may be filled to over- 
flowing with all good tilings. It is foolish, 
perhaps, but we indulge some little hope 
that for some ears there may, even after 
Christmas has come, still ring out upon the 
air a faint echo of the hearty and cheery 
greeting extended them two weeks’ before 
—“Merry Christmas !” 

WE are to a considerable extent in the 
hands of the advertisers. We are not dis- 
posed to feel uneasy over our situation, for 
we think very highly of these gentlemen, 
and feel that we could not be in better 
hands. We merely wish to call the atten- 
tion of those who may not be close ob- 
servers to the fact that we have added 
four pages to our sheet, in order to meet 
the press made upon our columns of late 
by the wide-awake business men of Wash- 
ington and Georgetown, who, with charac- 
teristic keenness of perception, are begin- 
ning to see very clearly that we are des- 
tined at no distant day to take our proper 
place in the front ranks of the journalism 
of the National Capital. 

With a subscription list that is growing 
daily—and mention is made of this else- 
where in these columns—and with our 
advertising columns in such demand, the 
JOURNAL may be pardoned a slight indul- 
gence of the feeling of self-satisfaction, 
which all its proverbial humility cannot 
repiess. We shall not rest upon our oars, 
however. Our ambition is to make our 
merit commensurate with the success which 
has in a great measure already crowned 
our efforts. We fully understand that, in 
order to the attainment of this end, much 
remains to be done on our part. Our zeal 
shall not flag, therefore, but what good, 
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honest work can secure for us and our 
readers, that can we and they confidently 
look for. 

EXCHANGES. 

The Dickinsonian Liberal, for October, 
is gotten up in a highly moral manner. 
We are presented a philosophical essay on 
“Social Evils” in the true reflective style, 
beginning “How sad it is to be reminded,” 
etc. However namby-pamby this article 
is, it may have perhaps the merit of origi- 
nality; we say may have, because we 
know nothing to the contrary, and such 
being the case we are perfectly willing to 
give them the benefit of the doubt and 
allow some one of their editors the credit of 
being its author. Let it be distinctly un- 
derstood that in doing this we add nothing 
to the individual’s fame. But in the same 
number there is an editorial on the subject 
of flirtation, which pertinently asks, “Can 
there be such a thing as innocent flirta- 
tion?” As to this we are not yet decided, 
but we can state, in the full consciousness 
of knowledge, that there is such a thing as 
plagiarism, and that in this case the Dick 
insonian is guilty of it. That very article 
on flirtation appeared last summer in a 
Virginia paper, called the Border Watch- 
man. The Dickinsonian editors will per- 
haps reply that they never so much as 
heard of the Border Watchman. We 
should not be at all surprised if such 
were really the case. Yet the Watch- 
man probably copied it from some other 
paper. The fact, whatever the Dickin- 
sonian may say, remains that this flirtation 
article appeared three months before it was 
published as an editorial in the Dickin- 
sonian. Slow, ladies and gentlemen, we 
don’t object to your moralizing, it may 
serve to while away the otherwise tedious 
hours; but when you do moralize, do it 
well, and don’t make use of the words of 
another without giving him credit. If 
you don’t feel yourself competent to give 
original advice give credit for what you 
borrow, or omit it altogether. Perhaps 
the latter would be the belter plan; you 
injure a good cause by your weakness, and 
seem from the general character of your 
“social evils” so youthful as to be more 
fitted to receive advice than to give it. You 
should accordingly refresh your minds on 
that ancient fable concerning the jackdaw. 

In general, we admire the Varsity more 
than any of the exchanges that come to 
our table, except when some unknown 
truculent member of its stall' allows him- 
self to be blinded by his prejudices. There 
is a somewhat more manly tone in the prose 
writings of this paper than is usually found 
in the college press. Much trash, how- 

ever, is published in its columns under the 
name of poetry, the subject being generally 
some Indian legend. Doubtless they would 
be rather creditable if regarded as the pro- 
ductions of the untutored son of the forest, 
but in the light of civilized eyes they are 
much below par. The metre is something 
between the Sapphic and Adonic of the 
ancients, and that of Captain Cuttle’s cele- 
brated epitaph in Dombey and Son: 

“Afflictions sore, 
Long time he bore, 
Physicians were in vain.” 

We would recommend the poet on the 
Varsity staff to cultivate a more civilized 
species of poetry and a smoother versifica- 
tion. 

“Three Whiskers,” in the Berkeleyan for 
November 14, is a very good attempt at a 
tale. The whiskers, one of them at least, 
we supposed to be about to serve the same 
purpose as the pound of flesh in the “Mer- 
chant of Venice, ” i. e., liquidate a debt. 
A young gentleman is supposed to sell his 
flourishing “siders” to another but whis- 
kerless young gentleman for the sum of 
ten dollars “in hand paid.” If the student 
could safely transfer his growth to another 
and would become an inmate of these 
classic balls, he would undoubtedly make 
his fortune in a short while. Many a senior 
here, ruefully strokes his beardless face 
and sighs vainly for the first token that will 
inform him of the approaching facial orna- 
ment. 

There is no better known figure around 
the College than that of the bent aud tot- 
tering old man that daily “wends his weary 
way” to his accustomed place on the old 
porch, in order to deal out the various com- 
modities of his basket to those who furnish 
the requisite change. They say that dur- 
ing the last vacation he celebrated his one 
hundred and second birthday. Near forty 
years of this he has spent in his daily jour- 
neys with his basket to the porch. Kain 
or shine, cold or hot, he ventures forth. 
On the coldest, bleakest day in winter he 
may be seen at his post, rubbing his with- 
ered old hands and stamping his poor, old 
feet to warm the blood that has been stag- 
nant for many a day. But it is not for the 
sake of the money which he gets from his 
little sales that he is so persevering in his 
regularity. The doctors say that if he 
should be compelled to quit his old haunts 
he would certainly die in a little while; 
and there is nothing strange in the fact. 
At one blow forty good years would be 
stricken from his life with forced absence 
from a place that had seen them pass 
away. Everybody knows the simile of the 
tree. When it is young you may easily 

bear it to a different soil, and it will flour- 
ish and put forth as green leaves as on the 
spot where first it grew. But when it has 
grown old and struck its roots deep into 
tiie earth until it is as firmly fixed as a 
rock, if you tear it up then and bear it to 
another field and plant it, it will wither 
and die. It has spent its life forces and 
poured forth all its strength in the old 
place, and has none left to begin anew on. 

And perhaps the old man, though he 
seemingly sits so unthinkingly, is peopling 
the places around with the faces of the gen- 
erations that have come and gone since he 
first settled himself here for life. Perhaps 
he is all the while mingling with the past, 
and that carelessness of everything around 
is but because he is surrounded with ghosts 
of those who once peopled the place and 
whose shadowy forms appeal more to him 
than the clamor of youthful life, that per- 
haps would remind him of what he was, 
but is not. Or it may be, when he sits with 
fixed eyes, as he generally does, he is 
striving to catch the sound of a voice which 
is like one that he heard twenty-five years 
ago. Perhaps it is yours, my young friend, 
whose father was here then, and bought 
things from the old man, as he sat just 
where he is sitting now, on the sunny side 
of the porch. He maybe there still, when 
your children come in after years ; and if at 
some future time he does go the way of mor- 
tality, some more favored eye may be able 
to see his venerable spirit, with a shadowy 
basket of unsubstantial good things sitting 
as rigidly as ever, but selling no more to 
his youthful customers. 

And yet, it is a sprightly old man some- 
times. I have often sat down beside him 
and listened to his venerable jokes and his 
old ballads, of which he hasaconsiderable 
store in memory. I believe he told me 
that he was a Waterloo soldier, or at least 
served against Napoleon. He is a repre- 
sentative of a generation so far back that 
it seems almost a past age, with which we 
are connected by history alone. It is rather 
strange to think that this old loiterer be- 
longed to the knee-pants, cocked hat and 
dress sword period; that he was contempo- 
rary with Napoleon, and was a witness and 
part of those stormy times that shook 
Europe; time, men and things that ceased 
to exist sixty years ago. He must have 
been a man when this century began. 
Wars, changes, revolutions have passed 
over his head, and here he is in a peaceful 
old age, almost at the end of the century 
that began its existence long after him. 

In fact the old man, little as he looks it, 
is a volume of poetry, romance and history 
all in one. He is a relic from the field of 
Waterloo perhaps, and is to be venerated 
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as such; for though he may not have seen 
the great Napoleon or the other great men 
of those clays, yet he might have clone it, 
and that’s what none cf us ever had the 
power of doing. So may the old gentle- 
man live and flourish yet longer, and be- 
come as venerable and as aged as Thomas 
Parr. 

THE TONER SCIENTIFIC CIRCLE. 

In another column we give the subjects 
announced for the Philodemic and for the 
Morris historical prize essays of this year. 
We wish here to call the attention of our 
readers to another prize competition for 
which no subject is announced, viz: that 
for the Toner scientific medal. This 
medal, one of the handsomest and most 
valuable given in the College, has been the 
snbjecl of several misapprehensions which, 
we believe, have deterred many in former 
years from competing for it. We can prob- 
ably do nothing better calculated to re- 
move these misapprehensions than to print 
the following extract from the letter in 
which the generous donor first 'stated his 
intentions in founding the medal, and de- 
fined the conditions of the competition. 
“I beg leave, if you approve my purpose: 
to be permitted to furnish a gold and silver 
medal as prizes to students of the regular 
college courses who make, name, and de- 
scribe during the year the best collections 
of specimens in any branch, class, order, 
family, or genus of natural history. That 
the talents of all may find congenial em- 
ployment the whole field of nature should 
be open to the study. Each student, how- 
ever, should confine himself to one group 
of minerals, animals, or plants in his con- 
test for the prize. The conditions deemed 
important are that the student should 
make the collection of specimens and name 
them himself, giving also their history, 
habits, uses, where collected,” &c. 

It will be seen from this that the com- 
petition is not confined to members of the 
Toner Scientific Circle, nor even to the 
University classes, but is open to the whole 
school; and that the medal cannot be 
gained by mere essays on scientific subjects 
unaccompanied by specimens. We are 
assured by the founder of the medal that 
the withholding of it last year was not due 
to any lack of ability in the essays pre- 
sented. On the contrary, the amount of 
research indicated by the papers has al- 
ways been a matter of surpiise to him. It 
was owing to the fact that being simply 
essays not accompanied by collections, 
they failed to con.ply with the essential 
requirements of the competition. It is 
not, however, necessary that these collec- 
tions should be large or elaborate. A 

dozen pebbles gathered around the walks 
and used to illustrate the rocks of the 
neighboring formations from which they 
are derived, would perfectly fulfil, so far 
as we understand them, the intentions of 
the founder of the medal, and would afford 
better proof of real scientific work on the 
part of the student than volumes of learned 
disquisitions compiled from the works of 
others. The JOURNAL does not pretend 
to any extraordinary degree of scientific 
acumen, but in its humble judgment, the 
region in which we are situated is pecu- 
liarly favorable to such practical investi- 
gations. 

In rocks, minerals, wild-flowers, insects, 
birds, and aboriginal relics, abundant ma- 
terials are at hand, with which an enter- 
prising student might easily do work which 
would not only gain for him the Toner 
medal, but would have a permanent scien- 
tific value. 

OUR FAIR CENSOR. 

NOVEMBER 21,1881. 

DEAR JOURNAL: Though I have never 
had the pleasure of contemplating the 
charms of our gentle Miriam through the 
microscopic lenses of the journalistic eye- 
glass, I have been fortunate enough to en- 
roll myself among the number of the elect 
by ever maintaining a firm belief in the 
material existence of that mysterious per- 
sonage. In fact, until she herself asserted 
that persons had been found whose doubt- 
ing souls led them to ascribe her brilliant 
effusions to the unseen workings of some 
intangible, immaterial power, I had no in- 
timation of the pos-ibility of such stupen- 
dous scepticism. Taught from early child- 
hood to reverence the infallibility of the 
law that every effect is proportionate to 
Us cause, I saw nothing in her previous 
articles that savored of supernatural au- 
thorship, and a limited knowledge of the 
secrets of printing precluded any idea 
suggesting the possibility of their sponta- 
neous origin. A little inquiry has con- 
vinced me that my opinion coincided very 
closely with that unanimously held in col- 
lege circles, and I am consequently forced 
into the ungallant conclusion that Miss 
Miriam’s assertion was based upon her in- 
timate acquaintance with the intelligent 
vagaries of our over-imaginative sisters 
across the way. 

I confess, however, that I did, at one 
time, suspect the unknown Miriam of 
being some lordly but timorous possessor 
of derby and cutaway seeking immunity 
under the sanctity of mythical frizzes and 
furbelows; but beneath the implied sanc- 
tion which our veracious editors have given 

to the contrary opinion, that suspicion 
has vanished like morning mists before the 
summer sun. I can now confidingly treat 
with Miss Miriam in her own true charac- 
ter, and should a sensitive conscience ever 
compel me to differ with her 1 shall be 
careful to observe the requirements of 
social etiquette by expressing my dissent 
with all the ceremonious gentleness inci- 
dent to the kid-glove and claw-hammer 
costume. 

Thus far I have seen no occasion to 
question the justice of Miss Miriam’s prem- 
ises, or the correctness of her logical con- 
clusions, whenever she has been able to 
so far overcome her feminine antipathies as 
to drawing any. Her position on the subject 
of slang is certainly worthy of the strongest 
approbation, but I cannot be blind to the 
fact that the plan of the crusade against it 
is open to serious and obvious objections. 
While striving to remedy, she does not cut 
deep enough to effect any permanent cure. 
Of what use will it be to banish the specifi- 
cally enumerated phrases from the vocabu- 
lary of the blossoming belles, if the cause 
which produces them is left to similar or, 
mayhap, less innocent substitutes? To the 
cause, Miss Miriam, to the cause! Aim your 
keen arrow's at the habits of thought, and, 
trust me, the modes of expression will take 
care of themselves. 

Were I a girl—which I can join Miss 
Miriam and her sisters in returning thanks 
that I am not—or were I on terms of fa- 
miliarity with the sex in general—which I 
confidently trust I shall never be—I might 
be able to offer my services to the good 
cause; but as my knowledge of female 
peculiarities, and of most other things, can 
be conveniently measured without re- 
sort to any of the higher branches of math- 
ematics, I must be content to enact the 
role of adviser, while unequal to the duties 
of assistant. ’Tis true I have made a few 
observations concerning the manners and 
customs of these terrestrial angels,but, I fear 
me, the result thereof would be more sur- 
prising than agreeable to our dauntless ad- 
vocate of propriety. Maybe I shall feel 
bound to disclose them in the near future, 

One little word more ere I again wrap 
the mantle of my native obscurity about 
me, and peacefully sink to rest. A very 
small accumulation of legal lore warrants 
me in giving an undoubted assent to Mir- 
iam’s proposition that it takes two to make 
a bargain, but I am bold enough to ques- 
tion the truth of the conclusion thereby 
arrived at in reference to our gifted “Lo- 
cal.” At any rate it is hardly just to ask 
us, who have witnessed the wild commotion 
which the appearance of a stray male causes 
in convent circles, to believe that a female 
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second party could be found lacking to a 
bargain when the first party was arrayed 
in masculine garments. S. A. D. 

    
LETTERS. 

COLORADO SPRINGS, COL. 

MY DEAR JOURNAL : Inclosed you will 
please find my subscription for the present 
year, which I feel sure must be due. Owing 
to a certain uncertainty in my plans during 
the past year I regret to say that I have 
been so unfortunate as not to have received 
several of my JOURNALS, but I rejoice to 
think that this uncertainty is now removed. 
The COLLEGE JOURNAL, now that my 
brother is no longer with you, is the only 
means I have of keeping myself posted as 
to the progress of the College, and of, con- 
sequently, sustaining that interest which 
I shall always feel in everything concern- 
ing her. And only those who have been 
separated from her familiar surroundings 
can fully appreciate how great this interest 
is. In this capacity, therefore, in addition 
to its intrinsic literary event, the JOURNAL 

will always be a welcome visitor to me; 
and the management must accept my con- 
gratulations in so ably furthering the en- 
terprise in the starting of which I think I 
may say that I had an humble hand. 

"Very sincerely yours, 
WILLIAM J. WILLCOX. 

REGISTER’S OFFICE, 

HALL OF RECORDS, 

CITY OF NEW YORK, NOV. 7, 1881. 

Editor of The College Journal, Georgetown, 
D. C. 

MY DEAR SIR: Inclosed please find sub- 
scription money to COLLEGE JOURNAL 

for the current year. 
I read with pleasure the letters of sev- 

eral of the students of my day in the num- 
ber for the present month. The senti- 
ments of devotion to Alma Mater so filially 
expressed by them are also cherished by 
me. I hope to visit you before the close of 
the scholastic year, and to find still among 
you some of those who were a part of the 
College community between 1850 and 1SG0. 
Many of them are sleeping in the College 
graveyard, but I am happy to learn that 
Fathers Curley and Clark, and a few others, 
are still among the living. Then, there is 
Father Fulton, over at Gonzaga, who al- 
ways was a great toast among old students, 
and who, having spent years in the East, 
‘‘robbing Egypt of its spoils,” has now 
returned to the scenes of earlier days to 
direct the youths whose grandfathers he 
went to school with, and whose fathers he 
taught. 

I wish you much success with your paper, 

which is the only vehicle of communica- 
tion between old students and the present 
generation at Georgetown. 

Yours, truly, 
J. FAIRFAX MCLAUGHLIN, ’GO. 

LOCALS. 

The base ball club have to thank the 
committee of arrangements on athletic 
sports at the Alexandria High School for 
an invitation to attend the exhibition. 
Owing to the fact that no one could obtain 
permission to leave the college on Satur- 
day, the day on which the sports took 
place, the club were unable to be present. 

The first essay in Rational Philosophy 
was written on November 15th. This essay 
counts for the class honors. The first essay 
in Physics was written on December 1st. 

Friday, the 25th of last month, being 
the Feast of St. Catherine, the patroness 
of philosophy, a holiday was granted the 
class, and having a great desire to see the 
law in operation they voted to attend Gui- 
teau’s trials. Wonderful to relate no one 
was on hand to receive them and seat them 
among the distinguished visitors in the 
temple of justice. After skirmishing 
around for an hour or more, one of the 
most enterprising found a polite clerk 
who managed to get them past the Cerbe- 
rus of a policeman who guarded the steps 
leading to the hall. Then the same enter- 
prising gentleman passed from the hall 
into a little ante-chamber, and by his silver- 
tongued eloquence persuaded the door- 
keeper to allow his comrades to enter. 
Then followed a wait of another hour un- 
til a recess was taken by the court, when 
the policeman who guarded the east en- 
trance allowed the dignified body to pass 
into the court-room. After the lapse of 
another half hour the trial was resumed 
and the machinery of the majestic law was 
seen in full operation. One would scarcely 
suppose by looking around him that one of 
the most celebrated trials of the century' 
was going on. There was nothing except 
the large audience to distinguish it from 
the ordinary cases in court. 

After viewing the prisoner and hearing 
his remarks, one man of the class thought 
him crazy; another hung on the ragged 
edge between lunacy and sanity of Guiteau 
of course, and three were of the opinion 
that he was not of sound mind. “ Wh( n 
doctors disagree,” etc. The visit was in- 
structive in more ways than one, and per- 
haps when gray-haired men, the philoso- 
phers of ’82 will tell the story of Guiteau’s 
actions and remarks to their grandchil- 
dren. 

We do not wish to appear to be devoting 
the local column to the philosophers alone, 

but we must make mention of the dinner 
which they enjoyed on Saturday,November 
26th. The feast was postponed from Friday, 
which was St. Catherine’s day. The tables 
were set with the choicest viands, and the 
joke and story circled around the board 
while the guests enjoyed themselves. Af- 
ter the dinner they passed several hours in 
smoking and recalling old times. The 
pranks of earlier days were related, and 
the misfortunes of the prefects and boys 
were told in all their details. St. Cathe- 
rine’s day was marked with a very white 
stone by the class of 1882. 

The two debating societies are putting 
in a president’s and secretary’s desk in the 
room in the new building allotted them by 
the college. The desks will be built up 
from the floor, and be in keeping with the 
finishing of the room. The committee ap- 
pointed to superintend the work expect 
that the hall will be ready before Christ- 
mas. It would be a good idea for the so- 
cieties to obtain photographs or paintings 
of their founders and members since the 
first meeting. No better way of decorating 
their hall could be devised. 

A dance was arranged for the night be- 
fore November 1, and was quite a success. 
The gentleman who took the trouble of 
collecting and obtaining music and refresh- 
ments had little time to perfect any details, 
and there was ample excuse for whatever 
was lacking. These entertainments should 
be encouraged and other gentlemen should 
volunteer to assist the projectors of the 
enterprise. 

If we are to have any theatrical exhibi- 
tion in connection with our Mardi Gras 
festivities, we shall soon have to commence 
rehearsals. There is plenty of talent for 
the drama in the College if some one can 
only be found who has the time and ex- 
perience necessary for leading and training 
the students. Let us see some one move 
in this matter at once. 

A new sport has been inaugurated in 
the College which bids fair to assist some 
enterprising youths to become acrobats and 
others to endanger their necks. The sand- 
pile in front of the new building is the 
seat of operations. A spring-board has 
been extemporized, and the venturesome 
youth turns handsprings, backward and 
forward, into the sand which gently re- 
ceives him. The novice seems to have a 
propensity for alighting on his face or the 
back of his head, which is, to say the least, 
uncomfortable. 

The attention of the officials of one of 
our city railroads ought to be called to a 
practice occasionally indulged in by some 
of the drivers, namely, that of racing with 
funeral processions on their way to Oak 
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Hill Cemetery. More than once lately we 
have noticed one or two mettlesome steeds 
break into a pronounced trot; and if some 
check be not put to this reckless driving, 
the traditions of the entire stable will in 
time be broken up. 
 —* e   

A FIEL1>-I»AY OF THE TONER SCIEN- 
TIFIC CIRCLE. 

For some time past much zeal has been 
manifested by the members of the Toner 
Circle in the pursuit of archaeological re- 
searches in general, and in the study of 
the anthropology of the District of Colum- 
bia in particular. This interest culminated 
some two weeks ago in the formation of 
an expedition to one of the old soapstone 
quarries, from which the long-departed 
denizens of the forest that once covered 
Capitol Hill and Georgetown Heights ob- 
tained material for their domestic utensils. 
The spot in question is located several 
miles from the college on the farm of Jo- 
seph H. Kengla, Esq., near the Tenally. 
town road. Conveyances having been 
provided through the courtesy of Mr. L. A. 
Kengla, late of ’82, son of the gentleman 
aforementioned, after a brisk drive of 
thirty-five or forty minutes through the 
crisp November air, the party burning 
with scientific ardor alighted, shouldered 
pick and sledge-hammer and bravely pro- 
ceeded to surmount the hill which lay be- 
tween them and the objects of their search. 
The exploration lasted several hours and 
their success was all that could have been 
desired; numerous fragments of half-fin- 
ished pottery, also some nearly complete 
specimens were discovered. But although 
several excavations were made, none of the 
instruments used in their manufacture 
could be obtained. This, of course, was a 
source of disappointment, but the manner 
in which the explorers bore up under it 
was indeed commendable and creditable 
to their equanimity of temperament. The 
party was very aristocratic. The grave 
and sedate senior was present,three strong. 
We did not notice that he had particular 
success in the discovery of specimens, but 
in the investigation of sundry suspicious- 
looking baskets and packages removed 
from the carriages after the exploration 
his acumen and discussing ability were ad- 
mirably displayed. The Junior was there; 
one of him caught a glimpse of a poor lit- 
tle lizard basking in the sun, and for the 
nonce an'hropology gave place to zoology. 
The chase was highly interesting and in- 
tensely scientific; from stone to stone, 
crevice to crevice darted the diminutive 
saurian, but “classic lore” prevailed and 
his lizardship surrendered at discretion. 
The Sophomore was present and remained 

very quiet, as it behooved him; his good 
conduct was rewarded by the discovery of 
some of the best specimens. The Fresh- 
man, of course, was entirely absent; his 
place, however, being supplied by the 
member from the lower schools, who em- 
ployed his time in making ingenious sug- 
gestions as to the manner in which the 
various articles found were made use of; 
whether certain protuberances thereon 
were handles, supports or ornamentation. 
One very large and interesting specimen 
was dubbed the punch-bowl. According 
to the account of the expedition given in 
the science column of a Washington news- 
paper punch was afterward served there- 
from to the thirsty explorers. This, in the 
most unqualified manner we pronounce a 
slander. In the first place the Toner Cir- 
cle is a strictly moral organization and 
would not drink punch from anything! 
Moreover in the bowl was encrusted the 
collected clay of centuries. As we have 
before remarked the party was essentially 
an aristocratic one; to suppose that they 
would partake of any beverage from such 
a vessel—faugh! 

After the last, but not the least interest- 
ing portion of the afternoon’s duties had 
been performed, namely, the investigation 
of the baskets before alluded to, the party 
retraced their steps to the carriages and 
returned with figurative shouts of triumph 
to the walls of the old familiar college. 
The first exploration of the “Toner” may 
be put down as a great success, and devout 
are the wishes that it may not be the last. 

SCRIBLEEUS. 

THE GEITEAE TRIAL. 

Not because of the character of the 
criminal, nor by reason of the legal points 
involved, but on account of the exalted 
position of the victim whose death is to be 
investigated, and in consequence of the 
political results of the crime itself, the trial 
now in progress in Washington must pass 
into history as one of the causes celebre of 
the world. In this court of justice pre- 
sides one of our most distinguished alumni, 
the Hon. Walter S. Cox, LL. D. A more 
trying position or one better calculated to 
test judicial integrity and firmness has 
rarely been filled by any judge in any law. 
Representing in his person the sanctity 
and the inviolability of the law, which 
stands between the accused and punish- 
ment until conviction has placed the guilty 
man beyond its protection and under its 
ban, Judge Cox, with patience that is 
simply marvellous under the circumstances, 
day after day bears with the outrageous 
insolence and disgusting display of vanity 

on the part of Guiteau, who is to all ap 
pearance more a rascally fool than an 
insane wretch. 

The spectacle of the assassin’s receiving 
in a court of justice protection, fair trial, 
earnest help from devoted counsel, though 
the enormity of his crime has turned him 
into a Cain in the land of his birth, is cal- 
culated to awaken our national pride and 
enhance our appreciation of the sanction 
given under our Government to the great 
rights which we hold to be inalienable. 
The spectacle would be brilliant beyond 
parallel in the world’s history, did there 
not rest upon it the shadow of another 
process—legal trial we dare not call it—for 
the murder of a President, when the man- 
tle of protection cast about a poor woman, 
whom all the world knows to have been 
innocent, by a judge whose name should 
rank with that of Sir Thomas More, was 
rudely torn off by the mailed hand of mili- 
tary violence, and in the capital city of the 
world’s model republic, an unoffending 
victim met a felon’s death, and no hand 
was powerful enough to save her. Times 
have changed, we may hope, since those 
dark days ; and it is pleasant to know that 
in the glory which must rest upon our 
country because of the strict j ustice meted 
out to one, whose deed placed him almost 
beyond all temperate action, a distin- 
guished son of Georgetown claims so prom- 
inent a place. Judge Cox entered College 
in 1838, and was graduated from the Aca- 
demic Department in 1843, at a very early 
age. 

This precocious entrance into life proved 
not to have been premature ; and to-day 
for legal acumen, extensive research, un- 
questioned integrity, singular firmness and 
self-control, and quiet dignity so well be- 
coming the ermine, Judge Cox has no 
superior on the bench. His ruling on the 
question of admitting jurors who had read 
newspaper accounts of the action which 
they were to judge, was sensible in the ex- 
treme, and justly merited the commenda- 
tion passed upon it by the unanimous voice 
of the press. Judge Cox is to be the orator 
at the next meeting of the Society of the 
Alumni. 

THE PHILOSOPHER'S SPECIMEN. 

We promised in our last issue to give 
some account of the specimen which was 
about to take place, and to relate how the 
reverend philosophers deported themselves 
on that occasion. True to our promise, 
we must make the best we can of what 
was not as awe-inspiring as we had been 
led to believe. The present class has al- 
ways been noted for its fine general knowl- 
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edge of everything, and in this specimen 
it fully sustained its reputation. The first 
part of logic was the topic upon which 
the men of wisdom spoke, and from the 
manner in which they handled it, we im- 
agined that though all of them were born 
dialecticians, still one or two of the rules 
had not become remarkably crystallized in 
their minds. That is, they found a slight 
difficulty in putting them as concisely as 
could be wished. Otherwise the specimen 
was a brilliant success. 

After the discussion was over the class 
adjourned to another room, and there held 
a discussion which was as congenial, 
though, of course, not as natural to them 
as the first. We can truly say that both 
specimens were for first efforts the best 
within our recollection. 

THE JOURNAL PRIZE ESSAY. 

Up to the present writing, not one re- 
sponse to our proposition for competitive 
essays has reached us from any quarter, 
and we construe this silence to mean that 
a contest of this kind does not meet with 
favor among the writers in our sister col- 
leges, and we recognize now that we were 
laboring under an erroneous notion when 
the proposal was made last month. From 
letters that had been received we were 
given to believe, that in some of the col- 
leges referred to there existed a desire to 
establish inter-communication, and arouse 
local interest through the channel of the 
JOURNAL. Indeed, we were told as much 
in precise words. With a view to meet 
this, wish we laid open our columns to 
writers whose taste and leisure might 
prompt them to enter the same. No 
dearth of matter from our regular editors 
and occasional contributors led us to the 
offer. Now that we discover our mistake, 
we hasten to amend it by withdrawing the 
proposal, assuring our readers, meanwhile, 
that neither self-conceit nor a patronizing 
spirit was the parent of the idea, but 
wholly a laudable desire for what we 
thought all would consider a mutual ad- 
vantage to essayists and JOURNAL alike. 

OUR ABSENT PRESIDENT. 

To satisfy the inquiries of his many 
friends, who are anxious about the health 
of the President of the College, we may 
state that the latest information received 
leads us to believe that his health is yet 
far from being what we had hoped from 
his sojourn in the North; and though some 
improvement has been made, his condition 
still debars him from active mental work. 
It is scarcely necessary to add that the re- 
port of our President’s retirement from 

office, which enterprising newspapers suc- 
ceeded in putting into wide circulation, 
has no foundation whatever, though, in 
such a contingency, his many admirers 
would be glad to welcome back Rev. Father 
Maguire to the position which he filled so 
ably for several terms. 

THE REPORT OF THE ALUMNI MEET- 
ING ON COMMENCEMENT DAY. 

The executive committee, who were 
charged with the duty of publishing a re- 
port of the large and enthusiastic meeting 
held in the new Memorial Hall on Com- 
mencement Day, have met with vexatious 
delays because of the failure of the artist 
to furnish within the stipulated time the 
pictures intended for insertion in the pam 
phlet. These have at length arrived from 
Philadelphia, and the report will be out in 
a few days. Those old students who have 
not visited the College since the erection 
of this new building was begun, cannot 
fail to be charmed with the views contained 
in the report, and the sight'of the unfin- 
ished Memorial Hall will, we trust, move 
the generosity and loosen the purse-strings 
of those among the alumni on whom for- 
tune has cast golden smiles. There are 
also some uncompleted class-rooms waiting 
for a name from some large-hearted and 
free-handed son of Alma Mater. IV ho gives 
of his wealth to so noble and so enduring an 
object may truly boast, “ exegi monumen- 
tum cere perennius." 

’64 will recall memories of the gentle, 
man whose death we notice above. He 
was a classmate of Col. Robert M. Doug- 
las, Charles C. Homer and Bladen For- 
rest; and the popularity he enjoyed at 
school evidently followed him out into the 
public walks of life. 

J^OR STYLISH CLOTHING, 

Latest Novelties in 

GENTLEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS, 

And also full line of 

CELLULOID CUFFS & COLLARS, 
Go to 

W. NORDLINGER & SON, 
NATIONAL CLOTHING HALL, 

114 Bridge Street. 
Special Inducements to College Trade. 

SUBDEN DEATH OF BR. C. N. TREE. 

Dr. Charles N. Tree died very suddenly 
at three o’clock yesterday afternoon at the 
residence of his father, Lambert Tree, 514 
Twelfth street. He has been for several 
years past a sufferer from rheumatic gout, 
but has been able to attend to business. 
Of a bright, genial nature and a brilliant 
intellect, he only lacked the physical 
strength to Have reached eminence in his 
profession. But death came to him in his 
thirty-sixth year and he was cut off in the 
first bloom of his manhood. His venerable 
father, now in his eighty-second year, was 
very much prostrated by the sudden afflic- 
tion. Dr. Tree has not been confined to 
his bed except for a short time, and yester- 
day afternoon while he was conversing 
with his sister he suddenly gasped for 
breath, and almost before she could reach 
him he was dead. He was a graduate of 
Georgetown University, and the writer, 
who was a classmate with him, can bear 
testimony to his popularity while a student 
on account of his many manly qualities. 
Generous, warm-hearted, full of life, with 
a keen sense of humor, and yet. tender as 
a woman in the quickness of his sympa- 
thies, lie was greatly beloved by a large 
circle of sincere friends.—National Repub- 
lican, December 4,1881. 

Students who were at college in 1SG2-’G3- 

TOHN T. VARNELL, 

GEORGETOWN HEIGHTS, AND 117 
CENTRE MARKET. 

BEEF, VEAL, MUTTON, LAMB, 
All of the best quality. 

JUELLEY & CHAMBERLIN, 

A. W. KELLEY. E. H. CHAMBERLIN. 

Produce Commission Merchants. 
Nos. 714 and 71G D street northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 

MW. BEVERIDGE, 
„ ILate Webb and Beveridge,] 

IMPORTER OF 
CHINA, GLASS, CROCKERY, FINE 

PLATED-WARE, CUTLERY, AND 
HOUSE-FURNISHING GOODS, 

1009 Penna. Ave, bet. 10th and 11th Sts., 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

ESTABLISHED 1833. 

JOHN MCDERMOTT & BROS., 

CARRIAGE MANUFACTURERS, 
STEAM USED. 

310 Pennsylvania Avenue, near Third St., 
WASHINGTON, D. O. 

Carriages and Harness received on Storage and 
sold on commission. Carriages Repaired.  

RICHARD II. MATTINGLY, 

142 Bridge St., Georgetown, D. C. 

SEGARS AND TOBACCO 
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BALTIMORE AND OHIO R. R. 
GREAT NATIONAL ROUTE TO THE 

WEST, SOUTHWEST, NORTH 
AND EAST. 

STEEL RAILS—DOUBLE TRACK. 

Superb Dining Halls, Magnificent 
Scenery, and all modern improvements in 
construction. 

16 trains between Washington and Bal- 
timore. 

4 trains to Philadelphia. 
3 trains to Mow York. 
3 trains daily for the West, Northwest, 

and Southwest. 
PULLMAN SLEEPERS ON ALL 

TRAINS. 
Fewer changes of cars, and distance 

shorter than by any other route. 
For further information please address 

PERCY G. SMITH, 
Passenger Agent. 1351 Penn. ave. 

0 M. BELL, 

PORTRAIT PHOTOGRAPHER, 
459, 401, 403, and 405 Penna. Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 

Special attention paid to copying Old 
Pictures. 

For a Delicious and Sweet Smoke, try 
the “VETERAN.” 

\mn 
rTL=> 

<_JO 
(X <21 

O^LJ 
Q. O Q; 
<a.f_ 
o<z 

‘“'III WARRANT 
ONLY PURE TOBACCO I ' 

USED! N ALLT., 

CELEBRATED CIGARETTES. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND COUNTERFEITS. 

^ AlCE PAPER 
C'IR 

A SCHWARTZ, 
Ll_. MANUFACTURER OF 

COLLEGE, ACADEMY, SCHOOL, 
CHURCH. SOCIETY, TESTIMON- 

IAL AND PRESENTATION 
MEDALS AND BADGES, 

No. 33 Barclay Street, New York. 
Special Designs furnished without Charge. 

R UFUS H. DARBY, 

STEAM-POWER NEWSPAPER, BOOK 
AND JOB PRINTER, 

432 Ninth Street, northwest, 
Washington, D. C. 

Q.EORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. 

DEPARTMENT OP LAW. 

Academic Year 1881-’82. 

FACULTY: 

The REY. P. F. HEALY, S. J., 
President of the University. 

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

Court. 

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

Nations. 

The HON. WILLIAM A. RICHARDSON, LL. D., 
(U. S. Court of Claims.) 

Lecturer on Statutory and Administrative Law. 

MARTIN F. MORRIS, LL. D., 
Lecturer on Pleading and Practice (at Law and 

in Equity,) the Law of Evidence, and Cor- 
porations. 

JOSEPH ,T. DARLING-TON, ESQ, 

Lecturer on the Law of Personal Property, in- 
cluding Contracts and Negotiable Paper, 

and Equity Jurisprudence. 

W. H. DENNIS, ESQ., 

Lecturer on the Law of Real Estate, the Domes- 
tic and Civil Relations, Testamentary and 

Criminal Law. 

LECTURE HALL, 

LENJIAN’S BUILDING, 1425 New York Avenue,N.W 

jy-EDICAL DEPARTMENT, 

UNIVERSITY OF GEORGETOWN, 
Corner of Tenth and E streets northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 
1881-’82. 

FACULTY: 

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

SAMUEL C. BUSEY, M. D., 
Professor of the Theory and Practice of Medicine. 

FRANCIS A. ASHFORD, M. I)., 
Professor of Surgery and Dean of Faculty. 

JOSEPH TABER JOHNSON, M. D., 
Professor of Obstetrics and Diseases of Women 

and Infants. 

CARL II. A. KLEIN SCHMIDT, M. D., 
Professor of Physiology. 

THOMAS ANTISELL, M. D., 
Professor of Chemistry and Toxicology. 

JAMES S. BEALE, M. D., 
Professor of Anatomy. 

J. W. II. LOYEJOY, M. D., 
Professor of Materia Medica and Therapeutics. 

SWAN M. BURNETT, M. D., 
Lecturer on Ophthalmology and Otholcgy. 

THOMAS McARDLE, M. D , 
Lecturer on Venereal Diseases. 

SAMUEL S. ADAMS, M. I)., 
Lecturer on Diseases of Children. 

M. G. ELLZEY, M I)., 
Lecturer on Hygiene and Medical Jurisprudence. 

S. A. H. McKIM. M. D., 
Lecturer on Clinical Medicines. 

ETHELBERT MORGAN, M. D., 
Lecturer on Laryngology. 

HARRISON CROOK, M. D., 
Demonstrator of Anatomy. 

JOHN WALTER, M. D., 
Prosector to the Chair of Anatomy. 

THE ONE-PRICE CLOTHIER, 

410 Seventh street, 

READY MADE, 1 

TAILORING mid 1 DEPARTMENTS. 
SPORTING J 

| | C. EWALD, 

BAKEPi AND CONFECTIONER, 
ICE CREAM SALOON, 

719 Seventh street, Bet. G and IT, 
Washington, D. C. 

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

Hair-Cut or a Clean Easy Shave, 
Go to 

TANCIL’S TOILET, 
No. 100 ILighst., near Gay, Georgetown 
Everything first-rate, and none but the 

best workmen employed. 

ESTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS, 
No. 621 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 
James S. Davis. Samuel T. Davis. 

0ATHOLIC BOOKS. 

PETER F. CUNNINGHAM & SON, 

Publishers and Catholic Booksellers, 
S17 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 

HSgTOrders by mail promptly attended to. 
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LA i 1 
ffi TAILORS AND CLOTHIERS, 

w ij * Hi m mi ill ^ 
Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D, C. Entire Building, 
mmm uiiny 

L C. BAILEY, 

TONSORIAL ARTIST, 
All work done in the best style. Finest 

Hair Cutting and Shaving in the District. 
gfCOLLEGE TRADE SOLICITED."SSg 

No. GO Bridge Street, Georgetown, D. C. 
(Under West End Hotel.) 

JjiOR THE MOST FASHIONABLE 
HATS AND GENTLEMEN’S 

NECKWEAR, 
Call at AUERBACH & BRO., 

MEN’S FURNISHERS AND HATTERS, 

623 Penna. Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

QCHOOL AND COLLEGE 

TEXT-BOOKS AND STATIONERY 
Supplied on most liberal terms by 

JOHN MURPHY & CO., 
Publishers, Booksellers and Stationers, 

Baltimore. 

JWERY CATHOLIC 
Should have a copy of this Superb Work. 

EXPLANATION 
of the Epistles and Gospels for the Sun- 

days, Holidays and Festivals 
Throughout the Ecclesiastical Year, 

to which are added 
THE LIVES OP MANY SAINTS, 

By Rev. Leonard Goffine. 
Translated from the latest German edi- 

tion of Rev. George Ott by Rev. 
Gerard M. Pilz, O. S. B. 

With many approbations of the Most 
Rev. Archbishops and Bishops 

of the United States. 
THIRD EDITION. 

ER. PUSTET & CO., 
52 Barclay St., New York, 

Letter Box 3627. 
Branch House, 204 Vine St., Cincinnati, 

Ohio. 
1,008 pages. Price, bound in full cloth, 

$2.50. Free Mail. 

HARVEY’S 
ORIGINAL 

STEAMED OYSTER SALOON 
AND RESTAURANT, 

For Ladies and Gentlemen. 
The Largest and Most Popular in the 

Country. 
1016 Penn. Ave. Also cor. 7th & E sts. 

IIARYEY & HOLDEN, Prop’s. 

WASHINGTON CITY CALCIUM 
' LIGHT CO. 

Office and Laboratory, 
608 TENTH ST., WASHINGTON, D. C. 
Shadow Pantomimes, Illuminated Foun- 

tains, Cascades and Color Fires. 
Balls, Theatricals, Tableaux and Picnics 

Supplied with good lights. 
L, MOXLEY. 

B. ROBINSON. W. L. CIIERY. 

ROBINSON & CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 

FOR 

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS. 

909 Pennsylvania Ave., Washington, D. C. 

JTUME, CLEARY & CO., 

807 Market Space, Washington, D. C. 

Dealers in 

FINE FAMILY GROCERIES, 
Foreign and Domestic Fruits, Havana 

and Key West Cigars, Imported 
Luxuries, Wine, Brandy, 

Champagne. 
And Proprietors of 

OLD STAG PURE RYE WHISKEY. 
Goods packed and delivered at any point 

within the District limits free, of charge. 

^yORTH LOOKING AT, 

OUR IMMENSE, 

WELL SELECTED, 

ELEGANTLY MADE 

AND STYLISHLY CUT 

CLOTHING- 
FOR MEN, BOYS AND CHILDREN. 

WE CORDIALLY INVITE AN INSPECTION 

OF GOODS AND PRICES. 

NOAH WALKER & CO., 
625 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE 

JJ ATS! HATS! 

FALL AND WINTER HATS. 
A LARGE ASSORTMEN l' FOR MEN 

AND BOYS. 
EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

W. F. SEYMOUR, 
132 Bridge St., Georgetown, D. C. 

J MANOGUE, 

raOHANT TAILOR, 

149 Bridge street, 
Georgetown, D.C. 

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

Sole agents for the 
FAMOUS WEBER PIANOS, 
The Best in the World. Also the 
SMITH AMERICAN ORGAN. 

JpRANCIS B. MOIiUN, 

BOOKSELLER AND STATIONER, 
No. 1015 Pennsylvania ave., cor. 11th st. 

Washington, D. C. 
Wedding and Visiting Cards, Engrav- 

ing, Printing and Binding. 

JOSEPH SCHLADT, 

RESTAURANT, 
9 High St., bet. Prospect and First, 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 
Ex Optimis Optimus. 

JAS. H. SKIDMORE, 
DEALER IN ALL KINDS OF 

FISH AND GAME, 
Nos. 333 and 335 Centre Market, 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

JUNE SHOES 

GREAT VARIETY. LOWEST PRICES. 
AT 

W. N. DALTON, 
903 Penna. Ave., 306 Ninth St., N. W., 

Shoes made to measure. All orders re- 
ceive prompt attention. 

JAYLOR & HUFTY, 

933 Penna. Avenue, Washington, D. C. 
IMPORTERS OF 

MEN’S NECKWEAR, KID GLOVES 
AND 

GENT’S FURNISHING GOODS. 

R 
EMOVAL! 

O’MEARA’S SPORTING BAZAR, 
No. 1347 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

(Near Willard’s Hotel.) 

GUNS, $1.00 RAZORS, FOOT BALLS. 

JNTRODUCERS OF HATS 

FOR GENTLEMEN, YOUTHS AND 
CHILDREN. 

SEALSKIN CAPS. POLO CAPS. 
COLLEGE CAPS. 

WILLETT & RUOFF, 903 Penn. Avenue. 
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THE UVAHGITKATION OF THE SEW 

DEBATING HALL. 

When the magnificent edifice, for the 
first time this year partially occupied, 
was begun, no portion of the architect’s 
designs attracted more immediately the 
notice and interest of the students than 
the provision for a hall that would be 
used by the debating societies of the Col- 
lege. A commodious room in the north 
wing of the building was set apart for 
that purpose, and the understanding has 
been from the beginning that the College 
would finish the apartment, and the 
societies would furnish the same. The1 

hall is yet in an unfinished state, but habit- 
able, and the rhilodemic and Philono 
mosian societies consider it useless to 
delay longer their occupancy of their 
desirable quarters. Some weeks ago an 
order was passed for the erection of a pres- 
ident’s chair and secretary’s desk; and 
according to designs furnished by Paul 
J. Pelz, the accomplished architect, who 
furnished most of the drawings for the 
new building, a very handsome piece of 
furniture in white pine and mahogany 
was set in place. 

With the year 1881, the Philodemic 
■Society rounded its fiftieth of active ex- 
istence, and a desire was manifested to 
mark this anniversary year, before its 
close, by removal to the new ball. This 
was done at the regular weekly meeting 
of December 13th, when the dignified 
vice-president of the Philodemic society^ 
Mr. A. Clarke Wright, of Georgia, had 
the privilege of first calling the society 
to order in its new home. The time was 
devoted to routine business, until a fe\v 
moments previous to the hour for ad- 
journment to the banquet, with which 
the society proposed to commemorate the 
■event, when the president, who had 
meanwhile taken the chair, made a short 
speech of welcome to the new hall and 
briefly pointed out to the members the 
very important influence upon their edu- 
cation exerted by the work of the society. 

Fifty years count for a great deal in the 
history even of nations, certainly in the 
existence of a body like the Philodemic 
Society. In 1830, when the Rev. James 

Ryder, himself so distinguished an ora- 
tor, founded on humble basis the society 
which lias become so important a body in 
this collegiate world of ours, and gave to 
it its glorious motto, “ Eloquenlia liber- 
tati devincta,” the world presented an 
aspect far different from that it now 
wears. Politically how changed is Eu- 
rope, and, we may add, our land. Materi- 
ally, the world has made advances that 
centuries, not years, ought to have meas- 
ured. When the orators of the Philo- 
demic Society were discussing the first 
question proposed for debate, “Was 
George Washington a greater general 
than Napoleon Bonaparte?” those 
kings of debaters, Calhoun, Clay, and 
Webster, were contending for supremacy 
in the foremost assembly of free discus- 
sion in the world. France was in one of 
its periodic throes of revolution: Eng- 
land was awakening to the demands of 
its commons, and beginning to recognize 
that there were worthier victories to be 
achieved than Waterloo and Trafalgar; 
and the first whisperings were heard of 
that second storm of revolution that was 
to shake, not one, but all the thrones of 
continental Europe. When the Philo- 
demic Society entered upon life, railroads 
were yet to be; the telegraph was bat a 
scientific toy, and the fastest conveyance 
that then drew nigh its birth-place the 
spirited steeds which “ The Mill-boy of 
Ashland” drove from his home in the 
blue-grass country to Washington. 

The records for the first year of the 
Philodemic Society’s career present an 
array of names that would guarantee 
stability and success to any body of its 
kind. John Carroll Brent, of Washing- 
ton, who, as a member of the District 
bar and a public-spirited citizen of the 
National Capital, left an honored name 
behind him at his death three years since; 
Rev. Wm. F. Clarke, S. J., whose fame 
as a pulpit orator is almost national; 
George Fenwick, who entered the Soci- 
ety of Jesus, completed his studies in 
Rome, and as Professor of Rhetoric in 
the College gave a great impulse to the 
study of the ancient classics and modern 
literature; Benjamin Rush Floyd, who, 
like liis brother, John B. Floyd, Secretary 

of War in Buchanan’s Cabinet, worthily 
wore the many honors conferred upon 
him by bis native State of Virginia; 
Robert H. Livingston, of New York; 
Edward M. Millard, of Maryland, who has 
been for years one of the most esteemed 
and trusted physicians of Louisiana, 
where he fixed his home in manhood; 
Rev. Charles II. Stonestreet, S. J., whose 
years of labor in the pulpit and the pro- 
fessor’s chair have left him still a hale, 
genial, and book-loving scholar; these 
were some of the founders of the society, 
and the Philodemicians of to-day honor 
them and their memory. Among the 
honorary members who were placed upon 
the society’s rolls in the first year of its 
existence was Hon. Wm. D. Merrick, 
United States Senator from Maryland, 
who entered college in 1809, and had left 
the institution several years before the 
founding of the society. The first pub- 
lic oration before the Philodemic -was 
delivered on Washington’s birthday in 
1831, by Benj. R. Floyd, of Va., and on 
the 4th of July, in the same year, an 
oration was given by Samuel A. Mulledy, 
of Va. 

THE BANQUET 

with which the Philodemic Society cele- 
brated their occupancy of the new hall 
was worthy of the occasion and the 
society. From the Norfolk prime on 
the half-shell to the nuts and chocolate, 
the range was the best that college pur- 
veyors and college cooks could furnish; 
and the members proved themselves as 
valiant trenchermen as all the world 
knows, or one day will know, them to be 
eloquent orators. When the last man had 
surrendered knife and fork, the company 
was called to order by the president, and 
the secretary acting as toast-master— 
Thaliarchus old Horace would have 
called him—announced the sentiments 
for the evening’s honoring. ‘ ‘The Philo- 
demic Society,” was responded to by 
the president, who mingled congratula- 
tion for present prosperity with tribute 
to the past and gave the Philodemician of 
to-day woithies of a former era in the 
society’s history for admiration and imi- 
tation. “Alma Mater” was feelingly 
and eloquently honored by Mr. Shanahan 


