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CHILDHOOD. 

Sweet days, dear days that will not last, 
Whose innocence but brings us pain, 

When ’mongst these ashes of the past 
Flowers fade that ne’er shall bloom again. 

Aye, weep above your childhood’s grave ! 
Your tears will not warm back the life, 

But every deed fierce passions crave, 
And every yielding in the strife 

Foul ashes o’er that mound doth cast 
But dust and ashes o’er ihe tomb— 

Where lies the brightness of the past 
O’ershadowed by the future’s gloom. 

But would you quaff the fount of youth, 
Its simple faith and trust retain ? 

Then drink of innocence and truth, 
And all its gladness will remain. 

But no, you scorn the lowly mark ; 
For poorest jewels of the day 

You dig and delve in caverns dark, 
And throw the sunshine all away. 

O fool, you see but cannot clasp 
The fruits that crown your idle boast; 

They turn to ashes in your grasp, 
These apples of a Dead Sea’s coast. 

And you, whom earth’s poor glory moves, 
Must stand some day before G-od’s throne, 

And at His feet lay gifts He loves, 
Not those your pxide hath longed to own, 

Not gifts of mind men prize so high, 
Not wealth, nor fame ; these fade and go 

From out His palace in the sky. 
What cares He for the pomps below ? 

The little pomps that fade with death, 
The idol that but turns to rust, 

Ilie spark fanned by a wanton breath, 
You cannot lift them from their dust. 

A childish heart unto Him bear, 
And childish faith, and childish worth, 

A nobler gift, a dearer care, 
Than all the beauties of the earth, 

To Him, the Savior, meekly mild, 
Who bade thee be a little child. 

H. O. W. 

KiiUBLISGS. 

Although you may not at first recognize 
me, reader, we are old acquaintances. 
Some time hack, two or three years 
perhaps, we used to take little strolls to- 
gether—we used to wander around the 
country and chat together about any- 
thing and everything. You knew me 
by the name of rambler. Ah! you 
remember—and are pleased to see me 
again? I trust you say that from your 
heart, and not out of mere politeness. 

Let us take another tramp together for 
auld lang syne; I shall enjoy it, I am 
sure. So you thought you would never 
see me again, and yet here I am once 
more, safe and sound. It does not 
always happen, however, that we come 
across our old acquaintances again. 
There are some I know of, whom we can 
only shake hands with now, after the 
play is over, and the curtain has fallen. 
They are no longer on the stage, but 
have bowed their bow, and retired be- 
hind the scenes forever. They have fret- 
ted their hours out, and left us behind to 
strut around and play our parts until we 
too shalltake ourplacesbehind the scenes, 
and speak our vale to this old world, 
•where we have joyed and suffered, and 
hoped, and loved, and hated and slander- 
ed, and been in our turn loved and hated 
and slandered; good-bye, ye lovers and 
haters; it makes no difference to me now 
what you may say; I am going where I 
cannot hear you, and if I should hear, 
would not care whether your words be 
kind or scornful; vale! and the curtain 
goes down. And again there are others 
who remain on the stage, but this world's 
stage is so large we shall never meet 
them again here. They go their ways 
and we go ours. Some, however, I would 
like to see and talk to again. Strange, is 
it not, how we meet people, become in- 
terested in them, and then fate snatches 
them up, and hurries them off—where ? 
Afterwards we only know them as mem- 
ories, fleshless, bloodless, meie phantoms 
of the past, and we wonder that wdiat 
was once so real should become so 
shadowy, hollow, mere mockery to taunt 
us with our own smallness and vanity. 
“We are such stuff as dreams are made 
of.” 

I Avatched a thistle-down one day, as it 
drifted along on the currents of the air, 
now here, now there, now in the shadow, 
now in the sunshine, at one moment 
falling rapidly to the earth, now borne 
lightly and swiftly upward as a fresh 
puff of wind Avould catch it; and it oc- 
curred to me how like the thistle-down 
is our own existence; blown hither and 
thither on the breath of circumstance; 

how the winds of fortune carry us 
round and round in their eddies, now let- 
ting us down to earth, now lifting us 
aloft into the glorious sunshine of pros- 
perity, and meanwhile Ave are drifting, 
drifting, drifting on to the portal, 

“Where sits the shadow feared of mail.” 

“S’blood! do you think that I am 
easier to be played on than a pipe ?” 
Are Ave after all but so many stops in 
fortune’s pipe, that she plays upon at 
will, while we imagine ’tis ourselves who 
make the music ? “There is a destiny 
that shapes our ends,” but you think 
there is a will that shapes destiny. Well, 
in the main I must agree Avitli you, but 
not altogether. You must admit that a 
man’s environments go a great way to 
make the man, and that he can no more 
escape from their effects than a turtle can 
throw off his shell. They groAV Avitli him, 
they are forever on his back, and he must 
creep along through life under the bur- 
then. Let me give you an illustration 
of what I mean. Here is a wood-cutter, 
whose father Avas a Avood cutter before 
him, and Avliose mother was a wood-cut- 
ter ’s daughter. In the first place it must 
be allowed that our friend is pretty full of 
wood-cutter blood, and if anything can 
be transmitted by inheritance, his in- 
stincts and dispositions should be very 
wood-cuttery, an expressive, if not an 
elegant way of putting it. He sees as 
a child that his father’s occupation is 
wood-cutting; he is taught that the cul- 
minating point of man’s ambition is 
the skillful wielding of an axe, and he 
impatiently longs for the day when 
he too can go forth and chop. The 
day comes, that momentous day, when 
he first ventures upon what is to be 
the occupation of his'life, and from the 
embryo of his apprenticeship he bursts 
out in a full-fledged wood-cutter. He in 
his turn marries a Avood-cutter’s daugh- 
ter and rears wood-cutter children. Now 
would you not say that this man is a 
wood-cutter through and through, to the 
very marrow of his bones ? But I say 
more than that; I say that under the 
conditions laid down he could not be any- 
thing else, that his avocation is just as 
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much a part of him as the shell is a part 
of the turtle, and wherever he goes he 
will carry along with him the irradicable 
essence of wood-cutting. It is as strong 
as his individuality. Give him wealth, 
surround him with all the luxuries and 
refinements that wealth can bring, and 
though he may polish and smooth over and 
hide by these artificial aids much of the 
roughness and uncouthness of his nature, 
he cannot metamorphose it, he cannot 
change himself. He -was moulded into a 
wood-cutter when his nature was pliant 
and mouldable; to change him you must 
mould him over, and the sapling has now 
become the gnarled and hardy tree; it 
will bend no longer; this man was born 
a wood-cutter, was bred a wood-cutter, 
and— 

“ Howe’er he yeil 
His want in forms for fashion’s sake, 
Will let his coltish nature break 
At seasons thro’ the gilded pale.’ ’ 

And I think it may be safely predicted 
he will die a wood-cutter. How will you 
not admit that our friend has been the 
victim of destiny? He might he a Osar, 
or a Raphael, or a Shakspeare, or a Ten 
nyson in potentia, but fate has made him 
a wood-cutter, has buried his genius for 
war, or for art, or for poetry, beneath the 
necessities of wood-chopping. She has 
put an axe in his hand instead of a sword; 
she has given him trees to fell in place of 
his fellow-mortals. The glories of art 
and the beauties of poesy she has with- 
held from his vision, but she has taught 
him to appreciate a well-ground axe and 
delight in bringing to the earth the 
broad-girthed titans of the forest. Some- 
body must hew down trees, even at the 
expense of the world’s losing a Goethe 
or a Napoleon. You may dispute this, 
but the fact remains. What do these 
lines from Grey’s Elegy in a Country 
Church-yard mean— 
“ Some mu*e inglorious Milton here may rest 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s blood,” 

if they are not a recognition of what I 
have just been saying ? Here lies a rustic 
Milton, whose great soul had never burst 
the flood-gates of silence in divine, melo- 
dious song, to rise aloft into the eternal 
spheres and reverberate through the pal- 
ace halls of Jehovah’s embattlemented 
cities. He followed the plough perhaps, 
while nature sang its song to him in the 
running brook, in the sightless music of 
the lark, in the trembling leaves, and in 
the golden harvests, rolling their yellow 
waves before the billowy wind; and he 
died, and from his lips there came no 
sound to tell of the mighty thoughts 
within him. Pate wanted him to plough, 

and plough he did, until he rested be- 
neath the sod that brought him his daily 
bread. And here also sleeps a Cromwell, 
who never had the chance to murder a 
king, to string up as many as differed 
with him in their way of thinking, to 
devastate and depopulate kingdoms, to 
soak the liberties of Englishmen in the 
blood his own tyranny caused to flow, 
and then thank God with clasped hands 
and upturned eyes for the opportunity. 
Better for the quiet rest of thy soul, 
friend, that sleepest beneath this simple 
stone, that thou never didst aught be- 
yond the shoeing of the village horses, 
nor caused more pain to man or beast 
than the driving of a nail in a brute’s 
hoof. Fate was kindly to thee and the 
world when she held thee to thy smithy. 

How far we are from our starting place! 
We began by speaking about old friends, 
and now we are discussing Oliver Crom- 
well! But as we are ramblers without 
any definite way marked out for us our 
digression is not surprising. A man who 
wanders around the country without any 
regard to landmarks may as readily fall 
in with a band of thieves as a party of 
honest folk. But let us get out of our 
present company, and the greater the 
distance we put between ourselves and it 
the more we are to be congratulated, so 
we will take a stride right into the pres- 
ent century. You object, do you, on the 
ground that it is from the pan into the 
fire? You are a Carlylean then—a pessi- 
mist of the worst sort? I suppose in your 
eyes there is not a single redeeming trait 
in this age; it is going down the hill un- 
der the burden of its iniquity as fast as 
the law of moral gravitation will permit 
it. At all events we are not at the bot- 
tom yet, and that is something in our 
favor, for it shows that we might be 
worse, even if it also proves that we were 
once better. Carlyle hated these times 
from a deep-rooted antipathy in his na- 
ture to sham. But this sincere hatred 
so got the better of his judgment that he 
deceived himself, and became himself a 
veritable sham, and a living manifes- 
tation of his own canon “ that it is 
only discord that proclaims itself, ” for he 
was forever crying out in his self asser- 
tion against the age. It was dark, be- 
cause Thomas Carlyle could see no light. 
There is something wrong, no doubt, 
when a great intellect like Carlyle was 
led estray by that wrong thing into de- 
claring that there was no right at all. 
Carlyle’s was a great spiritual nature, 
with great spiritual demands. The age 
and his own particular environment cut 
him off from the spiritual, and the great 

soul was perishing for thirst. He saw 
nothing but a sordid materialism around 
him, asserting itself with vociferations 
that shook the solid earth beneath his 
feet. Religion, as he beheld it, had be- 
come only a cloak to hide the meanest 
actions of human nature; it was per- 
verted to human natural ends; it no 
longer held its face to the stars, but 
gazed down into the bowels of the earth 
for the yellow dross that might be there. 
There was noise and clamor forever 
around him; idols were set up and thrown 
down; the crowd hurrahed aud hissed 
and a moment after forgot the object of 
its love and its hate. Carlyle's mistake 
was that he judged the axe from its 
mask; its features were hidden to him. 
lie saw the storm-lashed surface; he 
heard the bellow and roar of cataract 
seas, the shriek of winds, and the crash 
of thunderbolts, and he believed that 
all was sound and fury. The age was 
therefore full of emptiness “as a drum.” 
But beneath the surface deep down, per- 
haps beyond our ken, yet for all that we 
know they are there, are silent titanic 
forces, that are only manifest in the 
noisy upheaval of the surface-crust. 
Progress is one of these forces, and the 
clamor made about it has no more to do 
with its mighty action than the chatter 
of a flock of parrots with the course of 
the sun. Materialism is another power 
that is silently at work within the bowels 
of the times; its slantings and its boast- 
ings have nothing to do with its potency 
and its effects. It is the moral and re- 
ligious life of the nineteenth century 
that it is felt, and its work is done 
silently, stealthily, in the souls of men. 
1 hey are the battle-fields and where the 
fight goes on, and society will lose or 
gain according to whom the victory 
comes. The civilization of the day has 
lost its spirituality in the contest. We 
are an age of matter, not soul. Yet the 
spiritual life is not dead, but sleepeth. 
Ho doubt it will awaken some day like 
the enchanted princess, when her lover 
kissed her back into life. But now the 
soul slumbers under the mesmerism of 
materialism. 

“ Sh.e sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells 
A perlect form in perfect rest.” 

See how Ruskin rails in fine frenzy at the 
materialism of the age. The smoke of 
our manufactories makes our cities hid- 
eous and clouds the picturesque in the 
landscape. It has dimmed the eyes to 
seeing the fair face of the earth. The 
noise of machinery has deafened the 
ears to nature’s music, and the love of 
gain has deadened the soul and blurred 
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the image of the beautiful on the heart. 
Therefore the soul must take refuge in 
the genius of the past, and live in com- 
munion with the spirit of other days. 
There is, I think, no fairer way of esti- 
mating any age than hy gauging it by its 
art. Look at our art. It is very good I 
admit; indeed, perfect of its kind. It is 
thoroughly realistic. It will paint you 
people, and houses, and streets and fields, 
and waters, and trees, and sheep, in fact, 
everything, just as you see them every 
day, to perfection. But this is exactly 
what lowers it; its perfection is its fail- 
ure. I have seen these various things so 
often that they have become common- 
place. They haven’t a bit more interest 
—nay, even less, on canvas than as I see 
them living every day of my life. When 
I go to art I do not want the common- 
place but the uncommon. I do not want 
to find a corpse where I expect to find an 
angel. Art should lift me above myself; 
transfigure me, elevate me above the 
earth, and show me the golden glory of 
the heavens. The art of to-day cannot 
do this—and why? Because it has no 
soul in it; the age has no soul, and its 
art is but its reflection. Our art is Meis- 
sonier. We admire the skill that can 
reflect every detail so minutely, even 
down to the specks on a finger nail. That 
much is our own and no more. Art has 
become all imitation; there is no crea- 
tive life in it. If we want the spiritual, 
the saintly, the pure, we must go back 
to a Fra Angelico, a Perugino, and a 
Raphael; if we are seeking power and 
sublimity, to a Michael Angelo, a Leon- 
ardo da Yinci, a Domenichino; if vigor, 
strength, and the fullness of life, to a 
Rubens; if grace, ease, and dignity, to 
a Titian and a Del Sarto. But none of 
these things will we get out of our own art 
and we need not expect it, for the times 
are as incapable of producing them as 
they are of manufacturing cherubims and 
exporting them to heaven. Our poetry 
has sought to draw upon the age for its 
inspiration, and like a wearied dove wing- 
ing its heavy flight over an endless mo- 
rass, has sunk into the mire of sensual- 
ism. It is true that our greatest and 
sweetest singer has bridged the gulf, and 
that his song is singularly pure; but he 
has lived aloof from his age, and drawn 
his sublimest strains from the store-house 
of the past, and the chastened suffering 

“Of each 
A friendship as had mastered time.” 

Ilis genius has given him the strength of 
wing to rise aloft above the cloud into 
the clear sunshine and there soar on un- 
tiring pinion. There is one other who 

has also escaped, Aubrey de Yere, be- 
cause he has drawn his inspiration from 
other sources than the nineteenth cen- 
tury. But these are the exception and 
prove the rule. Do not think from what 
I have been saying that I am a pessimist 
and believe we have fallen upon the evil- 
est times possible. I think that there is 
much to be regretted in our status of life, 
but for that reason it is not to be con- 
demned altogether. We are undoubted- 
ly a hard-fisted, money-making, material- 
ly progressive age. We sacrifice our soul 
for this. The beauty of the spiritual 
world is cut off from us, and of necessi- 
ty. The burden of making the world 
materially better off is placed upon our 
shoulders, and now we have become so 
habituated to the slavery that we act- 
ually prefer our condition to any other, 

“So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are.” 

But a future generation will reap the 
profit of our labors, and not being busied 
with making mankind rich wrill return to 
that spiritual life which is now drugged 
to sleep in our bosoms: 
“Then reign the world’s just bridal, chaste and 

calm; 
Then springs the crowning race of human kind.” 

C. B. P. 

»E CtUIBUSDAM KEBCS. 

Fearing that the literary world, with 
its habitual indifference to the charms of 
genius, has permitted itself to forget 
what part has been played in modern 
history by Mr. F., I hasten to step for- 
ward in the capacity of a Laputan “ flap- 
per,” as it were, and remind the dream- 
ing literary world that Mr. F. is that 
brilliant but eccentric luminary who first 
crossed its horizon while we threatened 
to enter Sagittarius. In other words, 
Mr. F. came out in print in the Decem- 
ber number of the JOURNAL, and, after 
making a preliminary splurge or two in 
order to recover his wonted serenity of 
mind—which had been rather rudely dis- 
turbed by his suddenly finding himself in 
good company—introduced himself, and 
timidly announced that he had a “few 
remarks to make.” No general call for 
Mr. F. had been manifested by the pub- 
lic at large, nor was it definitely under- 
stood at the time that babies were crying 
for “remarks ” from that gentleman, at 
least to any large extent. Nevertheless, 
when Mr. F. did appear, the public, etc., 
wheeled about in its easy-chair and 
squared its elbows for the better compre- 
hension of the forthcoming remarks. It 
presently became pretty evident to all 
who were interested in the performance, 
that Mr. F. had, by careful and judicious 

management, so arranged his “remarks” 
as to make them go on, one after an- 
other, gradually rising in importance, 
until finally he should have the supreme 
gratification of beholding his auditors 
wrought up to a very high pitch of en- 
thusiasm. But let the reader judge for 
himself; here are the “remarks” inexact 
order. Remark the first: 

“ Fools rush in where angels fear to tread.” 

A very ordinary remark, you may say; 
but therein consists its very magnifi- 
cence, for Mr. F.’s intention was to 
avoid, if possible, coming it too strong 
at first. His second remark wras brief 
but suggestive— 

“ Par example.” 

I am sure that everybody will agree 
with me in thinking remark second on 
the whole a very beautiful remark, a 
quite thoughtful remark, in fact; and 
couched in the language of Gallia (now 
Gaul), a beautiful, thoughtful, melodious 
remark. 

“Partem solido demere de die.” 

Mr. F.’s third remark, will, I think, 
find many admirers, as well of its boldness 
as its breadth of feeling. But it will cost 
its admirers a good “solid day” to feel 
any boldness in it. The rest of his re- 
marks were as follows—readers will 
please notice Mr. F. ’s nice attention to a 
climactic effect: “With deep affection 
and fond recollection” (sic) exquisite re- 
mark! “Haeret lateri lethalis arundo ; 
this is the acute remark of the collection. 
Mr F. then closed with an “au reiw.” 

In order to obtain a thorough apprecia- 
tion of the stunning force of the remarks 
just quoted, the reader must lay them 
aside and look at them for a few minutes. 
It may probably occur to him to inquire, 
“wliat is this Mr. F. talking about?” 
For an answer to such an impertinent 
question as that I refer him to Mr. F. 
himself. In fact, an ordinary mortal, 
when brought face to face with Mr. F.’s 
“stupendous aggregation of heterogene- 
ous marvels,” as the circus-poster hath it, 
would only bow his head in silent rever- 
ence and listen to Mr. F. as he would to 
a prophet delivering his oracles in an un- 
known tongue. Now, if there is anything 
in the world that I pride myself upon not 
being, that thing is an ordinary mortal. 
What did I do ? Somehow or other I be- 
came possessed of the notion that Mr. F. 
meant to say something, and, moreover, 
did actually compass his intention, but, 
unfortunately, piled up his remarks in 
such gaudy profusion as to drown his 
meaning. I straightway imagined that 
Mr. F.'s unbiased, unadulterated opinion 
“De tyuadam De” was to be found, if any- 
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where, veiled in the modest retirement 
of his “remarks.” For several days I 
labored with all the energy and ingenuity 
of a Champollion or a Mai; I own that 
I occasionally lost courage, and believed 
that my adventure would prove, after all, 
a wild goose chase. But I was contin- 
ually sustained and soothed by an unfalt- 
ering trust in my own magnificent abili- 
ties : I knew that I was one of those 
critics whose enterprise and ingenuity 
can discover anything in any place, and if 
I sometimes despaired of torturing out 
of Mr. F.’s article a few manifestations 
of the author’s good sense, I was, how- 
ever, fortified by the expectation of turn- 
ing up something else—a few of the miss- 
ing decades of Livy, or perhaps, a stray- 
fragment of the long-lost Jones’ “Jim- 
miad. ” But alas for the vanity of human 
expectations ! I find nothing; no sense,no 
meaning, not a line of Livy, not a single 
verse of the immortal “Jimmiad.” My 
disappointment was, of course, consider- 
able, but I was still afforded a melan- 
choly consolation in the belief—which 
nothing can shake—that Mr. F. meant to 
say something. And you know 

“ No great thinker ever lived and told you 
All the wonder that his soul received ; 

No true painter ever set on canvas 

All the glorious vision he conceived.” 

Let us charitably hope, then, that the 
diviner part of Mr. F.’s dream, hidden 
from all the world, spake to him at least 
in the voiceless silence of the heart. 

In the April number of the JOURNAL 

Mr. F. made his third appearance, this 
time to tell “ Ah!” to “ hasten slowly,” 
and that “the veriest tyro in literature 
knows there are certain phrases which 
have become, by long usage, common 
property at the command of all. ” I had 
taken exceptions to a certain lofty con- 
tempt of quotation marks; I had seen, or 
fancied that I saw, in Mr. F. an unwill 
ingness to credit W. Shakspeare, St. 
Paul, and a few others with some very 
sensible observations that appeared in 
his dissertation “De Quadam Re.” But 
when I adverted to his refreshing indif- 
ference in this regard, it was with an 
ulterior aim. I was aware that the veriest 
tyro in literature has a right to common 
property; but I was persuaded that if 
Mr. F. could be induced to put in quota- 
tion marks whatever was not exactly and 
strictly his own, he might, on a reperusal 
of his article previous to sending it to 
the press, be gradually brought to believe, 
by seeing an eloquent array of inverted 
commas, first, that he had nothing to say, 
and second, that he had better say it. 
To finish with Mr. F., when I sympa- 

thized with him in his woe, and agreed 
that it would, perhaps, have been better 
for him to have written “ De Nihilo ” 
instead of “De Quadam Re,” I really did 
not anticipate, from a man of his caliber, 
such a commonplace reply as this : viz., 
that “ ‘Ah!’ is the nearest approach to 
nothing that can be found.” Nobody 
will consider “Ah I” a whit less engag- 
ing merely because he may happen to be 
the nearest or farthest approach to 
“nothing that can be found.” At any 
rate, I can tell Mr. F., in strict confi- 
dence, that something more than gush and 
twaddle will be required to annihilate 
“ Ah !” If I grant, for the sake of peace 
and quietness, that 1 am not merely a 
near approach to nothing, but the bald, 
simon-pure article, a very goose-egg, will 
it redound to the glory of Mr. F.? No ; 
this would follow: Mr. F. has been 
writing about “Ah!”; ergo, Mr. F. has 
been writing about nothing. But he 
has not succeeded very well in saying 
anything about nothing. In conclusion, 
let me tell Mr. F. that however much I 
should like to “ encourage him in his 
efforts,” I cannot possibly do it. I 
might inflict upon writers such as Mr. 
F. the old Horatian precept, 
“ Suraite materiam vestris, qui scribitis aequam 

Yirlbus.” 

but this cannot consistently be done in 
Mr. F.’s case; for he could not find an 
easier subject to talk of than nothing, 
and it would, of course, be useless to 
recommend him to select a theme better 
suited to his abilities. Yale! . 

I was n ot a little surprised the other day 
when one of the genus “ smdllboy” halted 
me in one of my post-prandial peregrina- 
tions, and, after looking around in order 
to make sure that we were unobserved, 
whispered in my ear the following ques- 
tion : “Do philosophers know every- 
thing ?” My first inquiry was, “ What 
philosophers, boy ?” He explained and 
said he meant “our philosophers.” 
The question was a very puzzling one 
certainly—“Do our philosophers know 
everything.” I knew I could answer it 
easily if I tried, but desiring to gain a 
little time, I requested my exceedingly 
diminutive inquisitor to tell me what in 
the name of common sense could induce 
him to ask such a question. He replied 
that he had laid all kinds of traps to 
puzzle the philosophers, had propounded 
all sorts of hard questions and knotty 
problems, but had always received an 
immediate and satisfactory answer. 

I pondered the question, “Do our phi- 
losophers know everything?” for some 
time. In my dealings with the skinda- 

lamophrasts of ’821 have invariably found 
them very pleasant gentlemen indeed, 
but, as I was not a philosopher myself, I 
could not send that boy with wrong no- 
tions in his little head concerning our 
philosophers; I could not say: “Yes, my 
boy, they know everything.” I was sen- 
sible that the class of ’82 were thus miss- 
ing one ce.ternum prceconium, so I deemed 
it my duty to give them another if I pos- 
sibly could. Accordingly I told the little 
fellow that the popular impression that 
the philosophers know everything is an 
erroneous one; but, that when asked by 
the lesser lights for information upon 
any of the absorbing topics of the hour, 
they would, if ignorant of that particular 
point, regard a confession of their ignor- 
ance as derogating from the dignity of 
the class, and, besides, too great a blow 
for the questioner to endure; conse- 
quently they affect to discourse learnedly 
on the matter, even if they are as igno- 
rant of it as they are regarding what was 
graven on the Pillars of Hercules, or 
“who struck Billy Patterson?” And 
this has one advantage certainly; for the 
small boy who has tackled a philosopher 
for information goes away with quite as 
exalted an idea of the p.’s wisdom as he 
had previously, and consequently there 
are no victims of misplaced confidence in 
the matter at all. 

I appear in behalf of the legions who 
“are fit for treasons, stratagems and 
spoils,” to protest against a few of those 
effervescent spirits that delight to con- 
gregate in the smoking room, and sing 
(save the mark) “Home, Sweet Home,” 
“Suwanee Ribber, ” and a few more of 
those gems around which clings the 
aroma of antiquity. Their music would 
be very agreeable if it were not for the 
fact that their success “creates in its 
wake the foam of envy,” as the B. & O. 
folders have it. As soon as the first notes 
of “Home, Sweet Home ” fall upon the 
balmy air of April, we are pained to hear 
the envious party strike up the soul-sub- 
duing anthem, “I am a Pirate King.” 
The thing generally winds up in a big 
fight before the ‘ “ Pirate Kings ” reach 

"It is, it is a gal-lor-i-ous thing to be a Pirate 
King.” 

It is becoming a trifle monotonous, and 
should be stopped. 

Onion fiends, beware! 

AH! 

—The philosophers under the direction 
of the professor of astronomy went over 
to the Observatory one night during the 
past week and indulged in star-gazing 
for some hours. 
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THE IIIEDIOAL COMMENCEMENT. 

The thirty-third annual commence- 
ment of the Medical Department was a 
very brilliant affair. A large and enthu- 
siastic audience, made up largely of the 
friends of the young graduates; a dis- 
tinguished assembly of physicians and 
gentlemen in official position, who hon- 
ored the faculty by their presence on the 
stage; an abundance of exquisite floral 
ornaments and tributes, a charming mu- 
sical programme, all these contributed to 
make the evening one never to be forgot- 
ten by the gentlemen who received from 
the University the degree that entitles 
them to admission into the great profes- 
sion which they have chosen. 

The programme usual to such occasions 
was carried out. Overture, “Lyre of 
Gold,” Herman; Pomone Waltz, Wald- 
teufel; march, “Victory,” Paust; read- 
ing of act of Congress, by Professor No- 
ble Young, M. D., president of faculty; 
galop, “Royal Fanfare,” Weigand; con- 
ferring of degrees; selections, “Chil- 
peric,” Herve; address to graduates, by 
Professor James S. Beall, M. D.; “Aria,” 
cornet solo, Hartman, (performed by 
Mr. W. Jajger); presentation of prizes; 
polka, “Pour Toujours,” Faust. Music 
by Louis Weber’s orchestra. 

In a very scholarly and judicious ad- 
dress Dr. Beale explained the advanced 
stand which the old Georgetown, in com- 
mon with a few of the other best medi- 
cal schools of the country, has taken in 
regard to a full three years’ course and 
thorough examinations, and feelingly re- 
buked the college in New York, of much 
larger.pecuniary resources, which first 
took this stand and then receded from it, 
setting a very evil example. He thought 
the sacred duty of the physician to his 
profession should rise above the tempta- 
tion of turning out large classes, whose 
preparation was, to say the least, doubt- 
ful, and by the applause the large audi- 
ence evidently agreed with him. 

Degrees were conferred upon the fol- 
lowing graduates: George Clark Ober, 
James Roane, John J. Markriter and 
Thomas Taylor, of the District of Col- 
umbia; Frederick Eckfeldt, of Pennsyl- 
vania; Howard P. Brisbane, of New 
York, and Frank Finney, of Kansas. 
Prizes were awarded as follows: Facul- 
ty prize, gold medal, Dr. George C. Ober; 
honorable mention as next highest, Dr. 
James Roane, who, like Dr. Ober, at- 
tained a higher percentage than was 
necessary to secure the medal, and Dr. 
Frank Finney; physiology prize, second 
class, Mr. L. Kolipinski; honorable 

mention, Revere R. Gurley; anatomy 
prize, Cbas. E. Bronson. The commit- 
tee in charge of the exercises consisted of 
John ,T. Darby, Arthur Snowden, Chas. 
R. Whiteford, R. R. Gurley, Tracey 
Walworth, Moor S. Falls, Paul R. Cham- 
bers, Benjamin F. Madison, Carroll M. 
Rawlings, Thomas AVA Burke, George E. 
Harvey and Thomas Taylor, jr. 

Dr. James Roane was in the academic 
department for many years, having fin- 
ished Rhetoric when domestic affliction 
broke in upon his course of studies. No 
greater or more general favorite ever 
walked amongst us, and it will please his 
former classmates to know that he did 
not fall two marks below the winner of 
the faculty prize, and in such rivalry 
success is scarcely more honorable than 
defeat. Dr. Roane will apply for the post 
of assistant surgeon in the United States 
army desiring the experience which two 
or three years of this practice will give 
him. Dr. Markriter is an A. B. of Mt. 
St. Mary’s College, and has a fine repu- 
tation for ability. 

THE NEXT AEUMNI MEETING. 

By order of the Society of the Alumni 
when it met in June last for organiza- 
tion, it was determined that the first reg- 
ular meeting of the association under 
the new constitution should be held on 
some day about the date of the annual 
commencement. The executive com- 
mittee at its last session fixed the even- 
ing of June 21st, 1882, as the time for 
the formal meeting provided for, as 
above stated, when the annual address 
will be delivered before the society by 
the Hon. Walter S. Cox, of the Supreme 
Court of the District, and a poem will be 
read by James Hoban, Esq., of AVasliing- 
ton, D. C. In the selection of these gen- 
tlemen to represent the society at this 
inaugural meeting great judgment was 
displayed. Judge Cox is an alumnus of 
’43, and at the commencement of that 
year won the honors of his class, the 
forerunner of greater distinctions to 
follow. For years his position in the 
foremost rank of the legal profession has 
been acknowledged, and when he was 
appointed to the Supreme Bench of the 
District the unanimous verdict of the 
community was that the President had 
made a choice that not the most carping 
cynic could cavil at. Since his elevation 
Judge Cox has not failed to uphold the 
ancient honor of the judiciary, and no 
act of his has, in the slightest degree, 
stained the purity of the ermine. In the 
long and wearisome trial which ended in 

the conviction of Guiteau, he was sub- 
jected to a strain such as has been rarely 
put upon a judge, but under every prov- 
ocation he preserved his dignity and self- 
control, impartially weighed and firmly 
adjudged points of law, sacredly shielded 
the execrated criminal from the excess 
of public opinion, and finally drew from 
all right-minded observers the approval 
of his course as prudent, honorable, im- 
partial and eminently judicial. 

The scholarly acquirements of Judge 
Cox, which have not been allowed to dis- 
sipate themselves amid the distracting 
duties of his busy life at the bar and on 
the bench, justify us in promising our- 
selves a rich treat in the oration which 
in June we shall have from him. 

Mr. James Hoban made a reputation 
in College as a poet who had won favor 
with the muses, nor do we fancy that in 
the more prosaic avocations that have 
filled up his days since his graduation in 
1S60 he has been entirely won from his 
early tastes. The society can rest easy 
on the score of worthy representation 
when first it assembles for literary recre- 
ation. 

The desire of the executive committee 
is to have every former graduate or un- 
dergraduate become an active and zeal- 
ous member of the society. So far as 
present knowledge is of avail, invita- 
tions will be extended individually to all 
former collegians of Georgetown; but 
where none may be received, the failure 
will be due to the fact that the present 
address of students is not known, and 
those thus passed over will please accept 
the explanation, and believe that none 
the less cordial welcome awaits them at 
Alma Mater on June 21st and 22d. 

The literary exercises will take place 
in Memorial Hall, at 8 P. M., June 21st, 
and after the Commencement, on the 
day following, the business meeting will 
be held. On its adjournment the society 
will dine with the Faculty. 

—As the readers of the JOURNAL 

already know, the Merrick Debate this 
year is to be held in Lincoln Hall on May 
11th. The question: “ Resolved, That 
territorial expansion is conducive to the 
best interests of our country,” is one 
that is well calculated to excite a close 
and intensely interesting debate. All 
necessary arrangements have been made, 
and at present everything looks as if the 
splendid success of last year’s debate 
would be repeated. 

—The class of ’82 had an essay on “Psy- 
chology” on April 22. A disputation was 
announced for May 2. 
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WHEN, as is very frequently the 
case, we find ourselves at a loss to un- 
derstand what pleasure a man can 
find in doing an evil that can certainly 
bring him no benefit, and apparently 
can bring him no possible pleasure, we 
are able to fall back with some satis- 
faction upon a truth which, in the 
course of our acquaintance with our 
own self, we have often had proven 
beyond dispute : “Man is as prone to 
evil as the sparks to fly upward.” 
-Thus we are enabled to explain many 
phenomena of our own personal expe- 
rience with ourself, and many more of 
the phenomena that fall under our ob- 
servation in the actions of others out- 
side of ourself, which otherwise would 
be hopelessly involved in mystery. 

But there are some things for the 
explanation of which there is, so far 
at least as our information extends, no 
well-established principle to which we 
can with satisfaction refer. Among 
these problems one of the most diffi- 
cult is this : how can a college paper 
gain its own consent to lapse into the 
senseless practice that disfigures not 
few of our exchanges, of filling three, 
four, five, or more of its columns with 
pointless, frequently indelicate, and 
sometimes, though we are glad to be 
able to say not very often, positively 
indecent paragraphs ? For if they are 
not either indelicate or indecent they 
always mean absolutely nothing, and 
always appear to have been constructed 
with a studious desire on the part of 
the writer that they should convey no 
meaning whatever. 

Now we can conceive, at least faintly, 
how it might have been possible (on 
the hypothesis that his intellectual 
faculties were neither well developed 
nor well balanced) for the individual 
who was the pioneer of this style of 
college journalism, to have thought it 
barely possible that such nonsense 
might be spicy, or witty or humorous. 
For this individual did not know what 
it was to get an objective glimpse of 
them—if we may so speak. But even 
on the hypothesis of a lack of mental 
balance and development, it is difficult 
and well-nigh impossible for us to form 
on a priori grounds the most feeble 
conception of how it was possible for 
any one who had ever seen a col- 
umn of these paragraphs, “points,” or 
whatever else they may be improperly 
called, could persuade himself to make 
an effort to imitate them. 

However, it is not our purpose now, 
nor do we think it will ever be, to at- 
tempt to explain how sensible young 
men, as we are persuaded some of these 
misguided paragraphists are, can gain 
their own consent to write such non- 
sense. We are content to deal with 
the fact. And the first object we have 
in view at present is to place on rec- 
ord our sincere regret that such a dis- 
graceful evil—for in any aspect it is 
disgraceful—should have been allowed 

to creep into college journalism, and 
fasten itself so firmly upon papers that 
might otherwise have adorned the 
sphere which they now disgrace. The 
other reason prompting us to refer 
to this evil is that, if we mistake not, 
it points the correctness of a posi- 
tion assumed by us in these columns 
some time ago, and which in practice 
has always been maintained by this 
paper. It is this : that a college paper 
cannot afford to have its literary feat- 
ures dropped, and to have itself con- 
verted into a mere chronicle of local 
happenings. We have no doubt at all 
that in every instance where a college 
paper is afflicted with this malady the 
affliction can be easily and directly 
traced to the fact that it gave up its 
literary features. 

We may as well recognize t.he fact 
at once that a college sheet must, for 
the most part, confine its news and edi- 
torial department to the affairs of col- 
lege life, and, unless it be our purpose 
to score a complete failure in the field 
of college journalism, we may as well 
recognize this other evident fact, that 
the events occurring within the circle 
of any ordinary college cannot supply 
entertaining or even tolerable matter 
sufficient to fill the columns of an or- 
dinary college journal. And, lienee, 
besides the truth which, on a former 
occasion, we tried to demonstrate, 
namely, that the literary feature of col- 
lege journalism is founded in wisdom, 
we see that it has the more immova- 
ble, and, if possible, the more solid 
basis of necessity. When our friends 
‘make such a stray” from the dictates 

of good sense as to attempt to put 
their papers on any other basis the 
result is inevitable and legitimate— 
their papers will be filled to overflow- 
ing with nonsense—and such nonsense 
as one must have seen in order to be- 
lieve. 

IT affords us no little pleasure to be 
able to lay before our readers this month 
a song from the muse of “H. C. W.,” 
and an essay from the vigorous pen of 
“C. B. P.” To read the poem and the 
essay will be to many of our readers, 



105 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

as it has been to us, a double pleasure 
—first, the pleasant memory that will 
be at once conjured up of the two fa- 
miliar faces of the writers, and second, 
the intrinsic literary merit of the two 
productions, which will abundantly 
speak their own praise to all who may 
read them; and this second pleasure 
is the common property of all our read- 
ers; as well those to whom Messrs. 
Walsh and Pallen are known as old 
and esteemed friends, as those to whom 
the nominum v/inbrw, “H. C. W.” and 
“C. B. P.” represent nothing beyond 
so many letters of the alphabet. 

We may perhaps be indulged to the 
extent of one remark which is sug- 
gested by the poem and essay. We 
have always cherished the belief that 
after we have made that eventful bow 
in the new Exhibition Hall, over a 
piece of parchment which will speak in 
the language 

“ That sounds as il it should be writ on satin ” 

of “ . A. B.” that a very great 
number of years will have heaped each 
its own load of care upon our shoulders 
before we shall ever write a poem on 
“childhood” or an essay through which 
will run a vein of “ Vanitas vanitatum 
et omnia vanitas.” 

As will be seen upon the reading, 
neither of our old friends take too som- 
bre a view of the present or the future; 
nor do they very pronouncedly range 
thcmsfilves under Horace's laudator tem- 
poris acti. “II. C. W.” in every line 
speaks of childhood more as an old 
friend who, in the course of nature, 
had been severed from him; “C. B. 
P.” disclaims in express terms any re- 
spect for pessimism. But to us who 
are standing nervously near the door- 
way leading to real, active life—across 
the short distance of six weeks we can 
almost hail without straining our voice 
any of our old friends as we see them 
pass to and fro—to us, grave doubts 
are suggested as to whether we read 
ourself aright when we so easily per. 
suaded ourself that contact with the 
world would not affect us as we had 
read in books that it affects all men. 
We confess that even now, upon reflec- 
tion, we are daily growing stronger in 

the belief that, perhaps, after all, one’s 
school-days are not the saddest of all 
his days here below. Whether we 
shall completely lose control of our- 
self, and shortly begin to think, speak 
and ever write of them as the happiest 
of all our days, we know not. But 
we are mortal and if the pressure in- 
creases we may one of these days help 
to swell the chorus of one of the larg- 
est choirs perhaps in existence, 
“Backward, turn backward, O Time, in thy 

flight!” 

WELL, the proper time has passed and 
there have been no athletic sports. It 
is the same every year. After the fall 
contest, every one being in an enthusi- 
astic frame of mind, proclaims that he 
will do all in his power to assist a 
spring contest. And yet, when spring 
comes, not a soul, perhaps, save some 
poor editor on the JOURNAL even men- 
tions the matter. The fact is, what- 
ever the cause may be, that the stu- 
dents are becoming entirely too careless 
in such matters. There is a certain 
laziness about the development of their 
muscles which prevents them from 
doing much more than taking a 
run around (he walk now and then. 
We have a gymnasium, nothing very 
fine in its way, it is true, yet sufficient- 
ly good for ordinary purposes; yet it 
is seldom put to any use, save that a 
few now and then may be seen 
jumping from the rings. Even 
the base-ball nine grows weary as 
the weather grows hotter; you can 
hardly get them to practise even before 
an important match. Now, this won’t 
do, of course. It is reasonable to sup- 
pose, that if any well-trained nine is 
opposed to ours, victory will no longer, 
so to speak, wreath with her crown the 
brow of the redoubtable captain. Of 
course, everybody knows that the boat- 
club has vanished into the thin air, or 
rather into the base-ball nine. Now, 
there is no reason why we might not 
have had a respectable boat club—not 
one which could row a race, for we 
would not have enough time, but one 
which might occasionally have a little 
friendly and exhilarating race among 

its members. It is not so very long 
since the muscular gentleman from 
Virginia, or, rather, the two muscular 
gentlemen from Virginia, were in the 
habit of having a little friendly race 
on the Potomac to the discomfi- 
ture of all opponents. Thus, though 
we would hardly, under existing 
circumstances, expect the boat 
club to obtain an outside reputa- 
tion, it might be productive of much 
amusement and healthy exercise among 
ourselves. But it is bootless to speak 
of this now; the boat club, either 
through carelessness or indifference, 
has gone, and will probably never re- 
turn. We would hardly be surprised, 
some years hence, to hear that the 
athletic sports had gone the same road. 
Base ball, of course, will continue to 
keep its sway, unless something very 
extraordinary happens. But it needs 
a little more energy. Every member 
should be required to practice when- 
ever the captain directs a practice 
game. Without this, it is impossible 
that the nine should regain its old as- 
cendancy in the District. And mem- 
bers who refuse to practice should be 
politely requested to resign. It is 
a case that requires such a course. 
Certainly it would be an unpleasant 
thing to have to do, but it is a thing 
that must be done if excellence is 
sought for. 

EXCIIASTOES. 

There is an article in the Biclimond 
College Messenger for June entitled, 
“Pause! and Consider.” Its main ob- 
ject is to give advice to the young men 
of the South, on the subjects of recon- 
struction, States-rights, and the negro 
question. And in the main, the advice 
itself is good. But for the dress! The 
composition literally bristles with ex- 
clamation and interrogation points, (the 
latter all marking rhetorical questions). 
Let me give a quotation or so. Here is 
one: speaking of a consequence of the 
mixture of the two races he says: “Shall 
a horrible amalgamation reduce us to the 
drivelling condition of the Central Ameri- 
cans? Sickened with horror at the 
thought, I turn away and say with rev- 
erence, forbid it, Almighty God!” 

Now, such a theory as this is ealeu- 
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lated to make one feel “ sickened,” too, 
not exactly with horror, hut with a feel- 
ing of pain that any man who is as yet 
above the condition of the drivelling 
Central A. should write such “rot;” 
that’s the only word I can find for it. 
In the first place there is not a particle 
of danger of this dreadful amalgamation 
ever taking place, consequently this sick- 
ening with horror is entirely premature. 
Then, the writer’s turning away must be 
considered as rhetorical as his questions, 
for we do not perceive that he has been 
ga/.ing at any tangible object, unless it 
be “a; the thought,” and we may be par- 
doned for supposing that the thought has 
consistency enough to remain which- 
ever way the gentleman may turn. The 
fact is the writer of the article in ques- 
tion tries to get up a show of deep and 
intense feeling on the subject and fails 
lamentably and naturally. The ques- 
tions that reacli the heart and play upon 
the feelings of the Southerner are past, 
and will probably never be revivified. 
The questions of the future relate but to 
the exercise of a wisdom and enterprise, 
which, we regret to say it, for we our- 
selves are a Southerner, has hitherto 
been most lamentably behind hand. The 
writer of the “Pause! Consider!” utters 
considerable nonsense in various places. 
Let us give the following as an instance: 

“'Such is the condition of things at 
the South, the Anglo-Saxon compelled to 
bow to the African, and yet, forsooth, 
wreathed in smiles, we must ‘ kiss the 
hand that smites us,’ or a hue and cry is 
raised about our 'cruelty to the poor, 
persecuted colored man.”’ There may 
be deep and cutting sarcasm in all this, 
but that in it which is most patent to us 
is its utter nonsense. “ The Anglo Saxon 
compelled to bow to the African !’ ’ Wliat 
nonsense! Do, for goodness sake, drop 
suchsubjects, Messieurs of the Messenger, 
if you can’t treat them in a cool, sensible, 
and unrhetorical manner. Flowers and 
tropes, etc., have, when used in them, a 
most nauseating effect. 

The Philosophian Review wastes con- 
siderable paper in the discussion of what 
a gentleman is, and, so far as we can see, 
leaves the matter exactly where it was 
before. The fact is you can’t lay down 
any measure for a gentleman. He is a 
person that is probably much talked 
about, and very little understood. For 
the most part these definitions are the 
result of the fact that some one has of- 
fended some one else, and that other 
some one so defines a gentleman as to 
exclude this offender. 

There is nothing more commonly or 
more falsely said than “No gentleman 
would do such and such a thing.” For 
my part I have always considered, and do 
yet consider, that that man who is ever 
harping on the subject and ever ready 
with this “ ungentlemanly,” is in about 
the same condition as the old woman 
who stole the shoes, and when there was 
a hue and a cry after the robber, ex- 
claimed, “Oh, honesty! honesty! Isn’t it 
a fine thing to be honest ?■” while all the 
time the shoes were under her shawl. 
The fact is, there is no use in making 
any definitions on the subject ; a true 
gentleman is the easiest person in the 
world to detect, and the same is quite as 
true of the false article. 

ANOTHER OONAHON. 

“It never rains but it pours” is a saw 
that plain folks are fond of quoting; and 
within the limits of our close application 
we are almost tempted to do likewise. 
In the last JOURNAL we had the pleasure 
of informing our readers that in her ma 
ture age, verging on her centennial, Alma 
Mater had been, for the first time, the 
recipient of generous bounty at the hand 
of son and friend; and that two sums of 
$10,000 each, one as donation, the other 
as legacy, had been placed at her disposal 
Since then a similar sum has been be- 
stowed upon her. In accordance with the 
wish of Daniel J. O’Conor, Esq., deceased 
now one year, his heirs have generously 
given to the College $10,000, to be ex- 
pended for its benefit, and in such man- 
ner that the result may remain as a me- 
morial of the pious father and upright, 
noble-hearted merchant, from whom they 
inherit their worldy fortune. When 
strangers are coming to the aid of the 
College in her financial necessity, is it 
hazardous to indulge the hope that her 
sons who are endowed with wealth will 
be ready to part with some to relieve 
her present embarrassment,and place her 
in a position where she may develop such 
corporate action and will render her chil- 
dren all the more justly proud to call her 
mother? We shall never believe that 
such can be the case. 
      

REV. P. J. HEALY, S. J. 

There is perhaps not a reader of the 
JOURNAL who will not scan these col- 
umns to learn some news of ourex-Pres- 
ident who withdrew from office in Feb- 
ruary because of impaired health. Since 
leaving college he has been a guest of 

land. In the interval his health has not 
improved as much as friends had been 
led to hope, and twice he has suffered 
rather serious and alarming attacks of 
nervous prostration. From recent let- 
ters we are glad to learn that his condi- 
tion has grown more encouraging, and 
the physician in attendance is of opinion 
that the basis of permanent improve- 
ment has been laid. Our readers will 
share the pleasure with which the JOUR- 

NAL makes this announcement. 

SOME SIGNS. 

Hot long ago some one learned in the 
customs of the ancients expressed to me 
his astonishment at the absurdity of some 
of the superstitious practices prevalent 
among the early Greeks and Romans. 
They had a most religious confidence in 
the oracles and consulted them on all 
occasions; and these oracles continued 
to draw wool over the eyes of the trem- 
bling petitioner as long as any one could 
be found who was willing to give a hand- 
some present to the prophet in exchange 
for some ambiguous advice. The actions 
and general appearance of bulls, cows, 
chickens, swans, doves, hawks, buzzards, 
toads, snakes, boars, bees, ants and of 
many other animals and insects were be- 
lieved to be in some way indicative of 
the future, and consequently all these 
animals were watched as closely by the 
wise men of that time as the modern 
cashier is by the interested depositor. 

A dream was also of importance, and 
was usually regarded as coming from the 
gods either as a warning against the rep- 
etition of some past action, or as a pic- 
ture or vision of future events. Of 
course they had their dream-interpreters 
who would “for a small remuneration” 
be happy to construe anything in the 
shape of a dream from a five-minute doze 
up to a first-class nightmare. The an- 
cients had another custom of closely ex- 
amining the food they ate and the liquids 
which they were very fond of imbibing. 
The heart and liver, for instance, of a 
sacrificial victim were always inspected 
by the priest who pretended to see in 
them some inklings of the future. If 
these quacks could have had the scientific 
instruments of the present time to assist 
them in their inquiries, they would have 
probably been much astonished at what 
they saw. Imagine a well-greaved and 
brazen-mailed Greek investigating with 
the aid of a microscope the gizzard of 
some animal or even a drop of water! If 

his brother the T?f , l“ had been Placed in such CilCUn his brothel, the Rt. Rev. Bishop of Port-1 stances he surely would have come to tli 
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conclusion that his future was to he the 
biggest thing of the kind on record; and 
he could have solved with the greatest of 
ease any question on the subject of 
dreams that could have been asked. 

A contemplation of these practices is 
no doubt very amusing, but the credulity 
of the Romans and Greeks is no more 
ridiculous than that which some of us 
display every day of our lives. Sailors, 
for example, almost invariably refuse to 
leave a port on a Friday, because they 
believe that some misfortune will befall 
him who dares do so. And they are not 
the only persons influenced by this super- 
stition; there is many a man who will 
not think of starting on a journey on the 
steam-cars on Friday, not because he is 
confident that some disaster will occur, 
but merely for the reason that he prefers 
Thursday or Saturday. Whether a greater 
number of accidents on land or water 
have occurred on this unfortunate day 
than on any other of the seven, I do not 
care to inquire, but unless my history is 
at fault old Columbus began that famous 
voyage of his on a Friday, and it did not 
prove to be a very unfortunate trip. 
And then we all know that Solomon 
Grundy, of the old nursery rhyme, left 
this troubled world of ours on Friday, 
and this fact might go a great way toward 
converting me, had I not learned from 
his brief biography that he entered the 
holy bonds of matrimony on Wednesday. 
I must think that this was as unfortunate 
as his death; and entre nous Sol. Grundy 
probably thanked the stars that ‘pallida 
mors cut his honeymoon short. 

This subject of marriage reminds me 
of somq of the many “ signs ” we have 
in regard to it. The person that is so 
unfortunate as to fall up a flight of stairs 
will not (so says the saw) be married for 
a year. What connection the act of fall- 
ing either up or down has with matri- 
mony I have never been able to discover; 
nor has any of the authorities, whom I 
have consulted on this question, offered 
an explanation. The person, however, 
who gets two spoons in his cup of tea is 
sure to fall before the arrows of cupid; 
and he or she who takes the last piece of 
bread from a plate at a meal is sure- 
according to the oracles—to get a hand- 
some wife or husband. I might mention 
other signs in this connection, but the 
few I have given are sufficient to show 
that there is at least a little superstition 
in our natures. 

And, in regard to the weather, every 
almanac in the country is full of signs; 
when you hear a frog croak you may be 
sure that it will rain some time or other 

in the future; but when it rains before 
seven o’clock in the morning it will cer- 
tainly clear before eleven. 

These old sayings have been handed 
down *rom the earliest times, and if they 
do not always tell the truth it is proba- 
bly due to the fact that the author of 
them did not live in a country with a 
climate similar to ours. The negroes 
have an infallible prophet of the weather 
in the shape of a goose’s breast-bone, 
but the formula which must be gone 
through with in order to solve the pro- 
blem is so intricate that I despair of 
being able to give it to my readers. The 
ground-hog sigh is another of the same 
nature, but it is so familiar to most peo- 
ple that it requires no explanation. I 
asked an okl farmer one day what he 
thought of the weather, and he told me 
that he thought it would rain that night 
because the sun was shining so bright- 
ly! This certainly was something new 
in the way of weather signs, and it took 
me so much by surprise that I could not 
ask him the philosophy of that conclu- 
sion. At any rate it did rain that night, 
or the next, I am not certain which—in 
fact, I cannot say positively whether it 
rained that week at all; but I know that 
it poured once during the month—it was 
April—so I have adopted the old farmer’s 
sign and recommend it as one of the best. 

The Greeks had a funny custom of 
watching chickens eating wheat or bar- 
ley, and, from the manner in which the 
fowl picked up the grain, of forming 
opinions in respect to the character of 
their future life. This practice has gone 
out of style, but we still have the bird in 
the form of a weather-cock on the top of 
every barn in the United States. If 
there be any one that has not seen a vane 
of this kind, let me remark that when 
the rooster faces the northeast it is a 
“sign” that the wind is from that quar- 
ter; the same is true in regard to the 
other points of the compass. 

Every one knows that when a looking- 
glass is broken that it is a sign of seven 
years’ disaster; and every one is equally 
familiar with the fact that when you see 
a man in a bad humor that it is a sign 
that he got out of the bed on the wrong 
side that morning, or that he put on the 
wrong shoe first. It is always regarded 
as an unlucky sign when a wraith in a 
candle is seen; and, as in the case where 
thirteen sit at a dinner table, the death 
of some one is imminent. 

The Greeks would never call a spade a 
spade if they thought that the spade 
would be offended to be called by that 
name ; they would, out of the kindness 

of their hearts, have called it an agricul- 
tural implement in order not to hurt its 
feelings. Instead, therefore, of calling 
those old hags, the Furies, by then- 
proper names, they always spoke of them 
as benevolent, well-disposed ladies; and 
a thief, a robber was politely styled a 
lover. 

So we in a like manner very often give 
some queer names to our spades; for in- 
stance we say a man is a kleptomaniac 
who has a habit of picking up other peo- 
ple's personal property and putting it in 
his pocket. The ancients were super- 
stitious about using what they considered 
to be words of ill-omen, and we have 
caught the habit from them. We do not 
like to say that one of our friends is 
crazy, the word has a harsh sound; we 
prefer to say that he is a little peculiar. 

When a hare runs across your path, my 
kind reader, it is a sign that you are to 
have bad luck on your journey. If you 
should spill salt on the table cloth it is a 
sign that you are to be scolded, and 
when you see a new moon over your left 
shoulder you will be very fortunate in the 
future. When you see a man on the 
street fiercely gesticulating and talking 
loud enough to be heard a square it is a 
pretty good sign that he is a congressman. 
I might go on and multiply these signs by 
the hundred, but when I see you looking 
weary and sleepy I think it a sure sign 
that you are tired of this bosh; so I wish 
you a good-night and pleasant dreams. 

ILAD. 

   
A SAD CATASTROPHE. 

On Monday there reached Georgetown 
the distressing news that an Indian out- 
break had occurred in Arizona, in which 
a party of whites had been ambuscaded 
and nearly all of the number massacred. 
Several of these unfortunate travelers 
were from Georgetown, and among those 
known to have been killed was Mr. John 
E. Risque, formerly a student of the Col- 
lege. So far as the meagre dispatches 
enable us to glean any particulars of this 
catastrophe, Mr. John R. Magruder, a 
native of Georgetown, and some com- 
panions started from Lordsburg to look 
after some mining interests in which 
they were concerned, and when fifteen 
miles from Clifton were surrounded by a 
band of concealed Indians. Information 
has been received that Mr. Magruder 
effected his escape to Clifton, but Mr. 
John P. Risque, who was one of the 
party, was certainly killed. Of his 
brother, Beverly, who is known to have 
been of Magruder’s band, no word has 
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been received, and it is feared that he 
has fallen also. 

John P. Risque began his college course 

in 1863, and withdrew in 1866, before 
graduation. In 1872, he went to New 
Mexico, and began the practice of law. 
Later he was joined by his younger 
brother, Beverly, whose name appears 
upon the College register for the first 
time in 1870. Their mother, recently 
dead, was a sister of the late well-known 
brothers, Esau and Adolphus Pickrell, of 
Georgetown; a third member of the fam- 
ily, Ferdinand W. Risque, graduated in 
1871, and has been for several years en- 
gaged in business in St. Louis. 

Before our next issue appears we may 
have confirmation of the hope that Bev- 
erly has escaped ; at present the uncer- 
tainty in which the affair is involved but 
enhances its awful character, and all old 
students of twenty years ago will be sor- 
rowed to learn the sad end of this es- 
teemed comrade and worthy gentleman. 
From the Sunday Herald of April 30th 
we clip the following lines: 

“Mr. John P. Risque, recently killed 
by the Indians, was at the time of his 
death a partner of the law firm of Con- 
way & Risque, attorneys for the Atchi- 
son, Topeka and Santa Fe road, with 
offices at Santa Fe and Silver City. Three 
years ago Mr. Risque married the daugh- 
ter of George R. Robinson, a wealthy 
commission merchant of St. Louis. Mrs 
Risque and her two children were at Sil- 
ver City at the time of his death. A 
metallic casket was taken out by his 
partner, Mr. Conway, immediately upon 
the receipt of the horrible details, and 
the body will be taken back to Silver City 
for burial. ” 

A FIRST MASS. 

Much to the delight of his friends in 
Georgetown, and in some degree, we 
trust, to his own, did the Rev. John A. 
Conway, S. J., select the College chapel 
in which to offer his first mass. On Sat- 
urday, April 15th, he was ordained priest 
at Woodstock College, and arrived here 
in the evening of the same day, in re- 
sponse to an invitation extended him 
from the College. He found but few ac- 
quaintances among the students, so con- 
stant and so rapid is the change in the 
personnel of a school; but his welcome 
was not the less cordial. On Sunday 
morning, April 16th, assisted by the Rev. 
W. T. Wliiteford, S. J., he celebrated for 
the first time the Holy Sacrifice which, 
we pray, he may for many years to come 
celebrate in virtue of the lofty calling 
that he has followed. 

On Thursday of the same week, the 
Rev. Edw. M’Tammany, S. J., who has 

been a professor in the College since 
September, returned from the North, 
whither he had gone to receive ordina- 
tion. He had the happiness of cele- 
brating his first Mass at Troy, the home 
of his family, who were present to re- 
ceive the sacerdotal blessing from his 
hands. 

MOUNT ST. MARY’S COLLEGE. 

Upon this venerable sister institution, 
honorable for the fame that it has borne 
through a long series of years, and rich 
with the traditions of past glory in the 
generations of worthy sons that she has 
given to society and to the church, mis- 
fortunes are crowding. The world has 
been familiar with the story of its finan- 
cial embarrassments, and not less so with 
the generous response to her cry for help 
which she has met with from her chil- 
dren. One of her most distinguished and 
best endowed alumni voluntarily with- 
drew from the high ecclesiastical posi- 
tion which he held in the diocese of his 
choice and quitted a congregation deeply 
attached to him in order to lift the col- 
lege from its sinking and all but desper- 
ate condition. His success cannot be 
questioned, and the college was regain- 
ing its former vigor and influence when 
a new calamity befell it, and its stu- 
dents were dismissed because of the ap- 
pearance of scarlet fever, the dreaded 
scourge of youth. Schools are to be re- 
opened in May, but it is evident that 
this enforced suspension of college work 
must seriously damage the institution 
and impair its activity. Our deepest 
sympathies go out to her in this hour of 
trial. 

A TRIP TO ANNAPOLIS. 

On April 15th the College Nine met 
the Naval Cadets on their grounds at 
Annapolis, in the presence of about 400 
spectators, and came off victors with a 
score of 10 to 7. The game was closely 
contested and was marked by several 
brilliant plays. The sight of the large 
audience, among whom were many 
ladies, helped not a little the good play 
of our boys. To the credit of George- 
town we must mention two beautiful 
double-baggers by Malian and Levert, 
some fine catching by Mulligan, stiff 
pitching by McLaughlin and Malian. 
Phelan at 2d was weak; Levert, at 1st, 
surprised himself and everybody else by 
dropping several thrown balls. Sheahan 
had plenty to do at short, and made some 
pretty pick-ups. DeSibourg, who was 

called upon to substitute Mulligan, wffien 
hurt in the sixth inning, made a very 
graceful fiy-catch in left field. The Col- 
lege Nine fielded poorly, but their bat- 
ting was entirely too strong for the mid- 
dies. Among the Cadets we noticed es- 
pecially the catching of Miller and the 
graceful playing of Jackson at 1st. Hig- 
gins was rather weak at short during 
the early part of the game, but some 
good plays afterwards made up for this. 
Prince pounded McLaughlin for a clean 
three-bagger, and Toney sent the ball 
whizzing above Chew’s head, making 
the circuit of the bases, for which he 
was warmly applauded. As the Cadets 
won the toss and took the field, they 
were the last to bat in the ninth innings, 
thus pushing the interest up to fever 
heat. In this, their last chance, Gillis 
opened up by fanning the air three times, 
and Higgins followed suit in falling a 
victim to McLaughlin’s curve. Miller 
succeeded in reaching 1 st on a ground hit 
between short and 3d, and wrent to 2d on 
a passed ball. O’Leary ended the game 
by striking out. Following is the score: 

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE NINE. 

A.B. R. B. T.B. r.O. A. E. 

Malian, p& 3d b  4 1 2 2 4 3 0 
Levert, 1st b  4 3 2 3 4 0 7 
Mulligan, e. & 2d b  5 2 1 1 11 3 0 
Phelan, 2d I f.  5 l 0 0 1 1 4 
Sheahan, s.s  4 0 1 1 o 4 1 
Chew, c.f  5 1 0 0 0 0 0 
Tete, l.f.  5 i o 0 0 0 1 
Lindsa*, r f. & c  4 1 0 0 3 2 1 
McLaughlin, r f 4 0 0 0 3 10 0 
DeSibourg, sub  1 o 0 0 1 0 0 

Totals  41 10 6 7 27 23 14 

CADETS NINE. 
A.B. R. B. T.B. P.O. A. E. 

Higgins, S.S  5 0 0 0 2 2 4 
Miller, c  5 1 1 1 10 1 2 
O’Learj-, p  4 2 0 0 0 9 0 
Prince, c.f.  4 2 3 3 1 0 0 
.Tackson, lstb  3 1115 0 1 
Quinby, l.f  3 0 0 0 2 u 0 
Toney, r.f  3 1 1 4 2 0 0 
Carter, 2d b  3 0 0 0 2 0 0 
Gillis, 3d b  4 0 0 0 3 1 0 

Totals  34 7 8 9 27 13 7 

INNINGS. 

1. 2. 3. 4. 5 6. 7. S. 9. 
Georgetowns  2 0 0 6 0 2 0 0 0—10 
Cadets  00010204 0—7 

Although the ball game was the great 
attraction of the day, it was by no means 

the only thing that tended to make the 
trip a pleasant one. Owing to the efforts 
of the assistant manager of the JOURNAL, 
reduced rates over the Baltimore and 
Ohio road had been secured for the entire 
party, and some thirty took advan- 
tage of the opportunity. They were met 
at Annapolis by three of the cadets and 
were shown the ins and outs of the entire 
place before dinner. It may be of inter- 
est to those that like to keep track of 
Georgetown boys to know that Mr. A. PI. 
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Dutton, better known among the stu- 
dents as “Mons,” has entered the acad- 
emy, and in his uniform makes a very 
dashing cadet. The College nine were 
invited to remain over night in order to 
attend one of the hops that have helped 
to make the academy famous, but the 
regulations of the College not allowing 
it, they were obliged to refuse. Taking 
into account the royal welcome we re- 
ceived and the victory which our nine 
won, the expedition must be put down 
as a complete success. The College nine 
want to play another game with the ca- 
dets, as they think both clubs can play 
better than they did on that occasion. 

3.0CAI.S. 

—Mr. Wm. F. Cahill, ’82, has been en- 
gaged for some days past in the prepara- 
tion of an electric lamp, and on the even- 
ing of April 27 he invited the scientific 
men of his class to an exhibition of the 
light in the cabinet. Mr. Cahill’s lamp 
is thought to be an improved form of the 
Werdermann lamp. He uses mercury 
instead of the spring employed in the 
original. 

—The Easter holidays this year began 
on the 5th and ended on the 11th of April. 
They were enjoyed by the students of 
the college as much as any vacation is 
enjoyed by them; one or two rainy days 
rather spoiled the out-door sports, but 
dancing parties were hastily arranged 
and all went merrily in spite of the bad 
weather. 

—A couple of the rhetoricians went 
fishing a few days ago and came back 
with a bigf string of little fish. It is re- 
ported that they returned by way of 
Georgetown, followed by a crowd of 
youngsters who didn’t think that they 
looked like fishermen. Of course silver 
hooks were not used to catch that string. 

—The college nine were engaged to play 
a game of ball with the High School nine 
at Alexandria on the 11th of April; but 
an unexpected snow storm made it im- 
possible for them to do so. As it was, a 
part of the nine went to Alexandria by 
mistake, and the rest had to go to bring 
them back. 

—A match game between the college 
nine and a picked nine from Washington 
had been arranged for the 27th of April, 
but the pitcher of the home team being- 
sick on that day, it was postponed. As 
a large number of spectators had assem- 
bled on the grounds, in order not to dis- 
appoint them a picked nine was selected 
from the outsiders, and six innings were 

played. The batting of the college boys 
was terrific, Mulligan, Malian and Levert 
making some terrible hits. The visitors 
did some good batting in the last inning; 
up to that time they were wholly unable 
to master Malian’s curve. At the close 
the score stood 24 to 6 in favor of George- 
town. 

—Thanks to the generosity of the stu- 
dents the college nine now have suits ; 
the colors are blue and white, and the 
out-fits are pronounced, by those expe- 
rienced in such matters, to be very neat 
and pretty. The boys contributed 
promptly and liberally for the fund to 
defray the expenses of these, and ask 
only in return that the nine defeat every 
club that challenges them. 

A OEM. 

Who has not indulged a smile over the 
attempts of the foreign tongue to master 
the unruly phrases of English conversa- 
tion? Ludicrous as such essays usually 
are, they fail to reach the sublime heights 
of the ridiculous which the foreign pen 
can scale when an enterprising but un- 
trained hand is guiding it. Here is a 
bona fide advertisement which reached 
the college within the past week, and we 
commend it as an off set to some of the 
Olendorf exercises done into French by 
the under-collegiate Gauls among us: 

“Liquer du Desert prepared by the 
Monks of the Yal Sainte Marie (haute 
Garonne.) The Liquer du Desert, very 
favourably received by the people, is not 
a liquer in the ordinary sense of the 
word, but an excellent digestive. 

“Composed of dietary plants choosed 
with carefulness, the Liquer du Desert 
is one of the finest and sweetest to offer 
to the consumers of somewhat selected. 
It is absolutely of an unite taste; no aro- 
matic does surpass the other, and the 
palate conserves for a long time the 
agreeable impression of a perfume com- 
bined, which states an special quality for 
that liquer, of which children and per- 
sons of a delicate temperament use with 
profit. 

“Joining useful to agreeable, that has 
been our devise. If we have succeeded, 
we shall felicitate ourselves for having 
rendered to the science of health a ser- 
vice of which the object completely jus- 
tifies the means. J. FLEURY, 

Proctor of the Abby. 

A CADE MY OF TIIE VISITATION, 
B. V. M., 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

This Institution was founded in 1799, 
and rebuilt in 1873. It occupies a beau- 
tiful site on the Heights of George- 
town, overlooking at once the city of 
Washington and the lovely water scen- 
ery of the Potomac. Attached to the 
Academy are the pleasure grounds, em- 
bracing an area of forty acres, which se- 
cure to the pupils the advantage of a 
residence in the country. 

In the course of instruction are com- 
prised all the requisites of a refined and 
polished education. 

The Musical Department is under the 
supervision of graduates from the conser- 
vatories of Leipsic and Paris, while the 
facilities for acquiring a knowledge of 
foreign languages can hardly he surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the In- 
stitution. 

Q M. BELL, 

PORTRAIT PHOTOGRAPHER, 
459, 461, 463, and 465 Penna. Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 

Special attention paid to copying Old 
Pictures. 
For a Delicious and Sweet Smoke, trv 

the “VETERAN.” 

< jo 
C£ < Z 
° HI 
Q-OQ; 
<a.,_ 

0<2 UUJ 
ONLY PURE TOBACCO / "T'AICE PAPER 

USED I N ALL T. .LIP 

CELEBRATED CIGARETTES. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND COUNTERFEITS. 

A SCHWARTZ, 
-AL. 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. 
jj> ICIIARD H. MATTINGLY, 

142 Bridge St., Georgetown, D. C. 

_ SEGARS AND TOBACCO. _ 

ESTABLISHED 1833. 

JOHN MCDERMOTT & BROS., 

CARRIAGE MANUFACTURERS, 
STEAM USED. 

“NOTE—The Liquer Du Desert may 
perfectly he mixed with cold or warm 
milk, or fresh water. In this matter it 
replaces the sugar and will he a precious 
tonic.” 

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

Carriages and Harness received on Storage and 
sold on commission. Carriages Repaired. 
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TAILORS AND CLOTHIERS, Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D. C. Entire Building, 
" TM. n .is MJ jam u..0 

JNTRODUCERS OF HATS 

FOR GENTLEMEN, YOUTHS AND 
CHILDREN. 

SEALSKIN CAPS. POLO CAPS. 
COLLEGE CAPS. 

Willett §c Ruoff, 9O3 Penn. ave. 
gCHOOL AND COLLEGE 

TEXT-BOOKS AND STATIONERY 
Supplied 011 most liberal terms by 

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

Baltimore. 

J^OR STYLISH CLOTHING, 

Latest Novelties in 

GENTLEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS, 

And also full line of 

CELLULOID CUFFS & COLLARS, 
Go to 

W. NORDLINGER & CO, 
NATIONAL CLOTHING HALL, 

114 Bridge Street. 
Special Inducements to College Trade. 

JOHN T. YARN ELL, 

GEORGETOWN HEIGHTS, AND 117 
CENTRE MARKET. 

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

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. 

HARVEY & HOLDEN, Prop’s. 

B. ROBINSOST. W. L. CHERY. 

g ROBINSON & CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 

FOR 

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS. 

909 Pennsylvania Ave., Washington, D.C. 

JJUME, 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 WHTSKEY. 
Goods packed and delivered at any point 

within the District limits free of charge. 

^ORTH 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 

J MANOGUE, 

MERCHANT 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. 

JJ'RANCIS B. MOHUN, 

BOOKSELLER AND STATIONER, 
No. ft>15 Pennsylvania ave., cor. lltli 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. 

JAYLOR & HUFTY, 

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

MEN’S NECKWEAR, KID GLOVES 
AND 

GENT’S FURNISHING GOODS. 

WASHINGTON CITY CALCIUM 
* ' LIGHT GO. 

Office and Laboratory, 
COS 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. 

J^UFUS H. DARBY, 

STEAM-POWER NEWSPAPER, BOOK 

AND JOB PRINTER, 

432 Ninth Street, northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 

[J ATS! HATS! 

FALL AND WINTER HATS. 
A LARGE ASSORTMENT FOR MEN 

AND BOYS. 
EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

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

JjWNE 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. 

A, STARKE, 
J COLLEGE BARBER, 

No. 2924 M street, West Washington, 
will on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons 
accommodate the students with his accom- 
plished profession, and at all other times 
guarantee perfect satisfaction at his busi- 
ness establishment. 

C. BAILEY, 

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

Hair Cutting and Shaving in the District. 
l®“COLLEGE TRADE SOLICITED.“©8 

No. 60 Bridge Street, Georgetown, D. C. 
(Under West End Hotel.) 
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SBEAT MILM ROUTE. 
Double Track! Steel Rails! Stone 

Ballast! No Dust! Sure Con- 
nections! No Delays! 

SPEED! SAFETY! COMFORT! 

THE SHORT LINE TO THE 
West and Northwest, the 

Territories and Pa- 
cific Coast. 

The Popular Line 
TO ALL POINTS IN 

MISSOURI, KANSAS, 
COLORADO, NEW MEXICO, 

ARKANSAS, TEXAS AND 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA. 

ALSO TO 

CINCINNATI,LOUISVILLE, NASH- 
VILLE, MONTGOMERY, MOBILE, 
JACKSON, MEMPHIS, VICKSBURG, 
NEW ORLEANS, ETC,, ETC., 

AND ONLY DIRECT LINE TO THE 

NOBTH: ^isrrj IE _A_ S T .. 

■Only Line Running the World renowned 
Pullman Palace Day and Night Coaches 

FROM WASHINGTON. 

For further information please address 
D. W.JAHOWITZ, I'ass’r Aceiit. 

Office:—Baltimore & Potomac Station, Wash- 
ington, D. O. 

Baltimore & 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. 

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

and Southwest. 
B. & 0. Parlor and Sleeping Cars on all 

Trains. 

NO CHANGE OF CARS 
Between Washington, Cincinnati, St. 

Louis, Ch'cago, or Pittsburgh. 
Distance shorter than,by any other route. 

For information please address 

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

Connection by T< lephone through B. & O. 
Ticket Office. 

Q.EORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. 

DEPARTMENT OE LAW. 

Academic Year 1881—’82. 

FACULTY: 

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

CHARLES W. HOFFMAN, LL. D., 
Dean of the Faculty and President c f 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 J. DARLINGTON, 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, 

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

j^EDICAL DEPARTMENT, 

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

Washington, D. C. 
188l-’82. 

FACULTY: 

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

SAMUEL C. BITSEY, 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 H. A. KLEINSCHMIDT, M. D., 
Professor of Physiology. 

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

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

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

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

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

SAMUEL S. ADAMS, M. D., 
Lecturer on Diseases of Children. 

M. G. ELLZEY, M. D., 
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, l 
FURNISHING, I 
TAILORING and [ 
SPORTING J 

DEPARTMENTS. 

JJ C. EWALD, 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 
ICE CREAM SALOON, 

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

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

Hair-Cut or a Clean Easy Shave, 
Go to 

TANCIL’S TOILET, 
No. 100 Highst., n ear Gay,Georgetown 
Everything first-rate, and none hut the 

best workmen employed. 

JLSTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS, 
No. 021 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

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

QATHOLIC BOOKS. 
PETER F. CUNNINGHAM & SON, 

Publishers and Catholic Booksellers, 
817 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 

figyOrders by mail promptly attended to. 
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cocneF g®| I| Streets. 

■*     *♦  4 

Ready-rnade garments for Men, Youths and Boys in styles and qualities in every way' 

equal to custom-made goods. . 

If you will call and look through our Stock we will give you polite attention, andi 

not urge you to buy. 

]y| W. GALT, BRO. & CO. 

JEWELERS AND SILVERSMITHS, 
Display a Choice Collection of Rich Jew- 

elry of the Newest Designs—Sterling Sil- 

verware of the Latest Patterns, Fine 

Diamonds, Brasses, Paris and Vienna 

Fancy Goods, &e.—especially appropriate 

for Wedding and Anniversary Gifts. 

1107 Pennsylvania Ave. 

IRGINIA MIDLAND RAILWAY 
TO THE 

SOUTH and SOUTHWEST. 
Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 

ton to New Orleans without change. 
Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 

ton to Augusta without change. For 
tickets and information call at Virginia 
Midland office, GOt Penn. ave. N. MAC- 
DANIEL, Agent; M. SLAUGHTER, G.T.A. 

'J'HOMAS E. WAGGAMAN, 

REAL ESTATE AGENT 

AND AUCTIONEER, 

519 Seventh St., • Washington, D. C. 

H. O. TOWLES’ 
FURNITURE WARE-HOUSE. 

Extensive dealer in latest styles 
CABINET FURNITURE 

and BEDDING. 
1007 Pennsylvania Ave., 

Bet. 10th and 11th sts., 
Washington, D. C. 

0 H. FICKLING, 

PHARMACIST, 
1260 Thirty-second St.,West Washington. 

Dealer in Pure Drugs, Chemicals, 
Medicinal Wines, Liquors. &c. All 
Mineral Waters kept on hand. 

Strict attention paid to Physicians’ pre- 
I scriptions. 

JJENRY G. WAGNER, 

JEWELLER, WATCH AND CLOCK 
MAKER. 

No. 3221 MStreet, West Washington, D. C. 
Dealer in 

NEWSPAPERS, PERIODICALS. 
BOOKS, STATIONERY, MAGAZINES. 

gARBOUR & HAMILTON, 

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in 
GROCERIES, 

Wines, Liquors, Havana and Domestic 
Cigars, 

614 and 616 Pennsylvania Avenue, bet. 6th 
and 7th sts., Washington, D. C. 

QT. JAMES HOTEL, 
(EUROPEAN PLAN.) 

S. E. Cor. Pa. Ave. and Sixth street, 
Opp. B. and P. R. R. Depot, 

Washington, D. C. 
LEVI WOODBURY - - Proprietor- 

Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Dining Rooms 
open at all hours during the day and even- 
ing. Our cuisine is unsurpassed. 

JJ E. JACKSON & COT^ 

(Wm. B. Redgrave,) 

LUMBER DEALERS, 
13th Street and Ohio Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 

J. L. SMITHMEYER. PAUL J. PELZ. 

J L. SMITHMEYER & CO., 

ARCHITECTS, 
No. 703 Fifteenth Street northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 

gPRING AND SUMMER HATS. 

Latest novelties in HATS FOR YOUNG 
MEN from the establishment of Knox, 
Fifth Avenue, New York, constantly on 
hand. 
LARGE STOCK UMBRELLAS AND WALK- 

ING CANES. 

B. H. STINEMETZ, 
HATTER AND FURRIER, 

1237 Pen nslyvania Avenue. 

TTTTS T1 A PTHT? be found on file at Geo.. A p. Rowell & Co’s Newspaper - 
Advertising Bureau (10 Spruce St.), where advertising 
contracts may be made for it IN NEW YORK. 


