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PUOPOSAES FOR A NEW STATI E. 

It appears to be certain, in so far as 
anything dependent upon the variable 
moods of congressional legislation can 
be deemed so, that the next year will wit- 
ness the erection of the National Library. 
In that event a statue of Education will 
he called for to ornament the grounds 
that lead up to the main entrance. This 
we may be sure of. For is not the “ Tall 
Sycamore of the Wabash,” wdio engi- 
neered Vinnie Ream into public notice, 
at the head of the Senate Committee on 
the New Library Building ¥ And in the 
second place, is it not a dull day for the 
statue-boom in Congress when any park 
or reservation so disposed cannot secure 
a donation of condemned cannon and an 
appropriation of a few thousand dollars 
for an effigy in bronze to serve as a warn- 
ing for aspiring sergeants and ensigns ¥ 
So a statue we are undoubtedly to have. 
Statues we have already, and what citi- 
zen of the land who has taste enough to 
tell a miracle of Phidias from a tobacco- 
nist’s sign is not painfully aware of the 
fact ¥ There is that scantily-clad mon- 
strosity intended to represent the Father 
of his Country 5 which greets the vis- 
itor’s gaze as he looks from the eastern 
portico of the Capitol. It is hard to im- 
agine that G. W. ever looked like that 
mass of marble, sight of which on a 
frosty day is quite capable of throwing a 
man into a congestive chill, unless on 
some night at Valley Forge, when, under 
a sudden alarm from the outposts of 
British advance, he wished to make good 
his claim to being “first in war,” and so 
hurriedly appeared before his troops with 
the bed-clothes barely draped about his 
august and shivering form. There, too, 
is old “ Fuss-and-Feathers,” the hero of 
Lundy Lane, grown to Pickwickian di- 
mensions, which facetious Sam Weller 
unfailingly kept his pursy master in mind 
of, perched upon a beautiful bronze horse, 
that is wisely represented as motionless, 
for no living animal cast in sucli mould 
could be expected to move under the 
superimposed mountain of flesh. “ Old 
Hickory ” cavorts in the most undigni- 
fied and impossible manner before the 

White House on a steed of Clark Mills’ 
fashioning, and no one who has seen the 
frantic effort, of a rider to keep his seat 
upon a horse for the brief moment that 
the animal can assume the position here 
set in “enduring bronze” will claim 
that the pose is in the least degree heroic. 
Nor are army chieftains the only victims 
of congressionaldonationsandartists’ as- 
pirations. That old sea-dog, Farragut, 
whose main title to glory is based upon 
the fact that in the naval fight in Mobile 
Bay he climbed up to the least exposed 
place in his ship, and there lashed him- 
self to the shrouds out of harm’s way, 
has met grim retribution at the hands of 
a lady, and masquerades in Farragut 
Square, as a passing wag remarked, “ an 
artless joke.” He resembles nothing 
nautical, and looks for all the world like 
one of our modern firemen, nozzle and 
hose in hand and foot on fire plug, wait- 
ing for the steam-engine to begin to play. 

But neither these monstrosities nor 
kindred abortions in and about Washing- 
ton will deter our rulers from voting an 
allegorical figure of education or science 
to grace the halls or the grounds of the 
new library. 

To secure a work of art that will be 
distinctively national and at the same 
time typical of the highest development 
of science, under whose name and in 
whose guise it is to stand, we risk the 
suggestions herein bodied forth. The at- 
tainment of this high purpose demands, 
first of all, ready disclaimer in the ar- 
tist’s work of all copying of ancient mod- 
els. One who had been trained in the 
classic or princely Grecian school of art, 
would approach this great work under 
the disadvantage of preconceived and 
wholly conventional ideas. To his artistic 
gaze, Science would be a female figure of 
mature grace, thoughtful mien and in- 
spired gaze; on her lap would lie the tab- 
lets that have just furnished her food for 
thought, and at her feet would be scat- 
tered the emblems of those higher bran- 
ches of study that for ages have chained 
the attention and engrossed the efforts of 
great minds. 

Now such a model will not suit our 

purpose. Nous aeons change tout cela. The 
first canon of art is, we take it, that its 
products must express the highest forms 
of thought in the nation that fosters it. 
On this assumption we propose a model 
for our new statue of Science. A lank 
figure, with wizened face, head buried in 
protruding coat collar, quill pen in hand, 
and perched upon a tali tripod, with eyes 
poring over a ledger or cash-book ; in 
place of globes or sextants or emblematic 
lamps, let there lie in graceful confusion 
at the foot of his stool, stubs of check- 
books, stock price-lists and market quo- 
tations. In a word, take Tim Linkin- 
water, the book-keeper of the Cheeryble 
Brothers, as pictured for Dickens by his 
friend Cruikshanks. Put him and his 
tripod and his ledger in marble or bronze, 
set the figure up in a conspicuous posi- 
tion, and you have science as the world 
at large, if not the world of letters to-day 
proclaims it to be. 

Let no one suppose that we are jesting. 
Never were we more seriously or more 
painfully in earnest, nor can we take 
refuge behind the hope of finding our- 
selves mistaken. The reasons for the 
faith that is in us lie ready to hand. Fol- 
low me, kind reader, and be convinced. 
In a college, if anywhere, we are author- 
ized to expect the vigorous prosecution of 
science, and to look for higher forms of 
education. And, yet, what do we find to 
be the prevailing opinion among men of 
what collegiate training should comprise 
and should lead to ¥ Suppose the appli- 
cations filed with the President of the 
University for the admission of as many 
students. The chances are, that nine of 
the ten applicants in question have been 
accompanied by the proviso, “ only such 
studies for my boy as Mill fit him for 
business,” so that in the judgment of 
our people—if the expression of parental 
views rightly represent it-education 
mfeans getting a boy ready for business. 
Hence no Greek; and logically is its study 
rejected, for no one needs Greek in com- 
mercial transactions. Concession of a 
mild sort is made to Latin, because its 
knowledge will be of use in law and medi- 
cine: illogically, for all the Latin terms 
needed in either study can be conned in 
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a dictionary, and at little cost of time or 
patience. 

Let us weigh the principle and dis- 
cover its value in practical applications. 
Your hoy is to he “educated,” and that 
is, given just what will fit him for busi- 
ness. Begin then the elimination pro- 
cess upon older methods, and get rid of 
all dead matter in this new system of 
education. A merchant can buy and 
sell coffees and sugars and silks, and 
stocks and land without knowing Greek. 
Therefore, put Greek aside. What about 
Latin? Our embryo merchant can reach 
the true inwardness of the distinction 
between meum and tuum and yet not 
know the genitive case of either. Evi- 
dently their Latin will be a dead weight 
upon the candidate for commercial suc- 
cess. History, of course, the aspirant 
must study. But, hold i Why history ? 
What has history to do with “ fit- 
ting a boy for business?” He will not 
drive a shrewder bargain in bacon or 
know more certainly the exact time to 
unload on wheat, because he can cata- 
logue the Homan Emperors, or give a 
succinct account of the defense of Ther- 
mopylae. At least geography is requi- 
site. Pray, how? Must the merchant 
ship goods? His truckmen deliver them 
at the wharves or at the freight-stations 
of railroads ; for the rest, ship captains 
and railroad conductors will furnish all 
the “ geography ” that is needed to have 
the goods reach their destination in 
safety. Does he wish to buy? Come the 
goods from beneath the equator or from 
another hemisphere, the merchant makes 
up his order, addresses it to his agent, 
drops it into the nearest letter-box and 
though his acquaintance with geography 
be as scant as his knowledge of the 
moon's surface, as a business transac- 
tion Lis venture will result quite as fa- 
vorably as though Kepler were his book- 
keeper, and Olney his head-salesman. 
The new principle, strictly applied, with 
its eliminating force fairly at work, is, 
you will observe, reducing to very mod- 
est proportions the educational work to 
be done by our coming business-man. 
We prosecute the inquiry. Higher mathe- 
matics are to be relegated to the aban- 
donment that has swallowed up the 
classics, geography and history ; for no 
“ educator,” in the modern sense of the 
word, can find any use for quadratic 
equations or triangulations in the busi- 
ness pursuits for which we are prepar- 
ing. Of course, arithmetic in all its 
branches is to be studied thoroughly? 
Not so fast. Of all the men we ever 
knew, the individual most eminently 

“ fitted'for business,” could neither read 
nor write ; and while he was laying the 
foundations-of a fortune that aggre- 
gated millions, when, at his death, it 
fell into the hands of his heirs, he kept 
his accounts by a system of cabalistic 
signs, unintelligible to all but himself. 
If success be a criterion of “fitness,” 
this old acquaintance of ours was cer- 
tainly “ fitted for business,” far more so 
than the brilliant graduate of the “busi- 
ness college” of our day. He could not 
tell a preposition from a pungy, and 
knew as much about grammatical anal- 
ysis as he did about the laws of Lycur- 
gus; but he could buy and sell cotton 
with any man in middle Georgia, and 
determine to a nicety the market value 
of corn quite as well as if lie had the 
agrarian laws of the Gracchi on his 
finger's end. 

It may be urged that we are pressing 
to extravagant limits the educational 
principle of n fitting a boy for business,” 
when we contend that it will result in 
excluding the study of even the ordinary 
branches of what is commonly termed 
“an education. ” Were our purpose rather 
success in contention than conviction and 
the removal of certain ill-timed, hetero- 
dox opinions that appear to be gaining 
ground, we might safely challenge any 
opponent to show how the legitimate ex- 
tension of the debated principle does not 
in fact destroy the last remnant of educa- 
tional training. For argument sake we 
will admit that to “ fit a boy for busi- 
ness” he must be taught reading^ 
writing, arithmetic, book-keeping, and 
the grammatical use of his language. 
Here, at least, the modern educator must 
fix the stakes of his field of study. The 
instant he transgresses these bounds, 
begins to talk about literature, geograph- 
ical knowledge, or historical research, 
that very moment he quits the principle 
set up, or, on the other hand, widens its 
application until it embraces any and 
every branch of study that a polished ed- 
ucation, properly so-called, is usually 
made to compass. He cannot escape the 
dilemma ; for, as we have shown, history 
is not more needed in “ fitting a boy for 
business ” than the study of Latin or 
Greek ; open the door for the former and 
your principle will not be elastic enough 
to bear out either of the latter. 

A principle whose logical conclusions 
and legitimate applications are found to 
contravene the common sense of man- 
kind must be branded as false or insuffi- 
cient. Since no one is prepared to limit 
the scope of educational activity proper 
for a college to the teaching of reading, 

writing, arithmetic and book-keeping, it 
follows that a lad sent to college to be 
“ fitted for business ” simply and exclu- 
sively, has got into the wrong box. His 
place is elsewhere. 

But there is “a fitting for business,” 
which does lie within the range of uni- 
versity work, and well for our country 
will it be when such is rightly understood 
and generally accepted. It is achieved 
when the college takes the bright, indus- 
trious, ambitious boy, trains, in methods 
sanctioned by the experience of ages, all 
his faculties, memory, judgment, obser- 
vation, reason, imagination ; stores the 
mind with facts drawn from history, cul- 
tivates the taste with discriminating 
study of the master-works in literature; 
excites emulation by presentation of great 
things admired in all ages of human ac- 
tivities; in a word, makes him, so far as 
the industrious efforts of the few years 
devoted exclusively to study can accom- 
plish it, a perfect man, and then remits 
him to the special studies which are to 
fit him for his special calling. We have 
written to poor purpose if our words seem 
to decry mercantile pursuits. There is 
no reason why the merchant should not 
be a man of culture, and it is desirable 
in the last degree that he should be so, 
both for the influence which, through his 
wealth, he is to exert upon the com- 
munity in which he dwells, and secondly, 
for. the pleasant ordering of his own life. 
All we have endeavored to show is that 
to limit education to the bare needs of a 
business life is to put all education on a 
footing with trades. An artisan may be 
a man of education and refinement, but 
the single acquirement of his trade will 
not make him so. In like manner a busi- 
ness man may, and it is in every way de- 
sirable that he should have the culture and 
refinement that come from education, 
but mere fitting of himself for busi- 
ness will not secure these advantages. 
In one word, the utilitarian spirit of the 
age is in error. The demand for practi- 
cal education involves a paradox, and the 
thing indicated as practical education is 
not education at all. It is simply learn- 
ing the practical workings of a counting- 
room, a process that has about as much 
educational efficacy in it as learning to 
drive a locomotive engine. 

The fact, however, remains that a large 
proportion of our people consider the high- 
est product of mental culture to be a ready 
and accurate knowledge of ‘double entry; ’ 
and the most monstrously-attended in- 
stitutions are our “business colleges,” 
where boys with undeveloped minds play 

i at store-keeping and banking, and while 
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this state of things continues, the schol- 
astic contra factum non valet argumentum, 
“ it doesn’t pay to take a header against 
a stone wall, ” has force. So we propose ] 
our Tim Linkinwater model for the 
statue of Science that will adorn the 
sacred precincts of our new National 
Library. It may lack the grace of the 
Grecian prototype, but it will wear the 
fairer guise of Truth. 

ROBERT RUFF. 

“Ego nec stadium sine divite vena 
Nec rude quid possit video ingenium !” 

The Roman poet speaks very truly 
when he reminds us that the question is 
often asked whether talent without art 
is sufficient to accomplish grand and 
lasting results. Although his remark 
had reference only to poetry, and was 
confined to his own times, it can equally 
well be applied to every calling and to 
every age. It is one of those universal 
questions that is asked just as anxiously 
and as repeatedly to-day all over the 
world as it was in Rome two thousand 
years ago. When he promptly replies 
that there must be a combination of the 
two he teaches a doctrine far different 
from that held by a large number of 
persons who have persuaded themselves 
that they were born to become renowned; 
for when they ask the question it is with 
the predetermination of answering it 
favorably to themselves. As they seri- 
ously object to labor, which is a neces- 
sary accompaniment of art, they avoid it 
by rejecting its utility. It is said that 
imagination frequently supplies gifts 
which otherwise a person does not pos- 
sess. Too many sanguine geniuses have 
obtained their talent in this manner, 
and by a similar exercise of the same 
omnipotent faculty have convinced them- 
selves that labor is not required to clear 
their path to fame. We must believe that 
Horace, who made use of both, thought 
more wisely than they. We must believe 
that he was better qualified to give an 
opinion, and that the one which he gave 
was correct. 

Whether we have or have not talent, 
labor is the law of our being. It was de- 
signed by Providence that we should meet 
and overcome difficulties not solely by 
force of ability, but by patient and un- 
tiring efforts. Every really great man 
whose love for truth has not been over- 
borne by vanity will acknowledge that 
his brightest laurels were the result of 
industry. There is on record a frank 
acknowledgment of the great German 
poet. “Each bon mot," says he, “has 

cost me a purse of gold; half a million of 
my own money, the fortune I inherited, 
my salary, and the large income derived 
from my writings for fifty years back 
have been expended to instruct me in 
what I know.” We can readily imagine 
what immense labor he endured during 
those long years of study, but we hardly 
know which to admire more, his indefat- 
igable activity or the humble spirit which 
he manifests in admitting that he was not 
so far above others as not to need train- 
ing for his mission. The idea is preva- 
lent among a large portion of mankind 
that honors should be esteemed in pro- 
portion to the ease by which they were 
obtained. This class can find but little 
comfort in this declaration coming from 
such a man. If we were to examine 
closely we would find that very often 
other equally great men have labored just 
as hard, but have so far given way to the 
popular prejudice as to conceal the fact 
that they worked, and worked without 
intermission. It is surprising with what 
wonderful regularity Byron's course is 
pointed out by those who desire to emu- 
late his example. With what confidence 
is it asserted that never was a more in- 
docile pupil found. How delightful it is 
for these enthusiasts to place side by 
side the freaks of his school days and the 
intellectual glory of his later years. 
That the factious student became a most 
wonderful man no one can deny. That 
he has enriched our language with some 
of the grandest passages of thought and 
feeling is universally recognized, but the 
story of his reckless and checkered life 
must ever give rise to the conjecture, 
how much greater he might have been. 
If we were to pursue the same course of 
reasoning towards many others whose 
names have come down to us on the list 
of heroes, we would, in many cases, have 
reason to regret that they did not reach 
that high standard for which, by their 
natural gifts, they were intended. It is 
unreasonable to say that because they 
have reached a great height they should 
be regarded as standing proofs against 
the necessity of labor, when, in the ordi- 
nary course of affairs, this very labor 
would have urged them onward to some- 
thing higher. 

When Napoleon was asked how he 
managed to conduct a battle so well, he 
replied that in the heat of action he 
could do very little, His plan was to pre- 
pare for every emergency before the mo- 
ment arrived. This aptly illustrates the 
importance of labor in the warfare of 
life. It is not a noble self-confidence 

that dictate? any other course. It is the 
confidence of simplicity. Napoleon un- 
derstood that his great abilities as a gen- 
eral would avail nothing unless he strove 
to utilize them by activity, and in this 
conviction we can find the cause <f his 
wonderful success. He was not ashamed 
to labor, either mentally or physically, 
to patiently draw up plans for a campaign 
or to make dreary marches through snow 
and ice. 

It would be equally extreme to assert 
that labor contains every element of suc- 
cess if by success we mean companion- 
ship with the giants. If nature has not 
gifted us with the requisite qualifications 
for that distinction, we cannot hope to 
attain them by ourselves. To some of 
her favorites she has been exceedingly 
bountiful; others she has blessed in a 
less degree; to all she has given some- 
thing. As the exercise of her gifts de- 
volves upon ourselves, we are free to use 
them as we will, and upon the manner of 
their use success depends. In this way 
it frequently happens that the one who 
has received a small share overtops him 
who has been more li uerally blessed. In- 
action is more effectual in repressing 
“the genial current of the soul” than the 
most degrading penury. It is a bane un- 
der whose influence the keen intellect 
grows dull. It spreads blighting vapors 
over the garden wherein are sown seeds 
destined to spring forth into beauteous 
flowers. It is the thief which robs ge ius 
of her birth-right and stamps her with 
the seal of mediocrity. 

It is a sad sight to see a man gifted 
by nature with great physical powers 
wasting away from want of exercise. It 
is far more saddening to know that there 
are thousands around us, who, by a sim- 
ilar process, have allowed their minds to 
become so paralyzed as to lose all their 
original vigor. Such persons in their 
more thoughtful moods must sometimes 
reprobate the lack of exertion which has 
brought them to this condition. 

Yet it must not be supposed that we 
claim to have found in the sentiment of 
the poet any sympathy with the doctrines 
of those moralists whose idea of life is 
embodied in the word “work.” Horace 
and “ Poor Richard ” would not make 
congenial companions. If they were 
contemporaries, their diversity of opin- 
ion on this subject would sunder them 
as effectually as the barrier which the 
centuries have placed between their lives. 
The former would have us labor for the 
purpose of securing rest. He would have 
us wage war for the sake of peace; while 
the latter evidently believes that “ there 
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is no peace.” The laughter-loving Hor- 
ace was incapable of giving such advice. 
He knew too well the blessings of leisure 
to inculcate the doctrine of continual 
toil. 

It is impossible to respect the opinion 
of those who tell us that every pause in 
our daily tasks marks the loss of a golden 
opportunity, and should be carefully 
avoided. At present there are too many 
of these people in the world, and every 
addition to their number may be regard- 
ed as an evil. They make a grave mis- 
take by supposing that labor should be 
followed on account of its own merit, and 
not merely as something that leads to 
good results. The happiest man is he 
who labors intelligently and always with 
an object in view, who takes whatever 
goods the gods provide, and strives to in- 
crease their value by a careful steward- 
ship. While on the one hand he does 
not stand listlessly by and allow others to 
surpass him, neither does he adopt the 
extreme views of the opposite class of 
believers. He feels that he is under the 
necessity of working and he accepts the 
task, not because it is desirable in itself, 
but because its good results can be ob- 
tained in no other way. But above all 
he does not allow himself to be led away 
by that false idea which would teach him 
to regard himself as a man of genius be- 
cause he finds it easy to abstain from ex- 
ertion. While he knows full well that 
many men who hold high positions in the 
temple of fame went through life with- 
out laboring in the least, yet he is able to 
see that this manner of living was not in 
the slightest degree a help. It gratified 
their love of ease but nothing further. 
If he should strive to follow their exam- 
ple, he may experience difficulties which 
they never met, and which he can sur- 
mount only by labor, At all events it is 
safer, much more in accordance with the 
dictates of reason, to provide against 
emergencies, and if by chance it should 
happen that he cannot be numbered 
among the few happy children of fortune 
he at least can ascend as high as his abili- 
ties will allow. 

Besides this, true genius is never satis- 
fied with anything less than the highest 
state of perfection, and regards no effort 
as ill-spent that assists in the slightest 
degree towards the attainment of it. It 
does not allow its energies to relax while 
there is hope that some higher goal may 
yet be reached, but moves on with never 
flagging ambition. It would seem that 
great talent instead of dispensing with 
labor would only give us greater reason 
for making use of it. The knowledge of 

this gift being present to us should only 
encourage us to apply every means for its 
development; because it should be de- 
veloped in proportion to its growth. It 
is very safe to conclude that we should 
labor, whatever may be the amount of 
our natural abilities ; if they are very 
limited they may become useful by reach- 
ing their highest state of perfection; if 
they are exceedingly great they will, with 
the assistance of labor, secure for us all 
the honors that they are capable of be- 
stowing. J • 

“ THE CAEEIXe OF ST. MATTHEW. ” 

Unknown to the general public, but 
the object of unstinted admiration 
among ourselves and to the casual vis- 
itor in our midst, there has been for 
over twenty years in the custody of the 
College a treasure of art certainly not 
surpassed, if indeed equaled in value by 
any work on this side of the Atlantic. 
Few art collections in the country can 
boast of a painting possessing the artis- 
tic merit and the history of the “Call- 
ing of St. Matthew,” which hangs in 
the room of the President of the College. 
It cannot, of course, be placed in the 
front ranks of the world’s great master- 
pieces by Raphael, Michael Angelo, 
Titian, or Murillo; but it holds an 
eminent position among the immortal 
works left by those artists -who followed 
most closely those men of unparalleled 
genius. The painter was Luca Giordano, 
from tire rapidity of his work, called 
Luca Pa Presto. Prom Mrs. Clements’ 
“Painters, Sculptors,” &c., we extract 
the following epitome of the artist’s 
career : 

“GIORDANO, LUCA, born at Naples, 
(1632—1705,) pupil of Ribera, called 11 
Spaganoletto. He went to Rome -while 
still young, and vras employed by Pietro 
da Cortona. His facility of execution 
was marvellous. He made copies from 
various masters, and his style became a 
mixture of all. In 1690 he was invited 
to Spain, where he executed a vast 
amount of work for Charles II. in the 
Escurial and elsewhere. He returned 
to Naples with much wealth and a great 
reputation. His works are very numer- 
ous and varied in style. They are in all 
large galleries. Perhaps his masterpiece 
is the ‘ Expulsion of the Fallen Angels,’ 
in the Belvidere, Vienna, signed Jor- 
danus F., 1666. Giordano painted equally 
well in oil and fresco, and is at times 
remarkable for beauty, glow of color, 
and dramatic effect, but sacrificed so 
much to hasty finish that it is painful to 

see what he has done and feel how much 
less it is than what he might have done.” 

The “Calling of St. Matthew” is 
undoubtedly one of the great works left 
by him in Spain when he was in that 
kingdom under the patronage of Charles 
II. Its history of late years in succinct- 
ly furnished by a former owner, whose 
letter we give. The writer is a sister of 
general Meade, whose father was resi- 
dent in Cadiz during the Napoleonic 
invasion: 

No. 110 FIFTEENTH STREET, 
WASHINGTON, August 10,1881. 

DEAR FATHER HEADY: 

* * * The history of the “ St. Mat- 
thew,” as far as we know, is that it was 
purchased by my father, during his 
residence in Cadiz, as an original of 
Luca Giordano, and cost many thou- 
sands. It was brought by the clergy, 
with many other paintings, for the pro- 
tection of the American flag and to save 
them from Marshal Soult, the French 
commander, and Napoleon during the 
siege of Cadiz. 

The Meade Gallery was always con- 
sidered the best in the United States 
and ought to have brought better prices, 
as Marshal Soult sold what he stole for 
fabulous sums. The “St. Matthew” 
was always considered magnificent. 

My niece, Mrs. John George, of Con- 
cord, N. H., has a fine Titian of the 
“Martyrdom of St. Laurence,” which 
is quite as large as your picture and 
would be a beautiful mate for it. It 
hangs with other Catholic pictures of the 
Meade Gallery in the Historical Rooms 
at-Concord, and I think you could get 
the whole very cheap, as the family are 
anxious to close their father’s estate. I 
will get you the list and lowest prices, 
if you desire it. 

* * * Hoping that you are enjoy- 
ing good health, and with kind regards 
to Father , 

I remain very truly yours, 
MARGARET G. MEADE. 

Thus the authority of the great work 
under notice is verified, even if the 
genius which glows upon the canvas and 
the artist’s sign manual, Jordanus, did 
not furnish indubitable testimoy. How 
thorough was the vandal desecration of 
convents and churches during the occu- 
pancy of Spain by Marshal Soult, the fol- 
lowing clipping from the Catholic 
Standard, of Philadelphia, abundantly 
proves: 

“ Of the thirteen Murillos which Mar- 
shal Soult managed to obtain in Spain, 
one of them, an ‘Immaclate Conception,’ 
at the Marshal’s sale in May, 1852, was 
bought by the French Government for 
£23,440. There is an amusing story of 
the circumstances under which Soult 
secured his prize. In his pursuit of Sir 
John Moore he overtook two Capuchin 
friars, who turned out, as he suspected 
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them to be, spies. On hearing that 
there were some line Murillos in the 
convent to which they belonged, he 
ordered them to show him the way to it. 
Here he saw the Murillo in question 
and offered to purchase it. All to no 
purpose till the Prior found that the 
only way to save the lives of the two 
monks was to come to terms. 

“ ‘ But,’ said the Prior, ‘ we have had 
100,000 francs offered. ’ 

“ ‘ I will give you 200,000 francs,’ was 
the reply, and the bargain was concluded. 

“ ‘You will give me up my two breth- 
ren ?” asked the Prior. 

“ ‘ Oh,’ said the Marshal, very politely, 
‘ if you wish to ransom them, it will give 
me the greatest pleasure to meet your 
wishes. The price is 200,000 francs. ’ 

“ The Prior got his monks but lost his 
picture.” 

The “Calling of St. Matthew” pre- 
sents the apostle seated at the money 
table, where he is engaged in his business 
pursuits, at the moment our Saviour, 
passing by, halts and summons him to 
leave all and to follow him. The figures 
are almost life size, and the canvas meas- 
ures seven feet by nine. 

We had hoped that on the completion 
of Memorial Hall in the new building, 
this great work would be assigned a 
fitting and permanent place on its walls. 
We learn, however, that the Paculty 
have decided that an art gallery is not 
within the reach of the limited means of 
the University, nor is there prospect of 
the early establishment of so desirable an 
adjunct to collegiate training. On the 
other hand, a treasure of art, such as 
all acknowledge the “ Calling of St. 
Matthew ” to be, is out of place except 
in some gallery, either a public or pri- 
vate collection, where its beauties can 
be studied by lovers of art, and its safety 
insured by the special care taken of such 
works. The valuation, $20,000, put upon 
it by experts will render its sale uncer- 
tain; but, much as we regret to see the 
college lose a treasure of the kind, we 
hope to hear that the great painting, 
with few equals in point of age and in- 
trinsic merit among the works of art in 
our country, has found a home where it 
will continue to delight the artist and 
the connoisseur, as it has done for the 
two hundred years that have passed since 
it first took life under the master-hand 
of its creator. 

—Railroad traveling will soon be the 
order of the day. The Baltimore and 
Ohio and Baltimore and Potomac Rail- 
road Companies offer special induce- 
jnents to the traveling public. 

HORACE, ROOK I, ODE XXII. 

The hard, clean-souled and pure of wrong, 
No javelin needs, nor curved bow’s thong 
To save with venomed, twanging song, 

Nor loaded quiver,— 
Or roams he by some Libyan bay, 
Or Caucasus grudge dangerous way, 
Or by Hydaspes his feet stray— 

Dark-fabled river,— 
For, strolling too deep up the dell, 
While Chloe’s praise I, blithesome, swell, 
A wolf, with one fierce, famished yell, 

Fled me unarmed :— 
Such monster, too, that Daunia ne’er 
Could from her glens complete the pair— 
Nor lands, that naught but monsters bear, 

By Juba farmed. 
So place me where no green leaves sigh 
To the soft wind; where jaded eye 
Or dead snow meets, or dead grey sky,— 

In dumb vales drear; 

Or where the sun’s hot axles run 
Too near—where human home is none : 
Thy smile, thy voice, shall I love on, 

My Chloe dear. 
   R. 

“MARIE STUART” AT THE VISITA- 
TION A CADE 51V, GEORGETOWN. 

So rare is it for our dramatic editor 
to have his pen called into use, that it 
must not seem surprising if the occa- 
sional demands upon it should not meet 
with ready and fitting response. While 
not wonderful,it is unfortunate that such 
should be the case, especially when the 
duty incumbent upon said editor is the 
pleasant one of chronicling the histrionic 
successes of our fair neighbors and always 
generous supporters of the JOURNAL. 

Through a flattering partiality not ex- 
tended to our giant contemporaries, the 
New Pork Herald or the Washington 
Post, a representative of the JOURNAL 

found himself on the “free-list” for a 
dramatic presentation, in French, of 
“Marie Stuart” by young ladies of the 
Visitation Academy on the evening of 
November 21st, 1882. If the perform- 
ance was made private because of a wish 
to have it tentative, there is no reason 
why the friends of the young ladies and 
of the institution should not be given 
the opportunity of enjoying the pleasure 
of the performance, which, on this occa- 
sion, was confined almost exclusively to 
members of the household. 

The title-role was taken by Miss Myra 
Semmes, of New Orleans. The judi- 
cious admixture of womanly sorrow and 
queenly majesty which marked her por- 
trayal of the unfortunate Mary’s trials 
was true to the character which history 
usually, when truthful, assigns to the 
hapless lady; and in the prison scene, 
Miss Semmes’ acting showed real pathos. 

Miss Emma Callahan, of Chicago, made 
a stately “Catherine de Medicis,” and 
in her make-up she looked like a picture 

just stepped out from its frame. “The 
Duchess of Guise” had a striking repre- 
sentative in Miss Mary Clements, of 
Rockville, Md., while Miss Nannie C. 
Green, of Virginia, was dignity itself as 
the “Countess of Lennox” and both were 
worthy of their respective “Counts of St. 
Germain and Holyrood.” The “Naughty 
Elizabeth” was admirably portrayed by 
Miss Alice Hayes, of Washington, and 

- “Lady Trogmorton, ’ ’ by Miss Kate Gardi- 
ner, was as good a bit of acting as this 
mimic stage presented. A charming 
picture was the opening scene, where 
Mary Leyton, Miss Grace Clagett, of 
Maryland, and Mary Fleming, Miss 
Ella Monteiro, of North Carolina, are 
found in the waiting-room of Mary 
Stuart previous to the queen’s departure 
for Scotland. The “Harp Solo” by the 
former was both pretty and sad, as should 
have been music to fit the fortunes of 
the beautiful “Queen of Scots.” The re- 
maining characters were well presented 
by Miss Edith Martin, the “Countess of 
Murray;” Miss Louise Cole, as “Anne 
Kennedy” and Miss Mary Smith, as 
“Madame Knox.” 

No report of this event ought to close 
without a description of the rich cos- 
tumes worn by the ladies on the stage; 
and in a day when Clara Morris, Mrs. 
Florence and Modjeska are favorites with 
the public as much for their rich dress- 
ing as for their consummate acting, a 
dramatic editor is unfitted for his post 
who cannot rival Jennie June in the 
discrimination and accuracy with which 
he can describe toilets. But the JOURNAL 

is not yet able to keep a fashion editor, 
and the scribe whose pen-work is here 
given must ask consideration at the 
hands of the queenly dames and fair- 
ladies whose obliged servant he is; any 
attempt to tell the beauties of dress 
which filled the stage on the evening of 
November 21st, would but mar perfec- 
tion’s handiwork. In place thereof let 
his wish go out to queens and countesses 
and ladies of honor alike, that the great 
stage of the world, which they are soon 
to tread, may have all the joy and bright- 
ness without the sorrow and gloom that 
shone before the footlights, when for 
the thousandth time “Poor Mary’s 
Woes” were rehearsed in the musical 
tongue of fair France, where were spent 
the only truly happy hours her chequered 
life was ever to know. 

—For those in search of Christmas 
presents we would commend them to the 
advertising columns of the JOURNAL, 
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When a traveler in Europe undertakes 
to visit an art gallery he is furnished 
with a guide-book which, besides giving 
him what little points of information he 
may require, tells him at the same time 
what are masterpieces and what are not, 
so that his admiration may be applied at 
the right place and no ridiculous mis- 
takes made. Much similar to the office 
of the tourist’s guide-book is that per- 
formed by the annotations which accom- 
pany every standard work of literature. 
They are intended as a sort of royal 
road to the acquisition of a literary 
taste, and they save us the trouble of 
knowing anything before we begin to 
read an author. How far they assist 
and how far they retard us in our read- 
ing I may at some future time inquire; 
but just now it is my purpose to point 
out some of the vagaries and oddities of 

annotations, and to protest against one 
or two of the usurpations which annota- 
tors are fond of making. 

The ancient classics have always been 
the great field for the labors of editors 
and annotators; and though I by no 
means sympathize with that German 
scholar who, after reading some pro- 
found commentary on a classic, declared 
that he would rather be the author of 
such a work than of the Iliad or iEneid, 
yet I have always entertained a high 
opinion of that class of men who could 
so carefully smooth the way for the 
school boy’s unsteady feet, and whose 
lucubrations are ever ready to shed a 
ray of light upon the otherwise cheer- 
less gloom of undergraduate studies. 
Whether a difficult passage is to he ex- 
plained or a word of doubtful etymology 
traced out and its various theories dis- 
cussed, their genial words are always on 
hand to aid the hopeless student, and 
should, I am sure, he held in grateful 
remembrance in after years, even when 
the memory of what they explained has 
become, as the music in Ossian, “like 
the memory of joys that are past, plea- 
sant and mournful to the soul.” 

Sometimes the annotations are not re- 
served to the end of the book, nor print- 
ed on the margin of each page, hut the 
lines that contain the original matter 
are placed some distance apart and the 
annotations printed between. I have 
seen classics, indeed, in which the print- 
ing was done in the usual way and the 
notes were written between the lines 
with pen and ink ; but I do not approve 
of this method. I think the best way is 
to write the annotations in a separate 
blank book, which can be carried and 
used in connection with the author for 
which it is designed. This method, I 
understand, is much in vogue among 
sophomores and juniors of a scholarly 
turn of mind. 

Another good use to which annota- 
tions may he put is when the author 
himself explains in a note the meaning 
of the text, when he has failed to make 
it sufficiently clear in itself. In one of 
our Western exchanges not long since 
there was an extended piece of witti- 
cism with a note at the bottom explain- 
ing the point of the joke and showing 
how and why the article was humorous. 
We commend this plan to the makers of 
college jokes. Not only will it place 
themselves above the possibility of be- 
ing misrepresented, but, inasmuch as 
no dictionary of jokes has as yet been 
compiled, it will save their readers 
much anxiety ; for the involved periods 

of Cicero or the abbreviated sentences of 
Tacitus stand less in need of explana- 
tion than does the average college joke. 

OCR EXOH4NGES. 

We would desire to greet every new 
exchange with expressions of praise, as 
encouraging as our welcome is hearty. 
The initial number of the Tangent, a new 
journalistic venture from the north- 
western University, Evanston, Illinois, 
is on our table as we write; a hand- 
somely printed paper of a marked scien- 
tific turn. The poem on the Tangent 
itself is not destitute of merit; and the 
article on the “Civil Service of the 
United States,” while we disagree with 
some of the sentimentstherein expressed, 
recommends itself to our favor by its 
simple style and a thoroughly sensible 
treatment of one of the puzzling ques- 
tions of American politics. With the 
single reservation of the locals, which 
are too numerous, as well of a rather low 
tone, (“the organ is decidedly busted,” 
for instance,) we congratulate the Tan- 
gent upon its creditable debut. 

Our friendliest welcome is also ex- 
tended to the Fordham College Monthly, 
another stranger. The first number of 
a college paper is necessarily local in 
character, and we hope, in future, to see 
a few essays in our sister journal; how- 
ever, the editorials, the salutatory and 
the local happenings are treated with 
such excellent good taste as to please us 
very much, and, arguing from so auspi- 
cious a beginning, we promise great 
things for the Monthly. 

Some years ago we had an exchange 
editor—let us call him Bollanus—who 
was a great source of disquiet to several 
little big college journals, by reason of 
his ‘ -cruelty’ ’ to the same. It is at once 
pleasant and mournful to call up recol- 
lection of Bollanus: he is a Pennsylvania 
lawyer and temperance lecturer now, 
poor fellow. Among his brethren of 
the college press he was known as 
the “Georgetown College Shillelagh.” 
When, in a recent number of the Notre 
Dame Scholastic we saw ourself called a 
dog—mark it well, a dog—we could not 
forbear exclaiming, in the helplessness 
of our innocent timidity, 

“ O te, Bollane, cerebri 
Felicem!” 

Bollanus would, if he were still luxu- 
riating in the editorial chair, inspire a 
wholesome terror into the breast of the 
Scholastic's exchange editor by a few 
imposing flourishes of the apocryphal 
“Shillelagh.” The "Shillelagh” is not 
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available, however, and the more’s the 
pity, for it is sadly needed in the present 
instance. In the eyes of the Scholastic, 
we are a dog. Granted for the sake of 
argument, we are a dog: quid inde sequi 
tur? A tail, of course, and that tail hath 
ever wagged, and shall continue (Deo 
volente) to wag in the interest of friend- 
ship for every other dog, big and little, 
who is connected in any wray with a col- 
lege paper. Knowing as well as we do, 
that every criticism of ours, however 
severe it may seem, is dictated by the 
purest philanthropy, we are surprised 
to see the Scholastic devote five columns 
to an elaborate dissertation upon our 
“fierceness,” our “appetite for gore” 
and several other amiable qualities 
which the Scholastic assumes, very gra- 
tuitously, that we possess. As the 
Scholastic evidently feels bad about it, 
we don’t mind telling the Scholastic 
that, far from desiring “to run after 
and bark at everybody that passes,” it 
was our purpose, in writing our latest 
observations on that estimable paper, to 
call the public attention to a few things 
which are incorrect and in bad taste and 
which are commonly so regarded. The 
lengthy quotation from Horace, was, 
therefore, quite gratuitous : 

“ At nos virtutes ipsas invertimus, etc.” 

Indeed, when we had followed the quo- 
tation to the last line, 

“ Communi sensu plane caret,” 

we insensibly repeated it two or three 
times, until we saw in it a meaning, 
which it is to be hoped the Scholastic will 
not ask us to explain. 

We had taken exception to a practice 
that finds favor with the Scholastic, of 
devoting much of its space to clippings 
from scientific journals, and much more 
to biographical notices of distinguished 
persons, commencing with “ William 
Shakespeare was born,” and “ Sir Hum- 
phrey Davy was born,” etc. Our criti- 
cism thereof proceeded from a convic- 
tion that such exercise is by no means 
calculated to prove a school for original- 
ity. We had said, “we don’t see exactly 
what right a college paper has to treat bio- 
graphical and scientific matter of such an- 
cient standing as Sir Humphrey Davy.” 
Of course the rather inelegant phrase 
“ we don’t see exactly ” was 

“ minus apta 
Acutis naribus horum hominum ” 

of the Scholastic: for that we are sorry. 
“ But,” says our esteemed friend, “ our 
object is to give that fellow such a dose 
of his own physic that he will not forget 
it, and thus, perhaps, prevent his giving 
it to ourselves and others in the future. 

‘ Matter of such ancient standing as Sir 
Humphrey Davy M That is what some 
people would call a bull! But apart from 
the incorrectness of the language, we 
were not aware that ‘ Sir Humphrey 
Davy’s ’ time was so very ‘ ancient ’ as 
this critic imagines. Blair, a D. D. and 
F. K. S.. at a time when those titles im- 
plied infinitely more than they do now, 
says : ‘ When we speak comparatively of 
the ancients and moderns, we generally 
mean by the ancients such as,’ ” etc., etc., 
etc., and then follows a half column 
of impertinent learning, in which are 
conspicuous, here and there, the names 
of Alexander -the Great, Julius Cajsar, 
Augustus ditto, Pope Julius II, Plu- 
tarch, Xenophon, and poor Sir Humphrey 
Davy ; yes, and Sir Humphrey’s great 
grandfather! Tut, tut, Mr. Scholastic, 
we didu’t assert that Sir Humphrey Davy 
was a companion of Horace in the famous 
“Journey to Brundusium,” nor are we 
conscious of having committed the folly 
of imagining for a single moment that it 
was Sir Humphrey Davy who was the 
first to alight when good, old ancient 
Xoah’s Ark bumped on Ararat. We used 
the word “ancient” in somewhat the 
same free sense of security, (thinking 
that no one could possibly miss our mean- 
ing) as when we righteously complain of 
the undue toughness of an ancient hen, 
or when we speak the praises of that un- 
questionably modern institution, the An- 
cient Order of Hibernians. In the artless 
simplicity of our intention, no thought 
of Pope Julius II or of Plutarch ever 
crossed our mind. As to the judgment 
passed by the Scholastic, that “some 
people would call” our expression already 
quoted “a bull,” we are perfectly will- 
ing to admit, in order to humor our pe- 
culiar friend, that some people might call 
it a kangaroo. And we shall consider it 
a kangaroo until the Scholastic proves, 
beyond the possibility of a contradiction, 
that it is a bull. 

Our friend has certainly, though per- 
haps unintentionally, misinterpreted our 
aim in the criticism we ventured on the 
“ Asbestos” sonnet. The meaning was 
painfully clear to us. Hence, the learn- 
ing which he has poured out upon us 
with rather youthful exuberance, in ex- 
planation of that meaning, is so entirely 
superfluous that we fear we are not suf- 
ficiently grateful. Poetry demands more 
than perspicuity. It was against the 
unpoetic character of the phrase that our 
strictures were directed. Had we sup- 
posed that the writer intended to indite 
a chemical ditty, we should have classed 

his effort among such kindred effu- 
sions as, 

“Song a song of acids 

Base and alkali, 
Four and twenty ga^es,* 

Baked into a pie. 
When the pie was opened, 

Wonderful to say, 
Oxygen and hydrogen 

Both flew away.” 

But the tasteless, artless handling 
of a grave and inspiring theme we ob- 
jected to; and after due thought, the 
Scholastic to the contrary notwithstand- 
ing, we still maintain that there is no 
more poetic suggestiveness in his asbes- 
tos than there is in hyposulphite of soda 
or castor oil. 

We ventured, too, some remarks on the 
performance of Mr. T. Ewing Steele in 
rendering into English verse the first of 
Horace’s Odes. We were in a playful 
mood, perhaps a little mischievous, for 
we knew the author: for ten long 
months had we sat with him in one of 
the recitation halls of this venerable in- 
stitution. We knew him intus etin cute— 
horsed and unhorsed. We had witnessed 
with admiration his prowess when duly 
equipped for the fray, and had looked on 
with sympathetic concern when the 
enemy bore down upon him dismounted. 
After thus joying in his joys and sorrow- 
ing in his sorrows, it is more than useless 
for the Scholastic to tell us that Mr. 
Steele is resolved to treat us in the future 
with “ silent contempt. ” We don’t be- 
lieve it. But we resent the insult cast 
upon Mr. Steele’s understanding by the 
Scholastic's feeble attempt at justifying 
errors which Mr. S. would be the first to 
acknowledge and which could hardly 
escape the observation of any one save, it 
would seem, the exchange editor of the 
Scholastic, and the man who could not 
tell a line of Horace from a clothes 
line. We asked where the translator of 
the ode in question had learned that 
Massic wine was-yellow; not that we 
imagined it to be red or blue or terra 
cotta, but simply with a desire to know 
1 ‘ where he learned that Massic wine was 
yellow V With seeming contempt for 
our ignorance, and with amazing logic, 
he vouchsafed an answer substan- 
tially as follows: Mr. Antlion says and 
Mr. Adam says, that Xeres and Madeira 
are most like to the Massic of ancient 
times. But Mr. Adam says that Xeres 
and Madeira are straw-colored: there- 
fore the Massic was yellow. The ex- 
travagant absurdity of the Scholastic. 
logician may be thus illustrated. The 

*They were purified, “asbestos-like,’' In the pro- 
cess of baking. 
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newspapers say that of modern Ameri- 
can politicians Gen. Chalmers, of Mis- 
sissippi, is most like Gen. Mahone, of 
Virginia. But Gen. Mahone, of Vir- 
ginia, has a long gray heard, therefore 
Gen. Chalmers, of Mississippi, has a long 
white one. 

Aprop6s of the fine line, 
“ Pursuing still the Marsian o’er the plain,” 

which we commented upon sufficiently, 
although the exchange editor of the S. 
complacently asserts that it is the only 
had line in the collection, and the only 
one which we did not notice, the S. 
remarks: “Had Mr. Steele received a 
proof-sheet of his translation, he would 
probably have noticed the omission of 
the word ‘boar.’ ” We ask, where in 
that line would he put the word “ boar ?’ ’ 
Of course we don’t believe that the word 
was ever written in Mr. Steele’s transla- 
tion; but even if it were omitted by the 
printer, it only proves, that the printer 
had—what Mr. Steele had not—a suffi- 
cient knowledge of versification to see 
that the line could get along very well, 
metrically speaking, without it. If, 
however, we supply the judicious omis- 
sion of the compositor, we shall have: 
“Pursuing still the Marsian boar o’er the plain ” 

We defy any man living to scan that 
line as an iambic pentameter or anything 
else. 

The word Iscarian, which we so un- 
feelingly italicised, “was also written 
correctly, Icarian,” says the S., and 
then adds, that Icarian was “another ap- 
pellation for that part of the iEgean 
called the Myrtoan Sea.” Oh, shade of 
Strabo! His ignorance of ancient geog- 
raphy is even more astounding than his 
profound acquaintance with ancient 
(and modern) wines. 

With many apologies for space thus 
consumed, we bring to a close our notice 
of that singular scrawl which the ex- 
change editor of the Scholastic has been 
pleased to term in classic phrase a 
“bath.” Why he changed the name of 
the infliction from its more appropriate 
title of “dose,” to “bath” he can best 
explain—and though we emerged from 
the ordeal with temperature unchanged, 
and thus in the perversity of nature 
blighted the hopes of our friend, we 
confess that we dread, with feverish ap ■ 
prehension, the inundation with which 
he has threatened us on account of our 
“many inconsistencies.” If fivecolutnns 
of trite quotations, crude learning and 
disjointed criticism constitute a “bath,” 
what under the blue vault of heaven 
must be the sickening horrors of a flood! 

Treat ns, if you will, with “silent con- 
tempt”—inflict any penalty you may 
please, save that which only unbridled 
recklessness or direst malignity could 

suggest—a Scholastic inundation. 
“Take any shape but that, and our firm nerves 

Shall never tremble!” 

We are much pleased with the Sunbeam 
from Canada. Isn’t it the prettiest name 
imaginable for a journal edited entirely 
by young ladies? The poetry on “ The 
Web of Life ” is very fair. The essays 
in the Sunbeam have that indescribable 
je ne sais quoi quality which says very 
plainly, we were written by girls. Of 
course some will like this and others will 
not; we scarcely know our own mind on 
the subject. We are so young and inex- 
perienced, you see. 

The Virginia papers, with one excep- 
tion, are in even better shape than usual. 
We are especially delighted with the Vir- 
ginia University Magazine and the Rich- 
mond College Messenger. 

The University Quarterly, from Hew 
York University, makes its annual bow 
under very favorable auspices. Its arti- 
cles are for the most part well written; 
that on ‘ ‘ Railroad engineering ” is, in 
our judgment a clever piece of composi- 
tion. 

We acknowledge the receipt of all our 
old exchanges and of several new ones, 
which we cannot notice at present for 
lack of space. AH ! 

ST. CECILIA’S BAY, 

“Notes that wing their heavenly ways, 
To mend the choir's above.” 

BRYDKN. 

Thanks to the talent of the class of 
Rhetoric, ably supplemented by a few of 
the University’s friends from the city, 
your reporter, along with the other 
dwellers within college walls, was. on 
the evening of St. Cecilia’s day, treated 
to a well-selected and equally well-exe- 
cuted programme combining musical 
and literary features. Of course the 
writer was detailed for duty on this 
occasion not at all as a critic of the even- 
ing’s performance, but merely as a re- 
porter. And hence, what follows is to 
be regarded not, as the views of a regu- 
larly commissioned JOURNAL critic, but 
only as a “brief chronicle,” the'object of 
which is, more than anything else, to let 
our friends outside know that though 
our stage is barred to the “ Jersey Lily,” 
we are far from being beggared of enter- 
tainment because left to our own re- 
sources. 

Although the programme was a har- 
monious blending of music, prose, and 

poetry, it will be more convenient first 
to give some account of the music, and 
afterwards to consider the essays and 
poems which were contributed by the 
rhetoricians. The music, except a cor- 
net solo, by Mr. Tete, and a baritone 
solo by Mr. Kuhrt, was the contribution 
of gentlemen from the city, 

Donch’s orchestra, which needs no in- 
troduction to the bulk of the JOURNAL’S 

readers, opened the exercises with a 
delightfully executed overture from Ros- 
sini’s 1'ancredi, and it is needless to say 
to those who have listened to the music 
of Mr. Donch and his talented young 
sons, that both the overture and the 
quartette for strings, with which the 
audience was favored later on, were ex- 
cellent in all respects. 

The vocal quartette, composed of 
Messrs. Smith, Daniel, Koechling. and 
Forsman, was enthusiastically received, 
both in “ The Gay Pilgrim ” and “ The 
Chapel,” and the listeners refused to let 
these accomplished gentlemen off with 
the amount of song that they were 
booked for upon the programme. Mr. 
J. H. Hickox, whose sonorous and cul- 
tured bass is so pleasantly known to col- 
lege audiences, was to have appeared in 
these songs, and also in a bass solo; but 
much to the regret of all present he was 
on account of sickness unable to be pre- 
sent. His place was kindly and most 
acceptably filled by Mr. Forsman. 

Of Mr. Tete’s cornet solo, more need not 
be said than was said on a similar occasion 
last year—that he did’ much to redeem 
this instrument in the opinion of many 
of his hearers who daily suffer untold 
horrors at the hands (or mouths, rather) 
of every variety of brazen and silver 
bugles, horns, etc., that it ever entered 
into the brain of musical mechanists to 
conceive and fashion. Higher praise 
than this no man need covet. 

The baritone solo of Mr. Koechling, 
and also that of Mr. Forsman, were re- 
ceived with every evidence of the high- 
est appreciation; while Mr. Kuhrt, whose 
naturally fine voice has been remarkably 
improved within the last year, surprised 
his friends, if not himself, with his fin- 
ished vocalization in baritone solo. 

Of the essays the writer cannot speak 
of his own knowledge. It was his mis- 
fortune to be seated in the rear of the 
hall, and.not above a dozen sentences of 
the two essays read reached his ear. 
From his knowledge of the capabilities 
of the two gentlemen, and from the col- 
lected opinions of those who were favor- 
ed with seats in range of the low tone of 
voice assumed by the readers, he feels 
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perfectly safe in saying that Mr. Galla- 
gher’s '‘Thoughts on Horace,” was a 
scholarly and thoughtful essay, clashed 
with neat bits of satire and flashes of 
quaint wit; and that Mr. Lawler’s re- 
marks on “ Culture,” were Clear and 
thoughtful, and couched in that best of 
all vehicles of thought, good, plain, and 
yet vigorous Anglo-Saxon. It is great 
pity that these gentlemen did not bear in 
mind what has so often been impressed 
upon them by the instructor presiding at 
the monthly exercises in declamation, 
viz: that to all practical purposes a poor 
speech, no matter how poor it be, that is 
heard, is superior in point of merit to an 
excellent speech, no matter how excel- 
lent it be, that is not heard. For practi- 
cally the first is something, while practi- 
cally the latter is nothing; and our phi- 
losophers are ready at any and all times 
to point out that in the scale of being 
something is always higher than nothing. 

Mr. W. D. Sheahan’s ode in honor of 
the day was neat and graceful; and in 
most refreshing contrast to the essays, 
it was read to the entire audience, and 
not to a few favored tiers of individuals 
just in front of the rostrum. His reci- 
tation was spirited, and brought out with 
fine effect the onomatopceia which was 
essayed in the poem, and in some parts of 
it with a success of which Pope himself 
might,'perhaps, not have been ashamed. 

This year a new and most pleasing feat- 
ure was added to the entertainment, in 
the shape of some humorous recitations 
from Mr. E. B. Hay,who is so well-known 
to Washington audiences. His rendition 
of Tom Hood’s character, who had “a 
silent sorrow here,” convulsed the house 
with laughter; the parody on “ Barbara 
Fritchie, ” and the debate upon the re- 
spective claims of land and water to the 
greatest number of wonders, took captive 
every midriff in the audience. 

Though these recitations did not come 
last on the programme, yet this reporter 
reserved mention of them to the last in 
order that the reader might leave off the 
perusal of this report with the impres- 
sion full and fresh on his mind that St. 
Cecilia’s day was not celebrated at 
Georgetown University, in the year 1882, 
by an “assemblage of solemn and perhaps 
tearful Uriah Heeps.” A. C. W. 

PSHEONOMOSIAN SOCIETY. 

At a recent meeting of the Philonomo- 
sian Debating Society, the following offi- 
cers were elected: President, Mr. J. 
Havens Richards, S. J.; vice-president, 
James V. Hussie; secretary, James P. 

Donahue; treasurer, Charles II. Smith; 
first censor, Michael Malian; second cen- 
sor, Henry S. Lindsay; amanuensis, 
Charles H. Roche. 

WiKSONALS. 

ANSEL B. COOK (A. B., ’75) has estab- 
lished himself in St. Louis, Mo., and no 
young lawyer did more for the success of 
the Democratic party in the late elec- 
tions. Tiie following notice clipped from 
a daily paper compliments our young 
campaigner: 

Mr. Ansel B. Cook, formerly of the 
State of Georgia, but for several years a 
resident of this city, spoke next. After 
alluding to the exceptionally good ticket 
put up by the Democrats, he warned his 
hearers not to aid in any way the Repub- 
lican party, which in the States of Iowa, 
Kansas, and Maine, had endeavored by 
the enactment of sumptuary laws to take 
away the rights of the people. After a 
while, these fanatics, if given further 
power, would attempt to dictate to a man 
what he should eat or wear, 

He singled out the candidates on the 
Democratic ticket, and made a zealous 
appeal for the hearty support of all by 
the voters of the ward. 

JAMES G. BURLESON, of Texas, is cer- 
tainly rising in the scale of popular favor, 
as his friends of the years ’76, ’77 and ’78 
will be pleased to learn. The compli- 
ment paid him in the subjoined commu- 
nication we have no doubt is well de- 
served. The young clerk's loyalty to his 
Alma Mater merits commendation in an 
age of general forgetfuluess: 

“SIGNIFICANT AND AUSPICIOUS.”— 
To the advocates of civil service reform, 
there can be few more encouraging oc- 
currences than the approval, recently 
awarded by the people of Hays county, 
through the ballot, to a faithful appren 
tice in their service. Four years ago, 
Jas. G. Burleson, yet in his teens, en- 
tered the office of our county and district 
clerk as a copyist. Diligence, industry, 
faithful service, soon merited for him a 
deputyship. Upon his worthiness, and 
the propriety of promoting him the peo- 
ple have pronounced ; their verdict is, 
that for the next two years their inter- 
ests, so far as the office to which he is 
elected is concerned, are intrusted to his 
care. No fear of unfaithfulness, no 
dread of dereliction, need disturb the 
slumbers of those who opposed his elec- 
tion. To all alike he will be true, and in 
being faithful to his trust he will but 
transmit a distinguished characteristic 
of an honorable lineage that for genera- 
tions has given heroes, statesmen and 
patriots to Texas. This selection is sig- 
nificant of the “ body politic ” and “ au- 
spicious” of an era that accords to “espe- 
cial fitness” a preference over all other 
claims to office. 

CHARLES A. CLAYTON, who quit col- 
lege in 1874, after a residence of several 
years, and who, since abandoning Geor- 

gia, has been a resident of Virginia, 
called last month with his bride, an ac- 
complished and beautiful lady of Rich- 
mond. She must have argued well for 
the strength and tenacity of her hus. 
band's affection as she observed the sin- 
cere delight with which he visited the 
scenes of his early life and met the friends 
who had cheered those younger years. 

W. W. MONTGOMERY, Esq.—For many 
days no more welcome visitor has hon- 
ored the College in his presence than this 
gentleman who was a student as far back 
as 1S40. He found but two acquaint- 
ances to greet him, Rev. P. Blenkinsop, 
who was his teacher, and the venerable 
Father Curley, whose life has been co- 
extensive with the history of the College 
for half a century. Mr. Montgomery be- 
gan the practice of law in his native city 
of Augusta, Georgia, and was for a term 
on the bench. His presence in Washing- 
ton was enjoined by business before the 
Supreme Court of the United States, in 
the case of the Macon & Brunswick R. R., 
of Georgia. Judge Montgomery’s recol- 
lections of college days were as fresh after 
the lapse of two score years as they were 
pleasant, and he spoke with feeling re- 
gard of the good men whose friendship 
he had enjoyed during his college career. 

TnoMAS FLATLEY (A. B., ’77) is 
making a name for himself at the bar in 
Massachusetts, and devotes leisure mo- 
ments to lecturing. High commenda- 
tions have been extended him for an ad- 
dress entitled, “Ourselves and Our 
Friends,” which abounds in sound logic, 
sparkling witticisms, and contagious 
good humor. 

THOMAS HERRAN, Esq., (A. B., ’63,) 
was a visitor during the past month. 
He called in company with several dis- 
tinguished gentlemen, one the recent 
Minister of Public Instruction in the 
United States of Columbia, who came to 
place his son at College. Mr. Herran 
was en route for Hamburg, where lie is 
to fill the office of consul-general for the 
United States of Columbia. He pro- 
poses at the expiration of his service 
abroad to dispose of his interests in 
South America and to take up his resi- 
dence in New York. 

ROBERTSON HOWARD, (M. D., ’67; A. 
M., ’70; L.L. B., ’74,) and formerly a 
practitioner at the bar in Baltimore and 
Washington, has now established himself 
in St. Paul, Minnesota, and varies the 
routine of office and court work by edit- 
ing The Northwestern Law Reporter, a 
paper devoted to the publication of legal 
information, judicial decisions, &c. 
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STEPHEN- It. MALLORY (A. B., ’69, and 
A. M., ’71,) had not been heard from for 
quite a time until last month. A private 
letter mentions the praiseworthy fact 
that with untiring constancy and un- 
flinching courage the young lawyer 
served as nurse during the recent visita- 
tion of Pensacola by that dreaded South- 
ern scourge, the yellow fever. 

H. CLAY KNOBLOCK, of Thibodaux, 
Louisiana, was among the month’s vis- 
itors, and though twenty years and more 
have gone by since he left college, his 
coming wTas not among strangers. Next 
year he hopes to send two sons to renew 
in Georgetown their father's memory. 
Mr. Knoblock is a lawyer and devoted to 
his profession. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

REGISTER’S OFFICE, HALL OP RECORDS, 

CITY or NEW YORK, November 14th, 
1882. 

DEAR COLLEGE JOURNAL: In renew- 
ing subscription, I must congratulate 
you on that pretty, mellow-tinted “Au- 
tumn Leaf,” in the last number of the 
JOURNAL. The author has contrived 
almost to make it an evergreen. 

As an actor in the scenes described, I 
enjoyed the account of the friends of 
boyhood, many of whom I have not seen, 
nor, until now, heard of since Com- 
mencement Day in ’59, when we kept the 
company waiting dinner so many weary 
hours. Perhaps we half suspected that 
a “forgetting posterity” was to follow, 
and determined to make the most of the 
fleeting opportunity for fame, dinner or 
no dinner. 

There are a few slight inaccuracies of 
memory scarcely worth mentioning, but 
as “Robin Ruff” writes like one who 
was an actor in those scenes of twenty- 
three years ago, w’hich he depicts so 
vividly, he will no doubt be chiefly in- 
terested in having them pointed out. It 
is thus college history is perpetuated. 

The twm factions of that day were not 
divided by State rivalries, but may be 
described as clans, the Creole elan and 
the clan American. This was shown by 
the make up of the parties ; Bob Brown, 
Henry Poote, Jim Martin, Beresford 
Carr, Rit O'Leary, Tom Ryan, and others 
of the American clan were Louisianians. 
Mississippians, and South Carolinians, 
while Joe Orme, Jack Gardner, and 
others enlisted under the banners of the 
Creole clan were from the District of 
Columbia, Maryland and Virginia. Jim 
Dooley, Alphonse Rost, Warfield Semmes, 
and a few others, formed a third party, 

numerically small, but sometimes, at a 
pinch able to hold the balance of power 
between the two big parties. Jim Mar- 
tin and Jim O’Byrne were not the lead- 
ers of the rival factions. Bob Lovelace 
was the real leader of the Louisiana or 
Creole party; while Bob Brown, Henry 
Foote, and your humble servant selected 
Martin as titular leader of the American 
clan, because he w7as a member of the 
graduating class, but his cabinet con- 
trolled him in every contest of those 
lively College days. 

Poor Martin! I never heard of his 
deatli till your “Autumn Leaf” brought 
me word of the sad event. And Bob 
Brown is gone too. Georgetown Col- 
lege never had a brighter young man on 
the roll of its students than Robert Y. 
Brown. 

Joe Orme was a capta’n in the 92d 
Illinois Volunteers, and wras killed by 
the accidental discharge of a musket in 
the hands of one of his soldiers while the 
army was marching through Arkansas, 
in 1863, I think. 

John Dooley did not, as I have been 
told, surrender at Appomattox, but find- 
ing that Lee was about to capitulate to 
famine and Grant, John took up the 
march for North Carolina to join John- 
ston’s army, which surrendered also 
about the time of young Dooley’s arrival, 
and the gallant little Confederate trudged 
back on foot to Richmond, after fighting 
his way literally through the last ditch 
of the war. 

“Robin Ruff's” sketch is so admirably 
written that I have been tempted to 
offer these minor emendations to his 
charming memories of Auld Lang Syne. 
Very truly, 

J. FAIRFAX MCLAUGHLIN, 

Class of ’60. 

BALTIMORE, Dec. 9,1882. 

Editor of College Journal: 
MY DEAR SIR : Pardon my omission 

in sending you my subscription. I really 
thought that I had done so at the com- 
mencement of the year, and did not know 
that I had neglected it until the receipt 
of your note of this date. I will en- 
deavor to be more mindful hereafter. 

Wishing you continued success in the 
JOURNAL, and health and all the bless- 
ings of the approaching Christmas to 
yourself, I remain yours truly, 

EDWARD DELOUGHERY. 

PITTSBURG, NOV. 23, 1882. 

Georgetown College Journal : 
5 Please And enclosed one dollar, sub- 

scription price of JOURNAL for current 
year to my address. 

I would feel sincerely obliged if you 
could communicate to the author of the 
reminiscence of Father O’ Callaghan in 
your last number my warmest thanks for 
his contribution. 

“ Curapii dls sunt etqui coluere coluntur.” 

Respectfully, CHAS. B. KENNY. 

Our mail-bag is not invariably com- 
pacted with such sweets as the above let- 
ters. Now and then the bitter ingredient 
is found, as witness the following which 
has just reached us : 

707 TWELFTH ST., WASH., D. C., 
December 8. 1882. 

The COLLEGE JOURNAL does not keep 
its accounts very strictly, and the COL- 

LEGE JOURNAL is rather previous. By 
consulting Chas. W. Jones, Jr., of Flor- 
ida, the COLLEGE JOURNAL will be in- 
formed that I paid him the one dollar 
that I owed the COLLEGE JOURNAL for 
the year 1881-1882. I have only received 
one number of the COLLEGE JOURNAL 

for the year 1882-1883, for which the COL- 

LEGE JOURNAL will please receive the 
ten cents enclosed. The COLLEGE JOUR- 

NAL need not trouble itself by making 
another appearance in my office. 

MCARDLE. 

BOOK NOTICES. 

THE LITERARY LIFE, AUTHORS AND AU- 
THORSHIP. Edited by William Shepard. New 
York: O. P. Putnam’s Sons, 1882. 

The little volume, for which we thank 
the author, though through modesty he 
styles himself the editor, is, as a friend 
most capable of judging declares, a 
charming book that furnishes delicious 
reading, just such pages as a lover of 
books most revel in, and written by one 
wTho loves books himself. The scope of 
the work is thus modestly put forward 
by the author: 

“All lovers of books like to know some- 
thing about the writers of books. * * * 
In the series of booklets, of which this 
is the first, it is the aim of the compiler 
to cater to this harmless appetite for per- 
sonal information in so far as it is harm- 
less and does not degenerate into prurient 
curiosity.” 

The JOURNAL has readers who recall 
the pleasure it gave them to see articles 
over the initials H. C. W. Well, William 
Shepard is the nom de plume of one of our 
former editor’s elder brothers, who was 
at College in 1868. The author’s grand- 
father is claimed as an alumnus, and was 
a man of letters. 
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SAINT CATHERINE'S DAY. 

In accordance with a time-honored 
custom the class of Philosophy celebrat- 
ed with becoming solemnity the feast of 
St. Catherine, the patroness of their 
studies, which occurred on the 25th of 
last month. In the evening a generous 
repast was spread for their benefit in the 
refectory. Besides the members and 
professors of the class there were present 
several other members of the faculty as 
invited guests. As the class of ’83 is a 
large one, the company was deficient 
neither in nunibers nor in strict atten- 
tion to the business then in hand. 
Towards the close of the dinner an ele- 
gant frosted cake was placed on the ta- 
ble, and its presence was explained by 
the following letter, which was read ; 

My Dear : I send in your care 
for the gentlemen of the Philosophy 
class a toothsome compound, which I 
hope may grace their dinner table on St. 
Catherine’s Day. 

I am with you daily at least in spirit, 
notwithstanding the fact that my enforc- 
ed occupations are not at all conducive 
to metaphysical speculation—being of 
too practical a character. 

Please remember me most kindly to all 
friends in the college precincts, and let 
me not be forgotten in the St. Catherine’s 
festivities by the eleven other handsome 
men and the four homely ones of the 
class of ’83. 

Your very sincere friend, 
CHARLES II. A. ESLING, 

After dinner resolutions were passed 
by the members of the class, thanking 
their absent classmate for his thought- 
ful remembrance and expressing regret 
at his enforced absence. 

MARRIED. 

Prom a local paper we extract the fol- 
owing notice of an event that nearly 
ioncerns our distinguished alumnus, who 
s already, though so young, one.of the 
nost popular physicians of the District. 
Dur readers in general and the members 
>f the Society of the Alumni in particu- 
ar, of whose executive committee Dr. 
Magruder is an active and energetic mem- 
jer. will heartily congratulate the doctor 
m his newly-crowned happiness: 

Wednesday evening a quiet but very 
jretty home wedding occurred at Den- 
ial Burns’ residence on McPherson 
Square. The bride, Miss Belle Burns, 
wore a beautiful dress of heavy white 
Ottoman silk, combined with satin and 
noire stripe, and trimmed with exquisite 
joint lace. The groom was no other than 
Dr. Lloyd Magruder, whose social popu- 
arity covers an arena of many years. 
Ihe guests were principally the army 
iriends of General Burns’ family, among 
ivhom we^e General and Miss Sherman 

Mrs. Thackara, General and Mrs. Sacket, 
General Van Yliet, General Denver, Ma- 
jor, Mrs. and Miss Nash. General and 
Mrs. Poe, General and Mrs. McFeeley, 
Mrs. General Bicketts, General and Mrs. 
Wilcox, Colonel and Mrs. Bockwell, Gen- 
eral Beverly Bobertson, General and 
Mrs. Graham, General and Mrs. Myers, 
General and Miss Bucket, Colonel Chap 
man, General and Mrs. Card and General 
Hazen. There was, besides, these repre- 
sentative army officers, quite a naval 
delegation: Admiral and Mrs. Almy, 
Commodore, Mrs. and Miss Pattison, Dr. 
and Mrs. Turner. Society was present in 
the persons of the Misses Freeman, Mrs. 
and Miss Livingston, Mr. and Mrs. Sny- 
der, of Georgetown, Mrs. Dr. Lincoln 
and her pretty guest, Miss Merrill, whose 
father was at one time Minister to Bel- 
gium. at which court she and her two 
sisters created quite a sensation and were 
complimented bv the queen ; Dr. Grafton 
Tyler, Mrs. and the Misses McCeeney, 
Mrs. Fairfax, Mrs. Senator Jones, Mrs. 
Senator Butler, Judge Key and others. 
Dr. Magruder and bride left for New 
York on the seven o’clock train. 

high jump were taken by Caulfield; in 
the standing long jump by Allain; in the 
long throw by Caulfield. This ended the 
list for the first day. In the second series 
there was another “ go-as-you please ” for 
three quarters of an hour. Dutrow scored 
the highest number of laps, Martinez and 
McElhone being second and third. The 
prizes for the hopping race and running 
long jump were awarded to Harry Butler. 
Solignac, Bead, and Laplace were victori- 
ous in the heavy throw, the running high 
jump, and the sack race respectively. In 
the third day the greased pig was run 
down and captured by Harry Butler. 
The half hour “ go-as-you.please ” was 
won by Butler, McSherry, and O’Byrne. 
In the tug-of-war, Solignac led the vic- 
torious side. A novel feature of the 
sports was the tight-rope walking. Sev- 
eral were able to make their way across 
and grasp the prize that hung at the other 
end of the rope, but this sport was dis- 
continued after the first day. 

ATHEETIC SPORTS. 

We are perhaps rather late in calling 
the attention of the students in the se- 
nior department to their neglect of the 
usual fall sports, around which so much 
interest clustered in former years. It is 
to be hoped that the good old custom of 
athletic competition is not going to suc- 
cumb to the degeneracy of the times and 
become a thing of the past. We suggest 
that as the matter has been neglected 
now, it be taken up and carried through 
successfully next spring. That season is 
the best time for the sports anyhow, and 
we hope they will be earnestly taken in 
hand by our athletes when the proper 
time comes. 

It is evident that the junior depart- 
ment does not share the degeneracy that 
we spoke of. Under the able and ener- 
getic management of Mr. McGurk a very 
successful course of sports was brought 
to a close on the 14th of last month. We 
append a list of the various contests with 
the names of the winners. Messrs. Far- 
rell, Mulligan, Phelan, and Malian acted 
as judges, and gave, we learn, general 
satisfaction by the equity of their de- 
cisions. 

In the one hour “go-as-you-please,” 
Herman Christ took first prize, the second 
and third being carried off by Gus Macias 
and Ben Harney. In the 100-yards dash 
Harry Butler was the first to reach the 
goal. Butler and Allain were the first 
couple in the three-legged race, the sec- 
ond being Geary and Harney. In the 
potato race McElhone and White were 
ex cequo. Single prizes in the standing 

A CADEMY OF THE VISITATION, 
B. V. M., 

GEOBGETOWN, D. C. 

This Institution was founded in 1799, 
and rebuilt it 1873. It occupies a beau- 
tiful site on the Heights of Georgetown, 
overlooking at once the city of Washing- 
ton and the lovely water scenery of the 
Potomac. Attached to the Academy are 
the pleasure grounds, embracing an area 
of forty acres, which secure 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 canhardlybe surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the Insti- 
tution. 

JAS. T. CLEMENTS, 

UNDEBTAKEB AND DIBECTOB 
OF FUNEBALS, 

1237 Thirty-second St., (70 High St.) 
WEST WASHINGTON. 

Everything first-class and at reason- 
able rates. 

TTENEY VOGLEB, 

TAILOR, 
135 K street, between 6th, md 7th, N. W. 

(NEAR IIARTIG’S STORE,) 

w A ftTTT-NraTOisr. T). C. 

Clothing Cut and Made in the Most Fash- 
ionable Styles and 

AT LOW PEIOES. 
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TAILORS AND CLOTH IERS, 

ESTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS, 
No. 621 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 
James S. Davis. Samuel T. Davis. ST. JAMES HOTEL, 

(EUROPEAN PLAN.) 
S. E. Cor. Pa. Ave. and Sixth street, 

Opp. B. and P. R. R. Depot, 
Washington, D. C. 

LEYI WOODBURY, - - Proprietor. 
Ladies’and Gentlemen’s dining rooms 

open at all hours during the day and 
evening. Our cuisine is unsurpassed. 
JJ10R 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. VARNELL, 
GEORGETOWN HEIGHTS, AND 117 

CENTRE MARKET. 
BEEF, YEAL, MUTTON, LAMB, 
 All of the best quality.  

WASHINGTON CITY CALCIUM 
T ’ 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. 

G' OLD AND SILVER WATCHES. 

RICH JEWELRY & SILVER WARE- 
SPECTACLES & EYEGLASSES. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. 
MONOGRAMS AND OTHER EN- 

GRAYING. 
EINE WATCHES CAREFULLY 

REPAIRED. 
JEWELRY REPAIRED & MADE 

TO ORDER. 
J. S. BLACKFORD, 

312 5 M STREET. N . W. 
A SCWARTZ, 
f\ . 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. 

Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D, C. Entire Building. ^ 
JBL JJJL JCL Sli Vv/ .. 

B. ROBINSON. W. L. CHERY. 

g ROBINSON & CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 

FOB 

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS. 

909 Pennsylvania Ave., Washington, D.C. 

IJUME, 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. 

fyy 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 

H ATS! HATS! 

FALL AND WINTER HATS. 
A LARGE ASSORTMENT1 FOR MEN 

AND BOYS. 
EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

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

F INE 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 attmtioo. 

JAYLOR & HUFTY, 

933 Penna. Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

IMPORTERS OF 

MEN’S NECKWEAR, KID GLOVES 

AND 

GENT’S FURNISHING GOODS. 

J MANOGUE, 

MERCHANT TAILOR, 
149 Bridge street, 

Georgetown, D. C. 

JOSEPH SCHLADT, 

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

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 
Ex Optimis Optimns. 

JAS. H. SKIDMORE, 
DEALER IN ALL KINDS OF 

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

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

STARKE, 
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. 
COLLEGE TRADE SOLICITED. 

No. 60 Bridge Street, Georgetown, D. O. 
 (Under West End Hotel )  

ESTABLISHED 1833. 

JOHN MCDERMOTT & BROS , 
CARRIAGE MANUFACTURERS, 

STEAM USED. 
310 Pennsylvania Avenue, near Third St., 

WASHINGTON, D. 0. 

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

E. E. JACKSON & CO., 
(WM. B. REDGRAVE.) 

LUMBER DEALERS, 

13th Street and Ohio Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 
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Double Track! Steel Rails! Stone 
Ballast!, No Dust! Sure Con- 

nections! No Delavs! 
SPEED t SAFETY ! COMFORT! 

THE SHORT LINE TO THE 

West and Northwest, the 
Territories and Pa- 

cific Coast. 
The I3©pitlnr> 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 

NORTH: .^XIISriD 

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

FROM WASHINGTON. 

For further information please address 
ROST. A. PARKE, Pass’ r Agt. 

Office:—Baliimore & Potomac Station, Wash- 
ington, U. U. 

Baltimore & Ohio R.R„ 
GREAT f’lATIOMAL RQUTE 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, Louis- 
ville, St. Louis, Chicago, Pittsburgh, 

Columbus and Indianapolis. 
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. 

THE ONE-PRICE CLOTHIER, 

410 Seventh street, 

READY MADE, 1 
FURNISHING, ! TWP AHTMU'XTTq 
TAILORING aid DEPARTMENTS. 
SPORTING J 

(GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. 

DEPARTMENT OE LAW. 
Academic Year 1882-’83. 

FACULTY: 
The HEY. .TA'A A. DOONAN, S. J„ 

President of the University. 
CHA-RLiES W. HOFFMAN, LL. D., 

Dean of thp Faculty and President of the Moot 
Court. 

The HON. RICHARD T. MERRICK, EE. 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. 
JERE M. WILSON, 

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

Criminal Law. 
LECTURE HALL, 

LEXMAN’S BUILLHNG, 1425 NeW York Avenue.N.W 

jypDICAL DEPARTMENT, 

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

lS82-’83. 
FACULTY: 

REV. JAS. A. DOONAN, S. J., President of the 
University 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. I)., 
Professor of Obstetrics and Diseases of Women 

and Infants. 
CARL II. 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 Otholcgy. 

TEO YEAS MGARDLE, 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. I)., 

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. 

TNTRODUCERS 
A OF 

HEADGEAR. 
ALL THE STYES IN FALL & WINTER 

HATS. 

DUNLOP & CO. ’S NEW YORK SILK, 

LFELT, AND OPERA HATS. 

Complete stock of Boys’, Misses’ and 
Children’s Soft and Stiff Hats. Ladies’ 
Riding Hats and Caps, Silk, Gingham, 
and Alpaca Umbrellas. 

ALL AT THE LOWEST PRICES. 

WILLET & RUOFF, 

905 PENNSYLVANIA AYE. 

C. EWALD, 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 

ICE CREAM SALOON, 

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

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

Hair-Gut or a Glean Easy Shave, 
Go to 

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

best workmen employed. 

QATHOLIC BOOKS. 

PETER F. CUNNTNGIIAM & SON, 
Publishers and Catholic Booksellers, 

817 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 
BS^Orders by mail promptly attended to. 

For a Delicious and sweet smoke try tlie 
‘ VElTIUIf .” 

Sen rn 

“<JS WARRANT 

ONLY PURE TOBACCO /: *>AICE PAPER 
USED! N ALL T. ,LlP 

CELEBRATED CIGARETTES. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND COUNTERFEITS. 

nnUTQ Ti A may he found on file at Geo. Ji rLlO rjUrJldK, p. Rowell & Co’s Newspaper 
Advertising Bureau (10 Spruce St ), where advertising 
contracts may be made for it IN NEW YOIIK. 
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Ho. 400, northwest corner Seventh and 0 Streets. 

Ready-made 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, and 

not urge you to buy. 

jyj 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, &c.—especially appropriate 

for Wedding and Anniversary Gifts. 

1107 Pennsylvania Ave 

YIRGLNIA 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, 601 Penn. ave. N. MAC- 
DANIEL, Agent: M. SLAUGHTER,G.P.A. 

rjWIOMAS E. WAGGAMAN, 

REAL ESTATE AGENT 

AND AUCTIONEER, 

E 3tree';, 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. 

J) ARBOUR & 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. 

J. L. SMITHMEYER. PAUL J. PELZ. 

J L. SMITHMEYER & CO., 

ARCHITECTS, 

No. 703 Fifteenth Street, northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 

JjiALL AND WINTER HATS. 

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

ING CANES. 

B. H. STINEMETZ, 
HATTER AND FURRIER, 

1-237 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

rjM-IE DUNBARTON 

APARTMENTS, 
623 Pennsylvania Ave., Bet. 6th & 7th 

Streets, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Elegantly furnished roooms en suite or 
single, by the day, -week or month. 

G. W. BUNKER. 

¥, E. OWENS, 

FASHIONABLE 

BOOT AND SHOEMAKER 
No. 628 D STREET, 

(Near 7th St.) WASHINGTON, D. O. 

JOHN F. ELLIS & CO., 

-937 Pennsylvania Avenue, 
THE OLDEST AND LARGEST MUSIC 

HOUSE IN THE CITY. 
(Established 1852.) 

WEBER AND OTHER PIANOS, 
SMITH AMERICAN, GEO. WOODS 
& CO.’S AND ESTEY ORGANS. 

SHEET MUSIC, MUSIC BOOKS, AND MU- 
SICAL MERCHANDISE. 

J,C. DILLON, 

PHOTOGRAPHER, 

AT REDUCED RATES. 

1227 Pennsylvania Avenue, 


