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I. 

With pale hands clasped across her breast, 
She lies in still and silent rest, 
While round her couch sad mourners keep 
Their lonely vigils thro’ the night, 
And gazing on her form they weep 
For her so f ondly loved ; whose light 
Was early quenched in death; and who 
Gave promise of a life so fair, 
So free from evil and from care. 
O why did hope thus falsely strew 
Her path with seeming fadeless flowers, 

And cast the fairest gems before 
Her wandering feet ? A few short hours 
The fair illusion charms no more. 
She lies in that untroubled sleep 
Which even love no more can break. 
What now to her is love ! Its deep 
And true emotion can not wake 
Her form from whence the soul has fled. 
Oh grief undyin g ! She is dead 1 

II. 

But though the amaranthine wreath 
Be laid upon her marble brow, 

And her loved form rest cold beneath 
The grave-clod, and the willow’s bough— 
This is not all: Faith looks aloft 
And sees her gentle spirit freed 
From all earth’s cares, from human need, 
High in that heaven towards which so oft 
She turned her earnest eyes. 

O blessed Faith! thy light divine 
Can pierce the silent skies, 
And show the lost to earth; who shine 
As stars in Paradise. 
Who tune their harps to endless praise, 
Who cast their crowns before His throne, 
And dwell throughout eternal days 
In bliss man hath not known. 

O stricken hearts, lift up your gaze 
Beyond the tomb so dark and chill, 
And see, through Faith’s enlightening rajs 
In endless joy, She liveth still. 

MLR 

MIRACLES. 

AN ESSAY READ IN THE PHILOSOPHIC SPECIMEN, 

FEBRUARY 6TH, BY F. A. BROGAN. 

The connection between the spiritual 
and the material world has always form- 
ed one of the most perplexing problems 
which the unaided human reason has ever 
undertaken to solve. No wonder that 
enquiring minds have gone astray on this 

question, and have either denied the real- 
ity of matter on the one hand, or the ex- 
istence of things spiritual on the other, 
or have sought to bridge over the apparent 
chasm by confounding spiritual and cor- 
poreal things in one reality. Material- 
ism, Idealism, Pantheism, together with 
may other isms in which the human mind 
has been entangled, are but different out. 
growths of this one central difficulty. In 
none other of its developments, perhaps, 
is the issue more sharply defined than in 
the question of miracles. That it is pos- 
sible for nature’s laws to be suspended, 
that they have actually been suspended 
by some Intelligence above and beyond 
the course of nature, i- one of the first 
things to be denied by the materialists, 
just as it is one of the last things which 
believers in the spiritual can consistently 
give up. By a miracle we mean a sensi- 
ble effect surpassing the order and power 
of all nature. It implies, then, a suspen- 
sion of nature’s laws and not their vio- 
lation. An absolute lawgiver is never 
subject to the laws which himself has 
imposed, and when for some higher pur- 
pose,altogether outside the order of things 
in which these laws operate, he chooses 
to suspend them for a time, there is no 
violation nor are they in any way im- 
paired or destroyed. The phrase “ a law 
of nature ’’must be carefully understood 
in this connection. Experience shows us 
that, given certain physical forces, certain 
results will uniformly ensue. According- 
ly we conceive those forces to be affected 
by certain determinations or norms, and 
these we call the laws of nature; and we 
use the term merely to signify the uni- 
formity with which the effects are pro- 
duced ; but not even the shallowest 
scientific experimenter would be rash 
enough to assign the law of nature as the 
sufficient reason for the phenomenon. In 
philosophic language, the order of nature 
is hypothetically, but not absolutely nec- 
essary. For example, it is absolutely 
necessary that the sum of the three angles 
of a rectilinear triangle should equal two 
right angles ; and we can not conceive 
of a triangle in which this necessary 
condition is not fulfilled. There is a law 

of nature which says that the attraction 
of gravitation varies inversely as the 
square of the distance ; yet we can con- 
ceive of that attraction as varying in- 
versely as the third or fourth power of 
the distance without losing our concept 
of those masses between which the at- 
traction is said to exist. Hence we are 
justified in concluding that the suspen- 
sion of nature’s laws contains no intrinsic 
repugnance. 

Suppose that under a combination of 
physical forces, there is a result alto- 
gether different from the usual one. 
Naturally we are surprised; we look 
for the cause of this strange depart- 
ure, and find in the combination another 
physical force of whose presence there, or 
perhaps of whose very existence we were 
hitherto ignorant. We then see that the 
effect has really followed the resultant of 
all the forces that were present, and that 
although at first sight there was an ap- 
parent suspension of nature’s laws, yet in 
reality they have still been constant. Sup- 
pose that we fail to find a hidden cause 
for the strange effect. Then either one 
of two things may be the case. Either 
the combination of forces may be so com- 
plex, and the effect itself so little unusual 
in the order of nature, that we can readily 
conceive of some physical force which 
would really account for this effect could 
we only discover it; or the effect may be 
so marvelous and so out of proportion to 
the forces that are present in the case, 
that we are justified in ascribing it, not 
to nature’s laws, but to the Author of 
nature’s laws, who for purposes of his 
own has intervened in the midst of those 
physical forces, and produced an effect 
independent of them and in spite of their 
natural tendencies. On the possibility 
of this intervention we need not dwell. 
If God is free and all powerfuljn his 
operations, if he created the world and 
still rules it by natural laws, which are 
but the terms of his decrees, it is absurd 
to say that he cannot suspend those laws, 
or that second causes can prevent the 
First Cause from acting. However, this 
point does not form the battle-ground 
between the material and spiritual be- 
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liefs. Admitting tlie existence of a living 
personal God, “ God as an entity,” as the 
modern expression goes, the logical transi- 
tion from that position to the possibility 
of miracles is so clear and necessary that 
no reasonable mind can refuse to make it. 

A physical effect is always the result- 
ant of the powers that are in operation. 
If one of those powers be very great it 
practically overshadows all the others 
and produces an effect which follows 
very closely the tendency of that single 
force. Suppose now that an infinite pow- 
er is present. Is there anything contra- 
dictory in the statement that this power 
has the effect all its own way, and com- 
pletely holds in check the tendencies of 
the mere physical and finite powers that 
are present ? Yet this is all that a mira- 
cle demands. Water still tends to seek 
its own level, fire retains its tendencies 
to radiate heat in all directions, even 
when a divine intervention has restrained 
these effects for the time. Even in the 
higher class of miracles—those in which 
the substance of the deed itself is above 
the power of nature—the same principle 
may be applied. Inherent qualities are 
permanently removed by the same pow- 
er that first made them inhere. In all 
this, it will be observed, the presence of 
an infinite faculty is always necessary 
to explain the wonder. Without this it 
would be no miracle. 

But, it may be asked, what object is 
to be attained by these extraordinary in- 
terventions ? We cannot conceive of 
the all-wise Author of nature as inter- 
fering in the course of nature frivolously 
or without design. There must be an ob- 
ject and that object must be above the 
physical order, for if it were in the physi- 
cal order it could be attained by the opera- 
tion of those same laws which the mira- 
cle suspends. The divine dealings with 
creatures are comprised under two dis- 
tinct orders, the moral and the physical, 
the one being subject to and dependent 
upon the other. In the moral order the 
object is the attainment of the highest 
spiritual good of rational creatures. The 
physical order ministers to this higher 
aim, and each material perfection, while 
it is a good in its own order, was designed 
altogether with reference to the attain- 
ment of spiritual goods and to be used 
for that purpose. Now this utility can 
manifest itself in either of two ways. It 
can minister to the good ol rational crea- 
tures apd unite with them in the praise 
of their common Maker, by following its 
usual order, and this is its natural and 
most common use, or it may be used as 
the sign, the stamp or seal to certify to 

an extraordinary message between God 
and mankind, ar d this is accomplished by 
miracles. That there might be no mis- 
take, no excuse for not receiving the di- 
vine commands, their giving forth was 
to be accompanied by such evident signs 
as to clearly indicate the divine presence 
in that revelation. Miracles, then, are 
unusual in the physical order; in the 
supernatural order, though they may be 
rare, they are not unusual. They are a 
part of the economy of revelation. 

Morally speaking, the propagation of 
a newly-revealed truth, however much it 
might commend itself to men’s reason, 
would be impossible without the concur- 
rence of some extraordinary and infal- 
lible sign to prove that the message is au- 
thentic. Nay, it would scarcely be just 
to ask men to accept a religion many doc- 
trines of which are considerably above 
the grasp of human intellect, if it came 
unstamped by the seal of divine author- 
ity. Hence the moral necessity of mir- 
acles as a part of the plan of revelation. 
The history of the world’s cultus shows 
that no religion, no system of belief, 
however vague its tenets may be, has 
failed to lay claim to a miraculous basis. 
Men instinctively demand such a clear 
and evident sign of divine commission, 
and in no other way can the claim to 
divine origin be more simply and success- 
fully vindicated. To aid, then, in the es- 
tablishment of great moral truths among 
men is the chief aim of miracles. 

It remains now to discuss the means 
by which to tell a false from a true mir- 
acle and to distinguish between what is 
merely an unusual result of physical agen- 
cies and the effect of a special divine 
intervention. It is plain that unless 
there are such means, the utility of mir. 
acles as a diviue seal would be purely 
imaginary. This brings us to the cog- 
noscibility of miracles. As I have hint- 
ed, there are two distinct questions to 
be considered. There is the qucestiofacti 
and the qucestio juris, the fact and the law. 

The first thing to be ascertained is, 
whether the thing which is said to have 
been miraculous really occurred; and 
next, was it of such a nature as to justify 
us in pronouncing it a miracle? The 
first question must be answered by those 
who witnessed the event. The second 
we ourselves can answer, and it depends 
principally upon the possibility of the 
effect in question being produced by the 
agencies of nature. 

The question of historical testimony is 
of course a very wide and interesting one, 
and I have no occasion for entering upon 
its discussion here. That the testimony 

of human witnesses under certain cir- 
cumstances will necessarily produce cer- 
titude concerning the fact which they 
narrate, is, I think, very generally admit- 
ted. If the word of our fellow men could 
not furnish us with a high degree of prob- 
ability in innumerable cases, and if it 
could not produce absolute certitude in 
many instances, the order of things 
would be very seriously disturbed. When 
a sufficient number of competent witness- 
es narrate a fact, whether of recent occur- 
rence, or happening in ages long ago, wre 
feel absolutely certain that such an event 
took place, provided it is something that 
happens in the natural order. Why 
should we be any less certain when the 
fact narrated is an extraordinary one ? 
The case does not then become intrinsi- 
cally different; certitude then only re- 
quires a more rigid scrutiny of the evi- 
dence and more completeness in the testi- 
mony ; but is none the less real and true 
certitude. Nay, it might even be sug- 
gested that the evidence is more com- 
plete in the case of miracles than with any 
ordinary event. The unusual nature of 
the occurrence will cause it to be rigidly 
investigated at the time it takes place. 
No matter what the mental condition of 
a people may be, they are not prone to 
believe that nature’s laws have failed to 
remain constant. Our own experience 
shows us that when such an event is nar- 
rated as having taken place, the first dis- 
position is to scout the story, and belief 
only comes when the evidence is too 
strong to be resisted. This tendency 
always causes the miracle to be better 
attested than any other occurrence. The 
doubting Thomas steps in and demands 
his proof, and in doing so causes the 
fact to be made evident beyond all cavil. 
When a scientific unbeliever goes to the 
scene of a miraculous event, and after 
studying up and acknowledging the facts, 
attempts to explain them on natural 
grounds alone, he has left to future ages 
an undying testimony to the truth of 
that event. Though his unsatisfactory 
explanation may be rejected, his unwill- 
ing record of the fact will always stand. 

It must not be supposed, however, that 
any deep erudition is necessary in order 
to constitute men good witnesses of a 
miraculous event; for we only depend on 
them for the fact. The nature of that 
fact they need not be able to tell us. We 
ourselves can still pronounce judgment 
whether or not it was miraculous. If 
with our advanced knowledge of nature 
we can explain the wonder on natural 
grounds, we might, perhaps, be able to 
reject the miracle. But since we can 
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not do that we have no right to refuse 
credence to the narration merely because 
itismarvelous. Wemayrefusetolistento 
testimony for an impossible thing, but not 
for one that is only extraordinary. Thus 
if a hundred competent witnesses assured 
us that down in the Smithsonian Institu- 
tion there was a rectilinear triangle, the 
sum of whose three angles was not equal 
to two right angles, or that in some far- 
off country two and two make five when 
added together and not four, we should 
reject their story without even investi- 
gating the evidence. Unless it can be 
shown a priori that miracles are intrinsi- 
cally impossible, the testimony in favor 
of their occurrence is entitled to just as 
much consideration, as if it appeared to 
substantiate any other narration. 

Having settled the question of fact, we 
have still to decide the question of law, 
—that is whether or not the deed whose 
occurrence we have ascertained, was real- 
ly miraculous and not merely some un- 
explained physical effect or the result of 
some deception. Many, points presept 
themselves for consideration here, but I 
shall content myself with a brief discus- 
sion of the modern objection against 
miracles drawn from the unexplained or 
undiscovered forces of nature. “ How 
can we know,” says the objector, “ that 
the effect was not a natural one ? We are 
far from knowing all the powers of na- 
ture ; what right have we to assume that 
there is not some unknown force which 
produced this result without divine in- 
tervention ?” This all seems very plausi- 
ble, but in reality it introduces a princi- 
ple which would ultimately prove the de- 
struction of all science. The event which 
we have to consider is a wonder; that 
much is granted—otherwise it is no mira- 
cle. Now a thing may be wonderful, 
either because of our ignorance of the 
cause—and in this case the wonder is alto- 
gether subjective and hence no miracle— 
or it may be wonderful by reason of its 
own nature, independent of our knowl- 
edge or ignorance. In this case the won. 
der is objective and the thing is really a 
miracle. The question is, can these two 
kinds of wonders be distinguished ? It 
is true we cannot define exactly all that 
nature can do, and what she cannot; and 
hence we may leave a wide margin be. 
tween the natural and supernatural, and 
acknowledge that though there is an exact 
boundary, we are not able to point it out. 
Yet there are some things which it is 
absolutely certain nature cannot accom- 
plish, and when these occur we can say it 
is a miracle. 

Besides, it is not always a question of 
what nature can or cannot do. It is suf- 
ficient if we can assert that nature’s laws 
of themselves can never fail to remain 
constant. Hence when we have a clear- 
ly-established case of inconstancy in 
those laws, we have a right to call it 
miraculous, even though we do not know 
all that nature, abstractly speaking, can 
accomplish. Yery often it is not so 
much the effect itself that is wonderful 
as the mode of operation by which that 
effect was brought about, and this is suf- 
ficient to make us certain that it is a 
case of the suspension of physical laws. 
Bor example, I may not he willing to 
assert it as absolutely true, that some 
elaborate process may not, in the course 
of time, be devised, by which water can 
be changed into wine under a cunning 
manipulation of nature’s forces. Yeti 
can confidently assert that such a process 
has never yet been put into operation; 
and I can still more confidently say that 
the mere sound of a human voice is not 
enough to effect that conversion. A 
miracle is never performed in a scienti. 
fic laboratory where the forces of nature 
are chained and held in readiness to do 
their master’s bidding. No stage is ever 
erected, no suspicious devices surround 
their occurrence. A word, a touch, a 
silent prayer, and the wonder is effected. 
The worker of the miracle is not versed 
in the deepest mysteries of nature. 
There is not the slightest doubt that Mr. 
Tyndall knows all the secrets of nature 
which the Apostles knew and many more 
of which they never dreamed; yet he 
cannot make use of his knowledge to re- 
peat their miracles. Finally, the miracle 
cannot be the effect of some occult phy- 
sical force of which the worker of the 
miracle ishimself ignorant, and of which 
he has cunningly taken advantage, or 
which lie has innocently thought to be 
miraculous. If such were the case lie 
could never predict the performance of 
the miracle. When a teacher of some 
great moral truth expressly invokes the 
Divine intervention as a proof that he is 
right, when the success of his mission 
depends upon the issue; when an expect- 
ant nation stands waiting for the result, 
and then the wonder occurs, we are not 
prepared to believe that such a situation 
was the result of chance only. 

One word as to modern miracles. 
There are many who accept the Scrip- 
tural miracles without question, but re- 
fuse to give any credence to those of 
more recent date. After eloquently and 
ably refuting the objections against the 
former class, they immediately bring the 

very same objections to hear upon those 
that are said to have occurred in recent 
or mediaeval ages. This seems rather 
unreasonable. Miracles are just as pos- 
sible now as they ever were. There ap- 
pears to be at least some need of their oc- 
currence as a sign of divine approbation; 
for no one will say that the true revela- 
tion has yet been made manifest to all 
men, and even if it were, miracles would 
still have a place in the economy of Di- 
vine Providence. If, therefore, there is 
the usual requisite testimony for their 
occurrence, we are right in believing that 
they are still energizing the existence 
among men of that revelation which 
they were used to promulgate, and are 
still testifying to the truths which they 
were designed to establish. 

THE CHOICE OF EVILS. 

“ Where the greater malady is fix’d, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth ” 

—KING LEAR. 

Thus spoke Lear, the “poor, infirm, 
weak and despised old man,” whom con- 
fiding paternal love had freely shorn of 
“ all the large effects that troop with maj- 
esty,” in answer to the entreaties of the 
faithful Kent that he seek shelter in a 
hovel near at hand from the storm which 
was as pitiless of his defenceless gray 
hairs as his children had proven them- 
selves to be. The lines are full of whole- 
some suggestion in quite other direc- 
tions than the one which we shall at pres- 
ent pursue for a short distance, but none 
perhaps more worthy of thoughtful con- 
sideration. 

It is of our nature that great good or 
great ill blind our sight to lesser good or 
ill, as the case may be. A little barefoot 
is scudding along the fields in hot pursuit 
of one of those glo'riously bedizened but- 
terflies which can so completely fill out 
the measure of childish desire; it stumps 
its foot in the heedless chase, and falls 
sprawling upon the ground with its great 
toe—the writer’s experience leads him to 
believe that in ninety-nine out of every 
one hundred such cases it is the great toe 
—sadly in need of repairs. The little 
fellow picks himself up slowly, but with 
a smile of joy on his little face. How is 
that ? Can it be possible thac a boy stum- 
bled and fell without damaging even un- 
to the roots the devoted nail of the de- 
voted great toe of barefoot childhood ? 
No, that miracle did not occur, for there 
is the blood in vindication of the natural 
order of things. Why, then, contrary to 
another of the rules of the natural order, 
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are these smiles instead of tears? Be- 
cause in falling its little hand happened 
by chance to close upon the closely pur- 
sued butterfly ; the gilded glories of the 
insect crowd out of its mind the disaster 
to the bruised and bleeding member. 

How does any one suggest that this is 
just like a child ? So it is; and we may 
enlarge the statement by adding that it 
is just like men and women also. Some 
people, inconsiderate we must believe 
them to be, are fond of dwelling upon this 
characteristic of our nature as a great 
blessin g, as in many instances it is. It is 
hot sensible to fret over the annoyances 
of life, be they great or small; and hence 
when, as it often does, this trait of our 
nature leads us to forget some petty an- 
noyance, we are led to act sensibly as to 
that annoyance and forget it. 

But in other cases we are led in the 
same way to forget or ignore annoyances 
that duly commands us to meet and grap- 
ple with. And here creeps in the harm 
of this thing which so many praise as 
an unmixed blessing. There are mul- 
titudes of annoyances in every one’s 
path, which it is his duty to meet, and, if 
it must be, foolishly fret over, rather than 
to avoid and in a secondary sense, pati- 
ently bear. 

Why is it that men’s actions are, in the 
main, so far out of joint with those prin- 
ciples of right and wrong, about the cor- 
rectness of which good and bad men 
alike agree ? Of course the main reason 
is our natural proneness to evil. The line 
of human action will, in the very nature 
of things, always make more or less of an 
angle with the fixed and permanent right 
line of rectitude. If at any time they 
happen to run parallel or coincident for 
a mean little distance, it is because of a 
crook in the former which is surely to be 
followed by still another crook, in order 
that the old position of divergence may 
be restored. 

Yet, true as this is, it cannot be denied 
that there are enough good men in the 
world to keep the two lines more nearly 
parallel, than as a matter of fact they 
are kept. How often do we see men sup- 
porting, not to ask how often we see 
them winking, at measures which they 
know to be wrong, and which no consid- 
eration of personal gain could have in- 
duced them to inaugurate? How do they 
get their consent thus to act upon a dis- 
tinction that is no distinction? ‘‘Why,” 
they argue,1 ‘this thing is of course wrong; 
it is doubtful if I could prevent it if I tried; 
I am certainly not responsible for it; and 
as it will benefit me if successful, let it 

go.” Here is our case; the evil, which 
they falsely estimate to be a lesser evil, 
is lost sight of in the good which they 
falsely estimate to be a greater good. 

Perhaps our politics furnishes more 
examples of this truth than any other 
phase of life. Of late years there has 
been a most righteous hue and cry raised 
against civil service abuses. Everybody 
outside of the party benefitted by these 
abuses, and a respectable number within 
it were for a broader recognition of merit 
in official appointments, and a more nar- 
row inquiry into the political orthodoxy of 
applicants. When the matter was brought 
to trial in the national legislature, the un- 
animity of sentiment in the outside party 
was broken, because, as one of them stat- 
ed, his party had a fair chance to lay hold 
upon the appointing power at the next 
national election, and he was opposed to 
having its power destroyed just as his 
party was coming into possession of it. 
The other party has been employing it 
for years ; his party was not responsible 
for it; and on the principle of “ business 
is business, and sentiment is sentiment,’’ 
let it stand in all its dangerous strength 
for the praiseworthy purpose of keeping 
out of power the iniquitous party that it 
had so long kept in power. Here again, 
let us in strained charity suppose, was 
another honest choice between two evils, 
principle was thrust under foot for 
the purpose of keeping down a hostile 
political party, and resurrecting and 
fortifying the party that he believed to 
have the good of the country wrapped up 
in its policy. If this politician was honest 
in the choice of what he considered two 
evils, that is the utmost that can he said 
for him; he was grievously in error. 

In competent hands this train of 
thought might with profit be pursued 
much further. We stop here: men are 
often brought face to face with a choice 
of evi 1 s; in such cases it is a defect in our 
nature, rather than a perfection, that we 
can so easily forget entirely either one of 
them. The good contained in the one, 
does not leaven the evil contained in the 
other. BOK. 

—At a recent meeting of the Toner Cir- 
cle, February twenty-fifth, Mr. J. A. 
Donohoe read an interesting essay on the 
Yosemite Valley, which included an able 
description of that delight of tourists as 
seen by the lecturer himself, and also a 
scientific treatise on the formation and 
geological period of the valley. We should 
be glad to see the essay reproduced in 
some future issue of the JOURNAL. 

A COMMUNICATION. 

MY DEAR JOURNAL : I never did like 
that man Thackeray. He reminds me 
too forcibly of our good Prefects of the 
Dormitory, slipping along quietly until 
they get near your bed in the morning, 
and then, with their clanging old brass 
bells, waking you out of a pleasant 
dream. So Thackeray, too often, when 
you are charmed to rest with his delight- 
ful fancies, suddenly jangles in your 
startled ear some harsh, brazen truth- 
some truth whose verity you must recog- 
nize, and of the existence of which you 
were, perhaps, conscious all the time, but 
which you thought might be left to sit 
in silence in the little room over in the 
corner for some time still to come. 

How, it had pleased me (and me alone?) 
to fancy that this divine afflatus, of which 
we hear so much, was a genuine and, in 
a measure, compulsory inspiration—a 
breathing by a present god of his divine 
imaginings to the world through his 
scarcely free-willed interpreter; or, at 
any rate, that the geniuses of the world 
might each have said, with the “Ancient 
Mariner,”—whose dreadful experience 
ought not, it would seem, to furnish any 
more cogent reason for his commission 
than their deposit of divine abilities 
should afford for a similar commission in 
the geniuses—might each have said : 

“Until my ghastly tale is told 
This heart within, me burns.” 

And here came Thackeray down the aisle 
the other day with his clanging—“Bread 
is the incentive. Do not let us blink this 
fact, or imagine that the men of the 
press ”—by which he meant all writers, 
mind you—“ are working for their honor 
and glory, or go onward, impelled by an 
irresistible impulse of genius! ” Listen 
to that, will you! So Homer was, after 
all, only a wheezy old tramp, who sang 
because he couldn’t get a hand-organ ! 
And Horace’s free notes were but par- 
tial payments of the purchase-money of 
the Sabine farm! Othello emptied out 
his passionate heart’s blood to fill the 
tankards at Will Shakespeare’s inn! And 
Milton went to Paradise to escape the 
poor-house! 

At first I tried to think that Mr. 
Thackeray wasn’t ringing the right bell 
this time, and prepared for another 
snooze ; but when I listened again, and 
opened my eyes and saw the light,I found 
that I had to wake up. 

The geniuses that are dead and gone 
were certainly, most of them, “Bread-_ 
artists.” There was rare Ben Jonson, 
who “ died in great poverty ’’—and con- 
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sequently wrote for bread, but didn’t get 
it: and lazy, old Sam Johnson, whose 
only inspiration was the printer’s boy 
crying for copy ; and the pensioned Ad- 
dison, who seems to have drawn in his 
inspiration in the shape of what would 
now be called “government pap;” and 
Dick Steele, who wrote to get himself 
into jail with his drink, and wrote 
again to get himself out of it; and 
Dryden and Defoe, and indeed, almost 
the entire crew of “literary fellers.” 
And one of our modern versifiers 
would seem to say not simply that these 
and similar gentlemen of the press 
wouldn't ‘have worked if they hadn’t 
been driven, but that they couldn't have 
done so. For inspiration, says lie, comes 
not from a present deity, but (to make a 
bull) from an absent dinner. From the 
barren heights of his prosperity, Mr. 
Aldrich laments that the goddess has 
somehow 
“Flown, an- I fear she will never return : 

I am much too sleek and happy for her. 
Whose lovers musthunger, and waste, and burn, 

Ere the beautiful heathen heart will stir. 

* * * * * # 

For a man should live in a garret a’oof, 
And have few friends, and go poorly clad, 

With an old hat stopping the chink in the roof, 

To keep the goddess constant and glad ” 

But doesn’t it seem hard, (and I ad- 
dress the question more particularly to 
my fellow-juvenile geniuses here—you 
know all college boys are geniuses, so it 
is not conceit in me to call myself one)— 
doesn’t it seem hard that when we shall 
have raised our “ monumentum aereper- 
ennius” for posterity to stare at it, soue 
prying commentator will come along and 
declare the imposing structure but a 
mass of receipted board-bills? And 
doesn’t it seem hard, too, that all these 
fine spring fancies that we are just sure 

, will one day be preserved in the world’s 
intellectual store-house as gems of 
thought and treasures of wit and poesy 
must for the present be pawned for bread 
and butter and anti-bilious pills ? 

But to get down to the real business of 
this note : since, my dear JOURNAL, 

money not only makes the mare go, but 
quickens the speed of old Pegasus, you 
must not grumble when you find the 
ancient animal limping rather stiffly 
through the verses below; because, as 
you are aware, his rider is, 

Yours, eleemosynarily, It. 

ODE II, BOOK II. 
In grasping caves of quartz a close recluse, 

Tbe precious, idle ore reflects no ray,— 

A» you know, Orispus—you who ever say 
That wealth is cursi that shines not with good 

use. 

But distant times shall Varro's praise repeat, 
Because a brother’s wealth his brothers share ; 
And fame for this shall him forever bear 

On pinion, fearing only not to beat. 

Much wider realm you’ll rule, if you restrain 
A grasping soul, than if before your throne 
Both Carthaginians bowed, and you, alone, 

Joined with one yoke far Libya to Spain, 

Like dropsy, greed, when yielded to, will grow : 
Drink will not sate : and never dies the thirst 
Unless the cause forsake the pale blood first 

And thro’ the veins the humors cease to flow. 

True wisdom, differing from the common throng, 
Drags from his place among the happy great 
The wretch re-foisted on the Parthian State, 

And bids men call a wrong, though gil' ed, wrong. 

And his alone—she says—are laurels due — 
Orquiet kingdom, where no slaves oppressed 
Point thirsting daggers towards a tyrant’s 

breast— 
Who can another’s hoards unwistful view. 

R. 

PERSONALS, 

J. MONROE HEISKBLL, who entered 
College in ’56, and who, till recently, was 
secretary of the Mayor of Baltimore, has 
been appointed fire commissioner of the 
city. We congratulate our friend onthe 
deserved promotion. 

HARVEY BOWTREE, of ’54, has taken 
up his quarters at the Hot Springs, 
Arkansas, battling, we fear, with his old 
enemy, the rheumatism. We wish him 
success in the conflict. 

LAWRENCE WM. SLATTERY, of St. 
Mary’s Seminary, Baltimore, paid us a 
visit a few days ago. The warm reception 
he met with from his old friends here 
must have been gratifying to the ex-edi- 
tor of the JOURNAL. 

Jos. JOHNSTON,who left College in 1877, 
called within the past week, and gives 
satisfactory accounts of his progress in 
law. He is in the office of his father, 
ex-Senator Johnston, of Richmond, Va. 

WILLIAM L. MCLAUGHLIN, ’82.—We 
remarked last month that our old friend 
and editorial associate was announced to 
lecture in Deadwood, Dakota. The event 
is thus chronicled by the Weekly Pioneer, 
of Deadwood: 

“ The lecture of William McLaughlin 
on our “Our Solar System,” at Phoenix 
hall, Wednesday, was attended by a 
fashionable and highly-appreciative audi- 
ence. The lecturer, with rare good 
judgment, appealed directly to the intel- 
ligence of his audience, and their read- 
ing to illustrate and fill in the otherwise 
too vast extent of his subject. It is 
scarcely within the range, even of scien- 
tific genius, to explain the mysteries of 
our solar system in the short space of an 
evening, but in so far as precocious dili- 
gence and evident previous study and 
consideration of the subject could go, 
the young lecturer went, reflecting ex- 
treme credit on himself and completely 
satisfying his audience by the rapid and 

even brilliant recapitulation of minor 
facts, while developing at sufficient 
length cardinal points.” 

JOSEPH F. KERNAN, ’83.—From pri- 
vate letters received from this sunny- 
tempered and universally popular mem- 
ber of the graduating class of the present 
year, we learn that he has become one of 
the solid business men of Utica, Hew 
York, the home of his father, ex-Senator 
Francis Kernan. He writes feelingly 
of his unremitting engrossment with 
business cares. It was always a standing 
and accepted prophecy among those who 
knew him best during his college days, 
that when the grim old man of the scythe 
and the bare bonescalled for Joe, it would 
be in the guise of over-work. 

LOCALS. 

—A Philosopher’s Specimen is appoint- 
ed for the seventeenth of March. We sug- 
gest to our friends, the professor and 
members of the class of ’83, that they so 
shape their disputations and essays for 
that occasion to make them answer for a 
St. Patrick’s Day celebration. 

—The annual retreat for the students 
conducted by Rev. P. A. Halpin, S. J., 
of Fordham College, New York, began 
on the 7th and closed on the Ilth of last 
month. 

—The Philonomosian Society has elect- 
ed the following officers for the second 
term: President,J.HavensRichards,S. J.; 
Vice-President, J.V. Hussie; Secretary, 
C. H. Roche; Treasurer, 0. II. Smith ; 
Amanuensis, P. J. Colligan ; First Cen- 
sor, Ralph Latshaw ; Second Censor, 
Charles Rooney. 

—The following gentlemen have been 
elected to take part in the Philonomosian 
debate, which occurs May fifteenth ; 
Ralph Latshaw, J. V. Hussie, P. II. Col- 
ligan, C. H. Roche. The question for 
debate is to be selected at the next meet- 
ing. 

—The Rhetoricians were given their 
nobly earned “Banner” holiday on March 
3d, and the graduating class were allowed 
a similar relaxation on the 7tli, in honor 
of St. Thomas Aquinas, from the fount 
of whose inspirations they have been 
drinking so deeply since the beginning of 
the present scholastic year. 

—At the close of the first term Mr. 
O'Brien was transferred from his position 
as professor of the class of Poetry to a 
similar position in Fordham College. 
Father Whiteford assumed charge of the 
class of Poetry; while Rhetoric was taken 
in hand by Father Becker, who retains 
his office of Prefect of Schools. 
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SINCE the transfer of the higher class 
students to the new building, it has been 
made painfully evident that the old study 
hall is not a lit place for the library of the 
two literary societies. The disorder that 
is necessarily incident upon the students’ 
management of such a concern has been 
further augmented by the absence from 
the study hall of most of the library 
committee; and the result of this method 
was that at the end of last year about 
half the hooks belonging to the library 
were scattered about in various parts of 
the College. A more rigid enforcement 
of the rules alone would not he sufficient 
to overcome this difficulty ; some radical 
change is necessary. We make the sug- 
gestion, then, that the library be removed 
from the study hall altogether and placed 
in some room given up exclusively to its 

use. We have assurances from the fac- 
ulty that such an arrangement could he 
effected. The library could then he 
thrown open to its members on free 
afternoons under such regulations as 
would he deemed suitable, and books 
could be taken out in much the same 
manner as at present. It would also he 
in order to revive the reading room with 
periodicals and daily papers in connec- 
tion with the library. The cost of carry- 
ing out this plan would not he great, and 
would, in our humble opinion, be to much 
better purpose than the expensive debates 
and prizes-that now consume so large a 
portion of the revenue of both societies. 
Besides, it would tend to increase the 
popularity of the associations and thus 
give them a larger membership. We 
hope to see this suggestion acted upon at 
no distant day. 

“ ARCHAEOLOGY OF THE DISTRICT OF 

COLUMBIA,” with engravings of aborigi- 
nal implements, by Louis A. Kengla, is a 
neatly-bound scientific work that comes 
to our table just as we go to press. The 
volume is a reproduction of the essay 
which won for our genial alumnus the 
Toner Medal of last year, and which re- 
ceived such high commendations from 
the hoard of judges who awarded the 
prize. Its publication was undertaken 
at the request of these gentlemen and at 
that of Dr. Toner, who has contributed a 
preface to the work. When it is stated 
that Mr. Kengla’s researches have de- 
veloped some new and important facts in 
the much worked field of archeology in 
the District, no further excuse for the 
publication of his essay need he offered. 
This leads us to make a suggestion. 
Among all the alumnal and baccalaureate 
addresses that have been delivered in the 
College in recent years there are at least 
a few that deserve a better fate than ob- 
livion in the College archives. The wri- 
ter, whose acquaintance with even the 
very recent history of the institution is 
not very extensive, can recall one or two 
such. The publication of a volume con- 
taining say half a dozen of the cream of 
these addresses would not only prove in- 
teresting but would reflect no small share 
of credit on their authors and upon the 
institution whose training led to such 
success. It is a matter that might be un- 
dertaken either by the Alumni Associa- 
tion or by some of our resident societies. 
In the student’s library is an old and 
generally forgotten volume published in 
1840, entitled “Literary Speeches,” being 
a reproduction of addresses read before 

the Philodemic Society, when that body 
held a position similar to that now occu- 
pied by the Alumni Association. Many 
of these “literary speeches” are sadly 
tainted with the spread-eagle style of ora- 
tory that was so common throughout the 
whole country at that time ; yet several 
of them would repay perusal even at this 
day; while the list of members and officers 
of the society that are appended to each 
address have almost an historic interest. 

IN the Continent of March 7th, is con- 
tained a historic description of George- 
town College from the pen of a Washing- 
ton lady, Mrs. May Cole Baker. The 
sketch is illustrated with several views 
of the College building and its picturesque 
surroundings, together with some of the 
historic relics which are so plentifully 
contained therein. There is also an excel- 
lent likeness of Archbishop Carroll of re- 
volutionary fame, and to whom the Col. 
lege is indebted for its foundation. The 
article contains many pleasing legends, in 
which the story of our aged Alma Mater 
so much abounds. It of course makes no 
reference to any of the educational and 
social principles which the history of 
Georgetown College could so amply illus- 
trate ; principles which we should he glad 
to see claim a wider discussion, especial- 
ly in view of the fact that, as mentioned 
in another article in the same magazine, 
the question of Catholic education is 
likely to obtain a marked degree of pub- 
lic attention in the near future. 

OUB EXCHANGES. 

We shall take pleasure in exchanging 
with the Swarthmore Phoenix, Bates Stu- 
dent. and News Letter, copies of all of 
which we received this month. The 
“ Story of the Pansies,” in the Plmnix, 
is far above the average college poetry; 
and the brief summary of the qualities 
of “ Two Typical Novels” we regard as 
an excellent piece of criticism, well-writ- 
ten, to begin with, and, moreover, deal- 
ing with the subject in a straightforward, 
sensible manner, without the least tend- 
ency to that unpleasant discursiveness 
so often met with in other articles of 
the same scope. Prom an editoral of the 
Phoenix we make an extract which may 
set some people thinking : “We marked 
with satisfaction the renewal of the 
course in ‘ Political Economy,’ which 
has been omitted for the past few years ; 
but there yet remains another addition to 
our collegiate course, which is, in our 
estimation, above ail others, absolutely 
necessary—we refer to logic. We would 
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earnestly recommend and advocate such 
an innovation ; not only from the intrin- 
sic merit of the subject itself, but from 
the valuable assistance it would give to 
those who are pursuing a course in men- 
tal and moral philosophy. The able 
lectures delivered, at present, by the pro- 
fessor of this latter subject, would be 
much more interesting and intelligible 
if the reasoning process upon which the 
ancient philosophers based their conclu- 
sions could be fully comprehended and 
accurately reproduced by the students 
themselves.” Now, to our mind, all this 
is very strange. The study of logic an 
innovation ! we might exclaim, with all 
the wonderment of one who hears, with 
perplexity, the first questioning of a 
long and fondly-cherished truth, did we 
not know too well that in very many of 
our “leading” American colleges the 
study of logic is cheaply dispensed with 
as being “ old,” forsooth, and in no way 
to be compared, in point of fitness in a 
college curriculum, with the sublime rap- 
tures of Herbert Spencer or the beautiful 
biological difficulties of the late-lamented 
Darwin. We have always been taught 
to venerate the logic of the schools, and 
are, in consequence, not a little surprised 
to see it hailed as a possible and desirable 
innovation, and to hear its introduction 
into the course of study of an American 
college timidly demanded of the faculty 
of the college by the students of the col- 
lege, on the modest plea that its cultiva- 
tion will be of “assistance ” to those who 
are endeavoring to pursue therein a 
course in “mental and moral philosophy,” 
and that the “able lectures” delivered by 
the professor of the latter department 
will be rendered more “interesting” and 
‘ ‘ intelligible. ” The whole affair strikes 
us as being very funny, indeed. 

The tone of the somewhat lengthy 
criticism passed by the Hews Letter on 
the Niagara Index is unworthy of our 
Western friends. We cannot see how 
anything can be gained by such outbursts 
as these: “Quantitative fustian and pro- 
sodial billingsgate,” “ rare and gorgeous 
stupidity,” “ pure and unadulterated id- 
iocy. ” To our mind they smack very sus- 
piciously of the “ tale told by an idiot, 
full of sound and fury, signifying noth- 
ing, ” so handily quoted against the Index. 
The phrases quoted (as well as others that 
will scarcely bear repetition), besides 
“signifying nothing,” carry an animus 
which, we are inclined to think, had no 
place in the Index's exchange columns. 

The Bates Student is not a bad paper, to 
judge from, its January issue, the initial 

number of its eleventh year. With the 
exception of the encyclopaedia article on 
“Hernando Cortez,” the contents of the 
Student are quite good. 

How in the name of Georgetown Col- 
lege does the Lariat make its way over 
the immense tract of land that separates 
Wabash college, Indiana, from the “City 
of Magnificent Distances ”? This is the 
question that rises unbidden to our lips, 
as it were, every time that decrepit sheet 
enters our sanctum : it always wears a 
tired look. The following, however, is 
pointed, as only a western remark can be: 
“ How a student can profess to be a 
Christian, bow down and pray every 
night, and then do such mean, dirty, and 
contemptible things as a certain one 
does, is beyond our comprehension.” 
After that there will be war, we may 
presume, in Wabash college, and if the 
editorial corps of the paper is not, by 
this time, pretty thoroughly killed off in 
consequence of a series of experimental 
efforts to discover the writer of the squib 
just quoted, we advise them of the sad 
fact that the Lariat is, upon the whole, 
not a very excellent paper, truly. 

The Spectator, from St. Laurent Col- 
lege, Montreal, is a. regular visitor, and 
always a welcome one. Its motto: 
“Parva Magni Nominis Umbra,” 
though an argument for its modesty, is 
not so strong a one as is to be found in 
the paper itself,which maintains, in every 
department, a prudent reserve that is 
very agreeable at all times, but is ren- 
dered peculiarly charming by merit so 
conspicuous that no amount of modesty 
will hide it. The poetry, “ Musings ” 
and “Ideals,” in the February number, 
is good. 

The Fordliam College Monthly is, we 
think, improving with each issue. “Our 
Fire Escapes’ ’ is humorous and natural, 
and reminds us of the “Pie Shop ” last 
month. “ Gambetta, Chanzy, Dore ” is 
lively, sensible and philosophical. The 
other articles are more or less readable, 
and, altogether, we lay down the 
Monthly for February feeling much bet- 
ter for its perusal. 

We pity the poor Index exchange editor. 
Truly, as the News Letter remarks, his 
“ hand is against every man, and every 
man’s hand is against him. ” From the 
bottom of our heart goes out a wail of 
sympathy for this Ishmael of the college 
press. He has been striking pretty hard, 
and is now paid back in his own coin. It 
is an ordinary matter to see the Index man 
complimented on his “bellicoseness, ” his 
“savage quill,” and even his “rare and 

gorgeous stupidity.” But we do not 
think that the Index is as bad as he is 
popularly supposed to be among our ex- 
changes. It is painful, therefore, to 
notice that he is styled, not, indeed, by 
the better class of college journals, a 
“bulbous-headed, immaculate conception, 
adherent of infallibility,” and that other 
little compliments, which are as little able 
to bear quotation, are generously wasted 
upon him. They can do him no harm ; 
at the worst, such expressions expose 
their writers to the charge of bigotry, 
and argue an awful amount of ignorance. 

We would recommend the author (or 
authoress) of “King-Worship” to read a 
little history—not of the milk-and-water, 
Sunday-school persuasion ; for it is evi- 
dent that he has been living on that in- 
fantile pabulum for a long while—but 
the nourishing, grown-up article. “King- 
Worship” appeared in the Milton College 
Journal, and is the only weak essay in the 
February number of that paper. 

We are assured by high artistic author- 
ity that the illustration that so persistent- 
ly graces the first page of the College Mes- 
sage, bears a very close resemblance to 
the mustard plasters that are generously 
dispensed to the suffering Georgetown 
boys by the genial Infirmarian. If the 
Message corps will not take our assertion 
for granted, though it rests on prominent 
aesthetic authority, we are prepared to 
mail them a plaster gratis. We are far 
from denying that very good articles oc- 
casionally appear in the Message, but 
really, it is painful to be obliged to look 
that cut in the face once a month. 

The absence this month of a similarly 
woe-begone engraving that has hitherto 
appeared in the Clionean Argus, places us 
at our leisure to formulate an opinion of 
that paper without fear of distraction. 
Often have we taken our pen in hand to 
say something nice to the young ladies 
who worry their pretty heads sick in or- 
der to write quiet little essays for the 
Clionean, but whenever we looked at that 
picture of the Tennessee Female College, 
so prison-like, we felt more like organiz- 
ing a band of gallant young knights and 
rushing to the rescue of the “Mamies” 
and “Nellies” and “Oias” and “Mat- 
ties,” than dealing out pretty civilities 
and complimentary nothings. Now the 
Tennessee Female College may be the 
sweetest little dovecote in the world, but 
if it is, it is surely not as black as it has 
been painted. We always did like the 
Clionean: it is so girlish, and we positive- 
ly adore girls. 

We are suprised and edified to notice 



70 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

that the Scholastic (of Notre Dame,* In- 
diana,) is now the possessor of an “our 
staff;” not indeed, that we imagine that 
the Scholastic could not get along pretty 
well without a “staff, ” hut simply because 
it evidences an incipient desire in the 
Scholastic to be somewhat like other 
papers. We drink to the health of “our 
staff. ” The Scholastic must have seen an 
awful lot of college papers during its time, 
yet it is still the same good-natured, easy- 
tempered Scholastic; it still prints every 
week the names of “those students” 
whose conduct has given “perfect satis- 
faction” during the last week; it still 
raves over “Gregori” and his “last paint- 
ing”; it continues to think well of the 
JOUKNAI., of its exchange editor partic- 
ularly ; the lisping efforts of the youthful 
“Euglossians” still extort the unquali- 
fied admiration of our Western friend ; 
but the end of the soporific serial enti- 
tled “Colorado” has been reached, and 
we may be so fortunate as to escape a 
further dose of wretched engravings, 
intended (we suppose) to illustrate that 
tale; but which necessarily mix it up 
somewhat, from the fact that they must 
be turned upside down in order to be 
appreciated at their full artistic value. 

If the Niagara Index has any more ad- 
vice to give us, we would respectfully 
submit a request that all its good-will 
towards us be embodied in one exhaustive 
article of not more than three pages in 
length, and be printed in the very next 
Index. The kind suggestion to hold out 
our “ red right hand ” from the topmost 
peak of the middle tower of the new 
building, we firmly but doggedly decline 
to carry out. That considerations of the 
impracticability of the thing have had 
some weight in our refusal to follow the 
advice of the Index, we are far from de- 
nying ; but our excessive humilitya 
humility that would prefer to stand in 
the muddiest spot in the world on a Sun- 
day evening, rather than to be king of 
America on the ragged edge of our thin 
tower,—stands between us and thee. O 
Index, and says “No” unanimously. 
Give us something easier next time, Mr. 
Index; and here is one for you : r ad 
through, in the Scholastic for February, 
the article entitled “ The Thespians,” if 
you dare. We like the Index better with 
every succeeding visit. 

We can say the same for the High 
School Monthly, from Cleveland, and the 
Virginia University Magazine. The Uni- 
versity Courier is one of the best of our 
exchanges. “In the Dell,” apoem which 
appeared in the liichmond College Mes- 
senger, is very pretty, we think. The 
College Kecord, from Wheaton, Illinois, 
is lively and readable. 

AH I 

* Near South Bead. 

THE SLEEP OF THE BEAB. 

“And grey old trees of hugest limb 
Shall wheel their circling shadows round, 

To make the scorching sunlight dim 

That drinks the greenness from the ground, 
And drop their leaves o’er the mound.” 

Most of those who will read this are 
familiar with the old grave-yard which 
overlooks a portion of the walks that 
wind among the roads beyond the col- 
lege. Perched on a little hill within a 
few paces of where youth holds sway, 
and where shadows that culminate in the 
black gloom of death do not dull one ray 
of life’s sunshine, this old place seems, 
not ill placed, but rather a striking ex- 
ample of the contrasts which life afford?. 
Standing under the shade of the trees 
which are scattered through this grave- 
yard, one may at the same time contem- 
plate the tombs of those who have been 
mouldering away almost since the cent- 
ury began, and listen to the shouts from 
the field, where pleasure alone is sought, 
and death is not given even a passing 
regard. In appearance too the contrast 
is not ill-kept. For the place of the dead 
is desolate indeed; the wooden fence, 
old and decayed ; the gate long since de- 
stroyed ; the tombs crumbling, some of 
them, here and there, gaping wide as if 
eager to receive another occupant; the 
sunshine hidden or obscured by the tall 
trees, which were but tender saplings 
when most of the dead that, lie there now 
were brought there to rest. And yet it 
is to me a model grave-yard. Those 
places which the sculptor’s and the gar- 
dener’s art have adorned and beautified, 
if that can be called adornment which is 
incongruous and ill-placed, have never 
the power to excite in me, at least, one 
emotion that would cause me toturnfor 
a moment to a salutary reflection on 
death. In them I see hut an attempt to 
preserve in the period of after life the dis- 
tinctions which should have ceased with 
it ; distinctions which wealth or position 
imposed on the living, but which death 
struck away. There the dead are care- 
fully separated from one another, hedged 
in by little precise rows of foliage that 
may be supposed fitly to represent the 
lines which divided those dead when they 
were living. There the difference in the 
stones that press upon the dead tells me 
of their position in life, and not of the 
levee of death. The angels with their 
trumpets would interest me more in a 
gallery ; the babes that sleep in marble I 
think of as very pretty; the epitaphs as 
very poor verse, and alas! for those whom 
they profess to describe, as, very often, 

untrue. It is in such a cemetery as that 
which rests in the shadows on that little 
hill that death appeals to me,and not re- 
pulsively. No pretty gravelled walks 
wind among the graves, which are scat- 
tered irregularly throughout the enclos- 
ure. Here is one away in the corner, sol- 
itary aud alone, as though the occupant 
had been a recluse in life, and had, as 
that ebbed away, requested that he should 
still be kept apart from the remains of 
those whom he had so sedulouslyavoided. 
Here is another with her head resting at 
the foot of a tree, whose trunk seems 
like a great head-stone. But around 
most there are no flowers, no hedges, 
nothing that might remind us of their 
conditions ; nothing but the desolate so- 
lemnity of death. Many are there whose 
kindred must have long since perished; 
whose name is now forgotten or unknown 
except to some curious rambler who may 
spend an idle hour reading some of the 
names which are ou the head-boards. 
Once or twice a few companions and 
myself have gone from grave to grave, 
noting the date of interment and specu- 
lating on the circumstances of the death 
of each; wondering whether this one 
who died in 1820 had yet a relative who 
might ever return and repair the great 
hole which displayed the mouldy interior 
of the tomb; or if that one, who had 
died at Home, had gone there as a young 
artist to live and had died, starving in 
some miserable attic without a friend or 
a countryman near him. 

And sometimes, as I sat alone in the 
place, and looked at the uncared-for 
graves and mouldering ruin of the place, 
I have asked myself if it were true, as I 
had often imagined, that dying I would 
be indifferent as to where my body might 
he placed after death, or as to whether or 
not my kindred might come from timeto 
time to my grave to think over him who 
had gone, to reflect with softened feelings 
on his faults, to pray for his departed soul; 
I have thought then that perhaps after 
all, whatever might come after death, I 
would not like to have my last resting 
place so deserted, so utterly lonely as 
those which lay around me, that dying I 
would ask the ones I loved to visit my 
body sometimes, in order that there might 
be some link between us for a time, even 
though we should never meet again, 
here or hereafter. And I thought too, 
that though, in the hereafter, this might 
not either enhance my happiness or les- 
sen my misery, that it would he a pleas- 
ant thought for my sinking mortality, 
before my soul would have to turn to 
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things beyond such mortal affections. 
And so I concluded that, though the 
intellect might perceive the insignifi- 
cance of the body after the soul had left 
it, and the mouth might say what I had 
often said: that part of us, wherever 
it be, wdiich clings to mortal ties, in 
life at least will wish to be remembered 
after death, and will desire a last mortal 
home where the friends we loved can 
now and then come to give a few 
thoughts to the one whom they cared for 
and who cared for them. 

There was one group, if I can so call it, 
of graves which had more interest for 
me than any of the others that lie around. 
And when I walked through the place a 
few days since they had been removed: 
why or to what other spot, I do not know. 

■ And in their place, was one of the hedged 
in lots that I have spoken of : a trim lit- 
tle bed with the owner’s name on a gran, 
ite block in one corner. The symmetry 
if it might have pleased my mathemati- 
cal faculty, if the disappointment at the 
absence of the other tombs had not de- 
stroyed the effect. Two of these who had 
been resting there had died in Europe 
long ago, the one in Rome, the other in 
Paris A rotting fence inclosed the one; 
a marble slab, level with the ground, was 
above the other. I had speculated much 
on the fate of these two, and had wonder- 
ed why they were being brought to this 
out-of-the-way place, and whether those 
who had brought them so far, could not 
have extended their care a little further, 
and have put in a few nails in the fence 
that surrounded the one, brushed away 
the mold that was hiding the name of the 
other. But it was the third grave over 
which I had pondered oftenest, and with 
somewhat more of sentiment than I am 
usually given to. It was beside the other 
two, and over it was a square tomb of 
brick with a marble top. Passing by one 
day, I noticed a large hole caused by the 
crumbling of the brick in one side ; and 
when prompted by an idle curiosity, I 
peered into the hole, I saw a portion of a 
little skull within ; a sight of mournful 
significance, for it told of careless hearts 
among the living ; of a being to be for- 
gotten, and with none left to remember. 
If I remember rightly the name on the 
tomb was “Maria Clothilde Morrison,” 
and it was said there too, if I am not 
mistaken, that she was from Cuba, was 
but seven years old when she died : and 
that she died at the Convent of the Vis- 
itation. Perhaps the last was but a sur- 
mise of my own, made when I was recon- 
structing in my imagination her young 

life. Many a time I have sought to do 
this, and many different lives have I 
wrought out for her. But it seems to 
me that I have come upon the right one 
at last, and this is it as I have imagined 
it. 

She was the only child of an American 
father who had gone to Cuba in his youth, 
and had there married a young Cuban 
lady. All the beauties of a tropical clime, 
however, never made him oblivious of 
the land where his earlier and happier 
days (for whatever we may say, child- 
hood is the happiest time) had been spent. 
And this love of his early home made him 
wish that his child should go there and 
be educated; and this wish so grew on 
him that he finally forgot the claim which 
the mother had on the child, and deter- 
mined that it should be so ; that the child 
just at the time when all a mother's love 
and a mother’s care were most needed, 
should be taken from under the mother’s 
care and placed, a timid, sensitive, deli- 
cate being among strangers a thousand 
miles away. And so she came desolate 
at the parting from her mother, fearful 
of the new life that awaited her, to the 
convent at Georgetown. And she came 
in September from the sunny land where 
she had been born, to a land where the 
first chill winds of a coming winter were 
fighting with the summer warmth. And 
as the year advanced, and the winds gre w 
stronger and autumn overcame summer 
and savage winter usurped the sway of 
autumn, the child pined and pined for 
her home in the South, where the hot sun 
reigned the whole year, where flowers 
bloomed at Christmas and winter was 
never known. And though the sisters 
loved and cherished her, she missed the 
gentle mother ; missed the adoring love, 
the mild counsel, the tender indulgence. 
And so the warmth of her body was de- 
stroyed by the Northern blasts, and the 
warmth of her spirit faded when its ma- 
ternal source was removed; her life 
faded and her spirit weakened, and so 
she neared gradually the portals of the 
other life. Sensitive and shy, she neither 
attracted her little companions nor was 
attracted by them. At last one day, a 
day like this on which I write, so it 
seems to me, bright, beautiful, sunny 
fit for the passage of a soul to heaven, for 
such days seem best for happy deaths, 
she felt that the cold within and without 
would pass aw'ay forever, and she died. 
And a student in the College, as I think 
one who may have been celebrated as a 
College poet, sitting in the dullness of 
class, heard the tolling of the convent 
bell. Having a soul less fettered by the 

world’s ties than others, he missed the 
mournful tone of the bell, and felt that 
the being whose knell it rang needed 
none of his prayers; so, there in the 
weary class-hours, he repeated to himself 
a hymn of thanksgiving. And the next 
day the body of the child was brought, 
with mournful emblems surrounding it, 
to the spot where I saw the tomb; 
while the nuns and young girls chanted 
one of the songs which the church has 
for those who die before the world has 
had a chance to taint them. The same 
student, standing below the little hill, 
heard the music, and prayed that one day 
he might join the soul of her whose body 
was that day laid within the earth. And 
there they buried her, and there, look- 
ing through the gap in her tomb, I saw 
what was left of the child on earth. 

But her mother'( Many a month 
elapsed before she knew of her dear one's 
death, for all this which I perhaps 
dreamed happened when news did not 
travel as it does now. But when she did 
hear it, her heart was broken. The land 
of beauty, where she lived, was become 
to her a desert; she left it to seek the 
grave where all she cared for was buried, 
and so after many months she came to 
the little tomb in the old cemetery, and 
over it she murmured this song and died: 

Sleep, darling, sleep, 
And may the angels keep 

And Jesus greet thee ; 
Rest, darling, rest 
Upon thy Maker’s breast, 

Until I meet thee. 

Hear, darling, hear 

Thy weary mother’s prayer 

That’s made above thee. 
Wait, darling, wait 
Within the golden gate 

For me, who love thee. 

And this was the mother’s last lullaby, 
and this was the tale the old grave-yard 
taught me. 
   m ♦  

MARRIED. 

At San Marcos, Texas, on Thursday, February 
15th, JAMBS Gr. BURLESON to Miss MAKY D* 

G-REEN. 

In Memphis, Tennessee, on the 30th instant, by 

the Rev. J. A. Kelly, O. S I)., at the residence 
of A. L. Duval, RAPHAEL EUSTACE SEMMES, to 
Miss AIANDE DUVAL, daughter of the late Geo. 
W. Duval. 

Our friends viull accept the hearty con- 
gratulations of the JOURNAL, with its 
warmest Mushes for their happiness in 
their new life, 

—Mr. Fred. Tete was called home re- 
cently by the sudden death of his little 
brother. He has the sympathy of his 
many friends here in his sad affliction. 
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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 

usro:RTH: -A-HST:D EAST. 

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

FROM WASHINGTON. 

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

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

THE ONE-PRICE CLOTHIER, 

410 Seventh street, 

READY MADE, 1 
A'" FURNISHING, l riEP ARTMENTS 

TAILORING and DEPAKIMiiJN 
SPORTING j 

ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION, 
B. v. M„ 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

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 

VIRGINIA MIDLAND RAILWAY 
TO THE 

SOUTH and SOUTHWEST. 
Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 

ton to New Orleaus 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. 

nnHOMAS E. WAGGAMAN, 
REAL ESTATE AGENT 

AND AUCTIONEER, 

F street, Washington, D. C 

VTENRY VOGLER, 

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

(SEAR HAKTIG’S STORE,) 

W A S III N GT O N, D . C . 

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

AT LOW PRICES. 

J^ICHABD H. MATTINGLY, 

142 Bridge St., 

SEGARS AND TOBACCO. 

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 can hardlybe surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the Insti- 
tution-   

JAS. T. CLEMENTS, 

UNDERTAKER AND DIRECTOR 
OF FUNERALS, 

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

Everything first-class and at reason- 
able rates. 

TNTRODUCERS 
X OF 

HEADGEAR. 
ALL THE STYES IN FALL & WINTER 

HATS. 

DUNLOP & CO. ’S NEW YORK SILK, 
jEELT, 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 & RUOEF, 

905 PENNSYLVANIA AYE. 

Georgetown, D. C, 

C. EWALD, 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 

ICE CREAM SALOON, 

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

gCHOOL AND COLLEGE 

TEXT-BOOKS AND STATIONERY 
Supplied on most liberal terms by 

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

Baltimore. 

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

Hair-Cut or a Clean Easy Shave, 
Go to 

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

best workmen employed. 

QATHOLIC BOOKS. 
PETER F. CUNNINGHAM & SON, 

Publishers and Catholic Booksellers. 
817 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 

SSfOrders by mail promptly attended to. 
F„r a udiciuiis and sweet snwke try the, 

• VKTER4JS.” 

„ WARRANT 

ONLY PURE TOBACCO / "'AlCE PAPER 
USED I N ALLT..clP 

CELEBRATED CIGARETTES. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND COUNTERFEITS. 

mVTTCJ T. A -O'tTTJ may be found on flle at Geo.. THIS £ AIT EJ.li P. Rowell & Co’s Newspaper 
Advertising Bureau <10 Spruce StA where;advertlstag 
contracts may toe made tor it IN NEW 
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TAILORS AND CLOTHlERS,^ Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D, C, Entire Building? 

ESTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS, 
No. 621 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

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

(EUROPEAN PL4N.) 
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 
evening. Our cuisine is unsurpassed. 
■pOR 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. 
Georg, town, D. C. 

Special Inducements to College Trade. 

JOHN T. VARNELTT 

GEORGETOWN HEIGHTS, AND 117 
CENTRE MARKET. 

BEEF, VEAL, MUTTON, LAMB, 

 All of the best quality. 
WASHINGTON CITY CALCIUM 
' ' LIGHT CO. 

Office and Laborator}^ 
608 TENTH ST., WASHINGTON, D. O. 
Shadow Pantomimes, Illuminated Foun- 

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

supplied with good lights. 
L. MOXLEY. 

B' ROBINSON. W. L. CIIERY 

jg 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 

PINE 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 f.ee of charge. 

■G' OLD AND SILVER WATCHES. 

RICH JEWELRY & SILVER WARE. 
SPECTACLES & EYEGLASSES. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. 
MONOGRAMS AND O l'HER EN- 

GRAVING. 
FINE WATCHES CAREFULLY 

REPAIRED. 
-JEWELRY REPAIRED & MADE 

TO ORDER. 
J. S. BLACKFORD, 

3125 M STREET. N - W. 

A SCWARTZ, 
PL. MANUFACTURER OF 

COLLEGE, ACxVDE MY, SCHOOL, 
CHURCH, SOCIETY, TESTIMON- 

IAL AND PRESENTATION 
MEDALS AND BADGES, 

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

Charge. 

ORTH LOOKING AT, 
OUR IMMENSE, 

WELL SELECTED, 

ELEGANTLY MADE 

AND STYLISHLY CUT 

OLOTHING- 
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 ASSORTMEN l’ FOR MEN 

AND BOYS. 
EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

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

p 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, G ‘orgetown, D. C. 
(Under West End Hotel ) 

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. 0. 

JOSEPPI 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 Centi e Market, 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

STARKE, 
COLLEGE BARBEE, 

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

GREAT VARIETY. LOWEST PRICES, 

AT 
W. N. DALTON, 

903 Penna. Ave., 306 Ninth St., N. W., 
Shoes made to measure. All orders re- 

ceive prompt attention. 
^ESTABLISHED 1833. 

JOTIN MCDERMOTT & BROS 
CARRIAGE MANUFACTURERS 

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

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

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

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

LUMBER DEALERS, 

13th Street and Ohio Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 
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No. 400, northwest corner Seventh and D 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. 

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 Mew 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. lephow through B. & O. 
Ticket Office. 

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. 

jg 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. O. 

J. L. SMITHMEYER. PAUL J. PELZ. 

J L. SMITHMEYER & CO., 

ARCHITECTS, 

No. 703 Fifteenth Street, northwest, 

Washington, D. C. 

j^ALL AND WINTER 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. II. STINEMETZ, 
HATTER AND FURRIER, 

1237 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

rjHIE DUNBARTON 

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

Streets, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Elegantly furnished rooms 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. C. 

JOHN E. ELLIS & CO., 

937 Pennsylvania Avenue, 
THE OLDEST AND LARGEST MUSIC 

HOUSE IN TIIE CITY. 
(Established 1852.) 

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

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

Jg. C. DILLON, 

PHOTOGRAPHER, 

AT REDUCED RATES. 

1227 Pennsylvania Avenue,. 


