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ODE V, ROOM. III, HORACE. 

We heard Jove thunder in the skies 
And thought the Mighty Father there : so now 
When Mede and Briton far to Caesar how, 
Cry we, a god ! a god beneath our eyes! 

Have Crassus’ men to live—but live in shame— 
Barbarian wives let share a Roman’s bed ? 
Have Marsians—have Apulians (ye proud dead, 
Blush for your sons—your Senate’s sullied fame!) 

Under a tyrant Mede grown old on lands 
Tilled for a father, but a foe to Rome, 
Their toga—name—the Holy Shields* at home— 
Ay, home itself forgotten, while Rome stands ! 

This Regulus did presciently descry 
When he would have us spurn the terms he brought, 
Nor instance found with after-ruin fraught; 
But ruthless, leave our captive sons to die. 

“Our standards have I seen,” the patriot cried, 
“Nailed high in Punic shrines : without a blow, 
Have seen our weapons yielded to the foe : 
Have seen free Romans’ hands behind them tied: 

“ Seen hostile gates in safety open free : 
Our men grain strewing where they dead had 

strewn! 
And huckstered captives heroes will have grown ? 
Bah ! to your loss you would add infamy ! 

“ The wool can ne’er regain its lost first hue, 
And valor, forced a soldier’s breast to fly, 
Its outraged shrine will ne’er re-occupy. 
When stag that huntsmen’s nets has floundered 

through 

“ Will turn at bay, for war he’ll find a heart 
That rather willed to yield to faithless foes ; 
And Carthage lie will crush with valorous blows 
Whose wrists—and wrists alone ! —her bonds now 

smart,— 

“ Who looks for death whence should be liberty ! 
He went to war, forsooth, but not to die ! 
0! Romans, shame! Hail Carthage ! towering high 
On the disgrace of ruined Italy ? ” 

Then, say they, he put back his wife’s embrace. 
And from the little lads that notice crave 
Turned sad—no sire he, but a slave ;— 
And fixed on earth his erstwhile dauntless gaze. 

Nor spake again, save finally to sway 
The Fathers to accept so strange a rede, 
Demanding more even than a country’s need ; 
And then the noble exile strode away. 

And yet he knew what pains the Tartar spleen 
Prepared for his return; but none the less 
He puts aside the friends that round him press 
And the fond throng that still would hedge him in, 

As if he left some client’s long-drawn strife 
At last decided, for an hour’s repose 
’Mid shades where cool Venafrum’s olive grows, 
Or where Tarentum whiles a wanton life. 

R. 

FROM FROST TO FLOWERS. 

II. 
It is yet within the memory, so I am 

told, of many inhabitants of the growing 
Gate City of the South, when the old- 
fashioned, swinging stage used to start 
at early dawn from the corner now occu- 
pied by the fine Centennial Building of 
Bierman & Kuhrt, (the latter, our friend 
Henry’s father,) and carrying the United 
States mail, furnish the only public con- 
veyance for travelers on the great line 
to New Orleans and the Southwest. How 
long the journey by stage, steamboat 
and rail in those primitive times (primi- 
tive for a people only a century old) 
consumed, I cannot say: but giving it 
shortest measure that it is reasonable to 
suppose, the prospect of so many hours on 
the road would have terrified your scribe 
and his fellow travelers who rode out of 
the “Car-shed,”—the modest name Atlan- 
ta gives her really splendid passenger sta- 
tion,—on the afternoon of February 19tli 
bound for Mobile and New Orleans. 
Schedule time guaranteed to put us into 
the formerjcity by 4 A. M., and into New 
Orleans five hours later, in season for a 
late breakfast. Bunning to the south- 
west through the hills that encircle At- 
lanta, one appreciates better the pictur- 
esque site it occupies, and understands 
how admirably fitted by nature it is for 
a fortified, strategic point. Within 
range of the eye is the hill, from whose 
summit was telegraphed by signal-flags 
the words, “ Hold the fort, for I am 
coming,” which some timely ballad-maker 
set to the music that is still a favorite 
at G. A. B. camp-fires. 

The difference in climate became yet 
more apparent to the observer, as the 
whirling train brushed tender blossoms 
from the protruding limbs of the peach 
tree in dainty pink, and the apple in 
snowy white : and to find that the latest 
New Tork paper was three days old, bore 
obvious proof to the fact that the land 
of frosts lay many miles to the north. 
Some mortals there are—and what com- 
miseration they merit!—who can never 
travel in a railroad car without exper- 
iencing the dreadful qualms of sea-sick- 

ness. To talk to such of the charms of 
a ride in a Pullman, over a well-ballasted 
road, at the rate of thirty or forty miles 
an hour, is quite as meaningless and vain 
as to descant to a blind man upon the- 
glories of a sunrise off the Jersey coast. 
But interested in the prospect of new 
scenes to be visited, in joyous anticipa- 
tion of the welcome that awaited me from 
dear friends, the Duchess, “ Portian 

for a traveling companion, to beguile the 
uninviting stages of the journey, and the 
quiet comfort of “the sleeper” to answer 
all sybarite exigencies, I felt that life 
was worth living, at least under these and 

1 similar circumstances; and had I met 
Mr. Mallock at the supper table that 
evening in Montgomery, Ala., T should 
have had no hesitation in giving an affir- 
mative reply to the question which it 
cost him an entire volume to ask. 

Inherited strain of “rebel” blood,, 
warmed in its early coursings by southern 
suns, has perhaps quickened my sensibil- 
ities, and rendered them prompt to re- 
spond to impressions that would fail to 
influence many another. Hence it 
will not seem odd, if, while seated 
at the supper which our “ through 
to New Orleans from Atlanta 
in nineteen hours” had halted for 
us to enjoy, my presence for the first 
time in Montgomery recalled the fact, 
that I was in the birthplace of the South- 
ern Confederacy, the spot where first the 
Southern Cross, the then unconquered 
banner, set its folds to the breeze, and 
where the pledge of a new-born nation 
was given that by manly deeds and wise 
counsels it would strive to win itself a 
place among the people of the earth, and 
write for itself a page in the annals of he- 
roism. The former it failed to achieve; the 
latter it accomplished ; nor do I think it 
was the fragrant aroma of Young Hyson, 
setting my brains agog, when I found the- 
conviction forcing itself upon me, that 
failure at Appomattox did not imply 
false faith at Montgomery. While we 
can all accept the issue as having in i‘s 
consequences blessings for the entire 
country, we need not deny honesty, good 
faith, patriotism and heroism to the men 
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who were not prophetic of vision to see 
four years beforehand that such was to 
be the result. 

The rude jostling of the porter of the 
Pullman called me from dream-land and 
my lower berth,to consciousness, and the 
announcement that we were just outside 
of Mobile. Our train had made good its 
schedule time, and at 4 A. M. I stepped 
from the cars and looked for the depot. 
Without more ado, I may frankly state 
the fact,that though a glorious moon was 
flooding the air with light, I did not find 
the depot; and when seen after in day 
time, my pride as an experienced travel- 
ler felt no chagrin over the failure, for 
no stretch of imagination can stretch 
the unpainted shed along which the cars 
draw up—to enter it would be impossi- 
ble—out to the dimensions of a depot 
It is a legitimate butt for newspaper wit- 
ticisms, some calling it “Queen Anne ” 
in style—the anniest of Queen Anne 
surely—others a nocturne in wood. But 
if Mobile cannot boast of her depot, she 
can of many other features. In por- 
tions of the city traces of its Trench 
origin,for it is historical that the French 
early occupied the site of Mobile, though 
the Spaniards were the first Europeans 
to penetrate and hold the country adja- 
cent, and a certain impress of Spanish 
influence is observable on the older por- 
tions of the city. The streets are wide, 
and rejoice in a rural abundance of shade 
unknown to the more stately cities of 
the North; and were the tax-payers able 
to pave them in their entire width, per- 
fect comfort would be secured in their 
use. As it is, the deep sandy surface of 
the soil subjects one to the inconve- 
nience of plentiful dust, except imme- 
diately following a rain. The name of 
Eslava street, recalled a family that has 
had its representatives at Georgetown, 
and perhaps more than one reader of 
these sketches may remember “Mon- 
key,” who was a college celebrity over 
thirty years ago. 

The general aspect of the buildings, 
whether used for business or residence, 
implies wealth and luxurious ease, 
though offering less of outward display 
than the habitue of Fifth Avenue would 
consider the correct thing for a rich 
man’s home. I came upon a quaint 
bell-tower and a spacious court, sur- 
rounded by high walls that might 
have fitted into a Norman town of 
the tenth century, and the cathedral 
attracts attention, whether the same 
hold in itself any admixture of admira- 
tion or not. Beautiful, it certainly can- 
not be called; but it is impressive and 

the antique air that pervades its vaulted 
spaces commands veneration. Passing 
into the gateway, I observed a feature 
of social custom that was new to me. 
Posted on the wall was a small placard, 
printed in mourning guise,askingfriends 
and relations to attend the funeral of 
some person deceased the day previous. 
The same custom obtains in New Or- 
leans; and to find these invitations posted 
alongside of advertisements of Royal 
Baking Powder, and Globe Fine Cut em- 
phasized forcibly how closely on the 
heels of life comes death. 

If 1 cannot wield a descriptive pen 
when endeavoring to draw' a picture of 
cities and houses, ought I not to throw 
the useless instrument down, before es- 
saying the certain failure of try- 
ing to paint in these pages the beauties 
that flashed before my eye, when bowling 
along the famous shell-road, the pride of 
every loyal Mobilian? Behind a pair of 
fast steppers we were hurried over a 
road-bed almost as smooth as the asphalt 
pavements of Washington, under an 
archway, for many stretches, formed by 
the noble live-oak that here, in New 
Orleans and in Savannah, associated 
themselves with some of the pleasantest 
memories that Robin Ruff gathered on 
his journey from “Frosts to Flowers.” 
The woods were aglow with the yellow 
jessamine, and the air was rich with the 
perfumes of that delicate blossom; and 
a kind friend, knowing my partiality for 
this flower, placed beside me in the car- 
riage as exquisite a specimen of the 
growth as one could find in all the wild 
woods of the South. Abutting this 
great road, stand,’neath clustering groves 
and behind sheltering hedges,the country 
homes of the wealthy Mobilians. In one, 
dwells the widow of the man most feared 
once and most hated now of all who 
wielded sword or shotted gun beneath 
the battle-flag of the Confederacy; and it 
is pleasant to know that in the last 
years of his life the famous Captain of 
the equally famous Alabama had so 
beautiful a home. In another dwells, at 
seasons, the authoress of “Beulah” and 
“St. Elmo,” and my curiosity was on 
the point of carrying me, unbidden, to 
see if her home on the shell-road were 
fitted up in the oriental extravagance of 
some of her book-mansions. Close to the 
drive lies a Visitation convent, which 
fits into the landscape as perfectly as an 
old cloister-house on the plains of Anda- 
lusia. 

The welcome which awaited us, at the 
close of our six-mile drive in Spring 
Hill College, like our own, under the 

care of the Jesuits, deserves that we 
should devote some space to a descrip- 
tion of this fine establishment. But all 
colleges have features in common, and 
any sketch of Spring Hill for readers of 
the JOURNAL would be another instance 
of carrying coals to New Castle. Much 
rather would I tell the story of the ride 
home, in the balmy evening air of a 
Southern February, the moon turning to 
silver, the gold of the jessamine on tree 
and hedge, and touching gently the 
spray that I had beside me, while those 
evening sounds that reach us only in 
later May or early June, filled in the few 
pauses that fell into our pleasant con- 
verse; for with a judge and an alderman, 
not to particularize further the company, 
flashing wit and ready-speech ruled 
the hour. A morning on the Bay-Road, 
the waters lazily lapping the bluff along 
which we di;ove, a haze, such as summer 
suns hang over our Jersey coast in Au- 
gust, resting upon the golden waves, 
moss-hung oaks sheltering us from rays 
too strong for comfort, and the presence 
of jessamine to brighten all the land- 
scape as it passed before me, do you not- 
think that my two days in Mobile de- 
serve a place among pleasant memories? 
If the managing-editor does not vote me 
a nuisance and a pen-fiend, another 
number of the JOURNAL shall tell of a 
moon-lit ride from Mobile to New Or- 
leans, and of the charming welcome 
there found by ROBIN RUFF. 

FATHER « I Kl.EV.S CiOEOEN JUBILEE 

To generations of students for half a 
century Father Curley’s name has been 
familiar, and seldom does an “old boy,” 
who returns to college, consider his visit 
complete without calling for our vener- 
able ex-Professor, and conning with him 
reminiscences of school-life. These will 
all be glad to hear how appropriately and 
cordially his Golden Jubilee was celebra- 
ted by the students of the present genera- 
tion. On the eve of Trinity Sunday, 
June 1,1833, Father Curley was ordained 
to the priesthood by the Most Rev. Arch- 
bishop Whitfield, then in the See of 
Baltimore ; and on the 6th of June, the 
festival of Corpus Christi, the newly-or- 
dained celebrated his first Mass in the 
chapel of the Visitation Convent in 
Georgetown. Almost without interrup- 
tion for half a century he has continued 
to serve the nuns at the same altar, and 
it was therefore proper that this same 
sanctuary should witness the religious 
ceremonies commemorative of the 
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fiftieth year of Father Curley’s priest- 
hood. After High Mass, celebrated by 
Dr. Chapelle and at "which Father Cur- 
ley’s old-time friend Eev. Father Sestini, 
S. J., was deacon, the good father and 
his friends, clerical and lay, were enter- 
tained at breakfast in the Convent, and 
afterwards invited to a reception given 
by the young ladies of the Academy. 
Two large tables in the library were 
laden with elegant presents sent from 
all the Visitation Convents in the United 
States, and from many former pupils of 
the Academy, who were glad to prove 
their remembrance of their venerable 
chaplain. 

The students of the College could not 
have extended a more graceful compli- 
ment to Father Curley, than was offered 
him in their reception, illumination and 
serenade of the evening of June 5th. 
Space will not allow us to give any de- 
scription of the affair, which was happily 
conceived and as happily carried out. 
Holiday was given on Wednesday, which 
the whole school thoroughly enjoyed. 
Father Curley’s friends among the clergy 
were entertained at dinner by the 
Faculty, and a very beautiful letter from 
His Grace, the Archbishop of Baltimore, 
who was unavoidably absent, "was read 
before the dessert was served. 

Nothing was wanting to fill up the 
measure of Father Curley’s pleasure, and 
we rejoice to add that he seems to have 
even at his advanced age the promise of 
many years still to come. We publish, 
because of its merit and peculiar felici- 
tousness, the poem read on the evening of 
the students’ reception: 

THE PRIEST. 

JAMES F. O’NEILL, GEORGIA. 

A Golden Jubilee! A retrospective glance 
At half a century oi wedded bliss, 

A mirror where is pictured each advance 
Of love, from the first youthful happy kiss, 

That marked a rapture years do but -enhance. 

But in that mirror of the marriage way 
There flit some spectres of departed grief: 

Some phantoms that make dim the bright array; 
Some traces of a young, but withered leaf, 

That fluttered dead beneath the parent tree. 

Such is the marriage jubilee; some cloud 
O’erhangs the sunshine of its day; some mists 

Springing from dark and marshy grounds, en- 
shroud 

The mystic beauty of the scene, and twist 
Into distorted shapes its vista broad. 

But ’tis not so in that strong, sacred bond, 
That joins the priest in union with his Lord; 

For him no fairy, rosy visions of the fond 
Enchantments, with which earthly joys reward 

Their votaries, subdue beneath their wand. 

It is a tie that severs ties of kin, 
That makes invisible pleasures of this world; 

It is a holy joy that choice souls win 
Through all the pains and tortures rudely hurled 

Upon them by the haughty slaves of sin. 

And when at length through trial and through pain, 
Upheld alone by their rapt, upward gaze, 

They meet, as he has done, that day again, 
When fifty years before in youth’s hot blaze 

They broke away from earthly pleasure’s chain. 

Where is one spot to blur the mirror’s face? 
Where is one joy that’s wanting to the whole ? 

What though no earthly love the picture grace 
Though echoes of affliction’s billows roll, 

Though joys and wealth that perish have no place? 

There is the peace that’s sweeter far than gold, 
There is the memory of duty done, 

A union that so fitly kept, will hold 
When this life’s battle and a new life’s won ; 

These are the joys that other joys unfold. 

0 real jubilee! O happy spouse 
Whose spotless marriage garments ne’er were 

soiled 
By the foul dust which passion’s tempests rouse 

Around the feet of those by passion foiled ; 
Happy the memories which this day allows! 

And if thine eye lias spent its piercing force, 
’Twas for a Master that will make it bright, 

And if that tongue in slow and painful course 
Disclose some tokens of thy nature’s flight, 

’Twas used in duty to that nature’s source. 

And if that hand be trembling now and weak, 
How glorious the toil in which it fell; 

O holy hands that daily hold that meek, 
That humble Lamb of God, whose graces steal 

Into thy heart, and there a resting seek. 

No need to praise this priest of fifty years; 
Learning he sought, but with no thought for fame. 

’ Tis duty calls, and at the call he tears 
Aside the veil that hides the brilliant flame 

Of orbs first watched by the Chaldean seers. 

And so the priest upturns his soul to view 
The majesty of his Creator’s face, 

And so the mind upturning pierces through 
Illimitable, intervening space, 

Careless of that which men less rapt pursue. 

His gift it is to be as young as when 
Beneath anointed hands the bond was drawn; 

Renouncing pleasure with his body then, 
} In spirit only sought he to be strong, 
Nor counted weakness hindrance to his end. 

So, when the coming countless ills of age 
Creep o’er his fame and chill his glowing blood, 

Strong youth, perennial, fans his spirit’s rage, 
And bears it bouyant in the rushing flood 

That beats upon the body of the sage. 

His children are the good that he has done ; 
His wealth, the earthly wealth that he forebore; 

His joys, the many trials he has won ; 
His deeds, the many crosses that he bore; 

His Spouse, the mighty and eternal One. 

0 blessed! 0 blessed beyond all speech is he, 
Grown aged in the bond of love that weaves 

Such memories for his Golden Jubilee, 
That e’er bedew his wedding garland’s leaves, 

Keeping them green for all eternity. 

0 Jubilee ! 0 Golden Jubilee ! 
| Sweet retrospective glance at duty done— 
[ Bring thou no change, but keep his spirit free 
| From all that might degrade the crown now won, 
| Destroy the years that have preceded thee. 

THE ACADEMY OF THE FINE AIM’S. 

They call it “Number 46,” and its in- 
teresting occupant—him, forsooth, they 
style “Devine,’' plain “Devine.” O! 
heartless ingratitude. O ! refinement of 
cruel indifference. 01 tempora, oh ! Moses. 
To be one of the most remarkable charac- 
ters of the present age; to be in many 
respects perhaps the greatest hero of mod- 
ern times, and yet to be addressed as “De- 
vine,” spoken of as “Devine,” I had al- 
most said invariably, but now there flits 
across my mind a painful recollection, a 
dismal phantom, the expression “ Streak 
Devine,” heard, it must be, in some dis- 
reputable corner, but proving with the 
saddest eloquence that he, whom mortals 
call “Devine,” hath fallen on times, in 
which a certain “ sinistra ergo eminentes 
interpretatio ” is the fashion. 

But the “ Academy of the Fine Arts,” 
otherwi-e “Number 46,” otherwise “De- 
vine’s Den,” is the object of our curious 
inquiry this evening. Upon it, as a firm 
pedestal, must rest the fame of Mr. Devine 
per omnia scecula sceculorum, all those 
envious spirits to the contrary notwith- 
standing, who foolishly assert that his best 
and chiefest title to glory rests upon his stu- 
pendous engineering achievements. I shall 
attempt the merest sketch of the “Academy 
of the Fine Arts,” with no further aim than 
that the sketch, when completed, shall be 
a mild recommendation to all the citizens 
of the United States to accept the invita- 
tion held out by Mr. Devine himself, to 
visit the academy and thus make them- 
selves wiser people and Mr. Devine a hap- 
pier man. 

After passing under the magnificent 
stained glass mull ion piece, representing 
an old-time English fox hunt, the first 
objet de virtu that challenges the open- 
mouth admiration of the connoisseur is the 
original “ Old Clock on the Stairs.” Even 
making for a moment the absurd admission 
that Mr. Devine’s veracity is not unques- 
tioned and proverbial (for it was he who 
told me that the thing is the “ Old Clock 
on the Stairs,”) a placard attached to the 
time-piece and inscribed with the legend, 
“Forever, never, forever,” makes the 
identity of that clock a^ evident, we im- 
agine, as Brother Baker. Perhaps the 
most valuable object in the academy is the 
painting found at Pompeii by Mr. Devine 
himself in 1377, and representing a Cam- 
panian college, which, in the arrangement 
of the various buildings, must have been 
somewhat like Georgetown. Mr. Devine 
will part with it in consideration of thirty 
thousand dollars. He will not, he assures 
me, take a cent more or less. The “Jug 
Rats ” passed a long time ago for a fine 
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work of art, but time has laid his hand 
upon the picture, and a few renovating 
touches would bring out its manifold beau- 
ties. This was a famous painting in its 
day, the day of jug-rat celebrations, and 
must be seen to be appreciated. In a 
corner of the room is an elegant buffet, on 
which are displayed articles of comfort, in 
the shape of empty pots of jam, etc., 
while overhead hangs the original sword 
of Damocles. The west end of the academy 
is graced with the “Arms of Achilles,” a 
knife and fork rampant; the goose that 
happened to be “Eome’s Preserver,” 
(down with the man who says it is a decoy 
duck,) quacks a silent request to be recog- 
nized, while in the southwest corner of the 
academy “ Davy’s Shillelagh ” and the 
Banner of ’85, with the portrait in oils of 
St. Patrick and the inscription, “ Our Pa- 
tron Saint,” vie with each other in extort- 
ing the respectful admiration of all lovers 
of art. But that which takes deepest hold 
of the observer, as appealing to the finer 
qualities of his heart, is a button; yes, a 
button, derived from the unmentionables 
of Lord Baltimore. Mr. Devine sets more 
store on that than he does on the thirty 
thousand dollars that nobody will give him 
for his Pompeian painting. The windows 
on the west side, while they allow the light 
to play with the bric-a-brac, serve a deeper 
purpose as well. The academy is a termi- 
nus of a telegraph line that has been used 
for the transportation of “ponies” to the 
room immediately below. 

While evidences of Mr. Devine’s artistic 
taste abound everywhere the judicious ob- 
server must not fail to note that Mr. De- 
vine is of a musical turn of mind. He 
blows the bass drum in the band. Every- 
body knows that, and nobody, therefore, 
will be at a loss to account for the pres- 
ence of the three splendid engravings of 
Beethoven, Brother Dugan, and Mozart, 
that grace the north side of the academy. 
It may be interesting to know that when I 
last had the honor of calling upon the gen- 
tleman I found him engaged in the prepa- 
ration of a grand transparency: 

Tribute 
of 

Boom 46 
to 

BEV. FATHER CURLEY. 

“Ad Multos Annos.” 

“And the only thing that worries me,” 
said he, “ is this; how am I to play the 
bass drum in the band and illuminate this 
transparency at the same time?” I told 
him I thought so too, for I saw that he was 
very much worried indeed. Before leaving 
I was requested to register. In the regis- 
ter I found the names of diplomats, 

scientists, actresses, students, priests, 
everybody. In the column of “ remarks ” 
we find “awfully jolly,” by Mrs. Langtry, 
and “ perfectly daisy,” by Freddy. Mrs. 
Langtry, by the way, left her fan in the 
academy', and it is a conspicuous feature 
of the exhibition. Arabi Pasha is repre- 
sented by a turban. 

This is a brief enumeration of some of 
the more remarkable articles to be seen in 
the academy. The reader is urged to go 
and see. M. B. L. 

FKAtVCIS ASKI'KY ASHFOBl), M. I*. 

l»ie«l May 18, 1883. 

Not since its foundation in 1851 Las the 
Medical Department of the University suf- 
fered a loss greater than that which befell 
it during the past month, in the death of 
the Professor of Surgery and Dean of the 
Faculty, Francis A. Ashford. Warnings 
of the sad event had not been withheld. 
For the past year Dr. Ashford was in bad 
health, and on the evening of the medical 
commencement in April last his appear- 
ance was far from reassuring. His trouble, 
it was generally supposed, \vas of a bron- 
chial nature, but an incurable affection of 
the heart manifested itself, and, having de- 
veloped tapidly, put an end to life after an 
illness of only a few days. 

Barely, if ever, have we known the 
death of a man, so young in years and in 
professional life, to call forth expressions 
of grief so genuine, deep, and universal, 
as attended the demise of Dr. Ashford. 
His professional brethren, his students, his 
associates on the boards of the charitable 
institutions which he attended, his patients, 
and notably the poor, bad but one voice in 
their sorrow and their bereavement, and 
fully had his work won for him the honor 
which Holy Writ declares to be due the 
upright physician. 

Born in Virginia in 1841, Dr. Ashford 
removed to Washington when a boy six 
years old ; in 1854 he returned to his coun- 
try home across the river. After three 
years of study in Washington, from ’5S to 
’61, he was interrupted by the outbreak of 
the war in that eventful year. Sharing 
the fortunes of his native State, his soldier 
life led him through the great battles of 
the war, from Ball’s Bluff to Petersburg, 
where he was wounded and taken prisoner, 
Sent to Johnson’s Island shortly before 
Appomattox, the fall of the Confederacy 
found him a captive. Beleased on that 
event he came to Washington, studied 
medicine under Drs. Hall and Miller, 
graduated in 1867, from llie Columbia 
Medical School, and at once entered upon 
a practice, which, when death put an end 

to his labors, had placed him in the front 
rank of his profession. Besides holding 
the position of Professor of Surgery and 
Dean of the Faculty in the Medical De- 
partment, he was closely identified with 
the work of the associated charities; the 
surgeon of the Washington Light Infantry 
Corps, and active promoter of the Chil- 
dren’s Hospital, and surgeon of the same; 
he was four years resident physician of 
the Columbia Hospital, and a member of 
its board of directors; he was a member of 
the Washington Medical Society; he was 
one of the foremost friends and one of the 
directors of the Garfield Memorial Hos- 
pital; he was active in organizing the 
training school for nurses, and a lecturer 
for the same ; he was a prominent member 
of the obstetrical society, looked up to 
for advice and aid by his associates. From 
first to last, in every position allotted 
him, Dr. Ashford deserved the praise un- 
stintingly bestowed upon his name and 
memory; for, as his eulogist, in all truth ,says: 
“ He spared no pains to honor and dignify 
his profession. He made no difference be- 
tween men in his professional assiduity. 
He gave his best r-kill and experience to 
the poor as well as to the rich. His ripest 
monument is in the memory of hundreds 
of the humble who had nothing to re- 
quite him but the gratitude of prayer, and 
the most pathetic witnesses of his un- 
heralded beneficence were the numbers 
that came weeping about his doorway as 
for their best and dying friend.” In his 
domestic relations Dr. Ashford was singu- 
larly happy, and in the devotion of wife 
and tender love of five little children he 
found the brightness of his life. How they 
mourn and how they miss him, no words 
can say v. 

The funeral services of our lamented 
professor took place during the prevalence 
of one of the fiercest storms of the season, 
and the house that held his remains could 
receive but a portion of the immense 
throng of friends and befriended who had 
gathered to pay him the last token of 
respect. Under the falling rain they wait- 
ed to follow to the grave all that wras mor- 
tal of him they loved and esteemed. 

Omitting the many testimonials of re- 
spect ordered by the various boards and 
societies, of which Dr. Ashford was a 
member, we add the resolutions adopted 
in a meeting of the Faculty of Medicine, 
in which the deceased was dean, and tw'O 
brief tributes found in the current issues 
of the day: 
THE LATE DR. ASHFORD—RESOLUTIONS 

OF RESPECT. 

At a meeting of the Faculty of the 
Medical Department of the University of 
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Georgetown, held May 21, 1883, the fol- 
lowing resolutions were adopted: 

WHEREAS, It has pleased Almighty God 
to call hence our beloved associate and 
brother, Francis Asbury Ashford. M. D., 
Dean of the Medical Faculty and Profes- 
sor of Surgery in the Medical Department 
of the University of Georgetown; there- 
fore, 

Resolved, That the faculty desire to re- 
cord among the archives of the institution 
their testimony as a memorial of his vir- 
tues and abilities. 

Dr. Ashford was ever kind, cordial, and 
generous to all who sought the benefit of 
his advice. Towards his professional 
brethren his bearing was so open, consid- 
erate, and honorable that he was deeply 
endeared to the whole professional body, 
by every member of which his loss will be 
felt as a personal bereavement. 

He was ever mindful of the dignity and 
nobility of his calling, and was the life 
and soul of every enterprise looking to the 
advancement and utility of the medical 
profession, and his death will be felt and 
deplored by this entire community. 

Dead at the early age of forty-two years, 
he had already wrought his way to a posi- 
tion at the head of his profession, and ac- 
curately learned and faithful, diligent and 
conscientious. As a medical and surgical 
practitioner he was able, prompt, and 
skillful, and the faculty feel that in his 
death the institution has sustained great 
loss. 

The faculty are deeply impressed with a 
sense of the truth that the grief of widow- 
hood and orphanage is too sacred for in- 
trusion, but we may be permitted to hope 
that the Divine hand which tempers the 
wind to the shorn lamb may soften this 
extreme calamity to the wife and children 
of our departed friend and brother, and 
to them we tender our respectful sym- 
pathy. 

THE LATE DR. ASHFORD.—Death’s ar- 
row could not have been aimed at a more 
useful citizen nor one whose loss will be 
more keenly felt than Dr. F. A. Ashford. 
Few men of his age can look back to a life 
so full of merciful deeds—a past tilled with 
the grateful prayers of hundreds restored 
to health by the skill of this great and 
gentle surgeon. Gifted by nature with a 
splendid capacity for learning, ambitious 
and devoted to his profession, he studied 
and toiled on, though he had reached the 
zenith of his fame and calling, till an 
overtaxed system gave way, and Saturday 
morning, the 19th instant, our community 
was shocked with the news of his death. 
No one can take the place of this noble, 
good man, by the bedside of the little suf- 
ferers at the Children’s Hospital; here and 
in countless other places the skilled and 
sympathetic touch of Dr. Ashford will be 
missed for all time. To the bereft wife 
and fatherless little ones we offer the con- 
solation that a purer, braver, more honor- 
able man than Francis Asbury Ashford 
never lived.—Sunday Herald. 

The dying of some persons seems as 
natural as the falling of the autumn leaf, 
as the gathering of the corn fully ripe, 
while the departure of others is as swift 
and unnatural as the smiting of a summer- 

crowned oak by lightning in a clear sky 
at noonday. Such seems the sudden death 
of Dr. Francis Asbury Ashford, of this 
city. Beloved and honored of all men; 
trusted and held as authority by leading 
members of his own profession ; sought in 
the extremity of suffering for the most 
delicate skill, the most difficult help 
known to science ; a tower of strength to 
a beloved wife; the father of five little 
children, the youngest but three weeks 
old, be is suddenly withdrawn from our 
sight at noonday. Human sympathy can 
command no word of comfort to help the 
one most bereaved by such a loss, nor can 
time soon give back to this District another 
man who before his prime could be count- 
ed by his attainments its foremost surgeon, 
as was the great surgeon whose too early 
loss all deplore.—The Capital. 

PERSONAL. 

HON. WM, M. MERRICK, (1827).—From 
the St. Mary’s Beacon, we copy the fol- 
lowing notice of this distinguished jurist, 
whose name is carried on the College Re- 
gister for 1827 and the following years. 
Not only as a judge and jurist does Mr. 
Merrick stand prominent before the pub- 
lic, but better still as a Christian and de- 
vout Catholic, as witness his admirable ad- 
dress in Baltimore, last month, at the 
celebration of the Golden Jubilee of St. 
Vincent de Paul’s Conference. The pres- 
ence in official life of men like Judge Mer- 
rick gives reason “not to despair of the 
republic:” 

It gives us great pleasure to second the 
motion that Hon. Wm. Merrick, of How- 
ard, be nominated for Attorney-General 
by the Democratic State Convention, 
which assembles in September next. No 
nomination could be made, in our opinion, 
for the position named which would prove 
more acceptable to his party in the State, 
and none certainly which would give 
greater satisfaction to the Democracy of 
his old home and birthplace, Southern 
Maryland. Without claiming to be com- 
petent to judge of his professional ability, 
we know that he stands in the front rank 
of his profession and that he is a pleasant 
and agreeable gentleman, and what is 
better than either or both, we believe him 
to be an honest man and a true Democrat. 
We hope St. Mary’s will pay Judge Mer- 
rick the compliments of casting her three 
votes for him in the September conven- 
tion. 

PAUL ARNOLD, whose name is carried 
on the College Register for I872-’73-’74, is 
among the Bachelors of Law, who gradu- 
ated from the Law Department cn June 
6th. He recently received a promotion to 
the position of First Assistant-Examiner 
in the Patent Office, so that while waiting 
for clients he will not want for bread— 
and other good things. 

CHARLES W. RUSSELL, a student in the 
Academic Department during the last de- 

cade is an LL.B. of '83, and having achieved 
a name in literary circles by his yenture in 
the field of fiction a few years since, is the 
third of his family of the present genera- 
tion to take up the profession which his 
gifted father singularly illustrated. 

KEY. P. J. HLAIY, S. J. 

Our ex-president had just returned from 
a trip to the Bermudas, when last we went 
to press. Contrary to what we were 
then given to understand, the voyage 
proved of substantial benefit to him; so 
much so, that his physician deemed it of 
importance for him to secure the gain he 
had made, and for that object ordered him 
again to sea. Father Healy left Portland 
about the middle of May, for San Fran- 
cisco, where, on the 24th of the same 
month, he took passage on the revenue 
steamer Corwin, commanded by his broth- 
er, Captain M. Healy. This officer has 
been ordered by the Government to sail to 
Alaska, for the purpose of enforcing the 
laws of the United States in that distant 
portion of our territory. His cruise is also 
directed to securing further knowledge of 
the country and collecting scientific infor- 
mation, and will last till November. This 
is not the first time that the Corwin, under 
Captain Healy, has visited those distant 
seas. The vessel was sent to the relief of 
Berry, in the Rodgers, and accomplished 
much that failed of recognition in the De- 
partment at Washington. A summer on 
the sea in the high latitudes to be reached 
ought to prove of immense benefit to one 
in Father Healy’s condition, and we hope 
that on his return in November, we shall 
be gladdened by the news of his entire res- 
toration to health. 

A BF.SERVE1) PROMOTION. 

Again within a short time our faithful 
friend and sometime contributor, ED. 

WARD O. RUSSELL, has received a pro- 
motion in the clerical ranks of the Interior 
Department. His last advance is from 
a $1,200 to a $1,600 clerkship. Cordially 
does the JOURNAL congratulate him, 
trusting, however, that his pen will not 
lie idle by reason of the fuller stream of 
fortune that has set in upon him. 

—The Georgetown street cars still 
wear their reputation for sureness-but- 
slowness. Things have now come to 
such a pass, that the boys who are not 
fortunate enough to get near a car driver 
with a good repertory of war-tales and 
ghost stories, find, in counting the bricks 
of the houses along the route, the only 
available method of combining amuse- 
ment with wakefulness. 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 10 4 

THE GEORGETOWN 

COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

Estalblishd 1872. 

A TWELVE-PAGE QUARTO, PUBLISHED 
MONTHLY DURING THE TEN MONTHS 

OF THE SCHOLASTIC YEAR. 

TERMS:—On© dollar a year in advance. 
Single copies, ten cents. Rusiness cards 
(one inch) inserted for §5 a year, includ- 
ing a copy of the paper during- that 
period. Additional space furnished at 
the rate of fifty cents an inch, or Four 
dollars a colusnn, each issue. 

The COLLEGE JOURNAL is published by 
a stock association among the students. 
Its purpose is to aid their literary 
improvement, to chronicle the news of the 
College, SfC. The paper being principally 
devoted to matters of local interest, it must 
rely for its support chiefly upon the stu- 
dents and alumni of the College and its De- 
partments, and their friends. These and 
all former students are exhorted to sustain 
it by their patronage. 

Address, 

COLLEGE JOURNAL, 
Georgetown, D. C. 

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE, JUNE, 1883. 

ENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT WASHINGTON, 
D. C., AS SECOND-CLASS MATTER. 

Editorial Committee. 

J. F. O’NEILL, ’83. T. D. J. GALLAGHER,’84. 

FRANCIS A. BROGAN.’SS. FRANCIS J.LAWLER,’84 

Rusiness Manager. 
THOMAS H. DOLAN. 

Assistant. 
JOHN W. D. KELLY. 

IN refreshing contrast to the apathy 
that has for some time pervaded the lit- 
erary societies of the college, is the en- 
ergy and spirit that has marked the base 
ball nines on both sides of the yard. The 
record of victories that we publish in 
this issue contains only a few selected 
games from the many that have been 
successfully and brilliantly played by the 
various nines during the past month. 
The success of the First Nine has been 
particularly noticeable, and we gladly ex- 
tend our congratulations to our cham- 
pions on their approaching victory in the 
intercollegiate contest. Whatever opin- 
ion one may entertain concerning a too 
great attention to organized out-door 
sports—-a question, by the way, that is 
being vigorously discussed just now by 
leading educators—no one can refuse to 

admire the manly zest and vigor with 
which our players have entered into each 
contest, nor the executive ability with 
which all this has been directed by the 
managers. The energy that can plan and 
successfully conduct a base ball campaign 
cannot fail of like success when turned 
in other channels ; and meanwhile its in- 
fluence and incitement is felt in other 
departments of college life. We are 
confident that the deeds of the nine of 
'83 with its brilliant pitcher and catcher 
will be told in the college for many years 
to come. 

ELSEWHERE will be found a report of 
the commencement exercises of the Law 
Department, which took place on the 6th 
instant. There was one feature of that 
occasion upon which we propose to make 
a few observations; in the conduct of which 
we shall be careful not to trench upon the 
ground covered by our reporter. 

That feature was the stage decorations. 
Flowers and the L. L. B.’s, then, is our 
theme. There can hardly be any necessity 
for us to declare at the outset that we are 
lovers of these beautiful tributes of nature 
to this earthly habitation of ours, which, 
from “ loss of Eden,” is not overcrowded 
with beauty. But we believe, (what some 
people do not believe, or at least ignore,) 
that flowers are amenable to that general 
law, which is written : “ All things have 
their season,” and that they are not of the 
number of those things of which it is writ- 
ten : “Be instant in season, and out of sea- 
son.” 

Now, is the occasion which confers upon 
a number of young gentlemen the degree 
of Bachelors of Law a proper season for 
floral displays that nearly throw into the 
shade the famed Botanical Gardens of the 
United States, which are justly an object 
of curiosity and interest to every visitor to 
the Capital ? We think not. And yet the 
stage of Ford’s Opera House on the evening 
of the 6th was verily a spectacle of floral 
glory and beauty “ that a Shenstone might 
have envied.” 

As we gazed in admiration upon the 
marvel of brightness, freshness and har- 
monious variety into which the familiar old 
boards had been transformed, we had our 
admiration stifled by the iniquiry that 
could not be driven out of our minds—isn’t 
this thing altogether out of joint with the 
fitness of things ? The eye was delighted, 
but the mind was dissatisfied. 

We do not propose to argue the question 
upon which we have just submitted to our 
readers our own opinion. Perhaps it is 
strictly a question of taste, and de gustibus 
non disputandum is one of the world’s 

tried maxims. We refer to it simply 
because there is not far ahead of us another 
commencement with which we of the aca- 
demic department are more closely identi- 
fied ; and we wish to do what we may to 
encourage those of the participants who 
think, as we do, that the dictates of good 
taste require that a line of distinction be 
drawn between the decorations of a stage 
upon which young gentlemen are to be 
made masters or bachelors of law and arts, 
and that upon which blushing misses are 
awarded certificates of proficiency in 
music, painting, etiquette, punctuaiity> 
tidiness, etc. 

THE small boys, wisely departing from 
the usual manner of spending holidays, 
enjoyed themselves last Wednesday by 
picnicking in the woods near Chain 
Bridge. The manager of the JOURNAL 

was honored with a special invitation, 
and accompanied by a friend, he set out 
for the scene of the festivities. On their 
arrival their eyes were greeted with a 
sight calculated to revive the drooping 
energies of travelers footsore and weary; 
prefects were seen doing duty as cooks 
over improvised stoves, and all were 
busily engaged in preparing dinner. A 
very tempting meal was soon spread in 
the shade, and the rapidity with which 
the boys, and the invited guests in par- 
ticular, caused the eatables to disappear, 
testified more eloquently than words 
their appreciation of Mr. McGurk’s 
culinary skill. Boating, fishing, and 
other sports were continued until sun- 
down, when the picnickers returned, 
delighted with their day’s sport in the 
woods. Pieknics have come to be almost 
unknown at the College, and Mr. Mc- 
Gurk is to be congratulated upon the suc- 
cess of Ills new departure. 

OUR EXCHANGES. 

We ought to be pardoned, we think, if 
we play Pharisee for just a little while, 
and thank God that we are not, as are 
many of our publican exchanges, given to 
the objectionable practice of puffing col- 
umn upon column of fragrant flattery at 
the intellectual noses of other of our pub- 
lican exchanges, with the one object in 
view, of having it all duly puffed back, 
whiff for whiff. The boast—for it is a 
boast-may compromise our reputation for 
good-humor; we know that very well, and 
care for it proportionately little. Even at 
the risk of appearing less amiable in cer- 
tain quarters, we intend to go on in our 
own blundering way, telling our many ex- 
changes just what we think of them. We 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

expect a like treatment in return—is it 
too much?—and trust that our exchanges 
who blame us, as well as our exchanges 
who praise us, mean precisely what they 
say,—though as to particular sheets we 
are free to admit that we are harassed by 
doubts. If it is true,-and we think it 
is,—that a work can be “damned with 
faint praise,” it is equally true that it 
may be damned with much praise, and 
this, we suspect, is very likely to be the 
case when to that which is intrinsically 
deserving of damnation is superadded the 
double damnation of a “ puff ” that must 
be paid for. And this is why, since we 
cannot, like the gentle Ophelia, turn “to 
favor or to prettiness” everything, good, 
bad or indifferent, that we meet, we like 
best, next to that injunction of Othello 
to “set down naught in malice,” the 
other one, equally fair: 

“Nothing extenuate.” 

But we are making an ambitious proae- 
mium to a tale which, after all, many of 
our readers will not deem worth the tell- 
ing : we must speak, algates, of the Vir- 
ginia University Magazine for April. A 
sorry theme, truly! The jokes are good; 

as usual; “ My First Case ” is tolerable ; 
“Women at the University” is laugh- 
able ; and of “ Vesuvius,” it may be said, 
at least, that it is a rough diamond: there 
is a great deal in it, and it might be worth 
something if polished. But the rest of 
the Magazine is insufferable! Callow po- 
litical essays on the “ Stability of the 
French Republic,” “Robespierre and 
His Times,” dispute the palm of foolish- 
ness with “Sketches,” certain delight- 
fully vague “Thoughts in England,” 
and—but there can be no question that 
“The Proceedings of the Skragsbotum 
Quiz Club ” is incomparably the silliest 
production on record. 

“The mellow rays of the sinking sun 
gilded the hills and loftly pines, and were 
reflected as a thousand arrows from the 
rippling surface of a northern lake. Few 
settlers had pushed so far north, but 
here and there a silver pyramid of smoke 
rose majestically to the clouds, and the 
eye spies among the wheat-sheaves the 
cot of a Norwegian peasant.” This is 
the first dose of a “ sketch ” in the V. U. 
M.; and if our readers charitably suppose 
that the rest of it may be better, wre con- 
fidently dare them to read the “ sketch ” 
in its beautiful entirety. Our advice to 
the maker thereof would be, that here- 
after, instead of sending his elucubra- 
tions to the press, he keep the manuscript 
by him as a precious relic, not of his suc- 
cess, but of his failure as a “sketcher. ’’ It 

is curious to notice that, not long since, our 
Virginia friend asserted, with even less of 
modesty than of truth, that it was by all 
odds the best college paper in the conn 
try, with a possible exception in favor of 
the Yale Literary Magazine. Now, if it 
be not too presumptuous in the JOURNAL 

to see deficiencies in the V. U. M., (which, 
however, we consider to be far ahead of 
the Yale Lit.,) we take the liberty of re- 
minding the V. U. M. that we are. at the 
present writing, just as unwilling to sub- 
scribe our ‘ ‘ Nil ultra quaero plebeius ” to 
their “ Lex Sum," as we ever were. If 
the V. U. M. puts us in its Index Expur- 
gatorius in consequence of our being 
found guilty of these strong non conform, 
ist opinions, we shall endeavor to support 
the affliction with Christian fortitude. 

Oh, that Sunbeam will be the death of 
us! What have we done to offend the 
“ gurls ?” Oh, say! What is the matter 
with the gushing creatures? We wish 
we knew ; we will cheerf uly sacrifice our 
whole chest of homoeopathic medicines, 
if by the sacrifice their condition can be 
bettered! We could lay our hand on our 
heart, and look with our honest blue eye 
into the “liquid depths” of Miss Sun- 
beam's orbs, and say truly that we always 
liked Miss Sunbeam; but, unfortunately 
we didn’t persuade ourself to like her 
until quite lately, and we haven’t a blue 
eye to our name anyhow. But we prom- 
ise to do our little best for the Sunbeam, 
if the dear creature will only afford us 
the necessary explanation. 

The Sunbeam and the Clionean Argus: 
sweet feminine creatures. Were it not 
for our dearest Susie of the Earlhamite,-— 

“ How happy could I be with either 
Were t’other dear charmer away !” 

The following poem is from the Clio- 
nean Argus. We respectfully call atten- 
tion to it, as being in many respects a 
truly remarkable production : 

EPISODE IN AN 0. M'S LIFE. 

There was a preacher who early, not late, 
Attended conference in a Tennessee State; 
While the members of this body were in session 
A dark-eyed maiden taught him a life lesson. 

Miss X was the maiden with downcast eyes, 
Who entrapped the preacher so knowing and wise, 
In fact it had been her life-long ambition, 
To win a preacher, but on this condition : 

This parson must a widower be, 
Encumbered with children, one, two or three. 
She thought it would be just to her hand 
To guide, direct and aid the little hand. 

Now, these requirements were fully met, 
In Mr. Y , so her heart was set. 
With many an art and plan, 
She went to work to captivate this man. 

On a moon-light night, he to church with her 
went, 
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And she no longer her fate did lament: 
With whispered words so low and sweet, 
He told of his home so incomplete. 

Without her presence to cheer and to bless 
His life would be sheer emptiness. 
To him it was the strangest thing under the sun, 
Why the parsonage, by her, had never been won. 

With silent lips and beating heart, 
She listened while he told his part, 
And then most wondrous strange to tell 
These words from her pale lips fell: 

‘ ‘The honor you pay me no doubt is well meant, 
But to your plans I cannot consent: 
My life you see to another work is given, 
And horn the schoolroom I cannot be riven.” 

But now the maiden “all forlorn” 
Sits in her room and thus does mourn: 
“ O, that I could those words recall, 
And to-day might reign in his parsonage hall.” 

\ 
Alas ! for preacher! Alas! for maid! 
Those hasty words cannot be unsaid, 
But she vows by all things above and below, 
That she never again can be made to say “no.” 

Oh, how we should like to see the Earl- 
hamite, the Sunbeam and the Argus Clio- 
nean, engaged in a good fight! What a 
fuss they would make, to be sure: it 
would bankrupt all description. Such a 
“scrimmage,” however, is out of the 
range of probability: all three of them 
love the JOURNAL too well to find time to 
hate each other. 

The article in the Bates Student, on 
“The Jesuits,” is in itself a conclusive 
proof of the fact that if the writer thereof 
would content himself with writing truth 
he would be a good writer. 

Verily, this Exchange writing, like 
misery, brings a man strange bed-fellows. 
It would sour our temper to look at any 
more. We shall stop. 

AH ! 

THE MERRICK REBATE. 

Since our last issue this prominent event 
in our Academic Calendar came off, and 
both the excitement of anticipation and 
speculation as to the result have either died 
out or undergone a lull, awaiting the offi- 
cial announcement on Commencement 
Day. Owing to the illness of one of the 
contestants, the p debate was postponed 
two weeks beyond the time usually allot- 
ted to its preparation. For the third year 
since the founding of the prize, the con- 
test took place at Lincoln Hall, by night, 
rather than at the College during the 
afternoon. As a consequence, the largest 
audience that has, so far, gathered to hear 
the debate, assembled on the evening of 
May 17, and the orators could complain of 
no want of encouragement from their lis- 
teners, so far as numbers and good-will 
could bestow any. It is always useful if 
not pleasant “ To see oursel’s as 
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ithers see us,” so we offer the opin- 
ion of the debate furnished to the 
Catholic Mirror by its Washington 
correspondent, and another found in 
the Sunday Herald. As will be ob- 
served, the writer in the Mirror was not 
aware of the fact that Dr. Toner had 
kindly acted as a substitute for Assistant- 
Attorney General McCammon, who was 
prevented by indisposition from being on 
the board of judges. Judge Wylie, to 
whom an apology was offered for ask- 
ing him to devote an evening to our ser- 
vice after wearisome hours in court, an- 
swered, that he much preferred to listen to 
four speeches in one evening than to sit 
through one speech for four and five days. 

The Mirror says: 
Georgetown College still maintains its 

high standard of excellence and keeps up 
its old time reputation. On Thursday 
evening last the annual debate of the 
Philodemic Society of the College, for the 
“Merrick Medal,” took place at Line fin 
Hall before a large and appreciative au- 
dience. The subject was: “Besolved, That 
the growth of large cities is conducive to the 
best interests of society.” The question 
was very ably discussed by Mr. Jas. P. 
Lawler, of Wisconsin, and Mr. Jas. F. 
O'Neil], of Georgia, in the affirmative, and 
Mr. John D. McLaughlin, of Massachu- 
setts, and Mr. John B. Madigan, of 
Maine, in the negative. The argument of 
the first-named young gentleman was 
very clear and concise, and Mr. McLaugh- 
lin followed with a denial, in which he 
presented many excellent reasons to 
prove his side of the case, Mr. O’Neill 
then argued for the affirmative, and he 
presented in beautiful language and wilh 
graceful eloquence the culture of the city, 
which, he argued, elevated mankind. The 
debate was closed by Mr. Madigan, whose 
presentation of the negative side of the 
question, was exceedingly fine, and, to my 
mind, unanswerable. He pictured the 
vice of the great cities, where, in miserable 
hovels, filth and vice fester and eat into 
the tissue of human society. He gave a 
beautiful description of man in full vigo. 
of body and mind breathing the pure air 
of the country, with everything to inspire 
him with lofty sentiments, and he asked 
the audience to choose between the coun- 
try and the city, and to say where a man 
finds his brightest elevation and refine- 
ment. The judges of the debate were 
Hon. Andrew Wylie, Justice Supreme 
Court District of Columbia; Hon. Joseph K. 
McCammon, Assistant Attorney General, 
and Hon. J. Hubley Ashton. 

The Herald says: 
The annual debate for the Merrick Medal, 

which took place at Lincoln Hall Thursday 
evening, brought the usual rally of George- 
town College students and their friends. 
It is a relief to find one university that 
cultivates contests in oratory and rhetoric, 
instead of solely in athletics, though George- 
town College is not behind ir, the latter 
respect either. The subject on the occa- 
sion was “Resolved, That the growth of 
large cities is conducive to the best inter- 

ests of society,” and it was ably argued 
by Mr. Francis J. Lawyer, of Wisconsin, 
and James P. O’Neill, of Georgia, in the 
affirmative; John B. Madigan, of Maino, 
in the negative. The young debaters cen- 
fined themselves chiefly to abstract reason- 
ing from the nature of man and society, 
and therefore did not make the subject so 
interesting to the general public as a freer 
use of illustration and example would have 
done. Justice Wylie, Dr. Toner, and 
Hon. J. Hubley Ashton acted as judges, 
but as usual their decision will not be dis- 
closed until Commencement Day. 

We are free to indulge in speculation as 
to the result of the contest, since the de- 
cision of the judges, Hon. Andrew Wylie, 
Hon. J. Hubley Ashton, and Dr. Joseph 
M. Toner, is withheld till Commence- 
ment, but those of our readers, who were 
present on the occasion, have opinions of 
their own, and would consider themselves 
under no obligation for ours. Hence we 
offer but one or two comments. An inno- 
vation that speaks well for the wisdom of 
the debaters of ’83, was the non-use of 
water during their speeches. To take a 
gulp of water after each and every argu- 
ment which the orator puts forward, in no 
way tends to emphasize or to strengthen 
it; and it rarely helps the speaker to 
greater force of directness of speech. But 
some of the debaters appeared to be sur- 
prisingly unconscious of the fact, that 
quite four-fifths of the audience were losing 
all that they were saying. Why cannot 
our speakers learn to talk in an audible 
tone? E\en Daniel Webster would have 
failed to carry his point, if those whom he 
addressed could not hear him. We want 
speech, not pantomime. 

THE PHILOSOHOSIAK DEBATE. 

As we ventured to predict in these 
columns in the beginning of the year, the 
highest success has attended the efforts 
of the Philonomosian Society, and the 
annual debate which was held before a 
college audience, May 22d, was highly 
interesting to those who attended, and a 
good indication of the advances made by 
the members of the society. 

The question discussed was: Should 
the United States have prevented the oc- 
cupation of Mexico by Napoleon III ? 
The judges of the debate were Fathers 
Guldner and Becker and Mr. Tarr. Their 
decision will not be made known until 
the end of the year, and in the remarks 
that we now venture on the efforts of the 
debaters, we can in no manner foreshadow 
the result, and only seek to echo the opin- 
ion of the yard as expressed after the per- 
formance. 

Mr. Colligan’s opening argument for 
the affirmative showed a good conception 

of the points at issue, and was clear and 
forcible in statement; but by reason of 
many defects in voice and gesture, it was 
considerably marred in the delivery. 

Mr. Latshaw’s effort on behalf of the 
negative was a fluent speech, ably com- 
posed and eloquently delivered, abound- 
ing in neat touches of humor and sarcasm 
and in telling hits, to which the audience 
heartily responded by frequent applause. 
It was lacking chiefly in orderly arrange- 
ment and logical arguments bearing 
directly upon the question under discus- 
sion. The purpose of these debates, we 
take it, is to cultivate a style of oratory 
in which argument holds the chief place 
and the graces of eloquence are used as 
aids to that end, but are not substituted 
in place of that first object. 

Mr. Ttoche’s speech on the affirmative 
was manly and mature in tone, and with- 

■out going into any of the minute details, 
summed up the leading arguments which, 
in the speaker’s opinion, seemed to bear 
upon the question. The gentleman’s 
delivery was clear and deliberate, and 
gave his hearers full opportunity to fol- 
low his train of reasoning. 

Mr. Jones closed the debate by pre- 
senting an array of well-arranged facts, 
and showing their bearing upon the 
questions in a masterly, though some- 
what labored, argument, which he deliv- 
ered in a rather monotonous though cer- 
tainly intelligent manner. His speech 
showed a careful study of the question, 
and he succeeded in presenting the much 
discussed Monroe doctrine in a clearer 
light than did any of the other speakers. 

THE AKNUAI COMMENCEMENT OF 
THE SCHOOL OF LAW. 

The JOURNAL has long ago set its front 
against the tide of commencemental flow- 
ers that for some time has been flooding 
the commencement stages of the country. 
It is no part of your reporter’s business 
now to discuss that question on its merits; 
but it must have been with a tinge of dis- 
couragement that all the representatives 
of the JOURNAL looked upon the elaborate 
and beautiful display of flowers that sur- 
rounded the newly-made bachelors of law 
at Ford’s Opera House on the evening of 
the 6th. 

Shortly after seven o’clock, the invited 
guests began to arrive, and when the Ma- 
rine Band, at eight o’clock, struck up an 
overture, the orchestra and parquette 
were filled by one of the most select au- 
diences that ever assembled in the gay 
capital. The crowd, which continued 
pouring in had, after this, to be directed 
by the ushers to the dress-circle, which 
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was shortly filled with the friends of the 
institution and of the young gentlemen 
most interested in the evening’s exercises. 

The Reverend President of the Univer- 
sity, some minutes after eight o’clock, rose, 
and, after a brief address, conferred the 
degree of Master of Laws upon Mr. Thomas 
J. White, of Kansas, and the degree of 
Bachelor of Laws upon the sixteen young 
gentlemen of the graduating class. 

After a beautiful cornet solo by Mr. 
Wm. Jaeger, of the Marine Band, Hon. 
Jno. M. Wilson, the orator of the evening, 
addressed the graduating class. This re- 
porter cannot trust himself to attempt a 
synopsis of the address. It is sufficient to 
say that it was altogether characteristic of 
the speaker, being marked by that sim- 
plicity of style, clearness of arrangement, 
cogency of reasoning and earnestness of 
manner which have made him famous at 
the American bar; while through it all 
was prominent the matchless vigor of 
practical, common sense. In other words 
the address was what it purported to be— 
and address to the graduating class, ad- 
vising it upon the unfamiliar path upon 
which its members were about to enter. 
And, within the short space of time em- 
ployed by the speaker, more could not 
possibly have been done in this direction. 

But the event of the evening which 
caused the greatest flutter of excitement 
and interest in the breasts of the students 
and such of their intimate friends as helped 
swell the audience, was the award of 
prizes by the Hon. Richard T. Merrick, 
which was next in order upon the pro- 
gramme. Mr. Merrick, after explaining 
the purpose of the prizes offered, said 
that he was under instructions from the 
faculty to say that the result had been far 
beyond their most sanguine expectations, 
in the development of close, earnest, and 
intelligent searching after those principles 
of the law which are all that can be taught 
a student, and upon which he is after- 
wards to build whatever of enduring 
fame his diligence and his ability enables 
him to build. 

The prize of one hundred dollars to the 
member of the senior class sustaining 
throughout the year the best average in 
recitations and examinations had, he said, 
given the faculty such trouble in deter- 
mining to whom, of two contestants, it 
should be awarded, that they had finally 
abandoned the impossible task of giving 
either of them the preference, and have 
had duplicated the prize—awarding one 
hundred dollars each to Mr. Charles A 
Sinn, of South Carolina, and Mr. Samuel 
M. Yeatman, of Virginia. 

The prize of a scholarship in the first- 
graduate course, with cash added to an 
amount making the value of the prize 
forty dollars, offered for the best essay 
by a member of the senior class upon any 
one of a number of legal subjects submit- 
ted to their selection, was awarded to Mr. 
Charles W. Russell, of West Virginia— 
subject, the Dartmouth College case. The 
cash prize of forty dollars, offered the 
member of the Junior Class maintaining 
throughout the year the highest average 
in recitations and examinations, was 
awarded to Mr. P. Xavier Smith, of Vir- 
ginia, an alumnus of last year, and whom 
our readers will remember as the winner 
of the much coveted philosophy medal at 
the commencement of the academic de- 
partment last year. His success only con- 
firms and justifies the promise of a bright 
future, of which his college career gave 
such abundant earnest. 

The unqualified terms of praise in which 
the faculty', through Mr. Merrick, spoke of 
the zeal and interest manifested by the 
students throughout the year, as well as 
the high averages attained by the greater 
number, speak volumes of praise for the 
School of Law. For prizes, though of 
indefinite number and value, would never 
alone beget earnest and intelligent study. 
They are potent adjuncts to our efficient 
corps of instructors, but they are only ad- 
juncts; the real cause, as every one must 
understand, of the highly successful years' 
work just closed is to be found in the pa- 
tient, thorough, and able course of in- 
struction under which it has been the 
privilege of the young gentlemen of the 
school of law to sit. We say it with mod- 
esty, who perhaps should not say it at all, 
that there is no law school in the land 
better equipped in every detail to train 
young aspirants to legal knowledge than 
the Law' Department of our own Univer- 
sity. A. C. W. 

LOCALS. 

—Through the kindness of our Reve- 
rend President, the boys are the proud 
and grateful possessors of an excellent 
photograph of Father Wliiteford. 

—The preliminary contest in Decla- 
mation took place on May 30th, and was 
a very enjoyable affair. Father Murphy, 
S. J., Pastor of St. Aloysius’ Church, and 
President of Gonzaga College, Washing- 
ton, whose kindly interest in what con- 
cerns the College and the boys has been 
shown on many occasions, offers a special 
prize for Declamation to he awarded on 
Commencement Day. 

CLINEDINST, 
The Celebrated Baltimore 

PHOTOGRAPHER/ 
Having fully tested the merits of the 

Paris Instantaneous Process, and finding 
it far exceeding in elegance of results 
any of the old methods of making sit- 
tings, has decided to Make a Specialty 
of this New and Great improvement in 
Photography. 

CABINETS AT $3.00 PER DOZEN. 

CLIKEIUSrST’S Photographic Studio, 
477 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

WASHINGTON, 1>. €. 

Q.EORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. 
DEPARTMENT OF LAW. 

Academic Year 1882-’83. 
FACULTY: 

The REV. JAS. A. DOONAN, S. J., 
President of the University. 

CHARLES W. HOFFMAN, LL. I)., 
Dean of the Faculty an$ President of the Moot 

Court. 

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

Nations. 

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

Lecturer on Statutory and Administrative Law. 
MARTIN F. MORRIS, LL. D., 

Lecturer on Pleading and Practice (at Law and 
in Equity,) the Law of Evidence, and Cor- 

porations. 
JOSEPH 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, 

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

TV^EDICAL 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 H. A. KLEIN SCHMIDT, M. D.. 

Professor of Physiology. 
THOMAS ANTISELL, M. D., 

Professor of Chemistry and Toxicology. 

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

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

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

THOMAS MoARDLE, M. D , 
Lecturer on Venereal Diseases. 
SAMUEL S. ADAMS, M. I)., 

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. 
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ffi TAILORS AND CLOTHIERS, 
1 * s» I * 

ESTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND EURRIERS, 
No. 621 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

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

Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D. C. Entire BuildinR 

ST. JAMES HOTEL, 
(EUROPEAN PLAN.) 

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

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

Ladies’and Gentlemen’s dining rooms 
open at all hours during the day and 
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. 
Georgetown, D. C. 

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 
' ' LIGHT CO. 

Office and Laboratory, 
60S 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. 

G1 J OLD AND SILVER WATCHES. 

RICH JEWELRY & SILVER WARE. 
SPECTACLES & EYEGLASSES. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. 
MONOGRAMS AND OTHER EN- 

GRAVING. 
FINE WATCHES CAREFULLY 

REPAIRED. 
JEWELRY REPAIRED & MADE 

TO ORDER, 
J. S. BLACKFORD, 

312 5 M STREET. N . W. 

A SCWARTZ, 
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. 

B1
 ROBINSON. W. L. CHERY. 

J> ROBINSON & CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 

FOR 

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS. 

909 Pennsylvania Ave., Washington, D.C. 

jJUME, CLEARY & CO., 

807 Market Space, Washington, D. C. 

Dealers in 

FINE FAMILY GROCERIES, 
Foreign and Domestic Fruits, Havana 

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

Champagne. 
And Proprietors of 

OT,D STAG PURE RYE WHISKEY. 
Goods packed and delivered at any point 

within the District limits Lee of charge. 

w 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! 

A LARGE ASSORTMENT FOR MEN 
AND BOYS. 

EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

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

C. BAILEY, 

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

Hair Cutting and Shaving in the District. 
1$^COLLEGE TRADE SOLICITED.1”®® 

No. 60 Bridge Street, Georgetown, 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. C. 

JOSEPH SCHLADT, 

RESTAURANT, 
9 High St., het. 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 ail other times 
guarantee perfect satisfaction at his busi- 
ness establishment. 
JUNE SHOES 

GREAT VARIETY. LOWEST PRICES. 

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

Shoes made to measure. All orders re- 
ceive prompt attention. 
ESTABLISHED 1833. 

JOHN 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. 

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 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 

NOETH -A-HSTID IE -A. ST, 

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. 0. 

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. 

V IRGINIA MIDLAND RAILWAY 
TO THE 

SOUTH and SOUTHWEST. 
Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 

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

ton to Augusta without change. Eor 
tickets and information call at Virginia 
Midland office, 601 Penn. ave. N. MAO 
DANIEL, Agent; M. SLAUGHTER, G.P.A. 

T HOMAS E. W AGGAMAN, 

REAL ESTATE AGENT 

AND AUCTIONEER, 

F street, Washington, D. 0. 

THE ONE-PRICE CLOTHIER, 

410 Seventh Street, 

READY MADE, 
FURNISHING, 
TAILORING and 
SPORTING 

j DEPARTMENTS. 

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

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

TNTRODUCERS OF 

HEADGEAR. 

ALL THE STYLES IN FALL AND WINTER 

This Institution was founded in 1799, 
and rebuilt in 1873. It occupies a beauti- 
ful site on the Heights of Georgetown, 
overlooking at once the city of Washington 
and the lovely water scenery of the Poto- 
mac. 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 comprised 
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 for- 
eign languages can hardly be surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the Institu- 
tion. 

HATS. 

DUNLOP & CO.’S NEW YORK SILK, 
FELT, AND OPERA HATS. 

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

ALL AT THE LOWEST PRICES. 

WILLET & RUOFF, 

905 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

| | C. EWALD 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 

JAS. T. CLEMENTS, 

UNDERTAKER AND DIRECTOR 
OF FUNERALS, 

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

Everything first-class and at reasonable 
rates. 

JJENRY VOGLER, 

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

(near Hartig’s store,) 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

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

AT LOW PRICES. 

Supplied on most liberal terms by 
JOHN MURPHY & CO., 

Publishers, Booksellers and Stationers, 
Baltimore. 

IOE CREAM SALOON, 

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

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

HAIR-CUT OR A CLEAN EASY SHAVE 
Go to 

TANCIL’S TOILET, 

No. 100 High St., near Gay, Georgetown. 
Everything first-rate, and none but the 

best workmen employed. 

pATHOLIC BOOKS. 

PETER F. CUNNINGHAM & SON, 
Publishers and Catbol.ic Booksellers. 

817 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 

fflTTTQ TJ A *DT7T> may be found on file at Geo. 
1 lilD JL ill Juil p. Rowell & Co’s Newspaper 
Advertising Bureau (10 Spruce StA where adverUsffig 
contracts may he made for it IN NEW YORK.*- 


