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TO THE CHILDREN SINGING 
CHRISTMAS HYMNS. 

Sing us songs, 0 little children ! 
Soft airs let your fancies weave ; 

Sweeter sound they in life’s morning 
Than the gray-beard’s song at eve. 

Dearer, too, unto the Father, 
For on you the Saviour smiled, 

When he likened his own kingdom 
To the kingdom of a child. 

You can draw us nearer Heaven, 
Singing clear your hymns of praise ; 

You can make our souls yet stronger, 
You can teach us God’s own ways. 

Once a great saint, good and holy, 
Fallen ’mid wrong thoughts and wild, 

Was led gently back from error 
By a smiling angel child. 

For he wished to pierce with reason 
God’s own veil of mystery ; 

Tho’ in faith our loving Father 
Bade us e’er as children be. 

Wrapped in doubt and shadows gloomy, 
Walked he by the tossing main; 

And in darkness prayed the Father 
Send him light and faith again. 

Looked he down along the sea shore, 
Saw a child upon the sand 

Pouring water in a hollow 
Fashioned by its tiny hand. 

Smiling spoke the Saint, and kindly 
Giving the child’s head a pat, 

“ You cannot pour ocean’s waters 
I11 a little hole like that.” 

Spoke the child, with mild reproval: 
‘‘Still more foolish thou than I, 

Who, with man’s poor bounded vision, 
Seek the secrets of the sky. 

“ Sooner shall this tiny hollow 
Hold the wild, unresting sea, 

Than thy little mind, O mortal, 
Hold thy God’s infinity! ” 

Spoke the angel thus and vanished. 
To the good Saint, from that day, 

O’er reason’s feebler glimmer 
Shone the light of faith alway. 

Teach us faith too, little children, 
Singing clear your hymns of praise, 

You can draw us nearer Heaven, 
You can teach 11s God’s own ways. 

Faith, the guiding star of Heaven, 
That beaming o’er life’s restless main, 

Bids us firmly walk the waters, 
Or, fait’ring, take good heart again. 

Not like Peter, sinking, timid: 
Knowing no doubt nor fearful qualm, 

Following at our Saviour’s bidding 
We shall find a perfect calm. 

Sing us, then, the dear old legends 
Till good will on earth do reign ; 

Till the holy tide of Christmas 
Bears the Christ to our hearts again. 

H. C. W. 

LEAVES OF IVY FROM AN OLD 
ABBEY. 

Ill the court, high up over the gray walls 
of the cloister, a tree spreads its arms, 
alonelike a watchman, in the old monk's 
house. It is a sturdy and an ancient tree, 
that saw the light in the ruin, a little 
twig, in the long years ago. It made 
friends with the ivy that crept over on the 
stones. The ruin and the tree went on 
growing old together, seeing generations 
of men coming into life and being gath- 
ered out of it again, and together they are 
growing old now. But I almost wish the 
treea way. The soil,the sky that stretches 
so beautifully above us—strange day for 
Ireland—are older far than the Abbey. 
And yet, though we wonder at their mys- 
teries and honor them as God’s works, 
they do not inspire us witli that same 
sympathetic feeling. This old ruin was 
the work of men like ourselves—men 
who felt with hearts like ours, who lived 
a life different in detail, yet the life that 
we are living. When we think thus we 
forget that man lias made unlovely every- 
thing that is unlovely in the world. We 
forget that the stunted flowers grow in 
the crannies of the stones that he has 
builded up ; that the shadow of sorrow 
falls only in his houses or the paths 
where he has walked; that the bird sings 
gleefully until the sportsman kills its 
mate; that the rivers are crystal clear 

1 until the dii't from the great towns is 
thrown into them. We forget that we 
die; that man condemned us to it; that 
we suffer, and he has driven us to want: 
he has turned his back upon us when a 
helping word, an extended hand might 
have saved us; lie has wounded our 
hearts, broken our lives, deceived us, 
trampled on us. We have deceived and 
wronged ourselves For much of this 
there is no help. It has gone forth in 
thunder—we must die. But why men- 
tion death ? Death is not in itself un- 
lovely. There are unlovely deaths, and 
others in which the departing soul leaves 
only memories full of benedictions, in- 
fluences which make us ashamed of any 
deeds but good deeds. To deserve one 
another’s sympathy for ourselves and our 
works we should change life; cease to be 

an anomaly in nature. We claim to be 
the “crown and glory of a great crea- 
tion.” Can we not be so in act? Do we 
help one another to bear one another’s 
burdens ? Do we hold back the brier- 
branch that it may not fly in the face of 
our brother following in our path through 
the wood ? Do we check our lips when 
they are about to utter the unkind word? 
I wonder how many of those who fill 
these quiet graves were driven to them 
by the unkindness and coldness of those 
who should have loved them? More than 
we think; more than we think. Many 
of them have their romances. Perhaps 
I shall tell you one before we leave the 
Abbey. 

Sometimes I have asked myself, Does 
the happy soul ever think of the old body 
in which it acted out its life; long to 
come and hover round the place where it 
is lying? It was so natural to turn the 
eye to see, to move the feet, to pass from 
place to place, to extend the hand in the 
salutation of friendship. “All the houses 
where men have lived are haunted 
houses. ” Are these poor ashes haunted, 
too? We know—through that greatest 
element of man’s nobility, faith—that on 
the resurrection day, body and soul will be 
united. This union, then, must be an 
added perfection; it would be sacrile- 
gious to suppose it an empty form. If it 
is an added perfection, the stateof union 
is higher than the state of separation, 
and we seem at least at liberty to indulge 
the fancy that the soul regrets the sepa- 
ration. Not with a regret that is akin to 
pain; for in Heaven there is no pain. 

No wonder you grow restive under such 
philosophizing. Perhaps, like me, you 
would prefer a world of poets to a world 
of philosophers. This spot, where the 
graves are,was the chapel of “Our Lady, ” 
and there, empty and desolate, is the 
crumbling window, its tracery becoming 
dimmer as each new winter casts its fan- 
tastic snows upon it. The painted glass 
that filled it once has been ground to 
dust again; the tapers that sent their 
light through it are burnt out; the hymns 
that made it vibrate are hushed forever. 
See there a spray of the ivy twined 
around the stone as if it would fondle 
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and protect it. I don’t know the name 
of that bird that perched upon it just 
now and sang, but its music broke the 
quiet so solemnly that it seemed some- 
thing more than natural. I almost ex- 
pected to see a procession of gray-beards 
in flowing robes of brown, with crucifix 
and candle and book. But the old monks 
are “ in the register of God, not in the 
records of men.” If they came now 
their footfalls would be silent, for the 
long, green grass gives no sound. 

Probably it is time to cease talking of 
ghosts. In this eminently practical age 
we must beware of too much of the mar- 
vellous. It is childish, you know. And 
yet because we loved these things in 
childhood is no reason to scorn them 
now. George Eliot says: “ The world 
would not appear half so beautiful to us 
if we had not been children in it.” 
Should we not then recall with pleasure 
everything that helped to render child- 
hood lovely':' The first impressions of the 
unreality of things flashed rudely enough 
on the mind—like a light that was not 
wanted, showing us the dark beneath the 
bright, when we found out that some- 
thing we had loved was not worth the 
loving, when life’s cruel fingers crushed 
the rose leaves of some sweet fancy of 
ours. But it is given to us to look back 
to childhood,when we saw the bright and 
not the dark; when we did love; when 
the flowers really bloomed, and we can 
believe again and trust. I cannot blame 
the man who says, “It was better, fairer, 
fonder, when I was a child.” There may 
be reason for his lament. Who knows 
but that the world has been hard to him 
and he is looking back. Standing on the 

other side of the years he sees his child- 
self “unspotted from the world,” and 
bis heart goes out towards him. He may 
not have been happy, but he 

“ Knew not then, 
That happy he was never doomed to be.” 

He was happy in the hopes that were 
his. As the years passed he hugged them 
close, closer, to his heart; bright and 
fair as they proved all false, they van- 
ished from his arms with a laugh of 
mockery, and left him nothing in his life 
but shadows. 

But it grows dark, and I believe I said 
something about telling a story. Yet, on 
reflection, my friends, that have remained 
with me here until the night shades are 
slanting over the old gray walls, and an 
owl is hooting in the copse outside, it 
would be repaying you but ill did I be- 
gin now. If you wish a story make it for 
yourself, of yourself. In the language 

of Longfellow, “ You have in your heart 
at this moment as sweet a romance as 
was ever written.” Read it over; it is 
there. What if here and there it have a 
dark chapter? It must have passages 
bright and good, for some there are in 
the world who need not change, and you, 
I feel, are one of these. Remember these 
good passages; put them into your com- 
mon-place book; teach them to others; 
and when your eyes have grown dim and 
you have laid down the volume forever, 
fond friends will read it, how simple so- 
ever it be. 

Oh, if I could hope that one of these 
ivy leaves would be present between its 
pagesi * * * 

ONE CHRISTMAS. 

How the world does move ! A “bang- 
up” Christmas number of the JOURNAL ! 

In the olden time we were more modest, 
and thought that ten ordinary numbers 
in a year were punishment enough for 
even our most depraved subscribers. 
But in those days modesty was the reign- 
ing virtue in our Alma Mater. How 
things have changed! I don’t think there 
was one proud man in our class, unless 
itwasCally. And Gaily wasn’t exactly 
proud,either. He was simply one of those 
awe-inspiring seniors, who pass through 
the final year of college life wrapped up 
in the solitude of their own originality. 
Of course, unobservant freshmen often 
mistook this peculiarity for pride, but 
no such error was entered into a class- 
mate’s calculations concerning him. We 
always regarded him with mingled feel- 
ings of pity and respect. Upon his 
classic features fate had early stamped 
that far away, wonder-who’s-got-a-cigar- 
ette expression, with which she marks 
those for whom a sad future is re- 
served. He knew full well that life had 
but few joys for a soul like his. Poor 
Cally! He’s teaching a Sunday-school 
class in Chicago now. 

I must confess that at onetime—it was 
in the infancy of a certain ’cute little 
moustache—I found that Mac, too, had 
strayed from the paths of virtue, and was 
about to commit the sin by which his 
angelic ancestors fell. Mac’s conversion, 
however, was speedily and permanently 
effected on the seventh day of December, 
in the year of our Lord one thousand 
eight hundred and seventy-nine. How 
well I remember that day ! ’Twas a Sun- 
day, and the faculty, in utter disregard 
of the Third Commandment, spent a por- 
tion of its time in sitting upon Mac and 
myself. My experience on that occasion 

led me to believe that the faculty weighed 
at least three tons. When that august 
body finally decided to arise, Mac was as 
meek and humble as in the innocent 
days of his freshman year ; what was left 
of myself was all simon pure, material- 
ized humility. The faculty was induced 
to honor us with its attention by the fol" 
lowingtrivial circumstance: Youknow’ 
Mac and I were very ardent admirers of 
the drama. In fact, when Mac began to 
realize the glorious possibilities of his 
upper-lip harvest, he thought seriously 
of adopting the stage as a profession. I, 
myself, was, at the same time, trying to 
calculate the profits which I could reap 
as a playwright. One night wre went even 
so far as to sign an agreement, by the 
terms of which Mac was to make his de- 
but in a play of which I was to be the 
author. The title of the tragedy was 
“I’ve Got it; or, The Hair in the But- 
ter.” Before I had finished the first act, 
however, Mac delivered his famous ora- 
tion on the Ship of State, a performance 
which many of the old boys will recall 
with feelings of delight. The eloquence 
with which the ship W'as launched 
brought tears to many an eye in the au- 
dience. It is asserted that even Billy 
Kernan and Tom Dolan wept; but that 
rumor W'as believed only by those who 
had the honor of being unacquainted with 
either of the gentlemen mentioned. At 
the risk of a suit for damages, I can- 
celled the agreement and Mac never got 
the Hair in the Butter. 

To return to our story: John McCul- 
logh wras advertised to appear as Richard 
III at the National Theatre in Washing- 
ton on the night of December 0, in the 
year aforesaid. Of course we, arcades 
ambo, decided to lend the gracious charm 
of our presence to the performance. We 
were not mentioned in the bills for the 
occasion, but our sense of duty was so 
strong that we concluded to pardon the 
oversight andattend any how. Mac was 
so very absent-minded, that we forgot to 
secure permission before we started; and 
thereby hangs the tale. Next morning 
we had a brief but exciting interview 
with the president, after which we form- 
ed ourselves into a funeral procession, 
for the purpose of paying our respects to 
the members of the faculty. Mac as- 
sumed the dual role of mourner’s carri- 
age and clergyman, while I officiated as 
hearse and corpse. The members of the 
faculty w'ere so highly pleased witli our 
versatile talents that they extended to us 
an urgent invitation to enjoy the hospi- 
tality of the institution during the win- 
ter months. We accepted the invitation 
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promptly and, I was going to add, grate- 
fully; but I'll not. As soon as our ac- 
ceptance had been forwarded to our hosts, 
Mac wrote home and astonished the folks 
by proclaiming that he was older than he 
had been when younger; that he saw the 
folly of the frivolous amusements which 
usually characterized his Christmas va- 
cations, and that he had determined to 
spend his holidays in making some deep 
philosophical researches under the roof 
of his "dear old College home.” Mac is 
now a lawyer ! After mailing his letter 
he went to the library and drew there- 
from about sixteen volumes. When he 
arrived in the Mountain, I inquired what 
he intended to do with his burden. He 
explained that he proposed to compete 
for the Morris historical medal, the sub- 
ject for which was “ The effect of the 
Mohammedan movement upon the civili- 
zation of Europe,” and that the books 
upon which my azure orbs then rested 
were the sources whence he expected to 
derive some necessary information. I 
gazed at him in silent admiration, and 
wondered how even Georgetown’s tyran- 
nical rulers could dare to sit upon a ge- 
nius like Mac. Two or three days later 
Mac came into my room to read his essay 
to me. When I awoke 1 told him that 
his effort was a grand success, and that 
to my mind it proved conclusively that 
Mohammed was the only original author 
of the “ 15 puzzle.” My companion in 
misery didn’t seem to appreciate the deli- 
cate compliment my remarks contained, 
and informed me, in the imperative 
mood, that I had his full permission to 
settle in Gehenna and grow up with the 
country. Mac didn’t want the medal, so 
we used the essay one morning to start a 
lire. The greater part of our vacation we 
spent in the intellectual amusement of 
cooking sausages over a gas-burner, and 
making toast and coffee by the aid of a 
student’s lamp. In my leisure moments, 
those, namely, which were not employed in 
eating or cooking, or washing our dish, 
(we only had one,) I used to have a lit- 
tle fun at the expense of the exchange 
editors, who were spending their Xmas 
at home. What funny fellows some of 
those confreres of mine were ! I recall, 
with special pleasure, fond memories of 
Chawley and Jack, and Obediah and 
Lutie ; dear Lutie ! They were all prime 
friends of the JOURNAL. Chawley pre- 
sided over the destinies of a publication 
from Virginia, and he was a “ real nice, 
dood ” little boy. One time he accused 
me of being “ horrid, mean and rough,” 
because I had called him ‘-a dear, little 
Tootsy-wootsy.” But I knew Chawley 

didn’t mean that, for he was too sweet 
to be so uncharitable. Jack was the ge- 
nius of the Niagara Index, and hailed 
direct from the headquarters of Bitter 
Creek. He had an unpleasant habit of 
trailing his coat behind him, and daring 
any man to step on the tail of it. The 
JOURNAL, inadvertently, accepted the 
challenge, by objecting to some ’‘pomes” 
from the gited pen of Xq, which the 
Index was then publishing. Jack imme- 
diately read the riot act to the JOURNAL. 

and prepared for the slaughter. How- 
ever, our paper was some on mathemat- 
ics at that time, and finally succeeded in 
eliminating Xq from the journalistic 
equation. One of Jack’s lineal descend- 
ants has evidently succeeded to his place 
on the Index. Obediah came from Maine. 
He was the great moralist of the college 
press. Now and then he indulged in a 
little pious exhortation, and wrestled 
with the spirit of evil which held sway in 
the editorial rooms of the JOURNAL. 

He knew, as a solemn fact, that the 
Catholics of this country were all Jesuits 
and were pledged to wade knee deep in 
blood to seat the Pope in the Executive 
Mansion of these United States. Poor 
Obediah! He’s probably married now 
and keeping books for his wife. I know 
not how to speak of Lutie; for tears fill 
my eyes at the mere mention of her dear 
name. Lutie was the literary critic of a 
pamphlet called the Parker Miscellany, 
and I was his “cher ami of the COLLEGE 

JOURNAL.” ’Twas sad that we should 
ever part; but we did. During that un- 
lucky Xmas, I noticed in the Miscellany, 
an article on “ The Study of the Class- 
ics.” The authoress couldn’t see—so 
she couldn’t—what useful end was to be 
subserved by conning over thoughts that 
had been penned two thousand years ago. 
In reviewing the article I referred to the 
authoress as an intellectual amazon. I 
solemnly assert that I didn’t know that 
Lutie was the responsible party. Had I 
known that I still might have been her 
cher ami. The next number of the Mis- 
cellany contained the information that I 
was unjust, ungentlemanly, uncouth, 
and uneducated ; and the Miscellany was 
profoundly grateful that it had discov- 
ered, ere it was too late, the jesuitical 
character of the viper it had been warm- 
ing in its bosom. I never saw the Mis- 
cellany again, but I heard that it died 
shortly after the viper had been banished. 
When Lutie graduated in a pink basque 
and an essay on the “ Unintelligibility of 
the Unintelligible,” I presume the Mis- 
cellany found life dull and wearisome. 

But I have already trespassed too long 

upon your patience. Forgive me, dear 
JOURNAL, for these reminiscences of 
that sad time which my heart shall ever 
know as “ One Christmas.” 

SANCTUM VISITORS. 

THEIR FIRST COMMUNION. 

A lad in the junior division is seldom 
an object of reverence. There is, how- 
ever, one occasion on which he inspires 
all with this sentiment, and this is the 
day of his first Holy Communion. A 
short time before this happiest event of 
his career as a Christian, he becomes im- 
pressed with its importance, and notifies 
the prefect that he intends to turn over 
a new leaf; henceforward his pranks halt 
half way in the performance, and his 
thoughts show that they may be diverted 
into the deep channel of religion. He 
has been seen to pray of his own election 
in the chapel, and heard to solicit the 
prayers of a pious parent, or even of a 
devout maiden aunt. He follows the 
retreat with its enter sad and solemn, 
and its exit of relief and exhilaration 
subsequent upon the general confession. 
The bright and blessed and ever-to be' 
remembered morning of some church- 
feast arrives ; he takes his place at the 
Lord’s table, and there is that within his 
bosom before which the “sanctities of 
heaven” bow in adoration. He is as 
happy a being as he is beautiful in this 
sublime act: it is a happiness that has 
its source in head-waters that are to him 
perhaps mysterious, but that well forth in 
a strong and limpid current, neverthe- 
less; it is a beauty that is somewhat mys- 
tic,.but the faithful eyes of those who 
are in attendance readily enjoy its splen- 
dor. Who would not bribe Time to 
reverse his glass and let that moment 
return once more ? 

This may serve to introduce -the fact 
that on the Feast of the Immaculate 
Conception, our College chapel was the 
scene of a first communion, in which 
seven of our younger students partici- 
pated. We give the names of the sacred 
number for reference in'the future, over 
which the eye may glisten or moisten as 
the heart may direct, when through con- 
stancy or through change, it looks back 
upon this hour of innocence and grace 
and holiness: Mariano Mora, Sydney 
Sappington, James Duffy, Alexander 
Kearney. James Lee, Charles Probst and 
Emile Christ. There was an unusual fea- 
ture of edification in the presence of Mr. 
and Mrs P. Mora and their two daugh- 
ters, who had arrived from New Tork 
to join their son and brother in the re- 



32 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

ception of the Sacrament. Our staunch 
Catholic friends, the Macias family, also 
came up in the drizzly dawn to celebrate 
the anniversary of the day when their 
two hoys were first communicants. Our 
acquaintance with this deeply-rooted 
custom of piety, with which the Span- 
iards regard the occasion, easily ex- 
plained what would else have appeared 
almost a religious phenomenon. 

We must chronicle a similar event that 
took place on the same day in the chapel 
of our neighbors of the Academy. It 

was the same in substance, but in the 
accessories somewhat different. Your 
boy feels ill at ease amid the pomp of 
ceremony which rather clips than spreads 
the wings of his devotion ; hence it is 
properly reduced to its bare essentials. 
He cannot tolerate estheticism in the 
ritual. The ladies of the convent, on 
the contrary, are possessed of a finer 
sense of these matters, and have estab- 
lished a beautiful tradition of observ- 
ances that speak in touching language 
to the religious sentiment of all who en- 
joy the privilege of attending a first com- 
munion within these cloisters. As for 
the scene on the 8th instant, the idea 
appeared to be to produce a miniature on 
earth of the heavenly Jerusalem—the 
adoration of the Lamb. Hence the mar- 
ble altar, in whose surface the starry 
tapers were multiplied, the fragrant 
breath of flowers, the music and melody 
of organ and fresh clear voices ; in fine, 
all the joyous and beauteous resources 
that can serve the senses as symbols of 
praise and adoration. In entire harmony 
with these was the appearance of the 
four young pupils of the institution who 
received their first Holy Communion, and 
of the two maids of honor, sisters of the 
recipients, who attended them to the 
chancel rail. The Sacrament of the 
morning had a sequel in the exercises of 
tire afternoon, at which the promises 
made in Baptism were solemnly renewed 
and attested. And so closed a day of ex- 
ceeding grace and purest pleasure to the 
young pilgrims thus purveyed with the 
Christian's provision for the life-journey, 
and to those in charge, both at the Con- 
vent and College, of comfort, that their 
lessons and counsel had already matured 
into the practice of a worthy commun- 
ion—a comfort that was mingled with 
the earnest wish that this dawn of a higher 
spirituality, not unlike tire passing beau- 
tiful sunrises of the season, may have 
the bright noon and the serene setting 
of which it gave augury. 

THE ANNUNCIATION. 

O saving message from angelic tongue, 
Divine decree born of eternal love ! 
O mystic salutation of the Dove 

Unto his bride, whose holy nuptials sung 
By all the choirs of Heaven such sound did make 
Of music as the nether deeps to shake, 

That all the proud, rebellious host, undone, 
Their loud defiance ceased and prostrate fell, 
With noise that split the trembling roofs of hell— 

For Hate lay vanquished ; Love had won ! 
O low humility, of maiden grace, 

That trod upon the crested head of Pride ; 
O highest dignity of Adam’s race, 

To bear Incarnate Love within thy sacred side ! 

THE VISITATION. 

Of women, thou, O Virgin, art most blest; 
Of mothers, thou most blest, and blest the fruit 
Of thy most sacred womb, from Jesse’s root 

The highest born, and great beyond the rest. 
Thyself immaculate from aught of stain, 

That sinless, thou may’st bear the spotless child, 
And Love divine when it in flesh doth deign 

To dwell, may find a temple undefiled. 
Thou, pure and all untainted in thy birth, 

In virgin purity received thy spouse, 
Nor lost the lily from maternal brows 

Conceiving Him, the Holy One of earth. 
Sweet font of grace and bearer of all good, 
God’s mother, thou, yet virgin in thy motherhood ! 

THE NATIVITY. 

Now jubilation swell the tuneful song ; 
Now jubilation wake the expectant earth ; 

The King of Peace hath come to conquer wrong, 
And life renew in supernatural birth ! 

Humanity, put on by perfect Love, 
Grows perfect man, and, lifted up above 

Its natural weakness by divinest strength, 
In union man becomes the God at length ! 

Regeneration through the Man-God springs— 
The holy Infant, born in Bethlehem’s shed, 
Whose birth doth Heaven and Earth together wed, 

And lifts the world upon eternal wings. 
O, mystic union, bringing life again, 
Glory to David’s Son from all the sons of men ! 

CONDE B. PALLEN. 

YE OLDEN YULE-TIDE. 

I. 
THE FEAST IN THE FAMILY. 

Among the many blessings of Chris- 
tianity. the establishment of Christmas 
should be deemed far from the least im- 
portant, not only because of its religious 
tendencies, but also because of its social 
character—on account of the domestic 
joy it spreads over the entire Christian 
universe. The celebration of Christ's 
birth, instituted by Pope Telesphorus as 
early as 135, has always been regarded 
not only as a holy commemoration, but 
also as a cheerful festival, and accord- 
ingly the customary festivities were al- 
ways very gay and often equally fantasti- 
cal. During the infancy of Christianity, 
when the dramatic mysteries and mir- 
acles were so universally employed in 
diffusing ecclesiastical knowledge and 

religious devotion among the people 
at large, they also formed the most im- 
portant part of Christmas celebrations. 
“’Tis strange, ’tis passing strange” 
how such crude productions and per- 
formances should have possessed so much 
pleasure for all classes of society; yet, 
’tis true the mightiest monarch and the 
meanest serf alike witnessed and alike 
enjoyed them. At quite an early stage 
in the keeping of Yule-tide the composi- 
tion of Christmas carols also originated. 
These canticles, embodying the artless 
enthusiasm of the shepherds at the birth 
of Christ, containing a rich pathos and 
much poetic beauty, were chanting to the 
mellow music of tambours and guitars, 
which were likewise accompanied by the 
harmonious tread of lively dancers as 
they framed “a gay fantastic round.” 

Among the many festivities peculiar 
to this age may also be mentioned the 
so-called “feast of fools and asses.” The 
spacious halls of the baron, decorated 
with rosemary, mistletoe, the laurel and 
the ivy, were thrown wide to the stout 
retainer apd the poorest vassal—all were 
cordially welcomed to a sumptuous ban- 
quet, which, ’tis said, “oft would cheer 
a poor man's heart through half the 
year.” The rise of Protestantism did 
not expel Santa Claus and set aside the 
Christmas tree. The Christmas tree of 
Luther’s time was not unlike that of the 
present, save in one particular, viz, 
directly after the gifts were distributed 
a scene of much solemnity, and we dare 
say of equal utility, followed, which con- 
sisted in a t'te-a-t'te between mother 
and daughters, and also between father 
and sons, in which parents disclosed to 
their children what they had observed 
most praiseworthy, and also what most 
censurable in their character and con- 
duct during the past year. Several 
families would also unite in procuring 
some jolly-looking old man, and having 
dressed him somewhat resembling the 
figure of our present Santa Claus, in- 
structed him to act in a manner still 
retained and yearly fostered in the minds 
of the little ones. 

This brief outline of a few general 
features of the season and its celebra- 
tion-in its joy an emerald of May glit- 
tering in the bosom of December—will 
suffice to indicate the blithe and merry 
nature of Christmas. The reason of all 
this gladness that brightens every home 
and even burnishes up the dull gloss of 
society is easily found in the mystery of 
religion which the day commemorates. 
This glory was flashed from heaven to 
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earth—from Bethlehem in Jewry to the 
remotest village in Alaska, and our little 
children, gazing up into the shining 
branches of the Christmas cedar and 
singing their simple carols, do but re- 
mind us of the shepherds that saw the 
“ brightness of God round about them ” 
and heard the hosts of His angels 

Harping in loud and solemn choirs 
With unexpressive notes to Heaven’s new-born 

IL. 

THE BOY-BISHOP. 

Another of the many Christmas cus- 
toms prevalent in parts of Europe in 
former ages, was one which may interest 
the students of this period. It is thor- 
oughly characteristic of mediaeval times 
and manners. Onthe feast of St. Nicho- 
las, the patron saint of scholars, the pu- 
pils of a school or college chose three 
out of their number, one of whom was 
to play the Bishop, the other two the 
parts of deacons. After the election the 
Bishop was escorted by the rest of the 
boys, in solemn procession to the church, 
where, with his mitre on, he presided 
during the time of divine worship : this 
ended, he and his deacons went about 
singing from door to door and collected 
money, not begging it as alms, but de- 
manding it as the Bishop's subsidy. 
Traces of this custom can he found as 
early as 870, and it seems to have been 
very popular in England. In the statis- 
tics of Canterbury, Eaton, Westminster 
and other colleges of England, traces of 
the Episcopus Puerorum are found ; also, 
in the churchwarden's accounts of St. 
Mary Hill, London, are mentioned 
amounts appropriated for the purchase 
of mitres and copes used by the youth- 
ful prelate. In cathedrals this Boy-Bishop 
seems to have been elected from among 
the children of the choir, and held sway 
over his comrades from St. Nicholas’ day 
to Holy Innocents’, December28,a period 
of nearly a month. In the “Sarum Pro- 
cessional,” 1566, is printed the service of 
this functionary. By this we learn that 
on the eve of Childermas,the Boy-Bishop 
Was to go in solemn procession with his 
fellows, to the altar of Holy Innocents or 
Holy Trinity, all in their Copes and 
burning tapers in their hands. Here 
certain versicles and responses were 
chanted with that angel-choir effect 
which young, well-trained, and in the 
present instance, inspired voices could 
produce. The procession then re-formed 
in such order that the dean and canons 
went foremost; the chaplains next; the 
Bishop carrie with his little prebendaries 

in the last and highest place. The Bishop 
took his seat, and the rest of the boys 
disposed themselves on each side of him 
in the list rows; the canons resident 
bearing the incense and the book, and 
the petit canons the tapers. The Bishop 
on his seat, pronounced certain prayers, 
received his crozier, and imparted the 
usual benediction. After some other 
ceremonies had been performed, the 
Bishop began the compline, and that 
done he turned toward the choir, and 
said, “ Adjutorium," and last of all he 
sang, “ Benedicat vos omnipotens Deus, 
Pater et Filius et Spiritus Sanctus. ” On 
the eve of St. Nicholas’ the boys fasted, 
or were prevailed upon to fast, in 
order to obtain the presents that the 
Saint was to distribute in the night. 
They must have been very rigid in com- 
plying with this custom; for, in the stat- 
utes of Salisbury Cathedral, enacted in 
1319, it is ordered that the Boy-Bishop 
shall not make a fast. The ceremony 
thus briefly stated was prohibited, by 
a proclamation, under Henry VIU. It 
was revived under Mary, and we find 
that it was performed in the coun- 
try towns of England even after the 
accession of Elizabeth. Strype, in his 
“Memorials,” speaking of the Boy- 
Bishop atnong scholars, says: “I shall only 
remark that there might this at least be 
said in favor of this custom, that it gave 
spirit to the children, and the hopes that 
they might one time or other attain to 
the real mitre, and so made them mind 
their books.” 

What if we were to revive this old 
custom V It would certainly be received 
with joy by the students of Georgetown. 
The thought of having a vacation 
from December 6th to December 28th 
would cause them to suffer the most 
severe hardship that would present 
itself in the form of the fast prelimi- 
nary to the pageant. The ceremony 
of fasting was probably adopted from 
the Saint’s example. How good the 
boys of that time must have been to re- 
quire a rule prohibiting them from this 
corporal austerity. Our portly friend 
from the (Quaker City would make a good 
Bishop; but what about the fasting ? I 
am of the opinion that the Bishop and 
his deacons could be inscribed on the list 
of martyrs before December 28th rolled 
round, if they were compelled to subsist 
on the amount collected nowadays. 

M. 

It is the sweetest note that man can sing, 
When grace in virtue’s key tinies nature’s string. 

—Southwell'. 

NOCHE BUENA. 

Every Christian people celebrates the 
birth of its Kedeemer with religious and 
secular festivities, but in no country is 
there so strange a mixture of the two as 
may be seen in Mexico. 

Nine days before Xmas, a group of as 
many families select one of their houses, 
and in it each family gives a “ Posada.’’ 
If the house has not already a chapel, one 
is improvised, and on its altar is fixed a 
representation of the Divine Infant ly- 
ing in the manger, and attended by the 
Blessed Virgin and St. Joseph. These 
altars are generally as costly as the 
means of the host will allow, and very 
often large sums are spent on their dec- 
oration. Each family issues invitations, 
and when the guests are assembled, they 
goto the chapel and there say the novena 
of Xmas. It is a beautiful sight to wit- 
ness lovely womfen, dressed in their rich- 
est attire and prostrate before a shrine 
where a thousand lights are shedding 
their lustre on the miniature stable of 
Bethlehem. By way of parenthesis, I 
may remark that I do not mention the 
gentlemen here, because, as a rule, they 
arrive when the religious feature is over. 
After prayers in the chapel the guests 
receive a lighted candle each, and pass 
through the corridors in procession, 
whilst saying the litany of the Blessed 
Virgin. Finally, they arrive at a cer- 
tain room, through whose closed door 
two individuals refuse to admit a 
young lady who, for the time, repre- 
sents the Blessed Mother, and asks for 
“Posada,” (a lodging.) The procession 
then returns to the chapel, where the 
candles are placed on the altar, and after 
a few prayers, the party adjourns to the 
ball-room. Next there is hung in one of 
the corridors a large earthen vessel 
filled with sweetmeats, which are dis- 
tributed among the visitors, after a 
young man (there are plenty of them 
there by this time) has broken the jar, 
which he approached blindfolded. The 
evening ends with a ball iike any other. 
As these “ Posadas” are given in every 
grade Of society, it is ndt improbable 
that ninety per cent, of the inhabi- 
tants of Mexico dance during the nine 
days of their duration. In the everi- 
ning of the 24th, the “ Posada ” is 
like the preceding ones, with the differ- 
ence that the “Virgin” is admitted to 
the closed room, where another altar has 
been erected, before which the prayers 
are ended. At midnight, mass is said in 
all the churches of Mexico, and people 
may be seen at that hour returning to 
their respective parishes from the ‘ Po- 
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sadas ’ ’ to hear “misa de gallo,” (mass of 
the cock.) The Indians, who have come 
from the provinces, camp out in the 
“ Plaza de Armas,” the principal square 
of tlie city, and at this hour join the 
faithful of the metropolis in the eternal 
sacrifice. 

The 2otli is not celebrated in Mexico. 
All demonstrations are made on the 24th, 
or rather begin on that day to finish with 
that night. During these hours the city 
presents an aspect which no other city 
can exhibit. The - ‘Venice of America,” 
with her seventy temples, (some are the 
finest and noblest of this hemisphere,) 
her splendid palaces, rising in a valley 
that seems her garden and park, encir- 
cled by mountains as by a wall, sees 
pressing through her streets, each spot 
of which is hallowed by some romantic 
deed, the descendants of the people whose 
advanced civilization astounded Europe, 
blending with those of the Spaniards who 
conquered them, and all making merry. 
Every now and then a band of music 
will pass, followed by a crowd singing 
and filling the air with huzzas. 

In past years, when the government 
was united to the church, the archbish- 
op used to say mass on the balcony of 
the palace, at which thirty thousand 
souls assisted. But now the Plaza de 
Armas is rather a scene of riot; for, in it 
there are scores of stands where sweet- 
meats, liquors, and especially pulque, are 
sold. This extract from the maguey has 
a great attraction for the Mexicans, and 
the lower classes indulge their taste for 
it too freely by far. 

Such things as Xmas trees or presents 
are not known in Mexico. But like the 
custom of other countries, it is made a 
point to “dine at home,” when a salad 
made of fruits and vegetables takes the 
place of the English plum pudding. 

In the afternoon the aristocracy go to 
the paseo (promenade) on horseback 
and in carriages, and many of the people 
go on foot to enjoy with them the beau 
ties of the avenue that joins Mexico to 
Chapultepec. In the early hours of the 
morning of the 25tli the song of min- 
strels may be heard,whose soft notes are 
as it were, tlie last voices of festivity 
bidding farewell to existence. 

ABLAANDAK. 

LITERARY MENTION. 

We should have noticed the article in 
the Catholic World for November from 
the pen of our former, editor, Conde B. 
Pallen, of, St. Louis, Mo,, who received 
the degree of A. M..iii course, last June. 
Wishing to give in the paper a morq ex- 
tended notice, we merely call attention 
to it here. 

A THANKSGIVING HUNT. 

With an ample supply of guns, lunch, 
&c , we started by the light of the moon 
on Thanksgiving morning for our desti- 
nation, the “Island of the Mt. Vernon 
Ducking Club,” some forty miles down 
the .Potomac. The ride down, over the 
frost-covered country of the Old Domin- 
ion, was spent in short naps, in which 
our most sanguine and sanguinary ex- 
pectations were more than verified in 
regard to the forthcoming slaughter. 
We watched with great interest the 
numerous ducks that, rising sluggishly 
from their feeding grounds, tracked 
their way across the waving reeds and 
silent pools in which this famous river 
abounds. 

A few houses, designated by the name 
of Quantico, were finally reached, and 
after a brisk walk of ten minutes we 
found ourselves on the border of the 
creek which separates the island from 
the main land. The high bluff of tlie 
island, surmounted by the club houses 
and cottages of the members, and glow- 
ing with the rays of tlie rising sun. 
formed a beautiful picture, while the 
presence of several small “divers ” near 
a rakish little yacht anchored in the cove, 
lent a charm to the scene which none 
but an old master could depict. Tlie 
“ferry,” propelled by the janitor, soon 
appeared, and in due time we reached 
our headquarters for the day. 

We immediately ensconced in the 
comfortable dormitory, and after don- 
ning our ‘ shooting harness,” we sallied 
forth to the boat-house. 

As there was no wind, according to 
the injunctions of the janitor, we con- 
cluded that our best chances of having 
any sport, were to try the shooting boxes 
about forty yards from the shore at the 
mouth of the creek. When the decoys 
were all set. we wrapped ourselves up 
warmly and settled down in the fir- 
bound box to await developments. 

In a short time, by the aid of the 
glasses, we discovered two or three 
flocks of half a dozen ducks each work- 
ing towards our decoys, though a little 
too slowly to suit our eagerness. 

While laying out our plans for the rest 
of the day, we were gratified to hear 
the confidential chat of three mallards 
as they fed within gunshot. Two sharp 
reports almost simultaneously rang out 
through the frosty air, and we saw two 
of our victims struggling in the water, 
while 'tlie third rose rather precipitately 
and narrowly escaped my friend’s other 
barrel. After our prizes] were secured 

and congratulations exchanged, tran- 
quility was restored and we again waited 
further developments. 

After rather long waiting we were 
somewhat elated to see two ducks about 
to settle among tlie decoys. Again our 
guns spoke, but not with the same suc- 
cess. By some mischance we both 
singled out the same bird and riddled 
him so completely as to prove beyond a 
doubt that both shots had taken effect. 
The other one escaped during the ex- 
planation which ensued. 

A ilock of seven flying past left four 
of its members to correspond to as many 
shots. Quite an interval passed between 
the acts, and at the end of another hour 
we had but two more ducks. A miss on 
both sides, and one duck for my gun 
made a tie, and the excitement was great 
to determine who would capture the 
greatest number of ducks before our 
time, which was short, should expire. 
To my friend’s disgust, a splendid shot 
at about sixty yards placed me in the 
lead, and soon afterwards we collected 
our decoys and started for the club- 
house. 

A “diver” almost within range at- 
tracted my friend’s attention, and we 
started in hot pursuit. After the duck 
“ div ” two or three times with as many 
unsuccessful attempts at shots on our 
part he struck out, dived and swam 
towards the river. By a lucky calcula- 
tion we rowed Within thirty yards of his 
breathing point, and as his bill and head 
emerged from the water, a load of shot 
settled his account and renewed the tie. 
A fair bag, tremendous appetites and 
the experience, amply repaid us for such 
little inconveniences as cold, getting wet, 
&c.. and we returned well pleased with 
our profitable trip and excellent sport. 

H. O. W. 
  . .   
A MONTH AGO. 

It is December, and everything wears 
a bleak expression of discomfort : it is 
hard to realize that only a month ago, 
autumn, in her fairest prime held sway, 
garbed in her favorite colors, yellow, 
crimson and russet. I remember, and 
it seems but yesterday, sitting in a shady 
nook by the little streamlet that wanders 
through the College grounds and philos- 
ophizing (to the extent of my poor fac- 
ulties) on men and things. I am fond 
of inquiring into the how and why of 
things, and even as a child used to sit 
long hours looking at nothing and won- 
dering about everything. But on this 
day, not warm, and yet not cold, every- 
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thing seemed at rest, and a feeling of 
peace, mayhap sleepiness, enthralled my 
analyzing powers. The little brook sang 
a drowsy tune as it rippled on, recogniz- 
ing its old friends, the moss-covered 
stones at my feet, by a thrill of ecstasy 
in a high key, and the grass on its hanks 
looked as if spring had put its finger into 
autumn’spie,sogreendiditremain. Now 
and then the old walnut tree over the 
way, a stately old grey-beard, would nod 
its head to the sturdy young maple near 
by, as if to encourage its youthful ambi- 
tion, and nerve it to reach with mature 
age tlie grandeur whicli walnut trees at- 
tain After 1 had been sitting still ful- 
some time, idly blowing out the blue 
clouds of smoke which my good pipe, 
my solace and stimulus alike, supplied 
from its polished bowl, when nature 
seemed to wake up from the trance in 
which she had, for a short Space, fallen. 
A rabbit—tiny, long-eared trembler- 
approached the water, and then, after 
pondering for sometime, slowly leaped 
away, having evidently left something at 
home, or else having forgotten some mes- 
sage which he had been told -lto be sure 
and remember”: a pair of squirrels 
commenced calling each other names in 
the trees, and telling what Mrs. John 
Grey-squirrel wore last night at the ball 
(cut on the bias, with a little Valencien- 
nes, then pleated il la Bernhardt, I sup- 
pose,) and after awhile got enraged and 
started to chase eacli other almost at 
my feet. But the Indian weed in my 
pipe had wasted away to ashes, and I 
awoke with nature and slowly left the 
spot. It is so hard to believe that a month 
ago all was beautiful, where now the sad 
and shivering trees, bereft of their gar. 
ments, wait till kind spring brings 
them new attire. Yet nature needs her 
rest before another gloriousresurrection, 
and my “ Earthly Paradise ” pertinently 
asks— 
And we too, will it not be soft and kind, 
That rest from life, from patience, and from pain ? 

Yea, before the eternal spring. 
R. 

A right good year, 
And a merry good year! 

And a joy for each day that the year has in it, 
And a smile to beguile 
All sorrow the while 

And the love of all, with the gift to win it! 
—Sigourney. 

AVHEN purchasing your presents for 
the home circle and friends we ask as a 
favor that you patronize our advertisers, 
who are able to satisfy every want of our 
readers. 

STREET CARS. 

Dr. Holmes in a measure defends con- 
ceit when he says it is to human charac- 
ter what salt is to the ocean- it keeps it 
sweet and renders it endurable. So, if 
one cares to play the wise man, and im- 
agines that he has, at least, Horace’s 
sapientia prima, which was stultitia car- 
uisse, and on that stock in trade sets up 
a mental—shall I call it peanut-stand, 
he has a clypeus septemplex in the autocrat 
of the breakfast table. And who is not 
fond of playing the philosopher at times? 
Is it not sweet to puzzle our brains pleas- 
antly over the problems of life? Notin 
such way as to trouble ourselves, but to 
allow our thoughts to drift whither they 
will, only keeping them from coming into 
collision with castles in Spain; mark 
ing out simple sums in addition and sub- 
traction, and leaving the equations of 
hyperbolas and the mysteries of integra- 
tion for other moments. If, gentle 
reader, you nod your pretty or your 
manly head, let me ask you further, 
whether there is a better opportunity in 
the world to enjoy this intellectual state 
than in the corner seat of a street car? 

Without doubt street cars are liable to 
render us suspicious. AVhen we read the 
numerous warnings which the benevo 
lent company posts around the car in or- 
der to keep its conductors from being 
led into temptation, we can scarcely pre- 
vent a feeling of distrust arising in our 
minds, even though we have no grounds 
for it. That a company should lay it 
down as an absolute requirement that the 
conductor should punch “ in the pres- 
ence of the passenger ” seems to imply 
that it has not an overwhelming faith 
in the integrity of the man of the punch. 
It would not trust him with the key to 
its strong box. So, even though he has 
a face that has honesty in every line, we 
are always in fear that he is about to slip 
our nickle into a pocket which does not 
belong to the company, and thus become 
like Autalycus, ”a snapper up of uncon- 
sidered trifles.” As he goes down the 
car we watch him as carefully as a -‘spot 
ter,” to see whether he punches “imme- 
diately before the person paying.” Is 
not this system of holding a man guilty 
until he proves himself innocent, liable 
to demoralize by insensible degrees both 
conductors and passengers ? How can 
we trust the conductor with our money 
if the company cannot repose confidence 
in his uprightness? However, as we do 
not trust him, it is possible that we may 
survive. 

The one-horse cars, though, are much 

worse than those over which a conductor 
presides. The sensitive nature of the 
driver must have become calloused in- 
deed when he gazes without emotion 
upon the awful words, “The driver is not 
allowed, under any circumstances, to re- 
ceive or deposit fare. ” All right-feeling 
men would resent those large letters in 
red ink which we have italicized. That 
the company should imagine that a driver 
would play the part of the Artful Dodger 
or Noah Claypole ! The driver would 
never ask a child or a stranger to the 
customs of the country for his fare, and 
then instead of dropping it into the box, 
Anger it into his vest pocket. No one 
but a soulless corporation would harbor 
such a thought. Notice, too, how it 
adds injury upon insult and heaps the 
monument on the capital by taking such 
pains to secure the nickles and tickets- 
Of course, we have all seen the rapacious 
minion of the grinding corporation come 
forth with his apparatus of keys, bag and 
funnel, to obtain what the monster of 
iron and glass had swallowed. Double 
locked, and not to be picked ! Were we 
a driver on such a line, we should be 
terribly hurt because our employer places 
so little confldence in us as to imagine 
that we would pilfer. 

These one-horse companies have a card 
which always insults either our intelli- 
gence or our honesty every time we read 
it: “ Passengers will please put the exact 
fare in the box.” Just as if it were 
likely that we should drop a quarter in- 
stead of a nickle, every time we paid. 
Considered in the other aspect, is it not 
insulting that a corporation should in- 
sinuate that you will put only four or 
three, or two cents in the box, when 
you ought to give a five-cent feed to the 
gaping boa-constrictor? That jingling 
bell of the driver’s, too. which, we have 
learned, he rattles when he thinks some 
one is traveling on an imaginary pass, 
always fills us with a vague fear; for 
though we have the mens conscia recti, 
we still think it may be meant for us, 
and shudder internally. Suppose he 
should emerge from his lair, and ask us 
in a stringent voice, “Why we have not 
paid?” It would be a safe wager that 
every one in the car would take us for a 
cheat who was endeavoring to delude the 
driver. Such is the terrible air of sus- 
picion which a horse-car breeds. 

One of our friends told us that as he 
was riding in a car one day, which was 
full, but in which every gentleman ex- 
cept himself, was accompanied by a lady, 
a policeman put his head in the door and 

' told them to beware of pick pockets. 
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Though our friend was as honest as the 
day, and was dressed much like a clergy- 
man, he assured me that every one in the 
car casta glance of suspicion at him. and 
his neighbors moved away from him as 
much as to intimate that they believed 
him to he a villain unmasked. 

Yes, street cars are demoralizing ; be- 
sides, they are aggravating. As we sit 
in our corner, we see a lady a block off, 
waving her hand in order to stop the car. 
She attains her object, and then pursues 
her way with calm step. There are times 
when one almost feels justified in swear- 
ing a small, small oath. This is a street 
car’s fault, too, because a conductor 
should never see a lady a block off. Either 
she hurries and becomes heated, or she 
does not hurry, and we become heated- 
In either case it is aggravating. It is also 
quite wonderful that cars which ordina- 
rily pass every three or four minutes, 
take from seven to ten minutes if you 
stand and wait for one to come along. 
The stop, which throws some heavy man 
upon your foot, is also aggravating, as is 
the tread of the conductor upon the same 
place. There are other aggravations, but 
let us put them aside and wear a pleasant 
smile. 

The street car is the true democratic 
vehicle. Here silks and satins rustle 
alongside of a coat which, in its youth, 
might have graced a beau, but which, 
after years of service, evidenced by the 
weather-beaten remnants of the original 
piece, now serves a lusty negro laborer. 
No one is too mean or lowly to ride in a 
street car. The only requisite to enter 
this society is a five-eent piece. Poor 
clothes, shabby clothes, and good clothes 
become acquainted with each other on 
these seats. Eryeina ridens and atra cura, 
longa senectus and levis juventus hand 
their tickets to the conductor, and he 
punches his slip for all alike. 

That is a pretty young lady sitting op- 
posite, and as the doctor has said that 
strictest canons of good breeding, allow 
two looks at a pretty face, we shall take 
them without fear of offending. Were 
we not given up to the adoration of con 
tingent remainders, torts, deodands, and 
the like, we should not be averse to pur- 
sue further our thoughts in this direc- 
tion . Another friend of ours, while sup- 
porting by a strap of a car, was seen by 

“ Cupid all arm’d ; a certain aim lie took, 
And tossed a love shaft smartly from his bow.” 

He avers that his position was the most 
dangerous in the world, as he could gaze 
his fill without being observed. 

The time to meet the Strephons and 

Chloes is immediately after the theaters 
have emptied their crowds upon the 
streets and cars. The tender solicitude 
with which Strephon obtains a seat 
for Chloe, the nervousness with which 
he pays his fare and the rigidity of face 
and limb which he preserves while his 
fellow-passengers gaze on him, indicate 
the Strephon who is supremely happy. 
Often an Othello and his dusky Desde- 
mona will sit opposite us as we ride on 
our cynical and lonely way. One pair 
we remember particularly, as they were 
evidence that Cupid must be as strong as 
Hercules, for it would take his strength 
to send a shaft through the outer layers 
of their anatomy to their hearts. 

That gentleman is in search of an of- 
fice, and we are moderately certain that 
he is from the West. We cannot give 
the indicia by which we know these facts; 
perhaps our knowledge is intuitive. 
But, in addition to that paper collar, 
which begins to show signs of long usage, 
the “hand-me-down,” patent collar-but- 
ton, the gaudy, though soiled tie, the 
silk hat, whose nap is assuming the as- 
pect of an agitated mouse, the boots 
which show that it is only recently that 
they have been introduced to blacking 
there is the look of conscious virtue 
which says: “I am Hon. Soandso, or 
Judge Blank, or Gen. Stars, and 1 want 
a grateful country to give me an 
office.” 

Of all places in this country, Wash- 
ington is the best for one who wishes to 
exercise his ingenuity in guessing at 
what men are from their appearance. 
The summer hats and white tie, by 
which the disappointed office-seekers be- 
tray that t Hey are not to the manner 
born, and that the res augusta domi are 
pressing them sorely, are ridiculous, but 
have also a sad interest. What haps and 
what reverses! 

“I know it is a sin 

For me to sit and grin 

At him there.” 

If Washington sees a Democratic Presi- 
dent in 1885,what a study for the lounger 
in the corner seat will be the unnum- 
bered horde who will fall upon the offices, 
with the dust of twenty years upon their 
garments. 

There is a little child with her grand- 
father, curly headed and smiling; she 
climbs upon the seat. But, hold on; 
stop the car, conductor! We have passed 
our destination, and shall have to post- 
pone our thoughts for another trip. 

N. X. 

THOUGHTS ON HORACE. 

In the little ode, but lofty, which we 
may venture to term an epilogue to the 
third book of his Odes, the poet Horace 
breaks forth into a joyous anticipation of 
future fame : 
“ I have built a monument than bronze more last- 

ing, 
Soaring more high than regal pyramids, 
Which nor the stealthy gnawing of the rain drop, 
Nor the yain rush of Boreas shall destroy; 
Nor shall it pass away with the unnumbered 
Series of ages and the flight of time. 
I shall not wholly die ! From Libitina 
A part, yea much, of mine own self escapes. 
Renewing bloom from praise in after ages, 
My growth through time shall be to fresher youth, 
Long as the High Priest, with the Silent Virgin, 
Ascends the sacred Capitol of Rome.’ 

The free and unreserved expression of 
self-approval which in this ode is so con- 
spicuous is in marked contrast to the mod- 
esty which is so habitual with him, and 
constitutes, indeed, one of his chiefest 
and most charming recommendations to 
our favor. 

“ I shall not wholly die ! ” Non omnis 
moriar ! Around the prophecy lingers a 
suspicion of vainglory. But was ever 
prediction more triumphantly verified 
than this of Horace by Horace V Rare 
old poet! He built more wisely than he 
knew. Time has played his ghastly joke 
on 

• “the High Priest and the Silent Virgin” 

whose ministrations the Venusian fondly 
imagined would be co-existent with his 
own eternal fame— 

“ Renewing^bloom from praise in after ages.” 

Thus the one poor condition on which 
he confidently rested his proud arroga- 
tion of an immortality of renown has 
been swept away by the tide of human 
events; yet, in the words of one of his 
intelligent admirers, “Horace still reigns 
supreme as the lyrical singer most en- 
throned in the affections most con- 
genial to the tastes of the complex mul- 
titude of students in every land and in 
every age.” 

Over and above the mere literary charm 
of his works, the warm heart and thor- 
oughly urbane nature of the man are felt 
instinctively by his readers, and draw 
them to him as a friend. Hence it is that 
we find him a vade mecum with men the 
most diverse in their natures, culture, 
and pursuits. “ His broad human sym- 
pathies, his vigorous common sense, and 
his consummate mastery of expres- 
sion ’’—for these Martin regards as Iris 
more remarkable qualities—have con- 
spired to render him the most popular 
writer of antiquity. “ The scholar, the 
statesman, the soldier, the man of the 
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world, the town-bred man, the lover of 
the country, the thoughtful and the care- 
less, he who reads much and he who 
reads little—all And in his pages more 
or less to amuse their fancy, to touch 
their feelings, to quicken their observa- 
tion, to nerve their convictions, to put 
into happy phrase the deductions of then- 
experience. His poetical sentiment is not 
pitched too high for the unimaginative, 
but it is always so genuine that the most 
imaginative feel its charm.” 

There is an old saying—so old, indeed, 
that its cracked voice is seldom heard in 
public places now—which runs to the ef- 
fect, that the greater a poet is the less are 
we likely to know of him from his own 
writings. If this were true—and happi- 
ly, like many another venerable saw, it 
is not -poor Horace would be nowhere, 
for he has left us. in his various poems, 
an account of himself—his character, 
habits, and pursuits, His successes and 
his failures -almost as complete as many 
a professed biography, and far more de 
lightful and instructive than any. 

In the ode “ Desconde Ooelo,” the 
fourth of the third book, is recorded an 
interesting incident of his earliest child- 
hood : 

Me fabulosae Volture in Appulo, 
Altricis extra Union Apuliae, 

Ludo fatigatumque somno, 
Fronde nova, puerum, palumbes 

Tcxere. 

The little rogue,it seems,played himself 
tired, and then in the spirit of reckless- 
ness, characteristic of youth in all climes 
and times, took advantage of an unguard- 
ed moment to throw off the dura custodia 
of his nurse, and ramble of in search of 
new playthings. We can imagine the 
hubbub in the domestic circle when the 
mysterious disappearance of young 
Quintus became known; the bustle and 
search, the weeping and wailing. At 
length he is found, and where V Hast 
asleep in the woods, covered with fresh 
myrtle and laurel leaves, in which the 
wood-pigeons have swathed him ! And 
while the domestics are lost in wonder 
that the child could slumber in that wild 
place, and be safe from bears and snakes, 
the little fellow’s eyes open, and hekicks 
and crows with his hands full of wild 
flowers. 

Horace, like many other notabilities 
was born of poor but honest parents. Of 
his mother, little or nothing is known, 
(he never mentions her in his writings,) 
and it is supposed that she died in the 
poet’s infancy. That he was no common 
boy, we may be sure, for his father de- 
termined to give him a higher education 
than was to be obtained under a provin- 

cial schoolmaster. In reading that part 
of Horace's story in which he describes 
His father’s careful superintendence over 
his education, we are reminded of Bobby- 
Burns’ early lines about his father : 
“ My father was a farmer upon the Carriek border, 
And carefully he.bred me up in decency and order. 
He bade me act a manly part though I had ne’er a 

farthing, 
For without an honest, manly heart no man was 

worth regarding.” 

Horace’s literary master at Rome was 
Orbilius, who, thanks to his pupil, has 
become a name (plaijosus Orbilius. Orbi- 
lius of the bircli) that suffering urchins 
nowadays eagerly apply to those peda- 
gogues who resort to the same material 
means of inculcating the beauties of the 
classics. Wolff, the celebrated German 
scholar, is authority for the statement 
that Horace drew the portrait of Orbilius 
in the well-known lines about Death : 

Nee parcit imbellis juventic 
Poplitibus, timidove tcrgo. 

Co education, we know, was a thing 
unheard of among the Romans, yet Hor- 
ace appears to have formed several little 
attachments during his pupilage. It is 
a little singular, however, that at no 
period of his life was he very lucky in 
his loves, in spite of his genial disposi- 
tion and the charm of his conversation, 
that was “ wont to set the table in a 
roar.” He was not an eminently hand- 
some man, it is true; indeed, if we may 
credit his own frequent descriptions of 
himself, he must have been a regular 
scarecrow. But men of remarkable 
ugliness have notoriously been favorites 
of the gentler sex; and why not ? A 
rough rind sometimes covers the sweet- 
est fruit. Mirabeau was quite a lady’s 
man; so was John Wilkes; Dr. John- 
son was, by his acquaintances, called 
‘ Ursa Major; ” yet no man alive had a 
more tender heart: “ he had nothing of 
the bear about him,” said Goldsmith, 
‘■but his skin. ” 

With these examples fresh in our minds 
—and all of us have seen many others 
and perhaps pitied them in our good-na- 
tured way—we are surprised that, as 
Father Trout says “ Notwithstanding 
the delicacy with which he could flatter, 
and the sprightly ingenuity with which 
he could amuse the ladies of Rome, in 
spite of all the fervor with which he ex- 
alts the fascinations and chants the mer- 
its of the fair sex in general, he appears, 
from the desponding tenor of his ama- 
tory compositions, to have made but 
small havoc among the hearts of Ins lady 
acquaintances. These ditties are mostly 
attuned to a very plaintive strain, and 
are generally indicative of unrequited 
attachment and blighted hopes. He has 

made posterity the confidante of his jeal- 
ousy regarding Pyrrha; Lydia forsakes 
him for Telephus, who was probably a 
stupid life-guardsman, measuring live 
feet eleven; Cliloe runs away from his 
addresses, begging her mother to say she 
is yet too young to form an engagement; 
he records the perjured conduct of Ba- 
rine towards him, laments the inconstan- 
cy of Neaera, the hauteur of Lyce,” 
etc., etc. 

The secret of the matter, we are con- 
strained to believe, is this : He was a lit- 
tle man with a big head; (we learn that 
from one of his Satires:) he was “more 
fat than bard beseems, in the second 
place; (that leaks out in one of his Epis- 
tles where Augustus deigns to crack an 
imperial joke at the ungainly prominence 
of his abdomen;) his eyes, he tells us 
over and over again, were always sore, 
and required regular treatment; to cap 
the climax, the poor poet was bald! In 
the famous ode, “Integer Vitae.’’which 
some commentator takes to be a poeti- 
cal expression of the common and erro- 
neous belief that a peculiar ^Providence 
watches over poets, an incident of Hor- 
ace’s own life is mentioned, and it has 
been humorously treated by Prout. “One 
day,” says the Reverend Father, “hav- 
ing extended his rambles beyond the 
boundaries of his farm, humming as he 
went an ode to ‘Lalage, ’ behold! an enor- 
mous wolf suddenly stares him in the 
face, and as precipitately takes to flight 
without any apparently sufficient cause. 
The dogs, according to Shakspeare, barked 
at Richard; this wolf may have been 
probably frightened by the poet’s ugli- 
ness, for, according to his own descrip- 
tion, he was no beauty, even in his Sun- 
day clothes. ” 

From the writings of Horace it would 
be impossible to imagine him anything 
but a good-natured man and a lazy, even 
as he was a fat, man. And it is solely 
from this, his easy temper, that he is 
able to give us everywhere, in Ode, Sat- 
ire, and Epistle, maxims that are almost 
worthy to rank with the higher teachings 
of a greater Master. He is continually 
dissuading the Romans of his day from 
tlie unhealthy pursuits of ambition; he 
advises them, again and again, to set a 
bound to their senses: 

Est modus in rebus: sunt certi denique fines 
Quos ultra eitraque nequit eonsistere rectum. 

Think not of how much others have, 
says he, but of how much which they have 

* A poet, who shall be nameless, has told me, in 
a husky whisper, that the Providence that watches 
over poets is a d—d peculiar one. G. 
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you can do perfectly well without. Do 
not lose the present hour in vain per- 
plexities about the future : 

Carpe diem, quam minimum credula postero. 

‘•If fortune lowers to-day, she may 
smile to-morrow, and when she lavishes 
her gifts upon you cherish an humble 
heart, and so fortify yourself against her 
caprice. Enjoy wisely, for then you 
enjoy thoroughly, Live each day as 
though it were your last. Life will be 
only too brief at the best, and the day is 
at band when its inequalities will be re- 
dressed and king and peasant, pauper 
and millionaire be huddled, poor shiver- 
ing phantoms, in one undistinguisliable 
crowd across the melancholy Styx, to the 
judgment halls of Minos. Rliadamanthus 
and Aeacus.” Witness the fine ode to 
Dellius: 
“ Let not the frowns of fate 
Disquiet thee, my friend, 
Nor, when she smiles on thee, do thou, elate 
With vaunting thoughts, ascend 
Beyond the limits of becoming mirth; 
For Dellius, thou mitst die, become a clod of earth! 
Whether thy days go down 
In gloom and dull regrets, 
Or, Shunning life’s Vain struggle for renown, 
Its fever and its frets, 
Stretched on the grass, with old Falerman wine, 
Thou giv’st the thoughtless hours a rapture all 

divine. 
Where the tall spreading pine 
And white-leaved poplar grow, 
And, mingling their broad boughs in leafy twine, 
A grateful shadow throw, 
Where down its broken bed the wimpling stream 
Writhes on its sinuous way with many a quivering 

gleam, 
There wine, there perfumes bring, 
Bring garlands of the rose, 
Fair and too short-lived daughter of the spring, 
While youth’s bright current flows 
Within thy veins—ere yet hath come the hour 
When the dread Sisters Three shall clutch thee 

in their power. 
One road and to one bourne 
We are all goaded. Late 
Or soon will issue from the urn 
Of unrelenting Fate 
The lot, that in y<?n bark exiles us all 
To undiscovered shores, from which is no recall.” 

With the circumstances of Voltaire's 
life fresh in our minds, we are not sur- 
prised to find that worthy rascal calling 
easy going Horace “ the best of preach- 
ers.” We know, too, that whenever 
poor Hooker grew tired of his wife’s 
endless scolding tongue, he had a melan- 
choly pleasure left in modestly retiring 
out of earshot to fortify himself with 
the consoling reflection derived from 
reading Horace on “the shortness of 
life.” Condorcet died in his dungeon 
with Horace open by his side ; that most 
respectable villain, Lord Chesterfield, 
tells us that he never talked better than 
when he quoted Horace: and in Gibbon’s 
militia days: “On every march,” he I 

says, “ on every journey, Horace was 
always in my pocket, and often in my 
hand.” The same thing is told of the 
late President, Mr. Garfield, and but a 
week or two before his death he had the 
pleasure of receiving a sumptuous edi- 
tion of Horace as a present from his 
friend, Mr. Evarts, in Paris. When we 
reflect that in all times Horace has been 
a favorite with all classes of readers, we 
may try to imagine what a delightful 
companion he was. His boon comrades, 
pauperum sanguis parentum, though he 
was, were spirits as Maecenas, Augus- 
tus. Pollio, Virgil and Varius—a jolly 
crowd. It is but proper to notice, in 
connection with Horace’s cronies, that 
however much the poet extolls modera- 
tion. and little as we are disposed to 
doubt that his theory and practice went 
hand in hand, it is yet our firm belief that 
he occasionally enjoyed the common 
luxury of a “headache in the morning.” 
Horace was always a youug man; he is a 
young man still: we call him “ old Hor- 
ace,” but it is only by way of familiar 
endearment; and even if he was an "old 
boy” when he became acquainted with 
Maecenas and company, he had not lost 
all relish for what are with questionable 
propriety termed the pleasures of youth. 
His friends being, for the most part, rich 
and rather inclined to enjoy the “fleeting 
hour,” their banquets were sure to be 
prolonged far into the beginning of to- 
morrow. and it requires no very strong 
efforts of the imagination to figure Hor- 
ace rolling along the Roman sidewalks, 
in mellow independence, muttering all 
the while some good-natured curses on 
the shaky pavement, and hiccuping a 
modest request to an imaginary retainer 
to saddle his bob-tail mule. This, how- 
ever—even if it be a true picture - repre- 
sents Horace in bis unguarded moments. 
All authorities, ancient and modern, 
unite in bestowing their tribute of 
praise upon his many good qualities, as 
a man as well as a poet. Maecenas and 
the Emperor Augustus knew his worth, 
and so did the poet Virgil. Indeed, Lis 
friendship with Maecenas has been the 
means of furnishing us with some of his 
greatest Odes. Thus he rallies his old 
friend in the latter’s illness ; 
“ Why wilt thou kill me with thy boding fears? 

Why, O Maecenas, why? 
Before thee lies a train of happy years : 

Yes, nor the Gods nor I 
Could brook that thou should’st first be laid in 

dust, 
Who art my stay, my glory and my trust! 

Ah|! if untimely fate should snatch thee hence, 
Thee, of my soul a part, 

Why should I linger on with deaden’d sense 
And ever-aching heart, 

A worthless fragment of a fallen shrine ? 
No, no, one day shall see thy death and mine ! 

Maecenas did not die for seventeen 
years after this ode was written, and 
“often and often,” says Martin, “we 
may believe that he turned to read the 
ode and be refreshed by it when his pulse 
was low and his heart sick and weary.” 
Maecenas died in B. C. 8, bequeathing 
his poet-friend to the care of Augustus, 
in the words, •‘■Horati Flacei, iit mei, esto 
memor"—“Bear Horace in your memory 
as you would myself. ” But the legacy 
was not long upon the emperor’s hands. 
Seventeen years before the poet had 
written— 

Ibimus, ibimus, 
Utcumque praecedes, supremum 

Carpere iter comites parati. 

The lines must have rung in the poet’s 
ears like a sad refrain. The Digentia 
lost its charm; he could not see its crys- 
tal waters for the shadow of Charon’s 
rueful stream. The prattle of his loved 
Bandusian fountain could not wean his 
thoughts from the vision of his other 
self wandering unaccompanied alongthat 
last sad road. He who had so often 
soothed the sorrows of other bereaved 
hearts answered with a wistful smile to 
the friendly consolations of the many 
who loved him. His work was done. It 
was time to go away. Not all the skill of 
Orpheus could recall him whom he had 
lost. The welcome end came sharply 
and suddenly; and one day, when the 
bleak November wind was whirling down 
the oak leaves on his well-beloved brook, 
the servants of his Sabine farm heard 
that they should no more see the good, 
cheery master, whose pleasant smile and 
kindly word had so often made their 
labors light There was many a sad 
heart, too in Rome, when the wit who 
never wounded, the poet who ever charmed, 
the friend who never failed, was laid in a 
corner of the Esquiline, close to his dear 
Knight Maecenas. He died on the 27th 
November, B. 0. 8, the kindly, lonely 
man, leaving to the Emperor Augustus 
his property, and to all posterity the most 
beautiful monument of pagan times—the 
songs of Quintus Horatius Flaccus. G. 

Oh ! a wonderful stream is the river Time, 

As it runs through the realm of tears, 

With a faultless rythm and a musical rhyme, 

And a broader sweep, and a surge sublime, 

As it blends in the ocean of years ! 
—Taylor. 

Youth, 

When thought is speech, and speech is truth. 
—Scott. 
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THE BURNING BABE. 

As I in hoary winter’s night stood shivering in 
the snow, 

Surprised I was with sudden heat, which made my 
heart to glow, 

And lilted up a fearful eye to view what fire was 
near; 

A pretty babe, all burning bright, did in the air 
appear, 

Who scorched with exceeding heat, such floods of 
tears did shed, 

As though His floods should quench His flames 
with what His tears were fed. 

“Alas ! ” quoth he, “ but newly born in fiery heats 
of fry, 

Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my 
fire but I! 

My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wound- 
ing thorns; 

Love is the fire and sighs the smoke, the ashes 
shame and scorns; 

The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the 
coals; 

The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s de- 
filed souls, 

For which, as now on fire I am, to work them to 
their good. 

So will I melt into a bath, to wash in my blood.” 
With this he vanished out of sight, and swiftly 

shrunk away, 
And straight I called unto mind it was Christmas 

day. 
—Southwell. 

The fond delay with which the poet 
lingers around the metaphor, finds little 
toleration in our age. In his own, the 
early seventeenth century, it was the 
style; hence the preference which Ben 
Jonson gives this quaint poem as a dia- 
mond of the first water, in the casket of 
the religious muse. 

PERSONALS. 

JOSEPH B, JOHNSTON,who left George- 
town some years ago for West Point, 
abandoned shortly afterward all thoughts 
of a military career, and has adopted the 
profession of his father, the ex-Senator 
from Virginia. He is practising law in 
Richmond. 

PERRY M. PETTIT, the fastest skater 
at Georgetown in the days before the 
war, is about to marry the daughter of 
Colonel Warner, of Piney Point, Md. A 
late but, we are sure, a happy surrender. 

WILLIAM P. SMITH, A.B., ’78, who, 
with his classmate, Iiedmond D. Walsh 
has been practising law in St. Louis, re. 
cently dissolved the partnership. Mr. 
Walsh has taken up journalism, and Mr. 
Smith was summoned to Hagerstown, 
Md., by the death of his father, the ven- 
erable Dr. J. F. Smith. Both of the 
brothers, William F. and Charles H., 
visited the College since their sad be- 
reavement. 

CHARLES B. THROCKMORTON,U.S.A., 
before the war a student at Georgetown, 

is rising rapidly in his profession, and 
was recently promoted from the rank of 
captain to the majorship of the Second 
Artillery. 

PHILIP M. CARROLL, of Augusta, Ga., 
who was here from Maryland in ante-bel- 
lum times, has visited us recently. He 
is in Washington to secure the appoint- 
ment of his son as a page in the House 
of Representatives. 

WILLIAM A. LACKEY, who left Col- 
lege two years ago. returned to Washing- 
ton last week a member of Lawrence 
Barrett’s Company. His elocutionary 
talents were recognized during his so- 
journ as a student. 

THE CLASS OF ’83, eminent for many 
good qualities, deserves special com- 
mendation for its modesty. After a lapse 
of nearly six months, the photographs of 
these young gentlemen are still missing 
from our Graduates’ Gallery. Perhaps 
they intend the class picture as a Christ- 
mas gift to the institution. A welcome 
one it will be, we assure them. Francis 
Brogan is at home in Kansas, not yet 
embarked in any special career: Michael 
J. Colbert, Isaac W. Nordlinger, John D. 
McLaughlin, and Edward F. Farrell at- 
tend the law-school of the University; 
James F. O'Neill is in the law office of 
District-Attorney Speer, Atlanta, Ga.; 
Francis McLaughlin is in the land office 
of W. W. Curtis, Esq., Washington; 
John B. Madigan is reading law in his 
brother’s office at home, in Iloulton, Me.; 
Charles J. Helm is at home, visiting for 
a year before beginning the study of 
medicine at Harvard; Louis A. Kengla 
has begun medicine under the guidance 
of Dr. Joseph M. Toner, of Washington. 
We have heard nothing of Fred. Tete. 
J. Smith Brennan is making a tour 
through Eur ope,having gone abroad with 
the Rt. Rev. Bishop of Wilmington, Del., 
who was present at the commencement 
in June out of compliment to our alum- 
nus. A recent letter from the traveler 
gives an interesting account of a private 
audience at the Vatican. In Rome he 
has met James V. Hussie, who was with 
us last year. 
  . ♦   :  

WASHINGTON, D. C\. 
December 18, 1883. 

Dev. James A. Doonan, S. J.: 
DEAR FATHER DOONAN : The efforts 

of the committee appointed by the So- 
ciety of Alumni, at its last annual meet- 
ing, to carry into effect the proposed 
plan to meet the interest on the College 
debt by voluntary subscriptions from the 
Alumni, have, we are glad to say, been 

attended with gratifying results. Some 
months ago the committee sent to each 
Alumnus, whose address could be ob- 
tained, a circular letter explaining the 
movement and urging co-operation there- 
in. In response we have received from 
many of the Alumni authority to regis- 
ter their names as annual subscribers to 
the fund. These subscriptions range 
from five to one hundred dollars, con- 
tinuing, in most cases, for the period of 
ten years. 

The amounts subscribed thus far ag- 
gregate about two thousand dollars per 
annum for ten years, and, in addition, 
we have from gentlemen throughout the 
country assurances wnich give promise 
that the fund will be increased to about 
five thousand dollars. As the time of 
payment, February 1, 18S4, is so near at 
hand, a more formal report might be ex- 
pected. The fact, however, that many 
who have promised their aid have not 
subscribed, and that others whom we 
know to be thoroughly interested in the 
the welfare of the College have not yet 
been heard from, induces the committee, 
to postpone their report until about Janu- 
ary 25, 1884. 

The committee hopes that by that 
time all will have responded, and the 
amount necessary to meet the interest 
may have been subscribed. 

G. E. HAMILTON, 
CHAS. N. HARRIS, 
JAS. M. HEALY, 
CONDE B. FALLEN, 
CIIAS. A. ELLIOT, 

Committee. 

ENTRE NOUS. 

—To be let: Our humorist’s office, to- 
gether with the fixtures, to wit : One 
desk, somewhat damaged by the removal 
of what our German chum calls Gtdank- 
enspeene (thought whittlings); one dozen 
of pens slightly defective at the nib, and 
one ream of waste paper. The tangle of 
hair that will be found in the desk, is a 
free gift and an admonition. The lessor 
is frank enough to admit that there is 
no good will to go with the concern. He 
would advise the lessee that to do well in 
his business, he must be on friendly terms 
with the three stock characters of our 
American jokes ; the Irishman and his 
bull, the Teuton and his bock, the N egro 
and his nude. Futhermore, he would 
whisper into his ear iliat lie must move 
heaven and earth to secure for constant 
reference, an expurgated edition of the 
decalogue. 
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BOTH your hands, my jolly friend 
Christmas! You were slow in coming, 
hut you are all the more welcome. Let 
me introduce you to the boys. Happy 
fellows are they at your arrival. Hark, 
how they cheer you through study-liall 
and corridor ! See how books are shut, 
holiday suits donned, valises packed, and 
off they are for your vacation ! There’s 
a magic about your appearance that puts 
them into livelier motion than all the 
electric bells, or the very call of the 
Hirst Prefect. Well, they deserve the 
rest and frolic they are to receive from 
your bounty, and watch that they lose 
not a particle of the good gift. Here are 
their Prelects. Every rigid feature, 
where authority has reared his rocky 
throne, is relaxed into a dimpling smile. 
For, from what pressure do you not re- 

lieve them when you drawoff the quick- 
silver youth! 

Their parents you know already. You 
were present at a certain consultation 
recently held by the father, who was sat- 
isfied with the quarterly report, and the 

1 fond mother, who was delighted at the 
prospect of patting her son’s healthy 
cheek. What was the result of the con- 
ference V Something fine, no doubt, that 
will make the day a pleasant memory. 
And the sisters, cousins, and aunts— 
bless all the fair bevy as they bless you 
for having sent them a convenient and 
elegant escort for the season. 

Last, but not least, let me introduce 
you to the JOURNAL’S friends and ac- 
quaintances. Here are the contributors. 
Ah, you sly, benevolent rogue, you wink 
at them so knowingly ! So it was you 
who metamorphosed into a Pan or 
Apollo, appeared in a vision to the sev- 
eral ex-editors and inspired them to take 
up the pipe for a pastoral, or the harp for 
a sonnet. You it was who got up the 
symposium of reminiscences at which 
many a heart will mellow. You it was 
who induced the coy student to put his 
blushing initials at the foot of a first at- 
tempt that decies repetita placebit. For 
this timely succor accept the thanks of 
the editors and subscribers. You Will 
make a speech, of course? That’s it; 
the very soul of wit and heart of honey. 
Simple, cordial wishes of a blithe and 
merry feast and a happy New Year,with 
returns as many as the happiest can de- 
sire. 

A WORD IN SEASON. 

There are few of us who really under- 
stand for what purpose we are sent to 
college. We enter college blindfold, not 
thinking that our future is to a great 
degree dependent upon our sojourn there, 
and that it is the last opportunity that 
we will have in preliminary training. 
We do not seem to know that our time 
in this world is very limited, nor do we 
think for a moment that our fathers are 
suffering considerable inconvenience at 
the very least, in order that they may 
prepare us for the battle of the world. 

In the beginning we will state that the 
study of text-books should be our chief 
aim; for it is by the thorough knowledge 
of these that we lay a foundation which 
will ever remain firm, and can always be 
relied upon. And here we may say that 
unless this is done, there is little hope 
for the future. At the same time, how- 
ever, we hold that a thorough knowledge 
of books does not necessarily insure suc- 
cess in life. We must not study merely 

to be tlioroug h in ourcollege course, hut 
must always keep in mind that we are 
now training ourselves for manhood, 
that we have characters to mould, minds 
to broaden; and last of all, but not least, 
we are to learn men, for these are the 
beings with whom we are to deal. 

Many young men who, during their 
college course, are rated as men of hrainsi 
who on all occasions receive the honors 
of the class, and for whom there was 
apparently a world of success in store, 
go out into the broad field of life and there 
are met with disappointment, their long- 
cherished hopes are blighted, and their 
ambition, which is the chief element in 
every mail’s success, is dissipated. It is 
now that they find that they are defeated 
in many ways. They have for too long a 
time depended upon their instructors for 
advice; they have perhaps never decided 
once for themselves, and in their de- 
plorable state they go roaming around in 
hopes of finding some guardian. But 
they find none who are willing to lend 
them a helping hand, none who offer to 
dispel the cloud which has gathered; 
many, on the contrary, who are prone to 
increase their misfortunes, that they 
may the more easily advance their own 
welfare. 

What is the cause of this? We hold 
that it is the need of worldly experience, 
firmness of character, knowledge of man- 
kind, and a will of their own. 

In conclusion, we would say to the 
young college men of the present day, 
that if they are desirous of making men 
of themselves, of promoting humanity, 
and of advancing their country’s good, 
study to become men. 

EALEIGII. 

FORMER STUDENTS AT YALE AND 
HARVARD. 

To the courtesy of our A. B.,’81, Daniel 
W. Lawler, we are indebted for a cata- 
logue of Yale College for the current 
year. Among the candidates for the 
degree of Master of Laws we find his 
own name and that of John Herrimon 
Holt, LL B., ’81. In the junior class of 
the law school is the name of Frank .J. 
Lawler, whose health would not permit 
him to return to Georgetown and grad- 
uate with his class this year. 

In the Harvard catalogue the name of 
J. Ledyard Lincoln, A. B., ’81, is on the 
roll of the senior class in the law school; 
Arthur A. Sweeney, who left here to 
graduate at St. John’s, Fordliam, N. Y.. 
is in the second class of the medical 
school. Royal P. Carroll and Charles 
Carroll, sons of ex-Governor Carroll, of 
Maryland, are respectively members of 
the junior and freshman classes. 

■■■ ■ 
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A TALE THAT IS TOLD. 

Hurrying forms, light out of windows streaming, 
Glad voices calling in the crowded street, 

Loud words of welcome, sweet eyes softly beaming, 
Hand grasping hand as friends in goodwill meet* 

Thiii puffs of snowflakes through the crisp air flying,* 
Sorrowing hearts at last forget to grieve, 

Holly and mistletoe in garlands tying— 
This is the Christmas eve. 

One little child,,face'pinched and sad and pleading, 
One little form unnoticed in the throng, 

More than all others care and kindness needing— 
Hid by the crowd that pushes him along. 

Where is the one for him some present keeping, 
In all the world who thinks of him to-day? 

There is no comfort to be got by weeping— 
His tears are wept away. 

A sweet, clear voice the child in wonder hearing— 
“ Come, friendless one, I have a gift for thee.” 

The crowd streams on, the small wrapt face is 
fearing, 

Yet goes, not caring where the way may be. 
On through long streets that grow so cold and 

dreary, 
Passes a door-way silent, dark and deep, 

Thinks—I will rest awhile, for I am weary, 
And will lie down to sleep. 

Dreams of white angels fairer raiment bringing, 
Driiik for parched lips and shoes for tired feet, 

Dreams of grand burst of peace and light and 
singing, 

Forgets the poor rejoicing of the street, 
Dreams that bright children crowd around in 

greeting, 
Of clinging angels and a journey swift, 

Of that sweet voice in accents clear repeating— 
“ This is thy Christmas gift.” 

Light fall of snow in the gray Christmas morning, 
Distant hoarse braying of unchristian horn, 

Old sexton come to give the good folk warning— 
This day, this day our Infant Lord was born ! 

What can the old man at the door be keeping? 
See his red lantern on the white snow gleam : 

“ Poor child, I’ll wake him on the cold step sleep- 
ing”— 

And lo ! ’twas not a dream ! 

THE COLLEGE SOCIETIES. 

Now that the first term is coming to a 
close, it is a very proper occasion to note 
the doings of our various societies. 

THE B. V. M. SODALITY. 

The reception of new members wilj 
take place in February, at which time it 
is hoped that a large addition will be re- 
ceived. 

THE PHILODEMIC. 

The Senior Debating Society of this 
year has proved a success in every way 
possible. It has twenty-six members, an 
increase of ten over last year. On ac- 
count of the unavoidable irregularity of 
meetings in the first part of the session, 
the debates were not all that could be 
looked for, but since Thanksgiving there 
has been a vast improvement. There is 
some excellent material among the 

members, and, witli a wise selection of 
speakers, the Merrick Debate bids fair 
to rival its predecessors. 

THE P1IILONOMOSIAN. 

The same might be said of this society 
as of its senior. The meetings have 
all been well attended, and great inter- 
est evinced in the debates. The society 
has about twenty-one members, and is 
presided over by Mr. Clarke, S. J. There 
are several good speakers, and unless our 
hopes fail ignominiously, we expect to 
see a good showing made at their Prize 
Debate. 

THE TONER. 

This is the only society in the house 
devoted to science, and it certainly 
ought to be encouraged by the Univer- 
sity classes. Its meetings are held twice 
a month, and are very interesting. It 
has twenty members, under the direction 
of Mr. O'Rourke, S. J. At one of the 
meetings a very interesting lecture on 
“ Hydrostatic ” was delivered by Mr. 
Gallagher. On a recent occasion a very 
glowing description was given of a -‘field- 
meeting,” which will be held as soon as 
the weather permits. 

THE DRAMATIC CLUB. 

At last the house can boast of a dra- 
matic society which, though it may not 
be all that is desired, will yet prove itself 
worthy of its name. Its first public at- 
tempt was made on Thanksgiving eve, 
when Henry IV was produced. After 
the performance the members sat down 
to a very bountiful collation provided by 
the Father Minister of the College, 
which was well appreciated. It might 
not be out of place here to remark that 
it costs something to provide costumes, 
scenery and the other thousand and one 
things necessary to put a play on the 
stage, and it is hardly fair that all the 
expense should fall on the society. What 
it needs to ensure success, is some sub- 
stantial aid from the yard in the way of 
money. During the holidays some light 
pieces will be brought out for the benefit 
of those who are compelled to remain 
here during that time. 

THE ATHLETIC. 

Considerable work has been done this 
term in athletics, the annual sports, an 
account of which was given in the pre- 
vious number, having proved a great 
success. Foot-ball received a big “boom ” 
tills year, but the work of the team was 
rather disastrous. It played two games 
with the Kendalls, but was beaten in 
both. A challenge was received from the 
Johns Hopkins University of Baltimore 
for a game in that city on Saturday, De- 

cember 15, but having class on that day 
the challenge could not be accepted. We 
hope that next year our team will be able 
to make a better showing, which will be 
done when our men know more about 
the game. It is unforl unate that we have 
no place to train our base-ball team dur- 
ing the winter that it may be more suc- 
cessful next spring than our foot-ball 
team. However, it can safely be said 
that we will not be lacking when the 
time comes for it to take the diamond 
and regain the laurels of the house, so 
ignobly lostto the Kendalls in “Rugby,” 

THE CHESS CLUB, 

Which has been formed by about twenty 
of the students, holds its meetings 
once a week. llev. Father Doonan has 
been asked to assume the directorship, 
but as yet has made no definite reply. 
There are some very good players among 
the members, and a tournament is being 
talked about, to take place the first part 
of next term. 

THE BILLIARD ASSOCIATION 

Has purchased a new set of balls, and 
has had a new cloth put on one of the 
tables. It is to be hoped that by next 
year we can get rid of that old table, and 
have a new pool table in its stead. The 
Society is in a very flourishing condition, 
and the Censors ought to be especially 
careful that no damage is done in the 
room, now that the new table is in so 
good a condition. 

THE EVE OF ST. CECILIA. 

Shall we draw forth from its scabbard— 
the editor’s portfolio—the keen, unbated 
rapier of criticism on a late entertain- 
ment given in the College refectory V 
This is the season of the olive branch, 
and not of the sword. The committee 
ought to set about the more genial and 
humane work of brewing a bowl of was- 
sail instead of pouring out vials of indig- 
nation. no matter how much they are 
provoked. However, much as we may 
incline from motives of mercy, and be 
induced by the spirit of the holidays to 
relent, we are urged on by the sheer 
force of duty, which is, perhaps, rightly 
inexorable in this instance, to print as 
follows : 

The Choir and the Rhetoricians cele- 
brated the anniversary of their patron 
saint on November 21, and presented 
what should have been a very attractive 
entertainment. Owing, however, to 

I lack of preparation and general listless- 
ness, they all failed to do themselves 
justice. Mr. 8.—we suppress full names 
and the programme for obvious reasons— 
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read us the ode, and we have no doubt 
that it was quite graceful, as he is gen- 
erally happy in his attempts at verse. His 
delivery marred everything, and I ven- 
ture to say that he was not heard beyond 
the first three rows, if indeed his voice 
reached as far as the first. Then came 
Mr. S. with an essay on “The Play,” 
which was rather crude and ungracefully 
rendered. The third, Mr. S. spoke in a 
melodramatic, and at times, passionate 
tone, whereas.he was only satirizing the 
nonsense in the modern opera. As to 
his ideas and opinions on music in gen- 
eral we are unable to say anything; but 
when he said the airs of Patience were 
more enjoyable than the strained and 
long-drawn out music of an Italian 
opera, we observed that Mr. Donch, our 
time-honored professor of the violin, 
wore a look of surprise that speedily 
changed into a smile of ironical approba- 
tion. Mr. L. was the next speaker, and 
while he was very funny at times, his 
essay on the whole was tame. He spoke 
too rapidly, and in consequence the 
audience lost a great deal of what he 
said. Now, as the class of rhetoric is 
climbing the ladder of graduation, we 
expected something better. Calling a 
community of a hundred and fifty civil- 
ized men to applaud such a performance 
as that, is like taking the Sultan by the 
beard and compelling him to give over 
his ducats, whether he will or not. 

The music by the gentlemen from 
town was very fine. The boys greeted 
their old friend, Mr. Daniels, with great 
applause. This gentleman has always 
been ready to lend his aid to any amuse- 
ment here, and I am sure that we, as a 
body, appreciate his good will and his 
taste both in selection and rendition. 
Mr. Young, too was here. His voice is 
certainly delightful, and managed with 
the skill of an artist. The best perform- 
ance of the evening, however, was Mr. 
John Donch's violin solo. VVe cannot 
too highly compliment the young gentle- 
man on his success. If prophesying is 
in order, we would say that he is destined 
to become an admirable representative 
of his father, whose talents have won 
universal recognition at College. The 
name of Mr. Hay, who is well known to 
all of us, was on the programme, but for 
some reason he did not appear. 

The quartette, composed of the Messrs. 
Donch, was very enjoyable, as was also 
Mr. Fennell's solo. Speaking to one of 
our professors, the question as to how he 
liked the performance was asked. With- 
out hesitation came the reply: “ The 
music was excellent.” This is a brief 
summary of the whole affair. 

THANKSGIVING THEATRICALS. 

The College Dramatic Club made its 
graceful debut on Wednesday. 28th ult.. 
and afforded the students a most enjoy- 
able prelude to the full, free holiday of 
the morrow. The selection was a series 
of scenes from Henry IY, which perhaps 
next to Hamlet, is when well acted the 
popular favorite of Shakspeare’s dramas, 
ho creditably did the actors acquit them- 
selves of their task that the only regret 
of the evening was the necessity that 
compelled the Club to give extracts 
when the whole play thus performed 
would have proved none too long to the 
most restive of audiences. In fact, we 
may say without boasting that whatever 
may be the undeveloped state of some in 
our midst,we have a respectable number 
of those who. in dramatic ability, might 
compete with any amateurs in the same 
field; and this is understood of college 
amateurs. We give the cast of charac- 
ters to acquaint our readers with some 
of the members of the recently organized 
Dramatic Club : 

HENRY IV—Dramatis Persons—King Henry IV., 
Ralph S. Latshaw ; Prince of Wales, John R. Slat- 
tery ; Prince John, Charles H. Roche ; Douglas, 
William D. Lynch; Hotspur, Harry E. Jefferson; 
Vernon, Joseph M. Dohan; Sir John Falstaff, 
Humphrey M. Strader; Poins, Donald Latshaw; 
Raby, Charles Van Studdiford ; Francis, Frederick 
Lett; Bardolph, Rignal D. Woodward; Gadshill, 
John B. McFaul; Sheriff, Harry Latshaw ; Host, 
William D. Mahaney ; Travelers, D. J. McLaughlin 
and G. Brent. 

The most marked feature of the repre- 
sentation was the acting of Mr. Strader 
as Falstaff. and though the character he 
assumed was difficult and a fair, broad 
target for criticism, it is but faint praise 
to say that He surprised all; nay, not 
only surprised them, but excited their 
admiration. The first scene took in the 
plan to waylay the travellers, and the 
plot of Prince Henry and Poins to play 
a trick on the doughty knight; the next 
witnessed the double design carried into 
effect. This was strongly conceived 
and graphically executed. When Sir 
Jack afterwards strutted around the 
stage and boasted of his exploits and 
multiplied his two assailants into “ ele- 
ven buckram men” and indignantly 
reproached “ Hal ” for his cowardice, 
while he recounted the odds he had un- 
flinchingly faced himself, many a side 
fairly ached with laughter, and all the 
refectory, from the venerable chaplain 
down to Emile, was aroar. We wouldn’t 
intimate that Humphrey Marshall Stra- 
der felt somewhat in his element,because 
he is a bigger man than your JOURNAL 

reporter, but some were heard to remark 

that “ he looked very natural. ” What 
particularly excited the admiration of 
some of the younger members of the 
audience was the perfection with which 

he did puff and blow ’’ after his violent 
exertions The truth is that our Sir 
Jack nearly approaches the original in 
the bulky majesty of his proportions, and 
after a brisk and lively skirmish, would 
be most artistic in being very inartisti- 
cally scant of breath. I5ut enough of 
the roaring and roistering old blade. The 
next extract was the battlefield of 
Shrewsbury, and “young Harry” moved 
the sympathies of our nature by the 
reality with which the death scene was 
enacted. In this Harry Jefferson dis- 
played the fine histrionic talent which 
he has inherited. In addition to him, 
we single out John R. Slattery and John 
McFaul from the rest, mainly because 
they had the principal parts, and so had 
a better opportunity of exhibiting their 
powers; and we must regret that several 
capable of sustaining leading characters 
were compelled to take secondary roles. 
Especially was this true of the Messrs. 
Latshaw. We all know Ralph’s capaci- 
ties. and his brothers have shown them- 
selves no whit inferior. Something had 
been expected from these gentlemen to 
equal their last dramatic dialogue; but 
in one play, and that cut down to a few 
persons there could not be half a dozen 
heroes. Why not afford them a chance 
as early as the Christmas holidays. More 
to free ourselves from the charge of mo- 
notonous praise than to find fault, we 
would just observe that we missed in 
Prince Hal that strong contrast of light 
and shade; that almost heedless levity at 
first, alternating with a depth and en. 
ergy of passion in the interview with his 
royal father; and in the latter part of the 
play completely atoned for in the heroic 
demeanor of the Prince of Wales on 
Shrewsbury Plain. Again, we might 
catch at a few incongruities of make-up 
and costume. Douglas was the only ele- 
gantly attired one, as far as his attire 
went, of all the characters. The King’s 
beard ruined a fairly handsome face, 
and black and peaked and piratical as it 
was, gave the English sovereign the air 
of a Gypsy chief, or of one of Salvator 
Rosa’s most desperate banditti. On the 
other hand, the Bardolphian nose was the 
gem of the night, and proved a worthy 
text for Falstaff’s equally glowing com- 
mentary—perhaps the most uproarious 
piece of raillery in all literature. The 
scenery, though not quite so elaborate as 
that of the spectacular drama of the day, 
was decent enough, and will be improved 
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when the stage is transferred to the study 
hall, as we understand it is designed. 
And here we should express our thanks, 
in the name of the students, to the mem- 
bers of the Dramatic Club, who were at 
no little trouble and expense to get up 
the entertainment; to Mr. Murphy, their 
energetic president,whom we applaud for 
dropping out of the play those who were 
irregular at the rehearsals; and in fine, to 
the College band, who discoursed very 
tolerable music from behind the curtain; 
we might say, like Lander’s orchestra at 
the Vanderbilt ball behind rare exotics, 
only ours were flowers and plants in calico 
print. May we soon enjoy another oppor- 
tunity to hail our Dramatic Club with — 

“ You are welcome, Masters; welcome, all.” 

SHINNEY VS. POLO. 

A bit of brick, a shinney stick 
Are high old sport for me ; 

Polo-on-tar for the lardy-dah, 
But shinney-on-ice give me. 

The crackling cut of keen-edged steel, 
The nipping, eager air 

Are jollier far than groaning wheel, 
And gas-jets’ sick’ning glare. 

This sturdy sport of manly lads 
Lived long unknown to fame, 

Till rinkmenput it in their “ ads,” 
O deed of lasting shame! 

For what out-doors was rattling fun 
Ot rough-and-tumble kind, 

In-doors is girlish stroke and run 
With pose for “ mash ” designed. 

It thus became through Winslow’s wile 
The dude’s own darling game ; 

They dubbed it Polo though for style, 
Which shows what’s in a name. 

Still shinney lives, a joy fore’er, 
In spite of fashion’s whim ; 

So tighten up the old-time pair, 
And o’er the crystal skim. 

With rush, and dodge, and well-aimed blow 
The hockey home to hurl, 

Or, missing it, with skilful throw, 
Your adversary whirl. 

The fittest side survives at goals, 
Where sticks on shins are plied ; 

A simple rule the “ scrap ” controls, 
’Tis “ shinney on your side.” 

A bit of brick, a shinney-stick . 
Are high old sport for me ; 

Polo-on-tar for the lardy-dah, 
But shinney-on-ice give me. 

• BURNING DECK. 

—How could our editor, fond enthusi- 
ast for classic facetite, ever look for 
appreciation, when but recently one of 
our youth said he had seen a salt-ceZfar, 
but shook his head at Attic salt! 

OUR EXCHANGES. 

We have before us many an old friend 
whose face we have sometimes missed 
from our exchange room, but glad we are 
to see you all—some new forms too of 
which we have good words of encourage- 
ment and congratulation. Come, wel- 
come all ; shake hands; will you not bury 
the hatchet under Christmas snow, and 
let old grudges and fends be forgotten in 
our happiness and joy V Let no unpleas- 
ant feeling disturb our good cheer to- 
night. Here is a toast to all; and to each 
and all we respond together. Why hang 
you back, Quasimodo—has our generosity 
made you blush ? We knew not it had 
such untold power. But you are forgiven; 
we know you don’t mean anything. And 
without the Index our virtue of forbear- 
ance would want its accustomed exer- 
cise; but we are often templed to inter- 
rupt it, and say, “Stop, Falstaff. and 
breathe awhile, and then to it again.” 

Our Western friends are beginning to 
uphold the well-deserved reputation of 
that section of the country. Hurrah 
for the West! The Sunbeam informs us 
that it has had a “taffy pull”—we thank 
you, girls, we don’t like it. and we never 
take what we can’t return. We don’t 
exactly say that co-education is no educa- 
tion ; but the old proverb suggests the 
thought—you remember it—“ It is bet- 
ter not to be, than to be and be nothing.” 
We see in our Southern friends all their 
characteristic kindness and generosity. 
Their articles show a tenderness of feel- 
ing and sentiment of -which they are 
justly proud. We read them all with 
interest and pleasure, and though among 
the flowers there are some thorns, our 
taste is shocked by no poisonous weeds. 
Among our new friends which we espe- 
cially welcome, appears the Class Jour- 
nal., of third Grammar of Georgetown 
College, the receipt of which we are 
proud to acknowledge. It is handsomely 
gotten up, and contains some decidely 
well-written articles, in which we see the 
germs of the glorious future of our own 
JOURNAL. We regret that we have not 
space to make a fitting mention of our 
other worthy friends. Among them, 
however, we note' with special delight, 
The ' Varsity, College Bumbler, University 
Courier. Rouge, et Noir, College Monthly, 
The X'fier, The Salem, The Volante, 
University Voice, The Student, Heidelberg 
Journal, St. Mary's Beacon, The l’rince 
George's Inquirer Lafayette College Jour- 
nal, St. Viateur's College Journal, The 
Monitor, The Record, College Messenger 
and, by way of colophon, The Callioptan 
Clarion. 

MEMORIES OF THE “JOURNAL.” 

As “ reminiscences of old times at the 
College ” are among the matters invited, 
a few notes of the founding of the COL- 

LEGE JOURNAL itself may be permissi- 
ble, for the rapid flight of time has 
already left that event exactly eleven 
years, to a month, behind us. The cus- 
tomary exclamation may well be made, 
How many changes have since occurred? 
Kind-hearted, guileless Father John 
Sumner, the first chairman of the edi- 
torial committee, whose goodness con- 
ciliated disputes, as his unwearied care 
for both literary and business interests 
carried the enterprise through many 
emergencies, has since passed away 
amid universal sorrow. The other mem- 
bers of that committee, all of whom 
took a prominent part in founding the 
.JOURNAL, were Joseph E. Washington 
and Charles S. Voorhees, of the class of 
’73; Thomas E. Sherman and William C. 
Niblack, of ’74; .T. P. Keating and H. C. 
Bowie, of ’75; Charles Herr and Robert 
W. Dowdy of ’76. None of them, so far 
as known totlie present writer, have been 
led by their experience at that time into 
the flowery paths of journalism. Tom 
Sherman, whom his then recent Euro- 
pean travels with his father made our 
valued “ foreign correspondent,” is now 
Mr. Sherman, S. J., while Charley Herr 
is the Rev. Mr. Herr, of the Presbyter- 
ian church. The general tendency, as 
shown by Voorhees, Niblack, Keating, 
and perhaps others, has been toward the 
law, and of those mentioned in the early 
issues of the JOURNAL, the only out-and- 
out journalist in high standing, our C. 
O’B. Cowardin, then appears in a very 
different capacity, as leader of the Col- 
lege band and an eloquent performer 
upon the cornet. 

The first issues of the JOURNAL were 
in a marked degree a college students’ 
paper, for not only were the articles writ- 
ten. but all the types were set by the 
hands of the students, some of whom 
had already mastered the art preserva- 
tive, while others volunteered as pupils, 
their first efforts producing some remark- 
able proof-reading or lack of it, in the 
reading matter. It can do no harm, now 
that the .JOURNAL is prosperous and 
enlarging, to own in what an economical 
way it was founded. As many will re- 
member, the funds obtained by enter- 
-tainments given “in town” and the 
formation of a “ stock company ” among 
the students were invested in the pur- 
chase of type and other printing ma- 
terial, the first publication office being a 
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room in the east end of the basement, 
now part of the billiard and recreation 
rooms. At that time a “ thin partition 
did its bounds divide ” from the practis 
ing room of the College band, so that the 
fitful blare of the trumpet and the deep 
“ oompah! oompah !” of the bass horn in 
the hands of a classmate from the Argen- 
tine Republic, often mingled with the 
calls for “ copy ” and the click of type. 
The resources of the stock company did 
not extend to the power press necessary 
to cope with the immense circulation of 
the JOURNAL, so that the “ forms ” were 
necessarily sent to a job office in Wash- 
ington. where the edition was struck off; 
and Brother Doherty, with his trusty 
horse and wagon, thus became an im- 
portant factor in the well-being of the 
paper. The name of the bantling, by the 
way, was agreed upon very informally. 
In framing a constitution to submit to 
the stock company or association, the 
draftsman inserted the words ‘ GEORGE- 

TOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL,” by which 
the enterprise had commonly been 
spoken of, instead of leaving a blank for 
the name. The constitution was adopted 
almost as it stood, and the result was 
that the interpolated words were firmly 
fixed as a legal appellation. Attention 
was called to this at one of the meetings, 
but as no one could suggest a satisfac- 
tory substitute for “COLLEGE JOUR- 

NAL,” it has ever since remained, al- 
though the result was a slight unpleas- 
antness with an older College Journal, 
which afterwards emerged somewhere 
in the West and raised a cry of plag- 
iarism. 

The efforts of the amateur printers 
were not equal to the enlargement of 
the JOURNAL, which took place after 
the second issue, and professional aid 
was called in, though for some years the 
paper continued to be printed from its 
own types and material. 

In its seventh number, that for June, 
1873, the JOURNAL was called upon to 
chronicle an event as sad as important, 
the death of the president of the Uni- 
versity, the still lamented Rev. John 
Early, S. J., and almost equally sad was 
it to add not long ago the retirement, 
through the effects of overwork, of his 
successor, to whose friendly interest 
while vice-president, the JOURNAL owed 
so much of the impulse which started 
and kept it going. Against these tid- 
ings of ill may very well be set the 
abundant good news, of which the JOUR- 

NAL has been the happy messenger—the 
founding and progress of the new build- 
ing, the Success of many graduates in 

the various careers they have chosen, 
their fraf ernal reunions at the college, 
and the like. In fact the little paper 
(destined no doubt to grow with its 
parent institution) has been so closely 
connected with an advancing era of pros- 
perity and progress in the history of our 
College that it would seem a backward 
glance now and then at its humble be- 
ginnings may well be pardoned, especi- 
ally to those who had part therein. ' 
   

WITHIN EARSHOT OF A MONTANA 
PHILOSOPHER. 

(CONCLUSION.) 

“ No,” slowly replied the old gentle- 
man, taking the remark to himself 
as a native, for he had lived there in 
Montana near a year, “ that was a 
house-painter. I think the people in the 
East,” he continued in a slow, oracular 
way, fixing his quiet gaze on the bump 
just back of the left ear of the driver, 
beside whom he was sitting, “ I think 
the people in the East must be wonder- 
fully credulous. They seem to take the 
newspaper anecdotes about our herdsmen, 
or cow-boys, if you choose, for the pro- 
mmciamentos of the goddess Truth.” 
(The old gentleman had a great fondness 
for polysyllables and sometimes this fond- 
ness for the size of a word made him a 
trifle careless as to its suitability. I 
learned, subsequently, that he had writ- 
ten part of a guide-book to the neighbor- 
hood, and I fancy he was accustomed.in 
his ordinary conversation, to serve up a 
rechauffe of the verbal gems he had col- 
lected for use in that connection ) “And 
I suppose some of you gentlemen expect- 
ed to find a cow-boy a sort of wild beast 
subsisting on the raw flesh of his herds, 
and tearing that to pieces with his teeth 
and talons. You thought that living 
among these the grandest structures of 
the Lord’s building ”—and with a slight 
motion of his thumb he indicated the 
surrounding mountains—“ must neces- 
sarily tend to reduce a man to the level 
of a brute. It is true that the cow-boys, 
who see no boundaries to their wander- 
ings over this visible world slighter than 
the precipitous side of a canon, or the 
boisterous rapids of a mountain torrent, 
come to take cognizance only of the 
great natural divides in the moral world, 
and to disregard the insignificant fences 
and hedges set up on it by priests and 
preachers. But if the cow-boy will gam- 
ble, drink and swear, and pays no atten- 
tion whatever to some moral laws that 
you respect, in obeying what he does 
recognize he is as exact as the most fa- 
natical saint of the Middle Ages. A 

friend in need may rely on him to the 
utmost limit of his power—even to the 
venturing of his life. And the distress 
even of a stranger will seldom fail to 
discover under that rough coat of brown 
ducking, a heart that will melt at suffer- 
ing’s appeal like a snow-drift and run 
down in a perfect mountain torrent of 
generous assistance.” 

Having delivered himself of this last 
bit of eloquence, the old gentleman cast 
his quiet gaze back through the stage. 
Possibly it was a mere mechanical motion, 
intended to rest his eyes that had so 
long contemplated the bump behind the 
driver’s ear, and, possibly, it was a 
glance of inquiry concerning the effect 
of his discourse. At any rate, he turned 
at an unlucky moment. For his eye fell 
upon the face of a young gentleman on 
the back seat, who wore a remarkably 
high, remarkably close-fitting shirt-col- 
lar, just as that young gentleman was 
indulging in a grin consequent upon a 
certain facetious remark of his own to 
the gentleman at his side concerning 
“the antique party's jaw-breakers.” 
The old gentleman must have caught 
the general nature of the remark, if he 
did not hear the words, for he immedi- 
ately resumed, this time talking directly 
to one of the passengers in the middle 
seat, listening with great deference: 
“ But, if it comes to a case of recrimi- 
nation. I think we can give the people 
in the East as good as we receive. If 
the West has its cow-boys’’—and here, 
for the first time, he dropped his tone of 
philosophical soliloquy and allowed just 
a trace of controversial asperity to creep 
into his voice— “the East has its dudes; 
and, in the sight of all decent people, 
the dude must be a much more de- 
plorable sight than the cow-boy. The 
cow-boy, however low in the scale he 
maybe placed by certain highly-refined 
anthropologists, must be admitted to 
have a heart; and I remember a dude (he 
wasn’t called a dude when I knew him, 
for the name was not yet current) who 
used to loaf about town dressed in fine 
clothes, while his mother did dress-mak- 
ing and one of his sisters worked in a 
government office to support the rest of 
the family and him. I wonder if it is 
much worse to drink in riot bad whisky 
that your own labor pays for, than to eat 
in idleness nice, wholesome bread and 
butter, paid for by the labor of a hard- 
worked mother and sister ? I tell you, 
for all his cards and cursing, and carous- 
ing, the cow-boy will have more of clear, 
honest soul to show to the Eternal Judge 
than the saintly dudb—feven if the dude 
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should show forth his whole, infinitesi- 
mal, selfish soul, with never a spot on it.” 

If, as I afterwards learned, the old 
gentleman had at his little log post-office 
near the hotel where we shortly after- 
wards got down, a big yellow-haired 
youth that had very probably served on 
several of the semi-annual “round-ups,” 
even if he was not a professional herds- 
man, and if in the same little post-office 
there was an affectionate daughter who 
had been mortified but a short time be 
fore by the impudent attentions of a 
gaily attired young man then staying at 
the hotel, who shall, therefore, say that 
his philosophy was all bigotry and preju- 
dice and false ? Into what opinions does 
not a little coloring from the thinker’s 
heart insinuate itself V And didn’t na- 
ture evidently intend that this should 
be so; else why did she connect tne 
place where our abstract ideas are 
made with the place, where our likes 
and dislikes are said to reside, so that 
the blood, warm with the touch of a 
friendly hand, or chilled by the pres- 
ence of a foe, rushes up to our though - 
factory and briskly turns out the con- 
cept it finds there as a smooth, shapely, 
pleasing opinion, or slowly and garringly 
makes it into one rough and ragged and 
rasping? And don’t you tell me, most 
grave and reverend young signor, that 
there are some great truths which every 
one must admit, no matter how much 
his wishes are against it. Wait a few 
years, until you and your Polly get to 
figuring on the prospects of a certain 
brilliant attorney, or popular young phy- 
sician, and on the time that must elapse 
before he can afford to take to himself a 
partner of his bosom, and see if you 
don’t make his prospects just twice as 
valuable as your antiquated father or 
your rich old bachelor uncle will admit 
them to be ? And yet it would seem an 
indubitable proposition that two and two 
make four and not six or eight. 

HAND BALL IN ’45. 

When I was a student at Georgetown 
College, ’43-’45, the game most in vogue 
was “ hand ball,” played upon an alley, 
and known also as “ fives.” No game of 
ball is played in which skill and agility 
are more required or grace displayed. It 
is an old and classic game, and it is a 
pity it has been allowed to go into 
disuse. 

Mr. Olivera Andreas, a classmate of 
mine, who has been a traveller in most 
habitable lands, once told me that no- 
where had he ever seen the game of hand 

ball so well played as it was played at 
Georgetown College in our day. except 
among the Basques in Spain. Mention- 
ing this one day to Phil. Casey, the 
champion ball-player of the United 
States, he said the Basques were indeed 
good players, and cited the circumstance 
that a team of Basques once made the 
tour of the world, playing any and every 
body who would play them for money, 
and were everywhere victorious, except 
in New York, where they were beaten 
by a team made up by himself, and of 
which he and his brother were a part. 

The alley where I learned to play 
stood almost where the main entrance 
of the new building stands now. 

STRAY SHOT. 

TERETI BUS.—Suetonius. 
MEMBRES ARRONDIS.-Napoleon III. 

The following striking description of 
the most remarkable man of ancient 
times, perhaps of any time of which the 
record survives, is found in Suetonius: 

“ Fuisse traditur excelsa statura, 
colore candido, teretibus membris, ore paulo 
pleniore, nigris vegetisque oculis.” * 

This will at once be recognized as the 
portrait of Julius Caesar. The word 
“teretibus” is rendered “round” or 
“ smooth,” by most translators. 

It is at least questionable if this trans- 
lation conveys the meaning of the Latin 
author,who, pre-eminent in the talent of 
bold and clear-cut portraiture, used the 
fewest words, and those of the most 
forcible and personal application, eschew- 
ing those of general or doubtful signifi- 
cation. 

Now, smoothness and roundness of the 
limbs is an indication of non-elastic fibre 
and abundance of cellular tissue, and is 
a feminine or lymphatic characteristic. 
No trainer or expert in human physique 
would select a “round” or “smooth" 
limbed man for a rower or boxer, or other 
athletic or gladiatorial exercise.with the 
hope or expectation that he would excel 
in it. We are told elsewhere that Ciesar 
was an expert in warlike and manly ex- 
ercises: that he excelled particularly in 
swimming and in the management of 
horses, and his very temperament, being 
undoubtedly nervous-sanguine, forbids 
the supposition that he was a man of 
smooth and even contour of person— 
such characteristic belonging to the 
phlegmatic temperament. 

* Nota in Ed. Del—Teres dicitur illud quod ro- 
tundum est et oblongum; intelligit ergo membra 
Ceesaris fuisse quidem succulenta non obesa; 
qualia Causobonus ex Aristotele vocat evcapna. 
Quern tamen Plutarchus macilentum fuisse scripsit. 

The word “teretibus ” comes from the 
verb tercre, and has its derivation in sense 
as well as etymologically in “trite;” that 
is to say, worn or rubbed down, and in 
•'attrition.” The limbs of a thorough- 
bred horse would represent such a condi- 
tion as answers to the derivation of the 
word when the superfluous flesh is worn 
off by exercising and rubbing; and such, 
it is presumable Suetonius meant to say,, 
were the limbs and joints of Julius Cic- 
sar kept constantly hard and clean by 
the discipline of the gymnasium and the 
activity of war; that is, being a man of 
spare habit and nervous temperament, 
and of excessive restlessness, corporeal 
and intellectual, “ niliil reputans actum, 
si quid superesset ayendum." The inter- 
stices of his muscles were well scooped 
out and defined, and the muscles them- 
selves and the joints and tendons stood 
out in bold relief. In a word, he was 
what might be called a clean-limbed or 
clean-built man; there was. as our En- 
glish cousins say, no “lumber” about 
him; and “clean,” or “ wiry,” or some 
such trenchant and descriptive word,will 
be substituted by the observant reader 
or translator for the old and careless 
reading of “smooth” or “round” limbed 
in rendering Suetonius’ description of 
the personal aspect of Julius Caesar. 

To the bookman who deals with words 
in their etymological relations merely, 
the suggestion may seem of slight im- 
portance; but to one who desires to real- 
ize the breathing image that Suetonius 
saw (in his mind’s eye, at least) and 
aimed to photograph to successive gene- 
rations,when he was tracing the memor- 
able passage above quoted, the correct 
appreciation of that single word, so very 
forcible as an element of physical charac- 
terization, is well worth the weighing. 

IDEM. 

BOOKS RECEIVED. 

“PROCEEDINGS OE THE THIRD ANNUAL 'MEETING OF 
THE SOCIETY OF THE ALUMNI OF GEORGETOWN 
COLLEGE, D. 0., WITH THE ORATION DELIVERED 
BY HON. THOMAS J. SEMMES, JUNE 27. 1883.” 
Washington, D. C.: R. Beresford, printer, 523 
Seventh street. 

This pamphlet, a copy of which we have 
received through the kindness of one of 
the Faculty, is designed to be a memorial 
of the proceedings of the alumni meet- 
ing of last year,and contains,among other 
pertinent and interesting matter, the 
masterly alumni oration of Hon. Thomas 
J. Semmes, a full report of the proceed- 
ings of the business meeting of June 27, 
1883, letters from absentees, a mor- 
tuary list for 18S2-’83, etc. The typog- 
raphy is very good. 
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MR. EVARTS ALSO AGAINST MR. 
ADAMS. 

In reference to this question of classics 
or no classics, ex-Seoretary Evarts said, 
at the banquetof the Yalealumni in New 
York, December 7, after making a short 
quotation from Virgil in another connec- 
tion : 

You will observe from this little classic 
allusion that I am on the side of those 
who favor in a curriculum the mainten- 
ance of the learned languages. Tor my- 
self, whether an education in the classic 
languages and in the classic literature 
should or should not be discarded from 
the education of the noble youth of the 
country, is the question whether it is 
worth while, in the advancing and stren- 
uous life of modern times, that men 
should have a liberal education. For be 
sure that there is no trait in that educa- 
tion that entitles it to the name of lib- 
eral, more sure and more valuable than 
this education in the literature, in the 
history, in the language of the great men 
of the ages past. If any boy is put 
through what is called a liberal educa- 
tion, and finds when he goes out from it 
that he is not on a level with those who 
understand and cherish the Greek lan- 
guage and literature, he will find that he 
is mistaken in wishing to dispense with 
tfiat distinguishing trait. I am able to 
give you a very interesting anecdote, as 
it seems to me, of this very point of how 
a great man—great in his power, great 
in his fame, yet of an ingenuous and sim- 
ple nature—may look at this accomplish- 
ment. 

On myreturnfrom Europe,when I first 
visited it upon a public errand, while 
President Lincoln was at the height of 
his fame from the assured although not 
complete success and triumph in the war. 
and from the great transaction that had 
made him one of the famous men for all 
ages—the emancipation of the slaves—I 
had occasion in a friendly meeting with 
him to express the hope that he would 
find it in his power, after the cares of 
state were laid aside, to visit Europe and 
see the statesmen and great men there 
whose mouths were full of plaudits for 
his assured, accomplished fame. Sayshe: 
“ You are very kind in thinking I should 
meet with a reception so gratifying as 
you have proposed, and I certainly should 
enjoy as much as any one the acquisi- 
tion and the observation that such a visit 
would give. But,” he added, ‘-as you 
know very well, my early education was 
of the narrowest, and in the society in 
which I should move I should be con- 
stantly exposed in conversation to have 
a scrap of Greek or Latin spoken that I 
should know nothing about.” Certainly, 
that was a very peculiar statement to be 
made by this wonderful man; but it 
struck me at the moment that his clear 
mind, his self-poised nature, recognized 
the fact that his greatness and his fame 
did not lie in the direction of an associa- 
tion with what he regarded as the accom- 
plished men of society and of public life 
abroad. 

I believe, therefore, that we will stand 

by the college while it stands by the 
Greek and the Latin; and certainly, as 
representatives of the great mass of grad- 
uates, we can now talk more of Greek 
and Latin as a coEnmon accomplishment 
than the greatest geniuses and orators of 
ancient times Demosthenes or Cicero, 
could of English. [Laughter.J There are 
many things, gentlemen, that if I were 
president of this association, or presi 
dent of the university, 1 should say, and 
expect to be listened to while saying it; 
but I confess that I have pretty much 
exhausted, as I perceive, your patience 
and my own capacity. I am now living for 
the reputation of making short speeches, 
and I am only afraid that my life will not 
be long enough to succeed. 'But I prom- 
ise you that, if I get a good forum and a 
good audience like this, I will run a 
short speech even if I run it into the 
mud. [Applause.] 
   

AN ATTEMPT TO SCALE MOUNT 
SHASTA. 

As some of our young people are al- 
ways ready to listen, like Desdemona, to 
some traveller’s history wherein there's 
hint 

Of antres vast, and deserts Idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose heads touch 

Heaven, 
we will save them the trouble of laying 
in a supply of “Jack Hazards ” for the 
holidays, by reprinting from the Wash- 
ington Sunday Herald the story of an 
attempted ascent of Mt. Shasta in Cali- 
fornia. The narrator and hero is Robert 
D Cummins, who writes to his father 
Col. Cummins of this city, under date of 
October, 1883: 

DEAR FATHER: I got back last night 
from a trip to Mt. Shasta after being out 
two days, during which time [ lost four 
pounds and endured more hardships than 
I ever experienced in my life. There 
were three in the party—a young school 
teacher named Earhart, a fellow named 
Howard, who works here, and myself. 
We started quite early Friday morning 
with five horses, three to ride and two to 
pack and got up to the timber line about 
3 P. M.. a distance of only ton miles, but 
over such a rough trail it could not be 
made in less time. Through the advice 
of Mr. Sisson, an old mountain settler, 
I did not go hunting that evening. He 
said that I would need all of my strength 
for climbing the next day. which proved 
to be true; so after lunch (which con- 
sisted of venison, baked potatoes and 
corn bread, washed down with Adam’s 
ale) we sat around the fire chatting and 
smoking until dark, then rolled up in our 
blankets to sleep. On such high ground 
it gets very cold at night, and to keep 
warm we all sleep together spoon fash 
ion, and so tight were we wrapped in 
blankets that one could not move with- 
out the others, and when one man found 
a stick or a stone getting pretty hard 
under him he would give a signal, or 
count one, two, three, and then we would 
all roll over together. Promptly at 4 A. 
M. Howard, who acted as aide-de-camp, 

roused us and said it was time to be mov- 
ing, for we had to get breakfast, look 
after the horses, and attend to many 
other odd jobs one meets with in camp 
life. So about 5 o’clock, and just as it 
was getting light in the east, we started 
for the summit, each man carrying a 
long pole, with a sharp spike and hook 
fastened to the end, to help in climbing. 
After going some distance Howard and 
Earhart commenced to take off their 
coats. I protested against this at first, 
for it was very cold where we were, and 
kept getting colder as we went up; but 
they said the sun would soon be up, and 
the exertion of climbing would warm us, 
and as Howard had lived around here a 
good many years I thought he knewb“st. 
So we all left our coats on a rock and 
went on in our shirt-sleeves. This 
proved to be a great mistake, for after 
going about 1,000 feet higher the cold 
became intense. Our course lay directly 
for a mile and a half up a canyon, where 
the wind blew in a perfect hurricane, 
occasionally bringing snow and small 
pieces of ice, and if struck in the face 
it proved very painful. Sometimes we 
had to cling to the rocks to keep from 
being blown down, the wind would actu- 
ally seem to take hold of you, and felt as 
if it would tear rock and all out of the 
ground. One thing that amazed me was 
the remarkable way we were deceived in 
distances. Upon looking up sometimes 
we could see a small patch of snow, 
which would not look larger than an or- 
dinary-sized room; but after climbing 
four or five times as far as we imagined 
we should have to do to get to it, we 
found ourselves in a great field contain- 
ing many acres of snow and ice. After 
reaching a certain point, where we could 
get a good view ahead, I saw that owing 
to some large glaciers and blocks of ice 
that choked up the canyon (some of them 
all of a hundred feet high) it was im- 
possible to make the summit. No one 
has been up since the last storms, nor 
will anybody be able to get up until next 
summer, when a great portion of the 
snow and ice will have melted off. I 
climbed some distance higher, however, 
until I saw a place where the sun came 
through a small crevice in the backbone 
of the mountain and shone down on 
some rocks. I made for this, for I. was 
nearly numbed with cold. Partly screen- 
ing myself behind the rocks, and where 
the sun’s rays shone on me, I sat down 
to rest and wait for the others, who were 
then about half a mile below me. I 
came as near freezing to death here as 
I think any one can without actually do- 
ing it. Just how long I sat there I don’t 
know, for a drowsy feeling took posses- 
sion of me before 1 was aware of it, and 
from which I was aroused by my pole 
falling and hitting me on the head, and 
then on the kneees. I had stood the pole 
up on a rock just above me, and in fall- 
ing it knocked out some small stones 
and pieces of ice, which made consider- 
able noise, and that too helped to rouse 
me. At first I was so stiff I could not 
get up, but succeeded in turning over 
and rolled some yards until I brought up 
on another rock. The rolling seemed to 
set my blood circulating, and I then 
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scrambled on my feet. I recognized my 
danger and immediately commenced 
swinging my arms and hopping about for 
exercise. I had just about made up my 
mind to start back, when I heard a noise 
like that made by a big stone bounding 
over ice, and upon looking up, sure 
enough, here came a rock about half as 
large as my body. I don’t know how it 
got started, but it must have come from 
the very top, for it went by me like a 
cannon ball, and not more than fifteen 
or twenty feet from me. This had a 
more freezing effect than the wind, and 
I only waited long enough to see that no 
more were coming, and then started 
down. It would make your blood run cold 
to look down some places we crossed. I 
tliink at the head of the canyon the in- 
cline must be about forty degrees, and 
extends some four or five thousand feet, 
and the entire surface is covered with 
snow, frozen until it is almost as hard as 
ice. We had great difficulty in crossing 
this; first, we would dig a hole with our 
pole, and while resting on that 
would dig another for a foothold with 
the heel of our boot, in which we have 
large spikes, then reach forward with 
the pole again, and so, step by step, we 
crossed a place about one hundred feet 
wide. If a man should slip here he 
would fall and slide the whole length of 
the canyon, as I have said, four or five 
thousand feet, and then bring up on 
some ragged rocks that would kill him 
if he had a thousand lives. In coming 
down we passed through several differ- 
ent clouds of light cirrus species, that 
lay in strata. At times we had them 
both above and beneath us, and the sun 
shining at the same time. I have ex- 
perienced something that I never heard 
of before; that is, at one time I was in 
such a position that the sun was pre- 
vented from shining upon me by clouds 
that were beneath me instead of above. 
It was not as clear as it might have been, 
yet we had a splendid view looking east 
—chain after chain of mountains, with 
small valleys lying between them, as far 
as the eye can reach. I am told that 
from the summit, when the weather is 
very clear, you can see the Pacific ocean, 
which is over a hundred miles away. You 
can imagine how pure the atmosphere is 
to see so far. I have read quite a num- 
ber of descriptions of this mountain by 
very able penmen. but no one can im- 
agine what it is like until he sees it. 
One of its remarkable features is what 
they call the red snow. The snow itself 
is white, of course, but if anything makes 
an impression upon it, such as a foot- 
print or a hand pressed down, as soon as 
the pressure is removed the print be- 
comes blood-red. This is caused by a 
peculiar red soil found in two or three 
places, and as the snow melts and softens 
the earth it (the snow) absorbs a red dye 
from it (the earth.) In some places 
where the snow is not very deep it comes 
through in spots and looks just exactly 
as if blood had been spilled there. Upon 
reaching camp we sat down and ate some 
cold scraps we had left from breakfast, 
as we were too much fatigued to cook 
anything. I wish you could have seen 
me. My pants, or overalls were torn in 

shreds, and the seat was entirely gone. 
My boots had two or three holes in them, 
and the shirt I wore was tom in many 
places. My hands were bruised and 
bleeding at the knuckles, and my face 
was scratched considerably, but the cuts 
were all made by the ice, and were only 
skin-deep. Upon arriving at the hotel 
some greenhorns attempted to make fun 
of us for not getting on top. but little 
they knew of the privations and im- 
mense obstacles we had to contend with. 
I weighed just before startingfor Shasta 
152i, and as I got back with an enormous 
appetite I guess I will soon catch up 
again. 

L have just read this to Earhart. He 
thinks my description quite accurate. 
Mt. Shasta is 14,500 feet high. I think 
at one time I was within 2.000 feet of 
the top. which put me at an elevation of 
12,500 feet. 

WEDDING CHIMES. 

During the last summer, in the City 
of Mexico. Joseph L. Morgan, of the 
class of ’78, was married to a lady of 
a distinguished family. The ceremony 
was performed by His Grace the Arch- 
bishop of Mexico, and from a social 
standpoint the occasion was one of ex- 
ceptional brilliancy. No formal notice 
of the event reached our office, so we 
are unfortunately unable to give the 
name of the bride. Joe is. we think, the 
first of his year to surrender his bachelor 
freedom. 

Walters. Perry, ’74, a member of the 
District bar,was quietly married the last 
week of November to Miss Isabelle Do- 
herty, daughter of a prominent gentle- 
man of Hamilton County, Ohio. The 
groom belonged to the brilliant class of 
’74, and during the nine years since his 
graduation at Georgetown College has 
built up for himself a good law practice. 
We have the authority of local newspa- 
pers for the statement that the bride,who 
is a graduate of the Brown County Con- 
vent, Ohio, is as beautiful as she is ac- 
complished, and that her presence will 
be missed in Cincinnati circles. In their 
wedding tour they have followed the 
course of the birds southward, spending 
their honeymoon in Florida and Cuba. 
We have no doubt, as we have every 
wish, that Mr. Perry maybe equally suc- 
cessful in building up a happy home as 
he has done a prosperous practice. 

AN UNCONSCIOUS HOMER.—A strip- 
ling over the way remarked about Bro. 
R., who is growing old, although Charon 
fashion, “If he goes on he'll soon be 
thinner than the driving-gear of a grass- 
hopper.” To what were the Trojan an- 
cients compared!1 

THE STUDY HALL PINAFORE. 

X. —What’s that? Hark, I hear a noise! 
Y. — It must be some nocturnal bat. 
Z. —No, it is the cat. 
X. —No; it is a click-clack. 
Y. —Or an infernal machine. 
Z. —If it is not a eat it will be eats. 
Snlvuntur risu tabulae. 
[Eds.’’ Note—Why are not these wits 

diverted on the JOURNAL ?] 

NOTES. 

—The 16th ult. was rendered memor- 
able by the appearance of a half dozen of 
the jeunesse doree in small clothes. On 
this occasion, why was the campus like 
an agricultural fair? Because there was 
a fine display—but we reserve the answer 
for private communication. 

—Brightly through the dusk last week 
shone the lustre of several new silk hats. 
Qu : Was it the gloss of the beaver, or 
the reflection of the young ideas that 
were the wearers ? 

—N. B.—The above are both prize co- 
nundrums. i e.. we expect a premium for 
the solution which we shall send in re- 
quest. We are obliged to have recourse 
to this extraordinary means by direction 
of the board of editors. They insist 
upon having this column, as indeed every 
column should be self-supporting. Now, 
we have committed ourselves to tender- 
ing an honorarium of ten cents, one dol- 
lar a dozen, to the Yorick whose really 
clever joke is accepted by the experts 
whom we liaus chosen to scrutinize the 
witticisms wffich we hope to have sent in 
to us in volumes. Should we not be re- 
imbursed for our enlightened and liberal 
enterprise ? 

—In class: “ Could the ancients well 
afford much warmth of imaginatmn in 
their writings ? Wouldn’t it have melted 
the wax on their tablets ? ” 

—The LITTLE FELLOWS ought to be 
happy. They have a perennial Noel. We 
have no doubt that they consider him as 
good and genial aChristmas in reality sis 
he is in name. 

—No ROOM for the Societies’ Reading- 
room in this issue. Our next shall un- 
veil its many beauties, to which, how- 
ever, we would suggest that the members 
might add during the coming holidays. 
Who that leaves for home these vaca- 
tions will show an eye and a will for the 
comfort and elegance of this apartment 
by sending along a stray easy chair, for 
instance; anything, in fact, that his own 
taste or that of a fair cousin may inspire? 
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OBITUARY. 

Death of an Estimable Lady. 
An old subscriber to the JOURNAL, 

and a still older friend of the College, 
passed away at the Duddington Manor, 
Washington, on Tuesday, the 4th of this 
month. Mrs. Maria C. Fit/.hugh was 
one of the five daughters of Daniel Car 
roll, Esq., and the relict of Captain Fit/.- 
hugh, of the U. S. navy. She had worn 
her age, which was not advanced beyond 
seventy-three, so well that a longer space 
seemed reserved for her to cultivate the 
virtues which endeared her to her many 
acquaintances and to practise the charity 
in which she delighted. The obsequies 
were performed at St. Peter’s church, 
Capitol Hill, on the following Friday. 
The Rev. Jeremiah O’Sullivan, the pas- 
tor, was the celebrant of the mass of 
requiem, and preached the discourse 
which, in view of her pious life and holy 
death, was necessarily a eulogy. Pres- 
ent in the sanctuary were Father Lena- 
ghan, of Texas, Md.; Father Hughes, of 
Anacostia, and Fathers Dunn and Sulli- 
van, of St. Peter’s. In the church were 
gathered the numerous relatives and 
connections of the distinguished family; 
the son of the deceased, Mr. Carroll Fitz- 
hugh, a former student of Georgetown 
College: her two surviving sisters, and 
the Dangerfields, Nicholsons and others. 
Hardly less afflicted than this group was 
our venerable Father C urley,who counted 
Mrs. Fitzhugh among his life-long and 
most devoted friends. After the service 
the remains were temporarily placed in 
the vault of Mt. Olivet Cemetery. 

K. I. P. 

COLONEL RICHARD D. CUTTS. 

In the issue of the JOURNAL for 
October mention was made of the ap- 
pointment of our distinguished alumnus 
as commissioner from the United States 
to the Geodetic Congress, which assem- 
bled in Rome during the past summer. 
A few days ago Col. Cutts was stricken 
with paralysis, and on Friday, December 
14, death put an end to an honored and 
useful career. On the College register 
for 1S30 we find the first mention of Col. 
Cutts’s name, which appears with honor- 
able distinction in succeeding years up 
to 1835, when he graduated. He was 
usually at the head of his class in mathe- 
matics, in his rhetoric year he won the 
medal, and he was second in philosophy 
the year of his graduation. His class- 
mates of 1835 were Edward Doyle, of 
New York; the venerable Dr. Joshua 
Ritchie, of Georgetown; Patrick Hamil- 

ton, of Indiana, and James P. Edmond- 
son, of Virginia. Col. Cutts made a 
reputation for himself as an officer of 
military skill and scientific attainments, 
and he was considered one* of the most 
efficient members of the United States 
Coast Survey. The venerable Father 
Curley, Col. Cutts’ instructor in the 
natural sciences, still survives and re- 
tains most agreeable recollections of his 
distinguished pupil. An extract taken 
from the Sunday Herald, (Washington, 
D. C.,) which we subjoin, furnishes in- 
teresting details of the Cutts family: 

The death of Col. Cutts removes from 
the United States Coast Survey one of 
oldest and most efficient officers; from 
Washington society, one of its most 
familiar and esteemed members. His 
father, the Hon. Richard Cutts, of the 
old and distinguished family so long 
resident in Portsmouth, N. H., and its 
vicinity; born on Cutts’ Island in 1771, 
graduated at Cambridge in 1700, came 
first to Washington as a member of the 
House of Representatives in 1801, from 
the York District of Massachusetts, now 
the First District of Maine, and was re- 
elected five times, his last term ending 
in 1812. in this city he married the 
beautiful sister of Mrs. Madison, and 
was appointed in 1813 superintendent of 
military supplies. In 1817 he was ap- 
pointed Second Comptroller of the Treas- 
ury, and retired from that office in 1829 
He built the house on Lafayette Square 
now the property of the heirs of Admiral 
Wilkes, and died in 1845. His brother, 
the Hon. Charles Cutts, was a Senator 
from New Hampshire before the war of 
1812. and subsequently Secretary of the 
Senate for many years. He died in 
Virginia in 1846. The Cutts family 
have been prominent in this country for 
more than two hundred years. 

John Cutt. as the name was then 
spelled, a native of Wales, and his two 
brothers were among the earlier emi- 
grants to Portsmouth. N. H. In 1679 
John Cutt was appointed by the King 
President of the Colony. At this period 
the three brothers owned the greater 
part of the land on which stands the 
city of Portsmouth. They were success- 
ful merchants, as were their descendants 
for many generations, and large proprie- 
tors of land in Portsmouth and the Pro- 
vince of Maine. 

The widow of Robert, brother of Presi- 
dent Cutt, married Francis Champer- 
nowne, of a very high family in Devon- 
shire, and was the most influential per- 
son in New Hampshire in the seven- 
teenth century. Having no children, his 
great estates were devised to the children 
of Robert Cutt. 

During the late war Col. Cutts was on 
the staff of Major General Halleck, and 
proved himself a very usefuland efficient 
officer. His wife, a native of Virginia 
a son, an officer of the navy, and a daugh- 
ter survive him. Many firesides will be 
saddened by his death the coming winter, 
so oftenand for so many years brightened 
by his genial presence, his friendly com- 

panionship, his instructive conversation. 
All over the wide land, wherever profes- 
sional duty led him, he will he sincerely 
mourned by his friends innumerable. 

R ICHARD H. MATTINGLY, 
DEALER IN 

FINE CIGARS k TOBACCOS, 

CIGARET I’ES, PIPES, &C., 

Stationery and News Depot. Complete 
sets of Lovell's. Seaside, Munro and Frank- 
lin Square Libraries. Monthly Magazines, 
Weekly Illustrated and Sporting Papers 
received as soon as published. Boston, 
New York and Philadelphia papers daily. 

3153 BRIDGE STREET, 

GEORGETOWN, D. O. 

BROOKS, 
FINE 

Gr as Fix tares. 
531 Fifteenth St., 

Corcoran Building, 
Washington. D. C. 

J OHN F. LENAGHAN. 
WHOLE-'ALK DEALER IN 

FINE BRANDIES, WINES, LIQUORS, 

Butter, Eggs, Cheese, and 
GENERAL PRODUCE, 

929 B St., bet. 9th and 10th Sts., N. W„ 

M. 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. 

1117 Pennsylvania Ave. 

VIRGINIA MIDLAND RAILWAY 
TO THE 

SOUTH and SOUTHWEST. 
Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 

ton to New Orleans without change, 
j (Pullman Sleeping Cars from Washing- 
ton to Augusta without change. For 
tickets and information call at Virginia 
Midland office, 601 Penn. ave. N. MAO- 
DANIEL, Agent; M. SLAUGHTER,G.P. A. 

V VTIONAL BRASS WORKS, 
-LA 316,318,320 and 322 1.3 hSt., N. W. 

Washington, D. C. 
THOMAS SOMERVILLE & SONS, 

Dealers in Plumbers' Supplies, and 
Manufacturers of all the Various Articles 
used in Plumbing, Steam and Gas Pitting. 
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. GEORGETOWN COLLEGE, D. C. 
Founded as a College 1789. Chartered as a University, by Act of Congress, March I, 1815. 

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT. 

Facility, 1883—1884. 

REV. JAMES A. DOONAN, S. J., 

President and Treasurer. 

REV WM. REYNOLDS COWARDIN, S. J., 
Vice-President and First Prefect of Discipline. 

REV. EDWARD I. DEVITT, S. J., 

Prefect of Schools and Studies. 

REV. MICHAEL A. O’KANE, S. J., 
Professor of Rational Philosophy (Senior). 

ME. JOHN H. O’ROURKE, S. J., 
Professor of Phvsics, Mechanics, Astronomy and 

Geology. 

REV. JAMES CURLEY, S. J-, 
Director of the Observatory. 

REV. JOHN W. FOX, S. J., 
Professor of Chemistry and Professor of Latin at 

the Law School. 

REV. HENRY J. SHANDELLE, S. J., 
Professor of Rhetoric (Junior). 

MR. TIMOTHY BROSNAHAN, S. J., 
Professor of Poetry (Sophomore) and Mathematics. 

ME. JAMES T. GARDINER, S. J., 

Professor of the First Class of Grammar (Freshman)- 

ME. JOSEPH ZWINGE, S. J., 
Teacher of German and Greek. 

ME. PATRICK J. McGINNEY, S. J., 
Teacher of Special Latin and Greek. 

MR. FRANCIS W. McGURK, S. J., 
Prefect of Discipline, Junior Division. 

PREPARATORY DEPARTMENT. 

MR. WILLIAM CLARK, S. J., 
Teacher of the Second Grammar Class. 

MR. THOMAS MURPHY, S. J„ 
Teacher of the Third Grammar Class. 

And several other Teachers of Various Branches. 

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC AND PREPARATORY 
COURSES. 

For Information apply to 
THE REV. JAMES A. DOONAN, S. J., 

Georgetown College, D. C. 

MI'lMl'AI. DEPARTMENT. 

Faculty, 1883—1884. 

REV. JAMES A. DOONAN, S. J., 
President of Georgetown University. 

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

Infants, and President of the Faculty. 

CARL H. A. KLEINSCHM1DT, M. D., 
Professor of Physiology. 

J. W. H. LOVEJOY, M. D„ 
Professor of the Theory and Practice of Medicine, 

and Dean of the Faculty. 

M. G. ELLZF.Y, M.D., 
Professor of Chemistry and Toxicology. 

FRANK BAKER, M. D., 
Professor of Anatomy. 

G. L. MAGRUDER, M. D., 
Professor of Materia Modica and Therapeutics. 

JOHN B. HAMILTON, M D., 
Professor of Surgery. 

SWAN M. BURNETT, M. D., 
Clinical Professor of Ophthalmology and Otology. 

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

ETHELBERT C. MORGAN, M. D., 
Clinical Professor of Laryngology. 
EDWARD M. SCHAEFFER, M. D., 

Lecturer on the Microscope and Microscopical 
Anatomy. 

J. LLEWELLIN ELIOT, M. D. 
Demonstrator of Anatomy. 

REGULAR COURSE 
From September 3,1883, to May 1,188-1. 

LECTURES 
Delivered daily, Commencing at 5.30 P. M. 

Excellent CLINICAL ADVANTAGES in the City 
Hospitals and Dispensaries. 

MEDICAL COLLEGE BUILDING, 
Corner Tenth and E Streets, Washington, D. C. 

For Information apply to 
J. W. II. LOVEJOY’, M. D., DEAN, 

No. 900 Twelfth Street, N. W. 

LAW DEPARTMENT. 

Faculty, 1883-’84. 

REV. JAMES A. DOONAN, S. J., 
President of the University. 

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

Court. 

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

Nations. 

HON. WM. A. RICHARDSON, LL. D., 
(U. s. COURT OF CLAIMS,) 

Lecturer 011 Statutory and Administrative Law, 
and Legal Maxims. 

MARTIN F. MORRIS. LL. D., 
Lecturer on Common Law Pleading, Equity Plead- 

ing and Practice, the Law of Evidence, and 
tlie Law of Partnership and of 

Corporations. 

HON. JERE. M. WILSON, LL. D., 
Lecturer on the Law of Real Estate, Testamentary 

and Criminal Law. 

JOSEPH J. DARLINGTON, ESQ., 

Lecturer on the Law of Personal Property, Contracts 
and Negotiable Paper. 

JOHN W. ROSS, ESQ., 

Lecturer on Torts and Common Law Practice, and 
Judge of the Moot Court. 

SAMUEL M. YEATMAN, ESQ., 

Secretary and Treasurer, 410 5th Street, N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 

REV. JOHN W. FOX, S. J., 
Latin Instructor to the Law Students. 

Lectures at 6 P. M., Monday, Wednesday and 
Friday for the Junior Course; every evening for 
the Senior and Post-Graduate. 

The Class of Latin meets at 7.30 P. M.. on Tues- 
days and Saturdays. 

Law Building, Corner of Sixth and F Streets, N. 

For Prospectus apply to S. M. YEATMAN, Esq., 
Georgetown College Law Building, 

Washington, D. C. 

N. A. POOLE & CO., 
937 La. Ave., Washington, D. C. 

COMMISSION MERCHANTS, and whole- 
sale dealers in Country Produce. 

COAL! COAL! COAL! COAL! 
THE OLD RELIABLE, 

DANIEL LINKINS, 

JJ L. MOORE, 
Dealer in 

SEEDS, G-UANOS, 
Also Agents for the American Rubricating Oil 

Co., Olevelai d, Ohio. A general line of th-ir 
goods constantly on hand, such as Laundry Wax. 
Mica Axle Grease, best in use; Hoof Ointment, 
one of the best remedies in use for diseases of 
Horses, particularly the hoof. Eldorado Engine 
Oil, a substitute for Lard Oil at half the price. 
Capitol Cylinder and all grades ‘ f Lubricating 
Oils. Send in your orders and you may rely on 
fair dealing and moderate prices. 

DEALER IN 

WOOD AND COAL, 
2240 lb?, to the ton. 

Corner First and Market Streets, 
Georgetown, D. C. 

AND 

IMPLEMENTS. 

Manufacturer of Fertilizers. 

No. 3147 Bridge Street, 
Georgetown, D. C. 

N. A. POOLE, & CO., 

937Louisiana Ave., Washington, D. O. 

mTTTO t A -Dinj may be found on file at Geo. THIS Jt Ar p. Rowell & Co’s Newspaper 
Advertising Bureau (10 Spruce St.), where advertising 
contracts may he made for it IN NEW x OltH 

T^RED. STOHLMAN, 

CONFECTIONERY, 
Keeps always on hand a full assortment 

of Fine Candies and Cakes, lee Cream, &c. 
Orders for Cakes or lee Cream promptly 

delivered at ttie College. 
12)4 High St-. Georgetown, J). C. 

SINSHEIMER & BRO , 
3151 M Street, 

(Next door to R. H. Mattingly’s Cigar Store.) 

Dealer in Gents’ & Boys’ 

FINE BOOTS AND SHOES. 
Burt’s fine shoes a specialty. 

COLLEGE TRADE KINDLY SOLICITED. 
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TAILORS AND CLOTHIERS, Corner Seventh and E Streets, Washington, D, C. Entire Building. 

ESTABLISHED 1830. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS, 
No. (S21 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

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

ST. JAMES HOTEL, 
(EUKOPEAN PLi\N.) 

S. E. Cor. Pa. Ave. and Sixth street, 
Opp. 15. and P. R. K. Depot, 

Washington, D. C. 
LEVI WOODBURY, - 7 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 
VV. NORDLTNGER & 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, VEAL, MUTTON, LAMB, 

All of the best quality. 

WASHINGTON CITY CALCIUM 
’ LIGHT CO. 

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

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

supplied with good lights. 
L. MOXLEY. 

G' A ODD 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, 

3125 M STREET . N W. 

p II. PICK LING, 

FORREST HALL DRUG STORE. 

DRUGS, MEDICINES, TRUSSES, 
MEDICINAL LIQUORS, MIN- 

ERAL WATERS. 
FULL LINE HOLIDAY GOODS. 

1260 Thirty-second St. Wtst Washington. 

B ROBINSON. W. L. CHERY . 

J> ROBINSON & CO., 

FINE CLOTHING 

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 fiee 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 

U A T S ! 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. 

®=f“COLLEGE TRADE SOLICITED.“©g 

No. GO 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., bet. Prospect and First, 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 
Ex Optimis Optimus. 

JAS. H. SKIDMORE, 
DEALER IN ALL KINDS OF 

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

WASHINGTON. D. C. 

}, STARKE, 
COLLEGE BARBER, 

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

MATTINGLY BROTHERS’ 
West Wa-hington 

DINING & OYSTER SALOON, 
120! 32d Street, Near M. 

Oysters in Every Style. 
FAMILIES SUPPLIED. 

Cigars and Tobaccos of the Finest Qualities. 

JpSTABLISIIED 1833. 

JOIIN MCDERMOTT & BROS., 
CARRIAGE MANUFACTURERS, 

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

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

EE. JACKtON & CO., 
. fWM. B. REDGRAVE.) 

LUMBER DEALERS, 

13tli Street and Ohio Avenue, 

Washington, D. C. 
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A CADEMY OF THE VISITATION 
B. V. M. 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

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 Palis, while the 
facilities for acquiring a knowledge of for- 
eign languages can hardly be surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the Institu- 

tion. 

CLINEDINST, 
The Celebrated Balt/more 

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. 
CLIBTKDIirST’8 Photographic Studio, 

477 Pennsylvania Avenue, 

WASHINGTON. D.C. 

TAS. T. CLEMENTS, 

UNDERTAKER AND DIRECTOR 
OF FUNERALS, 

C. W. BURROWS. C. W. MATTINGLY. 

COLUMBIA DINING SALOON, 

BUBROWS & MATTINGLY, Proprietors. 
1246 Thirty-second street. Georgetown. 

Meals at all hours. Oysters in every 
style. Family supplies a specialty. 

MORNING SUN FINE STATIONERY STORE 

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

Everything first class and at reasonable 
rates. 

rTENRY VOGLER, 

—TAILOR, - 

635 IC street, between 6tli and 7th N. W. 
(near Ilartig’s store,) 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

1630 Fourteenth Street, N. W. 

M. W. CARSON & SONS, - Proprietors. 
r Plain and Fancy Stationery, Plain and Fancy 
Tissue Papers, Holiday Decorations, Gold, Silver 
and Glazed Papers. Christmas, New Year and 
Easter Cards Eeward Cards, Scrap Pictures, 
Plain and Fancy Cards. All sorts Decorative 
Novelties. Periodicals, School Supplies, etc ,etc. 

ARTISTIC JOB PRINTING A SPECIALTY- 

iHOMAS E. IV AGO AM AN, 

REAL ESTATE AGENT 

AND AUCTIONEER, 

917 F street, Washington, D. C 

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

AT LOW PRTCES. 

FRANCIS MILLER, 
Dealer in French and American 

WINDOW GLASS, PAINTS, 
Oils, Varnishes, Brushes. &<\, 

397 NINTH STREET N. W., 
WASHINGTON, I), C. 

A?ent, lor Averell Chemical Paint and Pratt’s 
Astral Oil. 

^CHOOL AND COLLEGE 

TEXT-BOOKS AND STATIONERY 
Supplied on most liberal terms by 

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

Baltimore. 

THE ONE-PRICE CLOTHIER, 

410 Seventh Street, 

READY MADE, 
FURNISHING, 
TAILORING and 
SPORTING 

DEPARTMENTS. 

J 

TNTRODUCERSOF 

HEADGEAR. 
ALL THE STYLES IN FALL AND WINTER 

HATS. 

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

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

ALL AT THE LOWEST PRICES. 

WILLET & RUOFF, 

905 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

C. EWALD, 

BAKER AND CONFECTIONER 

ICE CREAM SALOON, 

719 Seventh street. Bet. G and II, 

JF YOU WISH A FIRST-RATE 

HAIR-CUT OR A CLEAN EASY SHAVE . 
Go to 

TANCIL’S TOILET, 
No. 100 High St., near Gay, Georgctow-n. 
Everything first-rate, and none but the 

best workmen employed. 

^MATHOLIC BOOKS. 

PETER F. CUNNINGH AM & SON, 
Publishers and Catholic Booksellers. 

S17 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 
8@?POrders by mail promptly attended to 

<_io 
I <2 
Ogul 0-pK 
<0-|_ 
U<Z 

UJ WARRANT 

ONLY PURE TOBACCO / ^'AICE PAPER 
USEDI N ALLT.,^IP 

CELEBRATED CIGARETTES. 
8EWARF, OF IVHTATIONf. AND COUNTERFEITS. 

ROBERT BOYD, 

HARDWARE, SHEET METALS, 
House-Furn ishingGoods,Tin Plate, Zinc, 

Copper, Wir, Rivets, Leather Belting and 
Gum Packing, Repairs for all Ranges, 
Stoves, &c. 416 Ninth St„ bet. D and E 
N. W. 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. Wm. M. Galt T. J. Mayer. 

GREAT NATIONAL ROUTE TO THE 
WEST, SOUTHWEST, NORTH 

AND EAST. 

STEEL RAILS DOUBLE TRACK. 
Superb Dining Hall?, Magnificent 

Scenery, and all modern improvements in 
construction. 

1' trains between Washington and Bal- 
timore. 

ft trains to Philadelphia, 
il trains to New York, 
ft 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. 

WM. M. GALT & CO. 

FLOUR AND FEED, 
Wholesale Agents for 

Ceres, the Celebrated Minnesota Patent 
Process, Sterling. Minneola, Gilt Edge, 
Reliance and Golden Hill. 

Indiana Avenue and First Street. 

Washington, D. C. 

Connection by Telephone through B. &0. 
Ticket Office. 

J>ARBOUR & HAMILTON, 

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in 
GROCERIES, 

Wines, Liquors, Havana and Domestic 
Cigars. 

614 and CIO Pennsylvania Avenue bet. 6th 
and 7th sts.. Wi shington. D. C. 

J. L. SMITHMEYER. PAUL J. PELTZ. 

T L. SMITHMEYER & CO., 

ARCHITECTS. 

No. 703 Fifteenth Street, northwest, 
Washington, D. C. 

TH. SCHNEIDER & SON, 
Dealers in 

BUILDING & GENERAL HARDWARE 

Machinists & Engineers’ Supplies, 
Wholesale and Retail. 

1010 AND 1012 PENNSYLVANIA AYE., 

Washington, D. C. 

'I'HE DUNBARTON 

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

Streets, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

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

G. W. BUNKER. 

W. E. OWENS, 

FASHIONABLE 

BOOT AND SHOEMAKER, 
No. 628 D STREET, 

(Near 7th st.) WASHINGTON. D. C. 

JOHN F. ELLIS & CO., 

937 Pennsylvania Avenue, 
THE OLDEST AND LARGEST MUSIC 

HOUSE IN THE CITY. 
(Established 1852.) 

WEBER AND OTHER PIANOS,SMITH 
AMERICAN. LEO. WOODS & OO.'S 
AND ESTEY ORGANS. 

SHEET MUSIC, MUSIC BOOKS, AND MU- 
SICAL MERCHANDIS 

Jj'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. H. STINE METZ, 

HATTER AND FURRIER, 
1237 Pennsylvania Avenue. 


