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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 
N Thanksgiving evening, after the foot-ball victory 

at Capital Park (of more importance than might 
at first sight be surmised, as ensuring for the fu- 

ture, after past discouragement, the return of enthusiasm 
for college sports), a complementary element also of intel- 
lectual enthusiasm was awakened, at least among the 
higher classes, by the lecture of the Rev. Thos. E. Sher- 
man on “The Winds of Doctrine.” The Professors, on 
the following day, in more than one instance, and one 
at least of even the Masters of the lower forms, were 
pleased by the numerous queries started by the boys con- 
cerning Mr. Huxley and Agnosticism, and the recent 
Metaphysics of English Science—queries that pointed if 
not to any sustained thought from the boys, certainly to 
the fact that the lecturer had impressed them with a 
sense of the intellectual world, and of some of the proc- 
esses growing within it. To state the outlines of Agnos- 
tic doctrine and its critical analysis was about the scope 
of the lecturer’s endeavours; and, in a matter necessa- 
rily a little intricate, a dexterity of presentation was dis- 
played that was deemed a tribute not only to the Art De- 
partment of Georgetown, where we presume something of 
the first fruits at least of Fr. Sherman’s rhetorical qualifi- 
cations were called into play, but chiefly perhaps to the In- 
stitution of Divinity and of higher Philosophic investiga- 
tion at Woodstock—which, we are told, is after all re- 
garded as the Divinity Department of the University, and 
is, in truth, an organic development sent forth, in its 
earlier history, from Georgetown itself. The charm even 
of the lecturer himself—his address and manner of be- 
ing—touched the feelings of not a few ; and indeed in the 
papers of the next morning there was drawn a descrip- 
tion of his appearance somewhat over emphasised. But 
it was the intellectual value of the lecture that claimed 
our notice, and the higher philosophic critic himself, 
even in the imagination displayed, would value the spec- 
tacle of intellectual adroitness which he afforded. 

* 
* * 

As we were going to press when the reception to the 
members of the International American Conference took 
place, we shall have to defer until our next issue an ac- 
count of the welcome, as well as the graceful and 
touching response of the vice-president of the Confer- 
ence, F. Cipriano C. Zegarra, Minister of Peru. 

From the Boston Daily Traveller of November 23d we 
cite the following : 

‘ ‘ ‘ FROM THE HEIGHTS. ’ 

“ When Tennyson or Swinburne produce a new poem it 
is considered, in England, a great event. The press 
chronicle and commend ; the reviews criticise it with 
care and thought. Yet, in our country, while occasion- 
ally some enterprising journal publishes a poem from one 
of the great English poets by cable, more as a sensa- 
tional feature than as a literary event—while occasion- 
ally this is done, yet when one of our own poets, and our 
own greatest poet, John Boyle O’Reilly, gives to the 
world a poem that has in it the greatness of immortality, 
there seems to be no recognition of this as a very im- 
portant event. In this issue there appears Mr. O’Reilly’s 
latest poem, ‘From the Heights,’ read at the opening 
of the Catholic University in Washington, on November 
10, a poem that takes rank with the best production of 
Wordsworth and* Tennyson. 

“ The poem is an expression of the noblest wisdom of 
life, of its extended vision, and its highest recognition. 
There is nothing in American poetry to which it can be 
compared save with that wonderful creation of Emerson, 
the ‘Initial, Daemonic and Celestial Love,’ in which, 
while there is no similarity, there is the same greatness 
of vision and serene outlook on infinite life. The sub- 
limity of the expression where the ‘ Guides who lead 
their charge from ills,’ 

“ 1 Leap from mountain-top to star,’ 
and the succeeding lines : 

“ 1 Higher still, from star to God, 
Have the spirit-pilots trod, 
Setting lights for mind and soul, 
That the ships may reach the goal.’ 

such lines as these sound the highest note of poetic 
exaltation. The poem has a message to give. It teaches 
that “sight is wisdom” ; that it is on the heights that 
safety dwells; that it is in vision that wisdom, riches, 
and safety lie. On the lower level knowledge is dimmed 
with sorrow; effort is spasmodic, like the leaping fount- 
ain. ‘ Blind endeavour is not wise,’ 

“ ‘ For the seer is the knower, 
Is the doer and the sower.’ 

“ For the one poet of our country who has a message to 
deliver; whose words call us to the noblest achieve- 
ments, the celestial vision, we must look to John Boyle 
O’Reilly.” 

* 
* * 

The daily posting of the weather predictions in the 
lower class-room corridor shows that the appointed ob- 
servers for this year have commenced their meteorolog- 
ical observations. Heretofore the “ weather prophets ” 
have been most successful in their predictions; how- 
ever, their prophecy of “rain or snow” for Thanksgiv- 
ing Day failed to be realised. Many thanks, “Probs” ! 

* 
* * 

The Juniors have moved into the study hall vacated 
by the Seniors, while theirs, in turn, will be used by the 
Seniors as a dormitory. 

* 
* * 

The annual Spiritual Retreat of the students ended 
Saturday, December 7th. It was conducted by Rev. Fr. 
Denny, of St. Francis Xavier College, New York city, 
who, by his logical exhortations and admirable presen- 
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tation of the Parables, held the attention of his hearers 
throughout the three days, and infused into their minds 
firm resolves for the better. 

The number of communicants at the Mass on Sunday 
morning proved the success of the Retreat. 

* 
* * 

The class of First Grammar (Freshman), in a meeting 
called during the last month, elected the following offi- 
cers : 
President Mr. Kane, S. J. 
Vice-President James A. Henchey. 
Secretary Joseph C. Mattingly. 
Treasurer W. R. C. Neale. 
Orator Francis Sheehey. 
Historian Mark McNeal. 
Poet C. Piquette Mitchell. 
Prophet Guy Laffoon. 
Beadle F. Drexel Mullan. 

After a short discussion the following appropriate mat- 
ter was selected : “ Dulcis erit mercede labor.” 

A class diary, written and read each week by one of 
the members, gives much interest to the class. 

* 
* * 

A passage-way has been cut through the terrace of St. 
Joseph’s garden and the fence that bounds the Philoso- 
phers’ old “before-meal” assembling place. 

* 
* * 

On the Feast of the Immaculate Conception, Solemn 
High Mass was celebrated in the College Chapel. The 
celebrant was Fr. Fox, S. J., with Fr. Flynn, S. J., as 
deacon, and Mr. Dawson, S. J., as sub-deacon. The 
choir sang Kienzle’s Mass in “F.” 

An exquisite dinner, which might have satisfied the 
most fastidious tastes, was served to the students in the 
afternoon. 

There was Solemn Benediction in the evening, at 
which the Magnificat was sung. The same celebrants 
officiated as at the Mass. 

* 

On Tuesday, December 3d, the Senior students bade a 
fond farewell to the old Study Hall, and with books in 
hand ascended the stairs to Gaston Memorial Hall, where 
they will in future apply themselves with former vim 
to their respective studies. 

The old room over the Chapel in former years was de- 
voted to several purposes. Besides being used as a 
study-hall, it was the scene of the students’ triumphs in 
the histrionic art, when it was often crowded with ap- 
preciative and delighted audiences. Here, too, at the 
beginning of each month the ambitious and zealous 
student sat, eager to hear whether or not he had suc- 
ceeded in obtaining the palm of victory in his class, 
whilst on the other hand the guilty conscience of some 
idler caused him to apprehend with the most unpleasant 
sensations the reproof from the Reverend Rector which 
yas sure to fall upon him for his gross shortcoming. 

“Full well the boding trembler learned to trace 
The day’s disaster in his morning face.” 

Thus pleasant and unpleasant memories are associated 
with the old hall; but by far those which are pleasant, 
and on these only do we now dwell. However, this is 
.an age of progress and we have progressed with the age. 
We can only hope that our students will continue in the 
new hall the advancement along the path of knowledge 
made by their predecessors and themselves in the old 
one. 

* * * 
On the evening of Tuesday, December ioth,a pleasant 

surprise exhibition was given by the young ladies of the 
Convent to the Reverend Mother in honour of her feast- 
day. We poor luckless scribes sat in the Sanctum and 
almost seemed to hear the merry laugh, the continued ap- 
plause and the golden melody of songs—but alas, they were 
dreams, idle dreams, for on the desk before us was an 

entertaining volume, called “Mechanics,” that was ab- 
sorbing our reluctant attention. A coming examination 
in that branch was the cause of that deep seriousness of 
study, hence we were unable to be present, but we heard 
from one, whose taste is most delicate and judgment 
discriminating that for originality of conception and 
artistic presentation, the selections reflected great credit 
not only upon the young ladies who took part in them, 
but upon Sister Paulina, who planned them. 

LITERARY WORK. 

A WAR-TIME CHRISTMAS. 
T had been a hard march. Two hundred and ten miles 

in fifteen days. I will leave it to any old soldier to 
say if that is not a good two weeks’ march with such 

roads as we had. It was in the latter part of the year 
1864, almost the last day of November, when we left 
Baton Rouge. We were ordered out as a guard to Gen- 
eral D . For the first part of our march we had fine 
weather and good roads, but on December 3d the weather 
changed and with it the roads. We were in pine 
woods, which, while the weather was good, made fair 
marching, but when the rain began—O, Lord ! It seemed 
to me as if I could never look with calmness on pine 
woods again. The layers on layers of pine needles acted 
like so much sponge. How well I remember the first day 
of this miserable weather ! After our stay in Baton 
Rouge, where we had again become accustomed to some 
of the comforts of life, this damp, miserable, slushy— 
if I may be allowed the use of the word—morning seemed 
doubly hard to us. Camp was broken at 6 A. M. with 
our brigade, the Fourteenth New York Cavalry, and our 
brothers in this raid, the Sixth Missouri, as a rear guard. 
A miserable column it was, too, that finally filed away in 
the rear of the pontoon train from our camping ground. 

It was dangerous riding over such ground on this kind 
of a day, as we very soon had it forcibly impressed upon 
us. One poor fellow of the ranks reined up too suddenly 
his horse which had started unexpectedly forward. Its 
hoofs, as it reared up, slipped in the yielding soil. Back- 
ward fell rider and horse. The thud that followed was 
sickening, but such an event is among the least a soldier 
must behold. The horse struggled to his feet, but the 
rider only uttered a groan and lay still. Two compan- 
ions were off their horses in an instant and found that 
he was only badly hurt, so he was immediately carried 
to the ambulance. The train continued, and in five 
minutes I doubt if a single man remembered the acci- 
dent. So callous becomes the feelings when brought daily 
into contact with horrors. The riders, however, profited 
by the lesson and rode more carefully, 

During the day we arrived at a creek, the bridge over 
which had been broken down by the retreating South- 
erners. General D was making himself very con- 
spicuous according to his custom. General D , I 
might add in parenthesis, was not a favourite with our 
boys, nor we with him. I merely mention the following 
incident to show his self-sufficiency. After taking the 
work out of the engineer’s hands, and imagining that he 
was accomplishing it, he finally vanished to his quarters. 
Then the work began, and after a few hours’ delay we 
crossed the new-made bridge and again entered the pine 
woods. 

“He’s a fool,” disrespectfully commented Captain 
C , ignorant of the honour soon to be bestowed on 
him. 

“ But wisdom certainly don’t come out of his mouth,” 
further commented Major N . However, we soon 
had more cause to grumble than his mere lack of sense. 

“That I will put down in my journal as Fussy’s 
Creek,” I said, as I rode over the bridge, “named in 
honour of oui illustrious general.” 

Several times during the day did our men have to 
dismount to pull and tug at the wagons. The roads were 
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in a miserable condition, and men and mules tired and 
weary. Often, too, trees and brush had to be cleared 
out to allow the wagons to pass. To make these dis- 
comforts greater none of us knew whither the expedition 
was bound. Its destination was a profound secret. 

Toward evening an orderly came galloping up from 
the advance and delivered two orders to Major N . 
After reading he handed them to me to publish, which I 
did when the men were brough into line at the first clear- 
ing, some mile or two further on. One was an order 
detaching Captain C—*— and his company to act as a 
body guard to General D ■ (the honour before men- 
tioned), and the other an order dismounting Fourteenth 
New York Cavalry, for, as it stated, utlsoldierly conduct, 
plundering, etc. The men received the latter in silence, 
as indeed they were obliged to, but I should not like to 
have been the recipient of so many blessings as were 
silently bestowed on our general. 

“What do you think of it?” I asked the doctor as I 
fell in beside him. 

“It’s a shame—a downright shame,” he said explo- 
sively ; “besides from a humane point of view. If this 
worthy general wants to do any fighting he is getting his 
men in fine condition for it.” 

“That’s not the Worst,” said I as he stopped, “its 
unjust. Our men never committed ally depredation ; it 
was the train men. They Would skulk off among the 
pines and hide till the guards passed and then begin 
plundering. And now we’ve got to suffer.for them.” 

After a weary day’s march we arrived in camp at 8 
P. M., so worn out that some of the men seemed ready 
to fall from their horses. The horses themselves were in 
but little better condition. Pine woods still surrounded 
us and the weather was still rainy. In consequence, our 
beds that night were about as comfortable as a wet 
sponge, O, the beauties of a pine forest! May he who 
praises them experience them sometime. That is the 
best and the worst I can wish him. 

Such was the average day’s march during this wet sea- 
son, varied, however, by different little unpleasantnesses. 
For instance, getting the wrong road and counter march- 
ing. Occasionally, too, we would do without some 
meals, while the horses, poor beasts, had often to go 
without theirs. Yet some of our friends at home con- 
sidered that a soldier’s life at this time of the war was 
next to nothing at all. A few times on our march we 
sent out forage parties, but they were next to useless, as 
it was precious little forage one could find in pine 
woods. One of these parties brought back a few prison- 
ers on one of their expeditions. Nothing except these 
things varied the monotony of our rainy way. 

Behind the pontoon train came the prisoners—a very 
few, some ten or twelve. Among them was a man re- 
markable in more than one way. Lieutenant C n 
was the proud one who took him prisoner, for it was 
only after a hard fight that it was done. It happened 
somewhat in this wise : On the morning of Thursday, 
December 226, at about half-past two reveille sounded. 
The camp was awake in an instant, and in a few mo- 
ments “boots and saddles” sounded, together with the 
“assembly.” Instantly all were in line and ready. 
The bugle sounded the advance, and we started out over 
a most desolate road. After a march of about nine 
miles, all the while keeping in the arc of a circle so as to 
strike our camp again near the Mobile road, Captain 
M ’s company having the advance, ran upon the 
Confederate pickets and drove them in. Continuing 
further, we again ran upon them and soon after 
struck the main body of reserves stationed at 
Davis’ Creek. They formed and followed our rear 
guard, which was under command of a lieutenant of the 
Sixth Missouri cavalry, and soon afterward drove it in. 
We formed a battle line, the Fourteenth New York on the 
right and the Sixth Missouri on the left, and opened fire. 
1 hen there was a lively time. At pne time they attempted 

to turn our right flank, but Lieutenant C n was sent 
by Major N  to protect it. The attacking party was 
under command of the prisoner before mentioned, and 
our lieutenant had all he could do to hold the enemy at 
bay. However, he did, and a chance ball grazing the 
brave Southerner’s head ended the fight at this quarter. 
He was very slightly wounded, however, and soon re- 
covered. But he found himself a prisoner when he did. 
The enemy forced us back about a mile and a half, and 
had they then taken advantage of their position, could 
have captured us all. But they did not, and our artillery 
soon came up. This turned the tide in our favour, and 
we drove them back till the recall sounded. 

This prisoner who had fought so valiantly was a cap- 
tain, and he seemed in every way fit for his position. 
Indeed, though a captive, he walked like a general. He 
never spoke unless spoken to, and then only in monosyl- 
lables. His inaccessibility was felt by all—prisoners and 
guards. One would as lief talk to a cold stone for all 
the satisfaction, or anything else, one could get. Most 
of the time he would walk with his hands thrust in 
his pockets and his eyes cast on the ground. What 
seemed to affect him most was his inactivity—he never 
cared for the hardships. I have seen his lip curl with 
a scornful smile—and his smile was scornful, it cut like 
a knife—when some of our boys seemed ready to drop 
from their saddles with weariness. There was something 
pitiable about his dejected yet proud manner. He 
seemed galled by the fact that all action for him was 
over. His well-defined features and haughty manner 
stamped him as a Southerner of culture, though from his 
poor bedraggled gray, one would have thought him less 
than the least of our privates. But he wore a captain’s 
honours as I said before, and, for my part, I thought he 
would have made a better general than the one we had, 
providing, of course, he was on our side. 

We had been moving since we left Baton Rouge and 
now on December 23d settled down, we hoped, to what 
we considered a well-earned rest. We had been sent 
from East Pascagoula with dispatches for General G , 
who was encamped at Franklin’s Creek. 

We had left the pontoon train, thank Heaven ! We 
used to say: “Blessed are the Pontoonians, for, when 
the train is gobbled, they shall have rest.” Not only 
had we been marching, but at Pascagoula we had un- 
loaded two transports—rather tiresome work. So we 
prepared for Christmas with all the enthusiasm of soldiers. 
Major N , Captain M , the doctor, and myself 
sent to the mill for boards. We wanted a shelter to pro- 
tect us from the cold, for it was getting cold now. We 
sent the doctor out to forage for us, to see if he could 
not fall in with a chicken-roost, or, better still, some 
turkeys. He arrived before the boards did, and in a 
most excited state. He came running towards our group 
gesticulating wildly. 

“ I wonder what’s the mater with the doctor now?” 
I remarked. 

“Found anew case, maybe,” said the major; “ a beauti- 
ful compound fracture.” 

“More likely a new case of whiskey, which he has 
partaken of too deeply,” commented Captain M . 

Any one of these guesses might have been correct, for 
the doctor had but one way of expressing joy, and that 
was in the manner above described. So I concluded to 
withhold my verdict. He soon came puffing up, red in 
the face and panting, almost exploding with his dis- 
covery. 

“ Say, you fellows,” he began between his pant- 
ings. “I’ve struck it, 1 tell you ! We’ll spend 
our Christmas jolly Wait  a minute and 
I’ll let you know all about it.” The doctor 
paused, as indeed he had to, for he needed all his 
breath for breathing purposes. We stood dutifully ex- 
pectant, till he regained it. 

“We’ll enjoy this Christmas, boys, anyhow,” he said 
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when he could talk connectedly. “I hadn’t got far 
down that road, round the bend there, before I saw a 
plantation-house. It’s nigh hidden in the trees, which 
is the reason, I s’pose, that none of the boys have been 
over there yet. ‘Well,’ says I to myself, ‘I’ll find 
something around here.’ So I went up to the front 
door and knocked, for you might as well ask for a thing 
before stealing it. An old auntie opened the door, but 
she threw up her hands in horror when she saw me.” 
Here the doctor gave a laughable imitation. “ ‘’Fo’ 
de Lawd, massa !’ she cried, ‘ ef heah ain’t a Linkum 
ossifer !’ I was going to laugh, but I saw coming down 
the hall a white-haired old gentleman. He was the 
‘massa.’ I felt sorry for him, but I would no more have 
thought of telling him so than of asking Lincoln to ap- 
point me Surgeon-General. In spite of his trembling walk 
and careworn face he looked proud as a prince. Indeed, 
I thought it might have been best to take the chickens 
and say nothing about them. But I spoke up and told 
him our wants. 

“ ‘ Sir,’ he said in a tremulous voice as he caught hold 
of the door for better support, ‘ I can see from your uni- 
form that your mission in this cruel war is to save, not 
to destroy. But those others,’ he went on fiercely, ‘who 
infest the country, those vandals are plundering every- 
where ’—here he pointed to some blackened ruins ; ‘ but 
as a Southerner and a fellow-creature, I offer you, who 
say you need it, what hospitality I have. My son, too, 
sir, is in the war against you, and I would bless 
the one who aided him. You are welcome, then, sir, 
in his name, to whatever I can give, and that is little, 
for little is left.’ And, boys, he gave a sad little smile 
that went straight to my heart. I felt like crying right 
there. However, I didn’t, but managed to thank him 
and reassure him on the point of plundering. I wanted 
to bring a few things over to camp, but he would not 
hear of it. We must go over there and stay as long as 
our division is in camp here.” 

We all shook the doctor by the hand and congratu- 
lated him for his excellent manner of carrying out his 
commission. We were quite overjoyed at the prospect 
of a comfortable night. To have a good shelter and warm 
beds, after all the rain and mud and pine woods we had 
endured, was a luxury that could not be too highly esti- 
mated. We adjourned without loss of time to our hos- 
pitable Southerner’s home, and received, as the doctor 
had forewarned us, a most royal welcome. The doctor 
introduced us. Our host, profiting by a hint he had let 
fall on his previous visit, had, what was for us, a magnifi- 
cent dinner. Charles Lamb has sung the praises of roast 
pork, but who can sing those of baked turkey with all the 
necessary adjuncts? Truly, no one, we thought. Aunt 
Helen (pronounced Heelen down there) sent in plate 
after plate of delicious corn-bread—your true South- 
ern corn-bread, none of your base imitations—and 
plate after plate of hot flaky, hot biscuit. Biscuit? I 
know you all immediately think of those heavy round 
discs about an inch or two thick. Nothing of the kind. 
You’ve never tasted true biscuit. Accept a soldier’s 
eulogy, till you can ascertain for yourself. 

“ O, Lord, major,” said the doctor, as that worthy was 
demolishing his eighth biscuit; “you’ll be downed by 
this campaign ; your stomach will never be able to stand 
this hot bread.” 

“Can’t help that, doctor,” returned the major. 
“These are too good not to be eaten. Yet it seems as 
though I will have companions in my misfortune,” he 
added, glancing around the table. But none of us could 
withstand such food, and we all ate—well, ate with the 
appetite of soldiers. Can I say more? 

“Doctor,” said I to him, for he sat next to me, “you 
remember one of our prisoners, that one you can’t touch 
with a ten-foot pole?” 

“ Yes ; what’s the matter with him?” 
“ Don’t you think he looks mightily like our host?” 

“Why, bless my soul!” exclaimed the doctor, putting 
up his glasses. “When I come to look at him, it’s so; 
I never thought to notice before.” 

“ Sir,” said I aloud to our host, “ I believe you said to 
the doctor, when he was here before, that you had a son 
in the army.” 

“ Yes, sir, I have,” he answered, “ and a noble boy he 
is. Ever since the first shot was fired at Charleston he 
had been impatient to go and enlist, but I would not let 
him. I was too jealous of him ; too fearful of losing 
him. Too soon, I feared, I would have to let him go. 
But I love my country, too, and I did not hesitate. Now, 
when our lines are being crushed in and our remnants of 
armies driven back, every man counts, and so he went, 
and so would more go if I had them, even myself, if I 
were able; for though I am entertaining you as guests, 
don’t think that I have the slightest feeling or sympathy 
with you. But,” he continued, his voice softening, “I 
have never heard from him since he left. The Unionists 
have upset the whole country, and no news of him could 
reach me. I can only hope that no harm has come to 
him and that I may receive him back again safe.” 

“We echo that hope,” said Major N , interpreting 
the feelings of all. I had had no idea when I asked my 
question that I would open such a fount of emotion. 
The embarrassing silence that followed was soon broken, 
but I promised myself to keep my mouth shut for the 
rest of the evening. The supper went merrily on, each 
forgetting for the time that they were enemies or that a 
war existed. 

“Well,” remarked Captain M , as the conversation 
had drifted around to such a subject, “ talking of niggers, 
although we have come to free them, I’ve seen some that 
fight pretty shy of us. And freedom isn’t enough reward 
for them sometimes either—witness that night we brought 
up the rear of the pontoon train. You remember the night, 
R ?” he said, addressing me. “We came to where 
the road split into three,” he continued. “General 
D  had not left a vidette nor blazed a tree, and so we 
did not know which road to take. A few of this African 
race offered to guide us—for some of Uncle Sam’s green- 
backs. And we might have done better by ourselves, for 
both the first two roads we took were wrong, and we 
couldn’t have done worse. O, no; niggers are good 
enough to discuss as political issues, but when you come 
to have dealings with them—excuse me.” 

“I’m sure you’ll change your opinion,” objected Mr. 
Rae, our host, “when you hear my old darkey, ‘Uncle 
Bony.’ He can give you some old plantation songs, 
which at least will amuse you. I have not had him many 
years ; he is one of the few who refused to leave me. 
Aunt Helen is another.” 

With conversation and music, for the major played, 
and there were three pianos in the house, we passed the 
time very pleasantly. We had thought to celebrate our 
Christmas eve in some old shanty, rude at best, with 
whiskey, after the soldier fashion, but here we were en- 
joying some of the best of wine. “Uncle Bony” was 
brought up and induced to sing, accompanying himself 
on a fiddle. He professed to play the air, or, as he 
termed it, the “ chune ” of each piece, but, for the life 
of me, I could not tell the difference between one 
“chune” and another. He sang all his songs to the— 
the—whatever it was he played. I can only remember 
the opening stanza of one, and it went somewhat like 
the following : 

“ I’se got a little dawg 
Wot won’t bite me, 

But he bites ebery one 
Dat he do see.” 

It is needless to remark either on the sentiment or the 
metre of this. “ Uncle Bony ” then took a comprehen- 
sive survey of what his “little dawg” would do and 
wouldn’t do. We had “Uncle Bony ” presented to us 
in another light before we got to bed. Aunt Helen 
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showed us our room, aud naturally wanted to have a few 
words with us foreign curiosities. So she began telling 
us of “ Uncle Bony.” 

“ Yaas, indeedy, Uncle B-b-bony is a good hah’ted 
nigga’, an’ yo’d think he’ud be a Christian a’ter goin’ 
th’ough all the troubles he been, b-b-but he ain’t; he 
chock f-f-full of Blackrockism ; he’ll go to the d-d-debil 
sho’ly.” 

“Blackrockism! What’s Blackrockism?” asked the 
major, rather puzzled. 

“ Why, Lawd ! honey, doan’ yo’ know w-w-what dat 
is? Why, it’s when a nigga’ b-b-b’leebs what is, is. 
Uncle B-b-bony’s done took many ob de mos’ influen- 
shal m-m-members frum Lebanon ova’ to Blackrockism. 
De d-d-debil has done tole him he kin do w-w-what he 
wants.” And Aunt Helen retired proudly, being con- 
scious that she had interested “ de Linkum ossifers.” 

“Well, boys, “ began the major, sitting down on the 
edge of his bed. We were all put in one room at our 
own request. “Uncle Bony and Blackrockism having 
been disposed of, I’ve a proposition to make. A ques- 
tion first: What do you thing of our host ? ” All voted 
him the finest old gentleman in the South. “I agree 
with you ” continued the major. “ We can’t repay him 
with coin, and, since we are enemies, in any other way 
either. But we would not have it said that a Union man 
was ungrateful for any favour received from the South” 
(faint applause from Captain C and the doctor, who 
were plus a little too much wine). “But,” continued 
the major, emphatically, frowning down the applauders, 
“ I think I see a way of repaying him. I have an idea 
that our haughty prisoner is the son of our chivalrous 
host. To make sure of it we can take Mr. Rae to camp 
to-morrow. If it’s so, then by getting his release, we 
will square accounts. What do you think of the plan?” 
It is needless to add that we all agreed, and with that 
we turned in and slept soundly. 

After another meal in which more of the doctor’s 
destructive bread figured conspicuously, Major N  
said : 

“Mr. Rae, I do not wish to raise false hopes in your 
breast, but I think, only think,” warningly, “that I 
have seen your son lately. For you greatly resemble 
him I refer to. But to make more sure I will describe 
him. Has your son dark auburn hair and brown eyes, 
straight features, and ” 

“Yes ! yes !” cried the old man, eagerly starting for- 
ward, his eyes glistening and his voice trembling. “ It’s 
he ! It’s he ! O, where have you seen him? Tell me ! 
Not dead ? O, God ! not dead ! He was my only hope 
and consolation.” He stood with hands outstretched, 
his haughty expression flown and his face the very pict- 
ure of entreaty. We respectfully withdrew to the win- 
dow. “ Tell me, tell me it’s not so.” 

“Sir,” answered the major in that sympathetic voice 
he could so well exert, “ I can enter into your feelings 
from loved ones at home ; but remember, I am not sure 
that this is your son. If it is he, then your son is safe, 
and I hope will soon be restored to you. Pray, don’t,” 
he added quickly, as he saw Mr. Rae’s intention of over- 
whelming him with thanks; “I did not wish to appear 
as a benefactor at all, I only hoped to cancel our debt.” 

“ It is no debt on your side,” returned the other, all 
his old hauteur again appearing. “ Do you not know 
that it is the duty of every Southern gentleman to treat 
a guest as I have treated you, whether friend or 
foe? But,” he continued, again softening, “if I may 
regain my boy through you, I will owe a life-long debt 
of gratitude.” 

“I regard it in a more practical light,” returned the 
major; “one good turn deserves another; you have 
put us under more obligations than you think. How- 
ever, if you will now come with me to camp we can soon 
settle all doubt as to the identity of your son.” 

With trembling haste Mr. Rae prepared to go out into 
the chilly air, Christmas was the very opposite of its 

eve. The latter was bright and beautiful, while the for- 
mer was gloomy and dark. The weather, too, was 
colder, and altogether Christmas^ was a very unsatisfac- 
tory sort of a day. As we came out into the damp at- 
mosphere a great deal of our Christmas enthusiasm evap- 
orated. Dismal forebodings of orders to march through 
pine woods and over muddy roads presented themselves 
to our imagination. 

“Thank Heaven !” said Captain M , “we’ve spent 
one night in comfort, and I for one am willing to do 
anything for Mr. Rae consistent with my duty.” 

“And I,” exclaimed the doctor and myself in the same 
breath. 

We were the envy of all our brother officers when we 
arrived in camp. “Evidently,” I heard Lieutenant 
C——n remark to a companion, “ they are already 
moving in the F. F. S.” But it was not the society they 
were envious of, but our quarters. 

Martial rank had been more or less forgotten in our 
stay at Mr. Rae’s, but now back at camp we naturally 
fell into our respective positions. So Major N  only 
accompanied Mr. Rae to the prisoner’s quarters, while 
we dropped behind. Of the interview between the three 
I know nothing personally, but was told of it by an eye- 
witness, so this account will be but a very poor second- 
hand at best. 

Mr. Rae recognized his son immediately, as did his 
son him. “ O, father !” he cried, springing forward and 
embracing him. 

“My son ! my son !” was all the answer vouchsafed, 
but this exchange of words, meagre as it was, was suffi- 
cient for two hearts so full of love. The major himself 
turned and looked in another direction. There was 
nothing in the words but all in the tone. 

“ But, sir,” was the next the major heard delivered with 
accustomed hauteur, “ my son is a prisoner, if these signs 
denote anything,” and he waved his hands toward the 
guards. 

“Certainly,” returned the major; “how else could I 
have known of him?” 

“True, true,” returned the father, “I had never 
thought of that.” 

“ But what of it?” continued the major, “ I intend to 
obtain his release.” 

“Sir,” returned Mr. Rae, with a proud dignity that 
startled even Major N , “have you come this far 
South and yet do you not know us? Do you think that, 
even should I agree, my son would accept his liberty 
thus? No. He must wait for an exchange, or till the 
war ends, which it soon must, for,” he added sorrow- 
fully, “our strength is nearly gone.” 

“ I respect your wish,” said the major, bowing. “ So 
be it. I can only offer you now my sincerest thanks for 
your hospitality, and I shall always cherish your memory 
as that of a dearest friend. Again I offer you all that I 
can, thanks for myself and my companions.” 

“And I,” returned Mr. Rae, with a stately bow that 
sat well upon his aged person and gray hairs, “ I accept 
them in the spirit you give them. My hospitality has 
always been open to whomever has needed it, and, I hope, 
will always be. My boy,” he continued, tenderly turn- 
ing to his son, “ I know you have fought bravely and 
done your duty, because I know you. That gives me as 
much pleasure as though you had won a general’s posi- 
tion. Perhaps you have fought your last, as the war may 
soon be over, but at least you have the satisfaction of 
having done your best.” 

“But, father! father! ” burst in the son in impotent 
longing, “ I might have done so much more if I could 
have remained free longer. Why was I, out of all my 
company, knocked on the head and taken ? I could have 
done so much, so much ! But to march a prisoner here 
day after day and waste my energies for nothing is mad- 
dening, father ! In my anger, sometimes I feel like seiz- 
ing a gun from a guard and making a break fof liberty, 
fighting and killing till I fall. But it is madness ; I fear 
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I will become mad if this lasts much longer. I hope an 
exchange will soon be declared, and then, father, I can 
fight for our dear South again.” 

The major looked at the prisoner in some surprise. His 
face was transformed; now he was all animation and 
hope and courage gleamed from his eye. But he also 
heard the words and believed him capable of attempting 
such a thing. 

Then came the farewell. The major again pretended 
to be watching a groom at the other, side of the camp. 
“ Farewell, my son, bear all with a stout heart, and you 
will show a courage as great as that in battle line.” 

" You may truthfully say that he fought well,” said the 
major as he went back to the house with Mr. Rae. 
“ Lieutenant C n should tell you of it, as he saw it, 
and I only know from hearsay, but I will tell you the 
best I can.” And he told of the skirmish and how his 
son was captured. “ You may be sure,” he continued, 
" that he did all the damage he could. And,” contin- 
uing laughingly, "altogether I’m glad you did not take 
my offer. But,” again becoming serious, "you may be 
sure that I will treat your son as leniently as I possibly 
can, and he shall have all the comfort that I can get for 
him.” 

"God bless you ! ” said the old gentleman brokenly, 
wringing the major’s hand, " God bless you ! as I know 
he will. Farewell ! ” The major watched him enter 
the house supported by "Uncle Bony.” "How near 
the grave are both,” thought the major, as he strode back 
to the camp. 

What remains to be told? Little. In a few hours 
orders came to move. The younger Rae was not ex- 
changed as he had so hoped to be, but remained a prisoner 
till the end of the war, and arrived home in time to close 
his father’s eyes in death. 

This Christmas is but one of the scenes among the 
many that my memory, like the magic-lantern, loves to 
project. It has thrown its picture and now is done. 

BENNET CARROLL SHIPMAN, ’92. 

[This sketch, hardly a story, has very little raison d'etre. ’Tis 
merely a Christmas idyll. It may be interesting for some to 
know that the incidents of the story are facts, gleaned from the 
journal of a lieutenant, then acting adjutant of the Fourteenth 
New York Cavalry. Perhaps, after my translation, the events 
have lost their freshness and vividness, but to me they seemed 
very real, reading as I did from the yellow leaves of the manu- 
script that was written on the spot. The escort under General 
D was sent out to protect the gunboats and transports in the 
Mississippi sound around the Pascagoula River. Those officers, 
let me add, whom I have initialled, were real men, and some are 
probably living yet. With the license of every story-teller, I have 
made them speak for the purposes of the sketch. And if I have 
helped only one to pass a pleasant half-hour, my object is accom- 
plished, and wish him a Merry Christmas.] 

AUTUMN SADNESS. 

Rondeau. 
(( ' I 'EARS from the depth of some divine despair 

X Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 
In looking on the happy Autumn fields.” 

— The Princess. 
The world’s fair;—why should I fret 

Because leaves fall thro’ Autumn rain ? 
Sweet Spring will bring them back again; 

And blue bird’s pipe, the violet, 
And wind-flower ’mid wet mosses set, 

Will prove, when sprouts the waking grain, 
The world’s fair. 

Ah me ! I know this truth, and yet 
A doubt within my heart hath lain 
That causeth fear akin to pain:— 

Suppose Chicago were to get] 
The World’s Fair ! 

—N. HUGHJYORKE, ’92. 

AN HOUR WITH RAPHAEL. 

Four great walls in the New Jerusalem 
Meted on each side by the angel’s reed, 
For Leonard, Rafael, Angelo, and me 
To cover. —Andrea Del Sarto. IN one of his essays Charles Lamb tells us that he knows 

of no pleasure more affecting than to range at will 
through the apartments of some fine old family man- 

sion. Not many days ago, as I was leisurely rambling 
through the halls of the North building, I could not help 
appreciating the truth of his saying. Though I found not 
there such relics as for the most part enhance the old 
family mansion, still there was there what to me proved 
equally affecting. Oftentimes I had passed through this 
same hall, but never before had my attention been so 
arrested by those old engravings that hung there; those 
engravings which have for long years adorned the walls 
of this hall, praying but a passing glance and often denied 
this. The story of their lives has remained unsung, their 
worth unappreciated. I shame to confess that their author 
at the time was unknown to me, but still their hitherto 
unseen beauties filled me with the desire of searching 
their history, of reaping a fuller harvest of beauties from 
them. My search, I venture to say, has proved itself 
not only as interesting but as pleasant as could the apart- 
ments of few old mansions. May its modest fruits in 
this little paper be equally interesting to its few readers. 

These paintings are true engravings from the original 
frescoes of Raphael which have crowned his name with 
glory far more lasting than the fame of kings. They were 
presented to the College by Cardinal (then Monsignor) 
Bedini, the Papal Legate, in 1854 and have ever 
since rested upon the walls of this hall. In this coun- 
try, of the others like them, many have fallen victims 
to the ravages of time and its destructive legions and 
now but few remain. Each year, as it were, enriches 
their value, places a new and dearer gem in their already 
precious crown. 

How much enhanced becomes their beauty and worth 
when we learn that they are the works of Raphael. Let 
us then study briefly the painter before we consider his 
painting. And, indeed, it will be a pleasant task, for 
the more we know of Raphael the more boundless is our 
admiration. What the pen of Shakespeare has accom- 
plished for literature, the brush of Raphael has achieved 
for art. In the great firmament of art with unequalled 
radiance glister these three names, Brumante, Raphael, 
Michael Angelo, and not the least brilliant among these 
is the name of Raphael. There was grandeur in Bramante, 
creative power in Michael Angelo, but the exquisite 
grace and facile design of Raphael have never been sur- 
passed. The misfortunes and troubles with which he 
was beset, the short life granted him to weave his crown 
of glory and the manner in which he did work it out, 
cause us to marvel at his genius and great intellectuality. 

Urbino, a little duchy, nestling among the Apennines, 
where the provinces of Tuscany and Umbria meet, tells the 
sightseer, first of all things and with greatest pride, that 
within its walls stands the humble, unpretentious dwell- 
ing in which Raphael was born. There is some doubt 
in regard to the exact date of his birth ; many hold to 
the opinion that he was born on the 28th of May, while 
others, among whom is Vasari, claim that his birthday 
was Good Friday, the 6th day of April, 1483. The 
latter date is the generally accepted one, for the funeral 
inscription goes far to prove it. On this day was 
ushered into the world one who was destined to delight 
mankind for centuries upon centuries with his productions 

Raphael’s parents, though of humble birth, had ever ' 
lived a life of honesty and uprightness, and from his 
infancy their boy was the apple of their eye. This love 
was ever returned by him with the purest sense of duty, 
and though in after life he enjoyed the audience of 
kings and queens he never gave a sign of the slightest 
shame of his family. Soon, however, many sad happen- 
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ings cast a shadow over Raphael’s life. Death took 
away his grandfather and brother, which greatly dis- 
tressed his father; soon after, his mother died; and while 
he was yet but twelve years of age his father, Giovanni 
Santi, was taken sick and died. So we find him at this 
tender age, with no one to care for him, save an aged 
aunt, an object of love and sympathy. 

In spite of all these misfortunes, Raphael, unlike 
Michael Angelo, was ever sweet of nature and of a gentle 
disposition. He, too, was of high personal beauty; his 
thick chestnut hair fell almost to his shoulders, hiding 
the elegant lines of a long and graceful neck. His clear 
deep brown eyes, expressive mouth, straight and pointed 
nose, and noble forehead, all made up a countenance 
full of distinction. Raphael, though, was not of that 
firm and steady character as Michael Angelo. He would 
imitate first his teacher, Perugino, then Bartalommeo, 
and then Michael Angelo, whichever at the time might 
seem to him most worthy of imitation. His nature has 
been forcibly portrayed to us as that of “ a calm river, 
flowing at its own sweet will and reflecting peacefully 
the passing figures of life.” 

Not long after his father’s death, we find Raphael in 
the studio of Perugino, performing the duties of an ap- 
prentice. In a short time, however, his extraordinary 
talents so developed themselves that he left his master 
and pursued his studies at his own studio. While under 
the tutorship of Perugino, a love of the deepest nature 
grew between master and pupil, and Perugino was not 
only a kind teacher but a model for his pupil ; a fact 
which was of great advantage to him. 

About the year 1512 Raphael, having acquired a pro- 
ficiency in his art, established himself at Florence, the art 
capital of Italy, where better facilities were offered him 
for prosecuting his study. While Raphael remained at 
Florence the great rival contest between Leonardi da 
Vinci and Michael Angelo was at fever heat, in which 
Raphael showed great interest and from which he greatly 
profited. At Florence he painted a number of works 
which won for him much applause, among which were 
The Three Graces, Apollo and Marsydas, St. Catha- 
rine, and The Entombment, all of which we may 
look upon as the forerunner of his future greatness. 
Raphael spent two years at Florence, whence he returned 
to Urbino, and again, in 1508, we find him on his way 
to ancient Rome. Scarcely had he reached the Urbs of 
the Latins than his services were obtained by the reign- 
ing Pope, Julius II. At this time Bramante and Michael 
Angelo were in the employment of the Pope, and to 
these let the name of Raphael be added, three everlasting 
beacons in the pathway of art. 

Raphael remained at Rome till his death, and there it 
was that he added a lustre to his name that the tides of 
time shall never wear away. He soon realised his own 
abilities, and from that time he was armed with the will 
as well as the power to rival his two illustrious prede- 
cessors. His grand works, indeed, have shown him to 
be a worthy rival. While he was at work in Rome, it is 
told that one day when he was out, Michael Angelo en- 
tered and drew upon the wall near by his fresco a 
colossal head, saying to the guard : “ If Raphael wished 
to know who came to see him, show him my card there 
on the wall.” Raphael returned, and the lesson taught 
by that colossal head did much. He knew that his 
work was too light, not massive enough, and well he 
profited from the lesson. 

Raphael was not only a painter, he was an architect, 
poet, and sculptor. In the role of architect many great 
works were entrusted to him—the continuation of St. 
Peter’s, the completion of the Loggia, the construction 
of the Villa Madama, and many others, in all of which 
he showed wonderful taste. So great was it that Bra- 
mante, on his death-bed, besought the Pope to appoint 
him as his successor in the completion of St. Peter’s. 
Still later in life, perhaps moved by the laurels of An- 
gelo, he tried sculpture, and one of Michael Angelo’s ' 

servants, apprising his master of Raphael’s new turn, 
writes: “Be warned.” Two of the chief pieces of 
sculpturing done by Raphael are the statue of Jonah 
and Elijah in the Desert. 

Now, lastly, we may look on him as a poet; as a poet 
in whom the expression of thought was by the pen, not by 
the pencil; for where can we find deeper poetry than in 
the Parnassus? Though Raphael did not write poetry to 
any very great extent, many beautiful little sonnets are 
found among his poems. 

On Good Friday, April the 6th, 1520, the thirty-sev- 
enth anniversary of his birth, Raphael died. With what 
sorrow did all Italy receive the sad tidings of his death. 
The Pope is said to have wept bitterly. It is, indeed, a 
strange coincidence that he should have been born 
and died on Good Friday; but who would have been 
more worthy to have begun and ended his existence on 
that day than he? Just a few words might be said about 
the dark side of his life if there be any shadows. It is 
maintained by some that at the early age of thirty-seven 
his powers were fully developed, and that he preferred 
to bask in the sunshine of his laurels during the latter 
part of his life, rather than gain new ones. This is the 
only fault that can be found, and this is not entirely true, 
for though he did leave much of his work to the execu- 
tion of his pupils, still, when there was need of his 
personal labours, he ever gave them. Once, when ’twas 
rumoured that he was giving himself up to laziness, moved 
by the report, he resolved to execute a work in fresco to 
retrieve his laurels. This work is none other than the 
famous Galatea of the Palazzo Farnese. Did he not 
show to the world that their rumours were vague? Aye, 
indeed, he placed himself on a loftier pinnacle of glory. 
Some, too, have wished to disparage Raphael by imput- 
ing to him the fault of being jealous of Michael Angelo, 
but this can hardly be so, for Angelo, in accusing Bra- 
mante of conspiring against him, did not mention the 
name of Raphael. And now we may take our leave of 
the painter and turn to his productions. For the sake 
of system, we will begin with the one next the doors of 
the Old Library, and trace our way downward, examin- 
ing each in turn as it presents itself. So, first, we stand 
before that one which holds the right of priority in point 
of date, The Dispute of the Sacrament. Space is not 
allowed to enter.into each detail, even could we, so we 
may note only the important features. The original, 
from which the one now before us is taken, is in the 
Vatican, as are the rest of which I shall write. 

In the Dispute of the Sacrament, Raphael wishes to 
portray the triumph of the Church, the manifestation 
of faith, and the glory and happiness of the faithful. 
The painter divides his painting into four great zones, 
ranged one above the other. In the topmost division 
sits God the Father with a solemn and sublime air. 
With his right hand raised he offers his heavenly benedic- 
tion, and in his left he holds the globe. Beneath him 
is God the Son ; St. John the Baptist, on the left, points 
to him, and the Blessed Virgin is on the right. A little 
lower down are the twelve martyrs, prophets, and patri- 
archs representing the old and the new faith. On the 
left extremity St. Peter holds the key and book; next to 
St. Peter comes Adam, and then St. John writing his 
Revelation, and then comes David playing his harp. On 
the right extremity sits St. Paul with his sword, near 
him is Abraham holding the knife with which he is about 
to slay Isaac, then St. James, then Moses holding his 
laws, and finally St. Lawrence. Amidst the clouds sport 
myriads of angels fading almost into the clouds. In the 
next zone we see a Dove, representing the Holy Ghost, 
accompanied by four angels each bearing Gospels. Be- 
low all these is an altar upon which the Sacred Host 
stands. Around, the scene of confusion greatly contrasts 
with the calmness of that above. Old and young are 
mingled in great disorder, some seeking, others giving 
enlightenment. Mitre-bearing Kings are proclaiming 
dogmas, while doctors of the Church are inaugurating 
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the exegeses of the Scriptures. Among the throng St. 
Gregory stands holding his “Liber Moralium,” St. Am- 
brose lost in meditation, and many others. To com- 
plete the picture heresy and indifferentism are typified 
by the bald and beardless old man, but by his side stands 
the ardent believer in the person of the beautiful youth. 
In every case the grandeur of the figure does not exactly 
correspond to the illustrious character which it repre- 
sents, but throughout the entire work great weight of 
thought appears, and the wonderful symmetry and ex- 
pression entrust to this fresco the office of the highest 
expression of humanity in painting. 

We wander a little farther on, and now we stand before 
the Battle of Ostia. At first sight one is much attracted 
by this engraving, but after carefully looking into it we 
do not find there that presence of thought which exists 
in the Dispute of the Sacrament. The true hero of this 
painting is Leo X. He sits upon the bank surrounded 
by his cardinals and bestowing his benediction upon the 
faithful while he receives the submission of the van- 
quished foes prostrate before him. At the very time that 
Raphael received the commission of this painting from 
the Pope the Turks were trying to land in Italy, while 
the Pope, aided by the Kings of France and Spain, was 
endeavouring to repulse them. So it appears that pres- 
ent events were represented by past ones. 

The next engraving is the Deliverance of St. Peter. 
The original of this, at the Vatican, is said to be so life- 
like that one imagines himself almost in the real pres- 
ence. This fresco was finished immediately after the 
almost miraculous escape of Cardinal Giovanni, Leo X. 
wishing to assimilate his escape with that of St. Peter. 
The horrible perfection of the cell, the old man bound 
in chains, the appearance of the angel amid dazzling, 
splendour, the terror of the sleepers, and their lighted 
torches, all are so true that, as Vasari says, “they prove 
Raphael to have been the painter of painters.” 

We now approach the Mass of Bolsena, an engraving 
dedicated to the most noble and touching of religious 
sentiments. On the right the Pope kneels surrounded 
by six prelates or courtiers; opposite him is a throng of 
people who seem to have wonder and respect written on 
every line of their countenances. The Pope, Julius II., 
wears an expression almost divine as he beholds the host 
turning crimson and blood dropping from it. Lower 
down on the left is a group, some distracted, others very 
reverential. The priest bows in humble submission while 
the miracle takes place before him. Behind, in the choir 
stand, are two men, one points out to the other what has 
just occurred. The entireness of this work, the combi- 
nation of the beauties of composition with those of elo- 
quent expression, make up an admirable scene. 

We now pass on to The School of Athens, a work 
which perhaps has spread the fame of Raphael over 
broader lands than any other. As the triumph of relig- 
ion is represented in the Dispute of the Sacrament so 
the victory of science is depicted in The School of 
Athens. It would be too long a task, besides an almost 
impossible one, to enumerate all the characters repre- 
sented in this painting, so let itsufficeto name the chief 
ones. The greatest marvel of this painting is that Ra- 
phael solved in it the problem of Grecian education in 
two weeks, a problem which two centuries and a half 
failed to solve in other men’s minds. In this, to be 
sure, his unbounded genius displays itself. It will be 
seen that many children are intermingled throughout the 
crowd. Their presence may be explained in several 
ways. At that time children were sent to these schools 
that the Doctors might be able to ascertain what path of 
life they could best follow; and again that they might 
learn silence from example, and so become studious. A 
third class holds that Raphael alludes to the efforts made 
by Democritus to induce the rich to adopt the children 
of the poor. As we cast our eyes over the picture we 
behold, standing in the centre in the two most conspic- 

uous positions, Plato and Aristotle. The former, of a 
flowing gray beard, under his left arm holds his Timasus, 
while he extends his right toward heaven, indicating that 
there alone truth reigned !—the latter, of younger but 
more positive appearance, bolds under his arm, to bal- 
ance the Timseus, his Ethics as he points to the earth, 
recalling that there is the place where the solution of 
the mysteries of philosophy must be found. To the left 
stands the philosopher Socrates, the father of the doc- 
trines perfected by Plato, greatly interested in his sub- 
jects as he counts off on his fingers his arguments to the 
enraptured listeners. Raphael has deprived him of none 
of his traditional ugliness. Leaning against the base of 
the pilaster, much interested in the discussions of Soc- 
rates, is Xenophon, the favourite disciple of Socrates and 
the saver of his life. Alcibiades clad in warrior’s armor 
stands near. Descending to the front on the left we see 
Pythagoras busily engaged in writing, and the gloomy 
dreamer in the foreground is Pleraclitus. Just across to 
the right are Ptolomseus and Zoroaster, each holding 
globes. Archimedes bends over, drawing geometrical 
figures for the young ones. From the arrangement of 
the personages, as will be seen by studying the faces in 
turn from the left, it is evident that Raphael intended 
to picture the lights of Grecian philosophy from the 
fifth century before our era down to the year 212 B. C. 
So the masterpiece of Raphael, the dream of the Renais- 
sance. Every form of admiration has been lavished 
upon it, a model of painting to which no man has ever 
since attained. 

The next and eighth engraving is The Parnassus. In 
this Raphael has cast aside all religion, all philosophy, 
all prose. This painting is, as it were, a tongueless 
nightingale of poetry. Through every feature, through 
every position of it, there seems ever something that 
appeals to the aesthetic faculty. The Parnassus has 
justly been styled a series of lyrical effusions. Seated 
on the summit of the mound beneath the shade of the 
laurel grove, Apollo, with harmonious strain, draws his 
bow over the strings of the violin. (Since Raphael had 
represented Apollo in two preceding paintings with the 
lyre, it is said that, to vary the monotony, he on this 
occasion substituted a violin.) He is surrounded by the 
Muses, some pensive, others enthusiastic, but all typify 
grace and poetry. Homer, with lofty head and noble 
gesture, recites a part of his “Iliad,” which a youth 
near by busily takes down. Behind Homer, Virgil 
points out to Dante, who holds his “ Inferno,” the beauti- 
ful violinist. The bashful youth standing in the back- 
ground is supposed to be Raphael. Lower down in the 
foreground to the left are four poets busily engaged in 
conversation, to whom Sappho attentively listens. Of 
these Petrarch is one, but much doubt remains as to the 
other three. They were until lately thought to be Anac- 
reon Alcaeus, and Corinna, but Vasari claims that 
Ovid, Ennius, and Catullus are represented. On the 
opposite side the same doubt exists. Passavant holds 
that the two in the foreground are Pindar and Horace, 
and the other Sannazaro. Farther back Ariosto stands 
conversing with one of the Muses, and still further on is 
a friend of Raphael, Tebaldeo. In this painting, then, 
the famous poets of yore are blended with the great 
modern writers of Italy, in a manner that make Raphael 
among the greatest. 

The last engraving in this hall is The Expulsion of 
Heliodorus from the Temple. This painting contains 
neither poetry nor any very great weight of thought, it 
is merely a lesson to the King of France. In it Raphael 
follows out almost to the very word, the Bible; the dif- 
ferent events follow each other in the book of Maccabees. 
While the high-priest is absorbed in prayer, Heliodorus 
is smitten and driven from the Temple as the crowds 
show signs of pleasure and delight. • Pope Julius II. 
wished to have this painting symbolise the expulsion of 
the French from Italy, for at the time a great hate ex- 
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isted between the two lands. Louis, King of France, to 
show his hatred, sent the Pope a medal with this inscrip- 
tion, “ Perdam Babylonis nomen,” while Julius returned 
one with his own figure on horseback clad cap-a-pie and 
chasing the barbarians from Italy, carved upon it. So 
the Heliodorus was an expression of the same idea. 

It may be well, while speaking of the engravings of 
Raphael, to ascend the stairway and enter for a moment 
the room of the Prefect of Schools. We shall find there 
two more of them, The Incendio del Borgo, and St. Leo 
and Attila. The Incendio del Borgo is the representa- 
tion of a miracle, Pope Leo IV. stopping the flames of 
the burning city by making the sign of the cross, per- 
formed six or seven centuries before. The imagination 
of Raphael has so enlivened it, that its interest is far 
greater than the subject could ordinarily give. Though 
its name is the burning of Borgo, it is in reality the 
burning of Troy. The group on the left, HCneas, 
Anchises, Creusa, and Ascanius verify this. “ Htneas does 
Anchises bear.” Resignation, despair, and heroism are 
all represented here. Instead of large crowds we find 
scanty groups ; every one seems thinking of his own wel- 
fare. The weeping mothers, the man letting himselfdown 
from the wall, the water-carriers, all go to make up an 
admirable scene. 

The meeting of St. Leo and Attila represents the 
papal victories over the French. “The true Attila,” 
says Roscoe, “ is the French King Louis XII.,” and the 
person of Julius II. has been substituted for that of St. 
Leo. Attila becomes so frightened by the appearance of 
the two Apostles, St. Peter and St. Paul, that, filled with 
dismay, he retreats. A marked contrast maybe noticed 
between the appearances of the civilised groups around 
St. Leo and the half-savage followers of Attila. The 
meeting of St. Leo and Attila is, besides a flattery to the 
reigning Pope, a representation of one of the most his- 
toric battles ever fought. We must now take our leave 
of Raphael’s work. As will be seen, time, space, and 
inability have prevented an adequate account of any one 
of them. Indeed, ten times the time would be necessary 
to rightly appreciate them ; we can but exclaim with 
Horace, “ Haec placuit semel haec decies repetita pla- 
cebit.” And now we bid farewell to Raphael, the 
flame of whose glory shall burn when kings and king- 
doms have passed away, and one whose worthy and noble 
traits have won for him the honourable epithet “ Divino. ’ ’ 

CORNELIUS MANNING COMBS, ’92. 

SONG TO DIANA. 

DIANAt sumus in fide, 
Puellse et pueri integri; 
Dianam pueri integri 

Puellaeque canamus.— Catullus. 
Youths and maidens pure and gay, 
We are ’neath Diana’s sway ; 
For her weave a roundelay, 

Youths and gentle maidens ! 
Peerless child of mighty Jove 
And Latona, whom we love, 
Thou wert born within a grove 

On the isle of Delos. 
Of the mountains to be queen, 
And the woods of richest green, 
And where hidden dells atween 

Flow the babbling streamlets. 
By fond mothers in their plight 
Kind Lucina thou art flight; 
Trivia we ; or, from thy light, 

Love to call the Luna. 
Goddess, by thy monthly wane 
Meting out the yearly gain, 
Fill, we pray, with golden grain 

Barns of simple rustics. 
Huntress of the wood and lea, 
Sacred wilt thou ever be 
By what name that pleaseth thee, 

Guardian blest of Romans ! 
PATRICK HENRY O’DONNELL, ’92. 

PERSONAL REMINISCENCES OF FATHER CURLEY: 
CONVENT CHAPLAIN FOR FIVE DECADES. 

UR Father ! That word in its fullest and holiest 
human signification expresses the mission of Rev. 
James Curley among us from the fair June morn- 

ing which, with sunny smile and balmy breath and rich 
floral offerings, gave welcome to the young Levite just 
entering the Holy of Holies, to the last days which 
crowned his long and holy career. 

His ordination to the priesthood took place in our 
chapel on the 7th of June, 1813, at the hands of the 
Most Rev. Archbishop Whitefield, of Baltimore, and 
shortly after commenced his actual work amongst us. 
He fulfilled the duties of Chaplain with scarcely any in- 
termission until 1833, when the infirmities of increasing 
age made his superiors deem it prudent to withdraw him 
from that duty. This was a grievous sacrifice to the 
good Father, who, for those long years, morning after 
morning, despite the inclemencies of the weather or 
physical suffering, had come to offer up the Adorable 
Victim on our little altar. During a great part of that 
time he had acted as confessor to our community and to 
our pupils, and for many years he served us in the ca- 
pacity of spiritual father also, with jurisdiction over the 
temporal affairs of the Monastery as well as the spiritual. 
And this service was rendered with a generosity which 
knew no bounds. Whether there was question of an in- 
tricate business affair which required days of thought 
and labour, or of consoling a child in some petty trouble, 
or removing the fears of some scrupulous nun, it was all 
one to him—his time, his scientific pursuits, his repose, 
were alike sacrificed for those under his charge. 

An aged Sister says: “ He was most strict in everything 
touching charity, zealous for the glory of God, a man of 
peace and the humblest of men. Our Lord exalted him 
but he never exalted himself.” And I think I will take 
these words as a text for the poor tribute that I offer to 
our beloved Father’s virtues. 

Charity was enthroned in his heart as queen and so 
ruled and guided the other virtues. One who had seen 
him and served him daily in the sacristy for twenty-two 
years asserts that she never heard a word that was a little 
unkind, much less uncharitable, escape his lips. And 
his own unwitting confession is still more impressive. 
On one occasion he was speaking to a person, somewhat 
agitated in mind, of the necessity of keeping the heart in 
peace, and of the folly of being disturbed by passing 
events. He remarked that when he was young he had 
fallen into a habit of disputing, and always liked to carry 
his point; but noticing that it disturbed his peace and 
led him into faults, he had made a firm determina- 
tion to overcome himself and never to dispute on any 
subject. He had adhered so strictly to his resolve that 
for thirty years his conscience had never accused him of 
any failure in charity or patience. The perfection to 
which he carried the former virtue maybe inferred from 
a remark he once dropped that he was sometimes afraid 
to inquire about the absent lest his question might bring 
forth some uncharitable comment; and that for the same 
reason he often desisted from bestowing praise. “ When 
we praise another,” he said, persons seldom agree with 
us without adding a but. ‘ O yes, he is very good, but.' ” 
How forcible and persuasive were his counsels on this 
virtue of virtues ! He would often say: “We can never 
be too careful in regard to charity; it is so easy to offend 
God by wounding our neighbour.” And the example of 
Jesus on the Cross—the infinite charity of the Sacred 
Heart—which had been the object of his life’s study 
and imitation, was placed continually before the eyes of 
his penitents. 

I quote the words of a friend on this point. “ All know 
the extent to which Fr. Curley carried his dislike of 
any failure in charity, so that, at times, in his 
great desire to put the kindest construction on the 
actions of others, he reminded one of the dear old 
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Quaker lady who explained away the ardent zeal with 
which Quakers knit and sewed for the Union soldiers as 
‘ not working for war, but to oil the wheels of state.' On 
one occasion, a friend tells us, she was much amused at 
the way dear Fr. Curley endeavoured to avoid answering a 
question which involved charity. The conversation 
happened to be on cranks, and some one appealed to 
him to know if there were not cranks sometimes found 
even among Jesuits. Fr. Curley could only laugh in 
reply until, urged by his interrogator to answer, he said 
smilingly : ‘All I can say is, you must live in the same 
house with a person to know what he really is!’ which 
reply caused much amusement, as it certainly left it an 
open question as to whether there could be a Jesuit who 
was a crank ! His retentive memory was so remarkable 
in regard to old friendships that it was very interesting 
to see how cordially he would welcome the descendant 
of some old-time pupil at the Academy whose grand- 
mother, perhaps, he had known of yore. Qn one occasion 
we saw him with great pleasure welcoming the daughter 
of one of President Jackson’s family, and talking over 
with her some old-time anecdote of ‘Old Hickory,’ all 
of which he remembered well, but which sounded quite 
antediluvian to the youngsters around.” 

From this spirit of charity sprang his overflowing 
kindness towards all. His fine intellectual gifts and ex- 
tensive scientific acquirements were valued by him prin- 
cipally as a means of benefiting others. His knowledge 
was freely imparted to the higher classes of the Academy 
in earlier years, and he sometimes aided in training the 
younger teachers. One of our Sisters who was at school 
from 1832 to 1834, being then very young, tells of his 
presence at the chemical experiments which took place 
in the old Odseon, and of his concern at an accident 
which befell a young girl who was a trifle rash in the use 
of phosphorus or some other combustible. 

And his charity to the poor and suffering ! How 
often did he appeal to us in their behalf, and how 
ardent was his desire to relieve all kinds of misery. No 
depths of poverty or disgrace or sin could chill the 
sympathies of his great heart. Generous even to prodi- 
gality, he once avowed that, owing to this disposition, 
it was with difficulty and hesitation he had made his 
vow of poverty. 

Nothing could exceed his zeal for the love and glory of 
God. He strove to impart his own exactitude and fidelity 
to grace to those under his influence. All his devotions— 
the Adorable Sacrifice, the Divine Office, mental and vocal 
prayer—were performed through life with the fervour of 
a novice. He seemed to himself but beginning to serve 
God each day. He arose at 4 in the morning, made his 
hour of meditation, and recited the preparatory psalms 
prescribed by the missal before saying Mass. Although 
our Community Mass does not begin until after half-past 
6, he generally pulled the door-bell at 6, for fear one of { 
the Sisters or children might want to be released from 
the burden of some peccadillo before receiving the Holy 
Communion. Such a pleasure it was to exercise his min- 
isterial duties in our regard, it seemed as if the grace 
with which God had replenished his soul were struggling 
to overflow upon others. Flis direction was practical; 
he would have solid virtues planted in the soul at what- 
ever cost to self-love. Yet he was all sweetness and en- 
couragement, like our blessed founder, St. Francis de 
Sales, to whom he had a tender and life-long devotion. 

Peace of soul with him was the great desideratum; 
without it no spiritual progress. I remember my first 
conversation with him as a postulant, more than twenty 
years ago—the dear gray-haired old gentleman—it was 
so odd to look at him behind the strange black bars. 
He warned me in gentle tones of the trials that were 
before me, of the necessity of bearing them with patience 
and of overcoming self in all things, that the soul might 
attain to the true peace of God. I alluded to the inte- 
rior difficulties which would beset me. “ Oh,” said he, 

“ when I was young I was impetuous, and I had to strug- 
gle a long time against myself, but now nothing in cre- 
ation can move me.” His humility and condescension 
to my weakness made a deep and lasting impression upon 
me, but the last six words were fairly burnt into my 
memory. His marvellous peace of soul arose from his 
unalterable patience, which, again, was the result of his 
complete conquest of self. “ Father!” said a Sister one 
day, with a smile, “you never lost your tranquillity in 
your life; did you?” “Well, yes,” he answered; “I 
think I did the day the porch fell at your Academy.” 
This sad accident happened on the afternoon of Trinity 
Sunday, 1850. Fr. Ryder, then Rector of the College, 
had just left the Chapel, and crossing the porch, was en- 
circled by a group of children. The porch gave way 
and all were precipitated to the ground. Fr. Ryder was 
badly injured. Of the twenty-two children who fell, only 
two were seriously hurt, while an Out-Sister was rendered 
lame for life. The good Father’s loss of tranquillity on 
that occasion was certainly excusable. 

While he was comparatively young in religion he was 
asked if he was afraid of death. “Indeed I am,” was 
his quick reply. Toward the close of his life the same 
Sister put the question again. His quiet answer showed 
the perfect work which grace and love had accomplished 
in his soul : “ Why, my child, it’s just like going from 
one room into another.” 

I think that an angel’s pen would be required to write 
of his humility, that rare and difficult virtue which man 
would never have learned except from a Divine Teacher. 
With his eminent gifts and learning was united a child- 
like simplicity which won all hearts, and most of all the 
sacred heart of Jesus. With him it was a common prac- 
tice to relate things disparaging to himself, as when he 
told laughingly of an “Ugly Club,” formed by several 
Fathers, who had made him president, as being the least 
adorned with good looks ; or, again, of his unsuccessful 
attempts to preach or even make an announcement from 
the altar because of his timidity, and similar things. 
He concealed his talents and essayed by various other 
means to imitate the humility of our Saviour. He 
would condescend with easy good nature to the smallest 
children and even play with them, thus winning their 
confidence and often drawing their young souls to God. 
But only when the secrets of hearts are revealed shall we 
know the depths of humility hidden in the heart of our 
beloved Father. 

I append a few extracts from letters of former pupils 
which will be found interesting: 

“ I can give you only the general impression that dear 
Fr. Curley made upon the girls of 1851 ; he was our 
Father and we appealed to him as such. Once on Wash- 
ington’s birthday the Sister-Directress was determined 
we should have school. We were a patriotic set, bent 
on having a holiday, so we managed to get a note to our 
Father begging him to get us free ‘ by hook or by 
crook.’ We were all quietly seated in the study-hall— 
our hope of freedom gone—when suddenly Fr. Curley 
stood before us. ‘ Holiday,’ was the shout we all sent 
up; the next instant we surrounded him, overwhelming 
him with questions and thanks. Besides being the Ref- 
ugiutn Peccatorum of our souls, he was also our helper in 
our bodily ailments, for we regarded him as a saint as 
well as our Father. His prayers and blessings often ef- 
fected cures which seemed quite extraordinary.” 

A letter was lately received from a lady who attended 
our Academy from 1846 to 1853. She was an orphan and 
her faith being much exposed the fatherly care and in- 
terest of her former confessor never relaxed. He con- 
tinued to correspond faithfully with her until last spring. 
She writes of the death of Fr. Curley : “I have lost a 
kind Father and friend such as few can hope to have.” 

Another writes: “The priest at the altar prays for all 
present. Only God can know how many owe their con- 
version and salvation to such prayers at such an hour. 
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Might it not have been a moment of grace for me when, 
over thirty years ago, a Protestant child just entering 
school, I was present for the first time at the Sacrifice of 
the Mass, but present only as a witness of a novel sight, 
for in my eyes it was all a ceremony without meaning. 
The officiating priest was Fr. Curley. How well I 
remember his venerable appearance, his almost silent 
movements, the gentle tones of his voice, and even the 
green vestment he wore ! I knew not then what he was 
doing or saying, but I know now that he prayed that 
morning ‘ for all those here present,’ and I love to think 
that then and there a share was mine in those- sacred 
petitions.” 

And here is a tender remembrance from a graduate of 
1874: “ Our dear old Father gone ! How many pleasant 
memories of my never-to-be-forgotten school-days are 
brought back by the sad tidings of Fr. Curley’s death ! 
It seems but yesterday that we gathered around him.in 
the dear Convent hall, to beg, as only school girls can, 
for some privilege that we felt his all-powerful interces- 
sion could obtain from those in charge. His kindly, 
genial smile invited even the most timid to approach 
him with confidence, and we never feared a refusal, how 
importunate soever might be our request. It was during 
my last year at school that our dear old friend, prompted 
by a desire to give pleasure at the same time that he 
wished to add to our fund of information regarding 
objects of interest in the Nation’s Capital, suggested a 
weekly trip, under his chaperonage, to some one of the 
public buildings, confining the much-esteemed privilege 
to the two highest classes. Need I remind you of the 
enjoyment those Saturday afternoons held for us? I for 
one would have known little of Washington’s beauty 
had it not been for the thoughtfulness of one whose de- 
light it was to contribute to the happiness of all who 
surrounded him.” 

CONVENT OF THE VISITATION. 

WITH THE OLD BOYS. 

MARRIAGE bells are again ringing. This time the 
announcement is of the marriage of Mr. Henry 
Hall, Jr., and Miss Lelia Cary, of Mobile. 

Amid the garlands of roses that deck the marriage feast 
are intertwined the best wishes of the JOURNAL. 

John J. Beall, M. A. ’54, visited the College with his 
wife, and longed for a return of the dreamy days of boy- 
hood as he went through the building with Fr. Brady. 

It is with great pleasure that we copy the following 
item from the columns of the Baltimore Sun of November 
23d: 

‘‘The directors of the Second National Bank of Balti- 
more held a meeting yesterday, and unanimously elected 
Mr. Charles C. Homer president to fill the vacancy cre- 
ated by the death of Mr. John S. Gilman. Mr. Homer 
is about forty years of age. He was elected as one of 
the directors in January, 1879, and in January, 1887, he 
became the vice-president. For the past year he was 
practically the acting president, President Gilman’s 
numerous other business engagements occupying much 
of his time. Mr. Homer was formerly in the bacon trade 
at Canton with his father, and after that became the sec- 
retary and treasurer of the Rasin Fertilizer Company. 
He stands high in the estimation of Baltimore financial 
circles.” 

We are in receipt of a very interesting letter from the 
genial city solicitor of Erie, Pa., Joseph P. O’Brien, 
B. A. ’80. After a few consoling remarks on matters 
intimately connected with the existence of our paper, 
he says: “ As an old editor, permit me to congratulate 
my successor of the ‘‘Exchange” on his latest encounter 
with the Niagara Index. * * * Please encourage your 

‘Personal’ editor to fill as much space as possible. To 
us that is the most important department of the paper.” 
This gives us an occasion to remark that the brevity or 
length of this department is altogether in the hands of 
the old boys. The measure of their interest and care in 
sending items of news will be the measure of our pains 
in making this column as interesting as possible. Let 
them do their duty, and we shall not fail in ours. No 
one, as far as we know, has yet complained of scant 
courtesy and neglect from the editor of this department; 
on the contrary, a knowledge of the value of the items 
sent is too well appreciated to allow of any intentional 
omission. We understand that a lack of good-will is 
not the cause to be assigned for an occasional dearth of 
news; the force of that very prevalent idea that what 
one may read or hear has been read or heard by all can 
account for a great deal. Let the old boys understand 
that there is a stone wall encompassing our enclosure, 
and that a respect for ‘‘bounds” is incompatible with 
promiscuous news-gathering. If, then, you want news, 
supply us, even at the risk of wearying the “Personal” 
editor. Let it be understood that we are not writing in 
a complaining mood. We are greatly indebted to 
thoughtful old boys for many courtesies, and we have 
one in prospect, which we await with considerable inter- 
est—an account of Harvey Bawtree, from the elegant 
pen of one who knew him quite intimately. 

Charles Louis Palms, Ph. B. ’89, our Harvard corre- 
spondent, sends the following: 

“ Students who use tobacco in any form are denied 
admission to the University of the Pacific, at San Jose, 
Cal. 

“The University of Michigan has entirely done away 
with the marking system, and has abolished all prize 
competitions and class honours. 

“The Catholic students at Yale have formed a society 
called the Yale Catholic Union. The aim of the club 
is in the main literary, and all Catholics in the university 
are eligible to membership.” 

Louis de Sibourg, a student of ten years ago, visited 
the College. After leaving Georgetown, he studied 
architecture in Columbia College, New York, for two 
years. He afterwards entered theEcole des Beaux Arts, 
of Paris, where he has spent two years in the study of 
architecture. After another year in this famous school, 
he will return to practice his profession in this country, 
probably beginning in New York. In addition to his 
handsome and graceful bearing, he possesses all the 
polish of the French. 

Georgetown’s sons are earnest in doing honour to their 
Alma Mater. We must extend our congratulations to 
his excellency, F. Cipriano C. Zegarra (L.L. D. ’89), 
Minister of Peru, who has been elected first vice-presi- 
dent of the International American Conference. As 
Hon. James G. Blaine’s appointment as president was to 
some extent ex officio, this election makes Mr. Zegarra 
the leading man of the conference and bestows upon him 
the highest honour in its gift. 

We had the pleasure of hearing indirectly from Robert 
Douglas (B. A. ’67 and Honour man), of Greensboro, N. 
C. His integrity and influence are powerful factors for 
good throughout the whole State. That his unswerving 
uprightness is appreciated is clearly seen from the posi- 
tions of trust to which he has been appointed—master 
in chancery, attorney for the Chamber of Commerce, the 
Piedmont and People’s Bank. He practices with dis- 
tinction in the Federal and State courts. 

In a Bob, Jr., Stephen A., Martin Francis, and Made- 
leine there is growing up around him a charming family. 
For them and for him, Georgetown’s ever-devoted up- 
holder, the JOURNAL prays the fullest realisation of the 
fervent hopes of the present. 
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FROM THE SANCTUM. WHY is it that Christmas has so strong a claim upon 
our expectations? Why is it that for young and 
old,grave and gay, rich and poor, this talismanic 

word is fraught with a meaning so consoling, so joyful? 
Is it the many-sided aspect of Christmas, its capacity for 
adapting itself to the circumstances of every one, its ca- 
pacity for bestowing upon all some share of that joy which 
the Angel came to announce? All are not interested in 
its religious character, all cannot take part in its custom- 
ary secular observances, all cannot even partake of its 
abundance and good cheer; and yet the prevailing feature 
of the Christmas holidays is the joy and gladness writ on 
the countenance of every one. It is not the time for sor- 
row, nor sadness, nor fear. “Fear not: I bring you good 
tidings of great joy, that shall be to all people; for unto 
you is born a Saviour; and you shall find the babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger.’’ 
Certainly, when the Lord of all creation is lying in cold 
and want, and we are still bidden to rejoice, mortal man 
should forget for the time his struggles and miseries to 
hail this great blessing. And the universal celebration 
of Christmas tells us that men do forget their daily pur- 
suits to take part in the joy of the feast. In all ages, 
like a thread running through the tapestry of the centu- 
ries, we are able to trace the existence of the beautiful 
customs of a general rejoicing. A feast, appealing so di- 
rectly and so strongly to the human side of our nature, 
could not long confine itself to a purely religious observ- 
ance. The love, begotten of the lessons taught, must 
needs find a vent in act, and resulted in the social cus- 
toms which have been the basis of a literature, 
beautiful, tender, and touching. Custom, legend, and 
song—what potent factors for surrounding the Christmas 
of to-day with that charm and happiness of association 
which make it so welcome ! Here one would be 
strongly importuned to linger. The literature of Christ- 
mas is a tempting field to enter upon, and yet one is 

constrained to forego the pleasure; for each one has his 
own favourite Christmas tale or poem, cherished with 
fervour and recalled with delight, preserved in a setting 
which one fears to disturb. And yet might we not be 
pardoned for just hinting at “ gentle ” Will Shakespeare 
and the warmth and tenderness of those beautiful lines, 
where he speaks of the time “ wherein our Saviour’s birth 
is celebrated ’’? He who knew so well how to appeal to 
the sympathies of human nature both felt and expressed 
what we all feel at this hallowed time—that feeling of 
fellowship, for which the world is so much the better. It 
is a custom, and one which is in keeping with the season, 
to extend a hearty Christmas greeting to the friends and 
patrons of this paper—a grateful duty and one which we 
perform with the utmost pleasure and sincerity. But 
our audience is rather heterogeneous in character, and 
there is a difficulty in reaching each one. Our message 
must be earnest and all-embracing, joyous and far-reach- 
ing, tender and kind; for what thoughtful greetings 
would shape themselves in our minds in the presence of 
hoary age, would not reach home to the hearts of the 
very young genius of the preparatory department, and 
again, the hearty and over-flowing utterances we would 
have ringing in the ears of our lusty athletes as they 
hurry to their several homes would be all unmeet to move 
such gentleness as our fair cousins across the way em- 
body. Our audience is a mixed one, but custom steps 
in just here with kindly aid. We would fain imagine 
ourselves a joyous host at a family gathering of the 
JOURNAL’S friends, where holly and mistletoe make a meet- 
ing-ground for the merry laughter of beauty and youth 
and the calm gladness of old age and there we would 
have the tutelary genius of our paper jingle the bells of 
Santa Claus and extend our warmest greetings. To one 
and all “A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.” 

CHATS WITH THE STUDENTS. 

PILGRIMAGE TO LORETO. THERE is one form of Catholic devotion peculiar 
only to Catholic countries, and that is pilgrimages. 
These are entirely unknown amongst us, partly 

because we have as yet no famous, time-honoured shrines, 
and partly, too, because our surroundings are not favour- 
able to such an external, public manifestation of piety, 
which would be most likely misunderstood and looked 
upon either as a folly or a challenge. Our continent is 
not, however, without its sacred spots; the shrine of St. 
Anne of Beaupre has a long list of heavenly wonders to 
attest its holiness and to attract the devout and the suf- 
fering from all parts of Canada ; and Our Lady of Guad- 
aloupe, in Mexico, deserves to be ranked among the 
most famous pilgrimages of the world, whether we con- 
sider the thousands who flock to it to offer up their peti- 
tions to the Queen of Heaven, or the special favours 
granted in answer to their simple faith. But these two 
shrines are in lands intensely Catholic, and we must 
patiently wait until our faith here in the United States 
shall be rewarded with some such wonder-working sanc- 
tuary attracting its thousands to pour forth their prayers 
in thankfulness or in petition. 

It is quite natural, then, that Italy should be distin- 
guishable above all lands for her sacred places and for 
the enthusiastic devotion with which those sanctu- 
aries are visited. God chose her out of all lands 
to be the centre of Catholic faith, the bond of 
Christian union. From her chief city Christ’s vicars 
were to rule the world. It may be said that in her, 
Christianity itself was planted. Her soil was sanctified 
by the blood of the two great apostles. It is not to be 
wondered at, then, that Italian faith is so strong and so 
deep, and that almost innumerable sanctuaries bear wit- 
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ness to its intensity. There is not a village without its 
wonder-working, time-worn statue, or its favourite pict- 
ure, black and indiscernible with age, while the numer- 
ous ex votes prove that the confidence of the faithful has 
not been vain. In the cities, too, there is scarcely a 
church without its miraculous chapel containing its 
sacred treasure, whither pilgrims for centuries have been 
wont to worship. It would need a volume to relate the 
histories of the sacred places of Rome alone from the 
time of Saints Peter and Paul down to the days of St. 
Joseph Labre. Natural as it may be for Italy, and Rome 
in particular, to be pre-eminent in these sanctuaries, 
where God has deigned in an especial manner to mani- 
fest His power and His goodness, and to reward the faith 
of His children, yet one shrine there is—the most 
famous in all the world—to be found on Italian soil 
which no natural agency can account for; this is the 
Holy House of Loreto, standing over against the Adri- 
atic, on the spot where the angels left it centuries ago, 
after having transferred it from its first resting-place in 
Dalmatia, whither, too, they had transported it from its 
quiet little nook in Nazareth. Few traditions are more 
beautiful than that which tells us of the wondering peas- 
ants gazing at the angelic band bearing the sacred house 
through the quiet air away to the favored West; and 
modern scepticism has been worsted in its attempt to 
deny the Judean origin of the House of Loreto, and to 
bestow ridicule upon the history of its miraculous 
transfer. 

The Catholic pilgrim, however, who generally wishes 
to complete his visit to the Eternal City by worshipping 
at this august shrine, gives but little heed to the sneers 
of sceptics or the sophisms of the malicious. He is filled 
with the idea—overwhelmed with it—of kneeling on the 
spot whereon was wrought the greatest of God’s great 
works ; where the angel announced to Mary that the ful- 
ness of time had come, and that she was to be the mother 
of the long-expected Messiah; and where, too, she con- 
ceived of the Holy Ghost, and the Word was made Flesh. 

A delightful ride that from Rome to Loreto ; but all 
rides in Italy are delightful. The very stones beneath 
your feet seem eloquent, and every few minutes new and 
pleasant memories are being awakened. Let no one 
imagine that Italian railroad travelling is as poor and 
as uncomfortable as it is in some other European coun- 
tries more noted for their attention to practical com- 
fort. The second-class passenger in an English coach, 
or, still more, in a French one, has a much more unpleas- 
ant time of it than in an Italian one. It must be confessed 
that the Italian railroads have no great reputation for 
safety, but the American traveller is accustomed to still 
greater railroad perils, and he should be the last one to talk 
of Italian insecurity; probably only the Russian Tsar has 
had more providential escapes than the average Ameri- 
can traveller at home; unfortunately not all our travellers 
are as lucky as the autocrat. It may seem rather anom- 
alous to make pilgrimages with all the comforts of modern 
travel; the cloak and the staff and the broad-brimmed hat 
are now discarded, and we journey nowadays to sacred 
places very much as we take a pleasure jaunt. Probably 
much is lost by this change of things ; the men and women 
and customs of the places passed through are no longer 
observed, but time is saved, and time is more precious than 
ever before. The traveller or pilgrim who goes straight 
through from Rome will arrive at Loreto close on mid- 
night, after being obliged to spend some weary hours in 
Ancona, one of the few uninteresting towns of Italy, 
with hotels that are decidedly primitive, and in one sense 
uninviting, notwithstanding the clamourous invitations 
of the hotel ’bus drivers at the railroad station. But it 
is the privilege of hotel runners all the world over that 
no one is compelled to give credit to them. Leaving 
Ancona, with its various odors, after tea, a sleepy journey 
on a very slow train will bring you to the station at 
Loreto close on midnight. But the station is some dis- 

tance from the town, which is reached in an omnibus in 
about half an hour. You will find the hotels there clean 
and comfortable—much more so than those of the more 
pretentious city of Ancona; while instead of cheap 
prints of Garabaldi, or Cavour, or Mazzini, or some 
other revolutionary ruffian, the devout Catholic will, be 
pleased to see the walls adorned with pictures of the 
Madonna or of the aged image of Loreto. 

After a good night’s rest, for which the fatiguing 
journey of the previous day was the very fittest prepara- 
tion, the first visit in the morning will surely be to the 
Church of the Holy House. At the end of the one long 
and narrow street which constitutes the town of Loreto 
rises the great church built over the Holy House. A 
description of this splendid edifice would be out of 
place here, since it can be found in any gazeteer or cyclo- 
paedia. Entering one of the three splendid gates at any 
hour between five and noon, you will find all the many 
altars occupied by priests offering up the Holy Sacrifice. 
Most likely these priests are pilgrims and foreigners 
like yourself who have come to worship in the sacred 
place. But the chief object of interest to you will be 
the modest little building over which the great church is 
built. This is situated about two-thirds of the distance 
from the entrance, and thither one hurries to kneel within 
the walls which so long sheltered the Incarnate Word 
and Our Blessed Lady. Words would fail to express the 
emotion the Christian feels in this consecrated enclosure. 
He can scarcely realise the happiness that overwhelms 
him. He passes through the self-same door through 
which Our Saviour so often passed whilst He lived 
and moved amongst men ; in this same room it was 
that Mary worked and prayed and conversed with her 
divine Son. The thing that surprises one most, perhaps, 
is the smallness of the house, which is only about thirty 
feet by ten, a space too limited for three persons. There 
is, however, a tradition that the structure in Loreto is 
only part of the original house at Nazareth, that it i? in 
fact nothing more than the Blessed Virgin’s apartment. 
The outer walls are completely encased in a marble cov- 
ering on which are sculptured most beautifully certain 
scenes from the history of the Incarnation ; there is 
likewise a Latin inscription begging the passer-by to 
pause and reflect that within those four walls was enacted 
the greatest event in the world’s history; that there the 
angel declared unto Mary that she was the chosen one, 
blessed amongst women, that there too the Word was 
made Flesh and the work of redemption commenced. It 
needs not, however, this elegant invitation to fill the 
soul with wondrous reflections; and involuntary the 
question is continually recurring to one’s self, “Ami 
really in this hallowed place ? Was it really here that 
the Redeemer and the Immaculate One sanctified the 
earth ? Is it, then, to be wondered at when you see the 
devout kissing the happy walls that the divine hands 
may have touched, and, touching, consecrated ? and who 
would be ashamed to imitate the example of the simple 
peasants about from the wilds of Calabria, or the 
fair fields of Naples, or the fruitful lands of old Etruria, 
or the shady groves of Umbria, who, prostrate on the 
ground, kiss with almost passionate fervour, yet with rev- 
erential awe, the ground which His blessed feet so often 
pressed? Glorious, indeed, the priceless gift of simple 
faith, which vivifies and almost personifies everything 
connected with the Holy One. Was it not Napoleon, in 
his hours of despondency on St. Helena, who said that 
only one name of those who had lived and died was still 
a living concrete reality amongst men, still exercising 
the full force and influence of its unspeakable personal- 
ity upon the human heart—the name of Jesus of Nazar- 
eth? It is not indeed necessary to go to Loreto to verify 
the truth of the remark of the fallen warrior, yet now 
here, perhaps, certainly nowhere in the Western World, 
is it confirmed more luminously, or impressed upon one 
more deeply. The interior walls are not covered over 
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as the external ones are, and remain just as they were 
two thousand years ago. To the uninitiated it seems to 
be built of bricks, red blocks rather larger than our 
common brick, and for many centuries I believe it was 
declared to be really brick. Jeering science, however, 
in these later times discovered a very awkward anachro- 
nism, to wit: “That two thousand years ago brick was 
unknown as a building material in Palestine, and so jeer- 
ing science laughed and loudly proclaimed that the Holy 
House of Nazareth had never been in Nazareth at all.” 
But, fortunately, all science is not scoffing. There is a 
true science, whose object is not to establish its views 
per fas et nefas, nor to ridicule what it disapproves of. 
Its object is the truth; and this true science discovered 
with surprise that the supposed bricks of the Holy House 
were in reality a kind of red stone peculiar to the coun- 
try around Nazareth. Thus the scoffs and jeers of the 
unbeliever were the occasion of a still more striking con- 
firmation of the common tradition. The small house 
now contains an altar enriched with numerous indul- 
gences, and every visiting priest seeks the privilege of 
saying Mass at this special altar, around which the lay 
pilgrims throng to receive the Bread of Life. Pendent 
from the ceiling are many silver lamps, the gifts of 
many centuries, emblematic of the burning love and 
pure, bright faith of the donors. Over the altar is the 
famous image of our Lady of Loreto, which tradition as- 
serts to be the work of the artist evangelist St. Luke. 
From below little more than the outlines of this image 
can be seen, which is blackened with age and covered 
with the diamonds and precious stones that faith and 
gratitude have sacrificed to it. In the treasury attached 
to the church will be seen the other magnificent gifts of 
gold and silver, which, for six or seven hundred years, 
the great ones of the world—kings and emperors and 
princes—-like the Magi of old, have been accustomed to 
lay at the feet of Mary and her Son. 

Loreto is the most famous sanctuary outside Palestine, 
because it is the only one connected with the earthly life of 
the Holy Family. No great wonder, then, that here more 
than anywhere else are witnessed the depth and intensity 
of Catholic faith and love. To us who believe and yet have 
been brought up in an atmosphere of unbelief, where the 
frigid proprieties have to be observed even in our in- 
tercourse with God, nothing can be more touching or 
more soul-inspiring than the spontaneity and glorious 
vitality of the faith manifested in Loreto by a band of 
peasant Italian pilgrims, and the memory of it is one 
that can never be effaced. The unbeliever would prob- 
ably look upon it as fanaticism or superstition ; the de- 
vout Catholic would, on the contrary, feel his faith 
quickened by it and his heart inflamed, and would, most 
likely, envy a faith of such reality and simplicity. It was 
the good fortune of the writer to witness such a sight, and 
the remembrance of it is inseparably connected with the 
Holy House. It was on a rainy afternoon in the begin- 
ning of August when the little band entered the town. 
It was composed of about thirty or forty persons, clad 
in a rough kind of canvas dress. The men walked first 
two by two, carrying in front a large crucifix; the 
women followed behind in the same order, carrying, also, 
one or two sacred banners. The poor creatures were 
foot-sore and weary. They had journeyed from some 
distant town in the province of Naples, and had 
been six days and six nights on the march. Each 
one had a knapsack strapped across the back filled 
with the provisions that ready charity had bestowed upon 
them. Some of them appeared to be completely worn 
out with the fatigue of the travel, yet the joy and holy 
enthusiasm visible upon their countenance showed that 
they felt themselves far more than repaid by their safe ar- 
rival at the Holy Place. As they passed along they sang 
one of those simple yet beautiful hymns to the Blessed 
Virgin so common in Italy, and if ever soul and devotion 
can be expressed in words it was done by those simple 

people. Never, it seemed to me, had I heard such heav- 
enly music, and the thought naturally came to one that 
such must have been the music the shepherds heard 
on the hills around Bethlehem on that first Christmas 
night so many years ago. It was a pouring out of the 
heart—it was the inspiration of faith and love, and even 
the unbeliever could scarcely remain unmoved by that de- 
licious harmony. No music ever appeared to me so 
sweet, so tender as that simple hymn to the Madonna 
sung by those rude peasants. On they marched through 
the muddy street, unheedful of the rain that was pour- 
ing down steadily, and when they reached the steps lead- 
ing to the church, as if by common impulse, as if over- 
come by the sacredness of the place, they fell down upon 
their knees, and, kneeling, dragged themselves up the 
many steps, and along the cold stone pavement until 
they reached the Holy House. Here their expression of 
fervour was indescribable; they kissed the walls re- 
peatedly, and, bending down, they kissed the holy pave- 
ment, and, still kneeling, dragged themselves along the 
whole length of the House with the same manifestation 
of love and emotion. The man who could have beheld 
that spectacle unmoved was not to be envied, and the 
tears rolled down the cheeks of the bystanders, strangers 
from distant lands who had never before seen such an 
expression of devotion. It was an elevating sight, and 
if one did not feel bettered by it, he felt at least the de- 
sire to be better, the longing for a warmer faith, for a 
deeper love. On foot the poor pilgrims trudged back to 
their distant village home to scatter amongst their people 
the blessings that had been vouchsafed to them at the 
Holy House, and to tell their friends and relatives and 
little ones perchance of the humble home of Jesus and 
Mary and Joseph which angels had borne from the far 
East to their favoured land, another wondrous pledge of 
God’s special love for Italy above all the countries of the 
world. We of a more practical turn of mind left the 
holy place by the more comfortable railroad, and with 
the hope that our pilgrimage would be as rich in graces 
and blessings to us as theirs had been to the simple and 
devout peasants from sunny Apulia. “ Qui VIDIT.” 

PEACE AND GOOD-WILL. 

CHILL is the season ; and the wintry snows 
On hill and valley rest; the moaning wind 
Sweeps through the frost-bound woodland, unconfined ’■ 

And ’neath the ice the hidden river flows. 
Across the moorland many a light there glows, 

That doth of home the wanderer lorn remind ; 
And on the warm and glowing hearth reclined 

The welcome Yule-log fitful shadows throws. 

Glad is the season ; youthful eyes are bright 
With expectation and with joy to-night; 

And'e’en now finds the sorrowed heart surcease. 
And hark, the merry bells ring out their mirth : 
“Good-will and peace,” they sing, “to men on earth;” 

And earth re-echoes loud, “ Go.od-will and peace.” 
THOMAS WALSH, ’92. 

UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 

Triolet. 
CAUGHT her under the mistletoe, 

’Neath its emerald leaves, and berries of pearl: 
(Emerald is love, so is pearl, I trow). 

I caught her under the mistletoe 
And the forfeit claimed,—don’t frown. You know 

She’s a dainty little bright-eyed girl. 
And I caught her under the mistletoe, 

’Neath its emerald leaves, and berries of pearl. 
—STANISLAS EASBY SMITH, ’91. 

W. H. NEWMYER has withdrawn from the firm of New- 
myer & Birkenwald, and is now located at 3103 M street. 
His stock consists of the finest grades of hats and fur- 
nishing goods. Earl & Wilson collars and cuffs. 
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UNIVERSITY NOTES. 

With the permission of the Reverend Chancellor we 
print the names of those undergraduates who have led 
their classes since the opening of the Fall Term: 

UNIVERSITY CLASSES. 

RHETORIC (Junior): 
September Thomas F. Carney 
October James E. Duross  
November James E. Duross...... 

POETRY (Sophomore): 
September C. Manning Combs 98 per cent. 
October C. Manning Combs 99.5 percent. 

November { g“oilShuman } Ex£e9U097 per cent. 

FIRST GRAMMAR (Freshman): 
September Mark McNeil 96 per cent. 
October ...Mark McNeil 98 per cent. 
November Mark McNeil 98 per cent. 

In the class of Philosophy (Senior) no marks are given. 

GRAMMAR DEPARTMENT. 

SECOND GRAMMAR: 

September James E. Krug  
October Samuel B. Gregory 
November William B. Cleary. 

THIRD GRAMMAR: 

September Jean des Garennes.... 
October   John Devine  
November Jean des Garennes... 

To all the Alumni living in the District the following 
letter was sent. A few followed the exercises, but it is 
to be hoped that a larger number next year will answer 
the invitations to come aside and rest for awhile. 
DEAR SIR: 

You are cordially invited to take part in the spiritual 
exercises of the Annual Retreat, to be given to the stu- 
dents of Georgetown College, by Fr. Harmar C. Denny, 
S. J., beginning on Wednesday, December 4th, at 8 
o’clock P. M., and ending on the morning of Sunday, 
December 8th. The meditations will be given at 9 and 
11 o’clock A. M. and 4 and 8 o’clock P. M. daily. 

Those whose occupations will not allow them to be 
present at all the exercises will be welcome to attend the 
first and last meditations of each day. 

Dinner and supper will be provided at the College for 
all who wish to make the full retreat. 

Kindly let me know whether you will attend or not, 
and oblige 

Yours, very respectfully, 
J. HAVENS RICHARDS, S. J. 

President. 

The Reverend Professor of Philosophy, Fr. Russo, is 
giving the Advent Course of Sermons in the church of 
St. Aloysius, Washington, D. C. The subject of the first 
sermon was “ Christ the Cause of True Civilisation,” 
which was admirably and clearly proved by the fact that 
the true idea of civilisation cannot be divorced from 
virtue and that there can be no virtue for those who do 
not follow Christ. 

SCHOOL OF MEDICINE. 

Owing to a severe attack of bronchitis, Professor 
Baker was unable to lecture for two evenings. His 
genial manners and logical lectures have been sadly 
missed. Each and every one of the students extend to 
him their deepest sympathy. 

Professor Magruder gave the “ Boys ” a surprise in the 

shape of a “ Quiz” and caught them napping. On this 
occasion they showed very plainly that it was more 
pleasurable to listen to his lectures than to give a resuml 
of them. His lectures are always sound and practical, 
and, if properly digested, will be of much value when 
called to apply them at the bedside of the sick. 

Dr. C. A. Bryce, a physician of much prominence both 
in medical and social circles and editor of the Southern 
Clinic, of Richmond, Va., paid the University a visit oii 
Thanksgiving Day. His critical observations on the 
School of Medicine were most gratifying indeed. His 
annual visits to the most prominent colleges throughout 
the country warrant his giving opinions which may be 
received as very valuable. He was loud in his praise of 
his cordial reception at the School of Arts, and said that 
the scenes caught up during a short stay within the classic 
walls of Georgetown would remain in his memory 
forever. 

Professor Murphy is suffering from a severe attack of 
bronchitis. This is particularly unfortunate at the 
present time, when his clinical classes in Obstetrics, a 
new and valuable addition to the curriculum, are proving 
so valuable and instructive to the students. 

In the loss of his brother, Professor Lovejoy has the 
sincerest sympathies of the students. 

Mr. A. O. Dragicevics, of the Third Class, has been 
appointed as Assistant Demonstrator of Anatomy. He is 
doing admirable work. 

The professors and students of the School of Medicine 
extend their warmest thanks to the Reverend Rector of 
the University for his thoughtful invitation to the lect- 
ures in the Gaston Memorial Hall of the School of Arts. 

For the information of those who are interested in the 
immediate growth of this department, we would say that 
our first session opened with a large and appreciative 
class, and has been steadily increased by subsequent 
arrivals. Au REVOIR. 

EXCHANGES. AS this number of our JOURNAL precedes Christmas only 
by a few days, we take the opportunity thus present 
to us of extending to our friends our best Christmas- 

tide wishes and fondest hopes for the New Year. Without 
hope we could support the burthens and trials of life 
poorly, and this is the reason, perhaps, that even they 
hope afresh with the beginning of each year, whose past 
experience offers them small guaranty of the fruition of 
their desires and expectations. But we do not intend to 
moralise on the extravagance of human hope; our in- 
tention is far otherwise. We mean to point out to our 
friends the mistake they made before in leaving all to 
hope and tacitly awaiting the golden shower without 
making any effort to deserve it at the hands of fortune. 
Thus, then, that our friends, one and all, may not only 
hope for a bright and prosperous year, but may take the 
precaution necessary to insure them against disappoint- 
ment, is the heartfelt desire of the JOURNAL. 

The last number of the Ave Maria contained a clearly 
drawn portrait of the “Philistine,” by Maurice Francis 
Egan. 

The author of a “ Study of Habit” in the Wesleyan 
Advocate is too materialistic in his mode of presenting 
the subject. The exclusion of the intellect and the will 
as efficient causes in the acquiring of habits led him to 
introduce that farrago of the different disposition of the 
molecules in our nervous structure. 

The Bates Student comes to us laden, as usual, with 
elegant literary productions, but, unfortunately, we are 
inclined to disagree with it regarding the following 
idea, which we quote from one of its articles, entitled 
“Old Men at the Front”: “ It was Wickliffe’s philan- 
thropic purpose that made the Bible what it is to us 
to-day.” Was it not rather Wickliffe’s motives of self- 
interest that turned him from the mother church to be- 
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come the “king’s special clerk”? Was it with a phi- 
lanthropic purpose in view that he left the rectory at 
Lutterworth to spread his fallacious doctrines that sub- 
verted church and state alike and sowed the seeds of 
Watt Tyler’s rebellion? May it be called a philan- 
thropic purpose to misuse the Holy Writ for one’s selfish 
interests? And, finally, have not modern researches 
proved that Wickliffe had very little to do with the trans- 
lation of the Bible, and that to his co-laborers that honour 
must be attributed? 

The Owl combined its October and November issues 
into one last month, and this accounts for its tardiness 
in coming to us. The union was made in commemora- 
tion of the inauguration of Ottawa University and of 
the unveiling of the statue of its founder, Rev. J. H. 
Tabaret, D. D. Its pages, of course, are filled with the 
accounts of the different ceremonies performed on the 
great occasion, and the speeches of the orators are also 
given in full. Elegant engravings adorn its pages, in- 
cluding one of the founder, and also of the monument 
erected to his memory. But the Owl needs no praise 
from our humble pen, because it has attained and has 
ever kept an enviable position among the worlds of col- 
lege journalism. We cannot criticise its literary pro- 
ductions, as no essays appeared in this issue. 

It is with a feeling of deep regret that we speak ad- 
versely of the Harvard Lampoon this month, but the call 
upon us is deemed so urgent that we cannot refrain from 
responding. The Lampoon really detracts very much 
from the well-merited reputation it has always hereto- 
fore sustained for innocent wit, and especially good 
humour, by evincing so much chagrin and bad temper 
over the victories of the Princeton’s champions. Such 
a display is not only childish in the extreme, but even 
a compromising evidence of the poor taste of its editor 
in allowing anything of the kind to be published. We 
must pass over either the false and even prejudiced and 
absurd statement it ventures about the character of the 
Jesuit doctrine. It seems to hint that the Jesuit dogma 
is that “the end justifies the means,” and that “on ac- 
count of this heresy the society was banished from 
several European countries.” The assertion is false in 
its entirety, and deserves severe rebuke. But as we are 
more inclined to attribute all such language to rhetori- 
cal hastiness than to any malignant intentions on the 
part of the author, we merely pass it by with a frown. 

The Sunbeam of Whitby, comes to us a clever and 
interesting exchange. Seldom have we derived as much 
positive amusement from anything as from its editorial. 
In it the charming editor explains the mission of the 
little paper, in a fashion so pithy and sparkling with 
such genuine humour as to merit a partial repetition. 
The truth of the whole editorial must be galling to the 
ink-horn fraternity, but to others intensely jocose. 
Says the Sunbeam: “We do not intend to ‘cheer’ or 
‘encourage,’ our mission is to scintillate! to beam!! to 
burn !!! after us—the deluge.” 

A subject of much discussion of late has been the 
choice of a National flower. Many and various as 
the suggestions have been, none seem to us to have 
selected so happily as the ladies of Hamilton Col- 
lege. The Monthly of Hamilton College sets before 
us several of the best selections yet advised, but ex- 
plains why each, though favourably to be adopted in 
many respects, yet lacks the all-essential quality of be- 
ing the universal flower of the States. The three things 
that the chosen plant should conform to are, according 
to the Monthly, these: “ it should be native, widely dis- 
tributed and capable of self-propagation." It objects to 
the sun-flower because of its comparative scarcity; to 
the arbutus and lark-spur for the same reason. It would 
suggest the “shamrock,” but it has long ago been taken 
by old Ireland, so it offers as the most obvious choice the 
“golden-rod,” and we earnestly endorse the selection as 
pot only appropriate but also beautiful. 

TheN?. Mary's Sentinel contains an essay entitled “What 
have Catholics done for our country?” that, both from a 
literary standpoint and an instructive, is highly com- 
mendable. We learns in it facts undeniable even by 
our most bitter antagonists, and such as place the utility 
of Catholics in the past far beyond all discussion. 
We see how a Catholic was the discoverer of our coun- 
try, aided by Catholic countries and monarchs; how all 
the great discoverers were members of the Catholic 
Church; for example, Balboa, Ponce de Leon, Magel- 
lan, Verrazzano, the Cabots, Cartier, and many others of 
world-renowned distinction. Among soldiers it points 
out to us the Marquis de Lafayette, Pulaski, and the 
courageous Sergeant Jasper, also the Baron de Kalb 
and Washington’s favourite aide-de-camp, Fitzpatrick. 
During the Revolution the man who did most for his 
country’s liberty after the great Washington is substan- 
tially shown to be our own noble, heroic, and reverend 
founder, Archbishop John Carroll. This remarkable 
man, called by England’s king the “rebel bishop,” 
“ Washington’s Richelieu ” and “ prime minister of Con- 
gress,” was not only a Catholic, but one that all, with- 
out any exception, must bow to as the chosen minister of 
God, and the saviour, in great measure, of his country. 
We have only given a bare outline of a portion of the 
patriotic essay, but such as it is, every one must admit 
its cogency in proving the author’s position. 

The Wesleyan L,ance says that “modesty is a sign of 
merit,” and so heads an article. No truer saying was 
ever uttered, and certainly none more wholesome for 
morality in the nineteenth century. The writer explains 
to us why the ancient philosophers came to be called 
philosophers, and thus shows the very greatness of mod- 
esty. Deeming sophist too bold a name, they chose, or 
rather Pythagoras chose for them, the title of philos- 
opher ; and finally, after study had enlightened them in 
the secrets of human nature, they perceived that even 
philosopher sounded too highflown, and, though they still 
retained the name in public amongst themselves, they 
were known as moralists. The sagest reflection in the 
piece was, we think, incomparable; in its very wording 
it smacks of the utterances of an Aristotle ora Diogenes. 
“A person never appears so ridiculous by the qualities 
he has as by those he affects to have.” 

The Fordham Monthly for November has just arrived. 
“Leafless Days,” a charming little waif that greets us 
on the first page, is as crisp and dainty as one of Her- 
rick’s lyrics. F. JOSEPH SEMMES, ’90. 

ATHLETIC NOTES. 

FOOT-BALL. 

G. T. C. vs. DUPONTS. 

2—o. 
The students of the College have every reason to feel 

proud of their eleven, for after the game on Thanksgiv- 
ing Day not the students only, but many people of Wash- 
ington, were proud to think that the city possessed so 
strong a team. 

The game was one that will be handed down in the 
annals of sport, both in the College and in Washington ; 
in the College, for it was the greatest victory we ever 
achieved; in Washington, for it was the first public ex- 
hibition of the game that is now absorbing the attention 
of the “city of beautiful distances.” 

Everything was favourable for the game. The weather 
was all that could be desired; the audience larger than 
we ever expected, and had the rain not fallen in torrents 
on the previous evening the grounds would not have been 
able to accommodate the crowd ; as it was, 1,500 people 
shouted themselves hoarse urging on their favourites. 

Mr. Sam King, of the Columbia Athletic Club, offi- 
ciated as umpire, and Mr. Henry P. Wilson, ’91, acted as 
referee. 
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The game started with Georgetown in possession of 
the bail, and by active work the famous V was formed 
by which the College gained a few yards. Now the work 
started in earnest, for now came the first down for the 
College. Gleason passed the ball to Scullin, who started 
like a flash and made desperate effort to advance five 
yards, but was tackled by Ayers; this was the second 
down, but no advance. By the third and last down 
without the five yards advance, the ball became the 
property of the Duponts, who by a favour of blind for- 
tune carried the ball within a few yards of our goal. 
The horns that were blown by the wearers of the blue 
and gray were now muffled and the “ sizzle-sazzle, razzle- 
dazzle ’ ’ did not rend the air. The boys were obliged to 
do excellent work to prevent the Duponts from gaining 
territory, and the famous seven rushers stood like a stone 
wall; for when they rushed, everything went before them, 
and in three successive trials the Duponts could not drive 
through those “ Seven against the Ball.” It was George- 
town’s ball, and here is where Tobin’s good kicking 
availed much, for when Gleason passed the ball to Tobin 
the latter sent it spinning through the air almost to the 
opponents’ goal-line. The Duponts gained the ball and 
carried it to the centre. It was at this crisis that our 
heavy rushers showed themselves to their best advantage, 
for they forced the Duponts towards their own goal and 
gained the ball. Captain Gleason now secured the ball 
and made a brilliant run, and had it not been for a tackle 
which some claimed to be foul, a touch-down would have 
been scored. The ball was now within five yards of the 
Duponts’ goal and all kinds of tactics were employed to 
carry the ball across the line. Georgetown lost the ball 
to the Duponts by an off-side play. The half-back of 
the Duponts was behind the goal-line and when the ball 
was thrown to him for a kick, the seven broke through 
the opponents’ rush line and held the half-back, thus 
scoring a safety. At this juncture the first half was 
finished, leaving the score 2 to o in favour of the College. 

In the second half, Phil. King, of Princeton, relieved 
Weaver of the Duponts, who was disabled by a fall. 
The Duponts had the ball and tried to carry it to 
Georgetown’s goal, but McCoy put an end to this by suc- 
cessfully tackling and throwing Burroughs. More of a 
kicking game was now indulged in, and the ball kept 
flying forward and backward, gaining but little territory 
for either side. From one of these kicks Phil. King 
gained the ball and by fast running and good dodging 
was making great headway towards the College goal; he 
passed all save the full-back, and had he been successful 
here the result of the game would have been different. 
Henchey realised this, tackled and threw King amid 
the shouts of the hundreds of spectators. Georgetown 
soon gained the ball and carried it within a few yards of 
their opponents’ goal. Here it was kept until time was 
called, thus leaving the score 2 to o in favour of the Col- 
lege. 

The boys were jubilant and every spectator saw a 
game that has never been excelled in point of merit by 
any college in the Union. 

In bestowing our praise we are obliged to include the 
whole team, for every one played his part well. The 
running and tackling of Scullin, Tobin, and Henchey ; 
the passing of C. Gleason, and the rushing, blocking, 
and tackling of our stonewall seven are deserving of 
special congratulatory mention. The teams were the 
strongest in the District, and were the following: 

G. T. C. 

5 

0o 

McCoy o 
Stoutenberg o 

O’Donnell o 
Reed o 
Dyer o 

Keyes o 
Gleason (Capt.) o 

Duponts. 

o Brainard 
o Brown 
o Grafton 
o Emery 
o Martin 
o Miller 
o Elmer 

c * 
3 ° 5‘ 
o 73 

O 
» O 

X 
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G. T. C. vs. EPISCOPAL HIGH SCHOOL. 
8—6. 

On Tuesday, December 3d, the College eleven met and 
defeated the eleven of the Episcopal High School of 
Alexandria. The game was not as interesting as the one 
on Thanksgiving-Day, nor was the victory as joyful. 
Captain Gleason won the toss and took the ball. The 
game started with the College boys forming the V, which 
was quickly broken and the ball placed for a scrimmage. 
The High School saw that only a brilliant play could 
score, for they were excelled in every point by the Col- 
lege. The ball was passed to Massey, and as luck would 
have it an open field was left for him to run in and score 
a touch-down. The ball was brought back for a try at 
goal and by a pretty kick was sent spinning over the 
cross-bar. This finished the first half and the boys were 
somewhat astonished to think that the High School was 
six points in the lead. 

In the second half Henchey was taken sick and when 
Scullin went on the field to relieve him he was greeted 
with applause. It was quite dark, and quick playing 
must be done. The ball was passed to Dr. Harben who 
by a successful run carried it to within a few yards of 
the goal-line. Now was the chance for the College to 
score. C. Gleason secured the ball and dashed through 
the rush line of the opponents and secured a touch-down. 
The ball was brought to the line and punted out by 
Keyes. It was fumbled, a scrimmage ensued and an- 
other touch-down was made by Gleason, thus making 
the score 8 to 6 in favour of the College. 

The features of the game were the running and tack- 
ling of Gleason, Tobin, Scullin, McGinnis, and Kauff- 
man for the College, and of Massey and Greenway for 
the High School. 

We regret that we are not in possession of all the 
names of both teams, as we would wish to print them. 

Umpire, Sykes. Referee, H. Wilson. 
On Saturday, December 7th, an exhibition game of 

foot-ball was played between champion Princetons and 
an eleven composed of players taken from different teams 
in the city. It argues well for our team that the com- 
mittee chose five of the College players to aid the Wash- 
ington eleven in their struggles with the mighty wearers 
of the yellow and black. The playing of McCoy and 
Scullin in particular was especially admirable. The 
splendid kicks made by Tobin kept the score down con- 
siderably, and we are sure that had not our full-back 
returned the ball at critical moments the 47-0 might 
have been increased twofold. H. P. W., ’91. 

STATE OE OHIO, CITY OP TOLEDO, I „„ 
LDCAS COUNTY, f “*■ 

FRANK J. CHENEY makes oath that he is the senior partner of the firm 
of F. J. CHENEY & Co., doing business in the city of Toledo, county and 
State aforesaid, and that said firm will pay the sum of ONE HUNDRED 
DOLLARS for each and every case of Catarrh that can not be oured by the 
use of HALL’S CATARRH CURE. FRANK J. CHENEY. 

Sworn to before me, and subscribed in my presence, this Oth day of 
December, A. D. 1886. 

fSEAL] A. W. GLEASON. 
Notary Pxihllc. 

Hall’s Catarrh Cure is taken internally and acts directly upon the blood 
and mucous surfaces of the system. Send for testimonials, free. 

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O. 
|®”Sold by Druggists, 75 cents. 

~ EDUCATIONAL. 
The NATIONAL EDUCATIONAL ASSOCIATION will hold its meeting1 

for 1890 atSt. Paul, Minn., July 4th to 11th. Half railway rates from all 
^3 to all who attend. Special excursions are being provided to the 

Lake Region, Yellowstone Park, and other Northern Pacific points. 
For particulars and free copy of Bulletin containing programme, address 
S. SHERIN. Secretary Local Executive Committee, St. Paul, Minn. 

NEW Whh ©VERCWWjT 
Imported Goods, $io. 

Silk-Lined, $15. 
English “Box” Coats, $15. 

E. B. BARNUM & CO., 
931 PENNSYLVANIA AYENUE, WASHINGTON, D. C, 
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HIGH-CLASS CIGARETTES, 

SPECIAL FAVOURS. 
Club, Opera, and Prince of Wales. 

For Gentlemen, and Boudoir Siae for Ladies. 

Sweet Caporal. New York Standard. 
The Standard of the World. 

Baltimore & Ohio R. R. 
GREAT NATIONAL ROUTE TO THE 

West, Northwest and Southwest. 
STEEL RAILS. DOUBLE TRACK. 

Superb dining halls, magnificent scenery, and all modern improve 
ments in construction. 

24 trains between Washington and Baltimore. 
6 trains daily for the West, Northwest, and Southwest. 
Chicago and Pittsburgh Vestibuled Limited Express Trains, 22 

hours and 55 minutes to Chicago, 9 hours to Pittsburgh. 
Cincinnati and St. Louis Vestibuled Limited Express, 16 hours to 

Cincinnati, and 27 hours to St. Louis. 21 hours to Louisville. 
45-minute trains to Baltimore. 
7 daily express trains to Philadelphia and New York, leaving 

Washington, I). C., at 4.00, 8.00, and 9.30 A. M., 12.00 M., and 2.30, 
4.20, 7.00, and 10.30 P. M. Time, 3 hours to Philadelphia. 

PULLMAN PARLOR AND SLEEPING CARS ON ALL TRAINS. 

All classes of tickets good, and no extra charges on 
Limited Express Trains. 

NO CHANGE OF CARS 
Between Washington, Cincinnati, Louisville, St. Louis, Chicago, Pitts- 

burgh, and Columbus. 
Distance shorter than by any other route. For further information 

please address 
PERCY G. SMITH, 

City Passenger Agent, 1351 Penna. Ave. 

Telephone Call through B. & O. Ticket Office, 391-2. 

D. RICKENBACHER, 
1213 G Street N. W., Washington, D. C. 

WATCHMAKEE, 
HORLOGER SUISSE. 

Fine Watch and Chronometer Repairing- a Specialty. 

HARVEY’S 
1016 Penn. Ave., Cor. Eleventh St., Washington, D. C. 

The largest oyster house in the United States, with the best conducted 
restaurant in the District for ladies and gentlemen. Oysters, Diamond 
Back Terrapins, and Canvas Back Ducks specialties. Open dally from 
6 a. m. to 12 p. m., Sundays excepted. HARVEY, the originator of 
Steamed Oysfers. 

ESTABLISHED 1850. 

JAS. L. BARBOUR & SON, 
Importers and Jobbers 

HND B7INCY SReCERIEg. ^ 
Wines, Whiskies, Tobaccos, and Druggists’ Sundries. 

614-616 Pennsylvania A.ve. N. W. 

WILLIAM S. TAYLOR, 
3111 M Street, West Washington, 

Bookseller, Stationer and Engraver. 
All new novels received as soon as published. A perfect line of 

pocket-books, card cases, etc. Particular attention paid to card 
engraving. 

Richmond Straight Cut 
HiTO- ± 

CIGARETTES. 
Are made from the brightest’ 
most delicately flavored and 
highest cost Gold Leaf grown 
in Virginia. This is the Old 
and Original brand of Straight 
Cut Cigarettes, and was brought 
out by us in the year 1875. 

Beware of Imitations, and 
observe that the firm name as 
below is on every package. 

ALtEN & GIN TER, 
Manufacturers, Richmond, Virginia. 

HENRY F. REH, 
A Full Line of Decorations, Window Shades, Wall Papers 

Constantly on Hand. 

ALL ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 

320 Twelfth. §t,, N, W„ Washington, D. C. 

GEORGE B. LOCKHART, 

S. W. corner 32d and O Sts., West Washington, D. C. 

W. I. DYER & CO., 

Wholesale Grocers ^ Dealers in Flour and Feed. 

3418-3420 M St., Georgetown, D. C. 

SCHULTZ GAS FIXTURE % ART METAL CO. 
DESIGNERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 

GAS AMD ELECTRIC LIGHTING FIXTURES. 
ARTISTIC METAL WORK OF ALL KINDS. FINE OIL LAMPS. 

Salesrooms : Sun Building, 1315 F Street N. W., Washington. 
Factory: 1015, 1017, ioig East Fayette Street, Baltimore. 

M. A. TAPPAN, 1013 PENNA. AVE. N. W 

WILLIAM A. HENDERSON, 

Wholesale and retail dealer in 

% Fine Cigars and Tobacco, 
705 15th St. X. W., 

Washington, D. C. 
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B. M. Bridget!, 
With 

ROBINSON, PARKER & CO., 

♦•Dealers in Finest Clothing* 
319 Seventh St., corner of D. 

SAKS & COMPANY, 

OUTFITTERS, 

J. K. LANG. W. H. LANG. 

MORGAN HOUSE, 
Hotel aaa.d_ Restaurant, 

J. R. LANG & BRO., 

8206 M Street, - - West Washington. 

HUME & CO., 
807 Pennsylvania Ave., Washington, D. C., 

Dealers in 

FINE FAMILY GROCERIES, 
Foreign and Domestic Fruits, Havana and Key West Cigars, Imported 

Luxuries, Wine, Brandy, Champagne, and Proprietors of 

©LsD jSTHS PURE RYE WRIgKEY. 

Goods Packed and delivered at any point within the District limits 
Free of Charge. 

M. W. GALT. BRO. & CO., 

^Jewellers and Silversmiths,*1 

1107 Pennsylvania Avenue. 
WASHINGTON, D. €. 

Diamonds, Watches, Fine .Jewelry, Sterling Silverware, Cutlery, &e. 
Visiting Cards properly Engraved. Watch and .Jewelry Mepairing. 

300 to 308 Seventh Street, Washington, D. 0., 

Glothiers, Tailors, Hatters, and Furnishers in Reliable Goods 

J. T. VARNELL & SON, 
Wholesale Dealers in 

CHICAGO DRESSED REEF, 
Mutton, Lamb, and Hogs, Lard, Canned Meats and Pro- 

visions. 
Nos. 10 and 11 Wholesale Row, Center Market, 

Washington, D. C. Telephone, 474-2. 

EEELE Y S' CO., 
-H|c GOLD AND SILVERSMITHS. 

Church Ornaments, College and Class Emblems, 
MEDALS and BADGES. 

Our Catalogue for 1889 now ready. Special designs furnished. 

185 Eddy Street, Providence, R. I. 

Catholic Books. 

PETER F. CUNNINGHAM & SON, 

Publishers and Catholic Booksellers. 
817 ARCH ST., 

PHILADELPHIA. Orders by mail promptly attended to. 

REILLY & SHANAHAN, 
Lead, Varnish, Colors, Japans, Brushes. 

Cathedral, Enamel, Stained and Ground Glass. 
VAPOR FLUID AND LUBRICATING OILS. 

Mixed Paints for House, Barn. Bridge or Roof. 
Estimates Given on Plate and Window Glass. 

TELEPHONE CALL 625-3. 
1225 HIGH STREET N. IV. 

JAMES S. DAVIS. SAMUEL T. DAVIS. 
F.STABI.ISHEH 1SSO. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS' SONS, 
Fashionable 

HATTERS AND FURRIERS. 
12th and Penn. Ave., Washington, D. C.  

g~\ Specialties: 

fi^e Portraits 
In Crayon, Water-Colors, India Ink and Oil. 

Special attention given to the reproduction of old pictures. 

121J-1219 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

OLIVER & OFFUTT, 

FINE BOOTS AND SHOES, 
3/23 M Street, West Washington. 

Pine Goods a Specialty. 

HU JO. BAHH, 

1111 Penn. Ave., Washington, D. C. 

FKo IMIo ItBsM. IEI EM @ 
■$obb$ f|j>lotlung, fjfine |injZ 

STYLISH HATS. 
Agent for the Celebrated ENGLISH DERBYS. 

N. E. Corner 32d and M Sreets, Georgetown, D, C. 

JOSEPH Cl LLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 

GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 
Nos. 303-404-170-604. 

THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 

R. PI. TAYLOR, 
(W. H. McKNEW, Successor,; 

-^Ladies’ publishings, Gloats arid ]5uits-®F~ 
033 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

E. fJoMigon, 
A'S. jste. ste. slA ite. si/L 

1 FJIFIC 
u st° 

Washington, D. C. 

Go to W. H. HOEKE’S ~~ 
FOR BARGAINS IN 

Carpets, furniture and tlptiolstery Qoods, 
801 Market Space, and 308 and 310 Eighth Street, 

WASHINGTON, D. 0. 
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GEORGETOWN COLLEGE, D. C. 

Founded as a College iy8g, Chartered as a University, by Act of Congress, March i, 1815. 

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT. MEDICAL DEPARTMENT. LA W DEPARTMENT. 

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC AND PREPARATORY 
COURSES. 

For information apply to 

THE REV. J. HAVENS RICHARDS, S. J., 

President of the University. 

Georgetown College, D. C. 

Medical Building, 920 H Street, N. W. 

For information apply to 

G. L. MAGRUDER, M. D., 

Dean and Treasurer of the Faculty. 

815 Vermont Ave., N. W. 

Law Building, Cor. of 6th and F Sts., N. W. 

For Prospectus apply to S. M. YEATMAN, Esq. 

Secretary and Treasurer of the Faculty. 

Georgetown College Law Building, 

Washington, D. C. 

HATS, ML MO MMWMWMM9 HATS. 

NO, ts/tms M STREET, 
FINEST GRADES OF 

lAfi AND FURNISHING#, 
All tlie latest novelties as they appear in the market. 

ZIPPINCOTT'S MAGAZINE, with iti 
'varied and excellent contents, is a library 

in itself. 
It was indeed a happy thought to print an 

entire novel in each number. 
Not a short novelette, but a long story suck 

as you are used to get in book form and pay 
from one dollar to one dollar and a half for. 

Not only that, but with each number you get 
aii abundance of other contributions, which gives 
you a good magazine besides the novel. 

The ringing blows which have been struck on 
the gateway of popular favor, have resounded 
throughout the entire land, and to-day Lippin- 
oott’s Magazine stands in the front rank of 
monthly publications, and is the most widely- 
read-and-talked- of publication of its kind in the 
world. For full descriptive circulars, address 
LIPPINCOTTS MAGAZINE, Philadelphia 

$3-oo per year. 25 cts. single number. 
The publisher of this paper will receive your 

subscription. 

FALL AND WINTER DRY GOODS. 
A large assortment of DRY GOODS can always be found at 

GIBBONS & HOSKINSON’S, 
3135 M (Bridge) Street, Georgetown, D. C. 

We will be thankful for a share of your patronage. 

S. R. Mallory. E. C. Maxwell. 

MALLORY & MAXWELL, 

Attorneys - at - La-w, 

PENSACOLA, FLORIDA. 

Nordlinger’s. 

GO 

03 
OO 

HIGH GRADE 

-j-Glolhing aqd Furnishings* 
AT CORRECT AND REASONABLE PRICES. 

3105 M St., Georgetown. 

OP 
CD 

Nordlinger’s. 
E, B, W, BRADY, 

'-aw-tt-IMjaw, 

1420 New York Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

Practices in United States and District Courts, Court of Claims, and before 
Executive Departments. Special attention given to correspond- 

ence with non-resident attorneys. 

W. H. TENNEY & SONS, 
MILLERS, 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 
Offer to the trade a full line of all grades of flour, from lowest to highest, 
of our own manufacture, and at the lowest market prices 

Also grind Corn Meal and Buckwheat and keep in stock a full line of all 
kinds of FEED, HAY, OATS, and STRAW. A comparison of prices and 
quotations with other dealers is solicited. 

FRED. STOHLMAN, 
******** CONFECTIONARY * ;{« 

1254 High Street, Georgetown, D. C. 
Keeps always on hand a full assortment of Fine Candies and Cakes, 

Ice Cream, etc. 
Orders for Cakes or IceCream Promptly delivered at the College. 

T. A. Newman, 
FINE SHOES, 

3136 M Street, 
West Washington, D. C. 

w. F. MCFARLAND, 

Livery, Hiring, and Sale Stables, 
No. 1072 32d (High) Street, 

(Gladmon’s old stand,) 
GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

8®” Horses taken on livery by the day, week or month. Carriages 
and hacks to hire at all times at reasonable rates. , 

SPECIAL ATTENTION PAID TO BOARDERS. 

PRANK H. COX. J. A. REYNOLDS. 

COX & REYNOLDS, 

418 12th Street N. W. 

Gr. TVL. SotiIb_ox‘OXL;j 

1367 32nd St. N. W„ West Washington, I). C. 
DEALER IN 

PURE DRUGS I CHEMICALS, 
Sponges, Chamoise, Toilet Articles, Ktc. 

PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALTY. 

Iff an TI7a n t a/1 As LOCAL, Traveling, or Gen- lut/il W dll bCtl eral Agents, on Salary and 
Expenses or Liberal Commission from start. A Rare 
Opportunity for any energetic man of good character 
to represent a reliable Nursery. Steady work Fall 
and Winter, or longer guaranteed. All Stock war- 
ranted. For particulars, address, at once, 

McMANAMON & UJETCHFOKD, 
Nurserymen, Rochester, N. Y. 

Mention this paper. 

> 
53 
t-3 

a 

POOLE & BROOKE, 
937 Louisiana Avenue, Washington, D. C- 

Commission Merchants for the sale of all kinds of Country Produce 
and dealers in Oils, Lubricating and Illuminating, “ Capital Cylinder, 
and El Dorado Engine.” Specialties also our own brand 150° Fire 
Test Water White Oil for lamps, “ Potomac.” In fact, everything in 
the Oil line we can furnish at wholesale prices, and particularly the 
products of Petroleum. 
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flCPEJalY @K TPE YIgIT^TI0]M, 

B. V. ]fl. 

GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

This Institution was founded in 1809, and rebuilt in 1873. 
It occupies a beautiful site on the Heights of Georgetown, 
overlooking at once the city of Washington and the lovely 
water scenery of the Potomac. Attached to the Academy 
are the pleasure grounds, embracing an area of forty acres, 
which secure to the pupils the advantage of a residence in 
the country. 

In the course of instruction are comprised all the requisites 
of a refined and polished education. 

The Musical Department is under the supervision of gradu- 
ates from the conservatories of Leipsic and Paris, while the 
facilities for acquiring a knowledge of foreign languages can 
hardly be surpassed. 

For full particulars apply to the Institution. 

H. C. EWALD, 
BAKER AND CONFECTIONER. 

ICE C^EHM 87HJ00N, 

714 Seventh Street, between G and H. 

HATSI HATSI 
Large assortment for Men and Boys. 

EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

3139 M Street, 
B. F. WADDY, 
 Georgetown, D. 0. 
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O. CL GREEN, 
J^E^If EgTHTE AND INSUOTCE ^SEN1?. 
Member of the Washington Stock Exchange, Agent of the Life Insur- 

ance Co. of Virginia, and Virginia Home Fire Insurance Co. 

OFFICE: Fireman’s Building, Seventh and Louisiana Avenue, 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

J. W. BOTELER & SON, 
923 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE, 

Present more than usual attractions for parties in search of China, 
Glass, Plated Ware, Bronzes, Lamps, Bric-a-Brac, Wedding and 
Other Presents. The best manufacturers of all nations are repre- 
sented by their latest and most desirable productions in Boteler & 
Son’s attractive stock, to which they solicit an inspection. 

J. W. BOTELER & SON, Washington, D. C. 

Wm. M. Galt. T. J. Mayer. R. L. Galt. 

Wm. M. Galt & Co., 
FLOUR AND FEED, 

WHOLESALE AGENTS FOR 
Ceres, the celebrated Minnesota Patent Process, Sterling', Min- 

neola, Gilt Edge, Reliance and Golden Hill. 
Corner of Indiana Avenue and First Street, Washington, D. C. 

DANIEL LOUGHRAN, 
IMPORTER OF AND WHOLESALE DEALER IN 

IgSFPj, 

1347 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W., Washington, D. C. 

00 8 
03 S 
00 8 
00 Z4 

•sytuojf j? 
•AVa ANV IB ONION3WWOO NOIXdlHOSSflS J° SWH3J. 

AHVHari xaiiTas s.aaiLi 
H. P. GILBERT^ 

ALL KINDS OF HARDWARE, 

Machinists’ and Contractors’ Supplies, & Harness, 
1208 ami 1210 Thirty-Second Street, 

West Washington, D. C. 

Real Estate Investment, 

Bonds secured on Real Estate in the 
City of Washington ranging from 
$ioo.oo to $1,000.00, bearing 6 per 
cent, interest, payable quarterly. 
Small premium charged. 

Houses for Rent and Sale, and 
Money to Loan in sums to suit, at 6 
per cent, per annum. 

Apply to or address 

Thomas E. Waggaman, 
Real Estate Agent, 917 F St. N. W. 

DALTON & STRICKLAND, 

FIE *« 
No. 939 Penn. Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Young Men’s Shoes a specialty. 

JAS. T. CLEMENTS, 
Undertaker and Director of Funerals, 

1287 Thirty-Second St., (70 High St,) 
WEST WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Everything first-class and at reasonable rates. 

THE LOSEKAM, 

1323 F St., N. W. Washington, D. C. 

LADIES’ AHD GEMIIEMEN’S FJESHAURANCT. 

This space belongs to 

C. M. Bell, Photographer, 
463 Penna. Ave., and 70116th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

J. EDWARD LIBBEYT 
Laxxrx'bex* 3VCea?cIb_eiTA-fc, 

No. 8018 Water Street, Georgetown, D. 0. 

Oldest Established Lumber Yard in the District, 
From our location we are at less expense, and can sell lower than any 

other yard in the District, 

H. G. & J. E. WAGNER, 

Jewellers, Watch and Clock Makers 
No. 3221 M Street, West Washington. 

Dealers in Newspapers, Periodicals, Books, .Stationery, Magazines 
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Clothiers and Furnishers, 
N. W. Corner 32d and M Streets, West Washington. 

OUR FALL AND WINTER STOCK IS NOW COMPLETE. 

OUR LINE COMPRISES ALL THE NOVELTIES OF THE SEASON. 
E. AND W. COLLARS AND CUFFS, in all styles. 

IMPORTED NECKWEAR, HOSIERY, UNDERWEAR, 
AND CUSTOM-MADE CLOTHING. 

Give us a call before purchasing. 

lllglllWMl BROS., 
1200 32d St., 3201 M St., 

WEST WASHINGTON. 

JOHN DUGAN, 
tlVERTf AHD SALE STABLES, 

NO. 3301, CORNER MARKET AND BRIDGE STREETS. 

STAGES for Excursions, Picnics, and Private Parties at the Lowest Prices 
Telephone, 1051-6. 

v. BVRKET «t CO. 

* Electrical Supplies, * * 
Telephone 711-2. 1409 New York Ave., Washington, D. C. 

Pennsylvania Railroad 

The Great Trunk Line ofthe United States. 

WORTH H.OOLCILTC3- -ATT. 

Our Immense, Well Selected, Elegantly Made, Stylishly Cut 

LOTHING <3 
FOR MEN, BOYS, AND CHILDREN. 

We Cordially Invite an Inspection of Goods and! 

Prices. 

NOAH WALKER & CO., 

625 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington, D. C- 

GEO. HAAS, JR., 

1223 Penna. Ave., N. W., (Second floor,) 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

HARRY M. SCHNEIDER.- 

L. H. SCHNEIDER’S SON, 
SUCCESSOR TO L. H. SCHNEIDER 4 SON, 

DEALER IN 

QEplE^L 
MACHINISTS’ AND ENGINEERS’ SUPPLIES, Wholesale and Retail. 

1010 and 1012 Penna. Ave., (South side,) Washington, D. C. 

Second-Hand College Text-Books 
AT REDUCED PRICES, 

SHORT LINE TO THE NORTH AND EAST. 

Four Fast Express Trains to the West. 

PULLMAN BUFFET, PARLOR, AND SLEEPING CARS. 

THE DIKING CARS 

Are the Most Complete Structures in the World. 

TEN SPLENDIDLY EQUIPPED TRAINS BETWEEN WASHINGTON AND 
NEW YORK. 

SEVENTEEN FAST TRAINS BETWEEN WASHINGTON AND BALTIMORE. 

For tickets and information apply at the office of the Company, 
corner of 13th St. and Pennsylvania Avenue, Baltimore & Potomac 
Railroad Station, or to 

Robert A. p&i^e, 
Passenger Agent Southeastern District. 

Telephone No. 888-6. 

IN GOOD CONDITION, 

W. H. LOWDERMILK & CO., 
1424: Street. 

VOIGT & HAAS, 

Manufacturing Jewelers, 

713 Seventh Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 

School Medals and Society Badges a Specialty 

KNOX’S N.Y. HATS' YOUMAN’S N. Y, 

Henry Heath’s (London) Umbrellas and Walking Canes. 
LADIES’ FINE FURS. 

B. H. STINEMETZ & SONS, 
1237 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE, CORNER 13TH STREET. 

ISOTSiX SOXMTl'i, 
EUROPEAN PLAN, 

Pennsylvania Avenue, near the Treasury Depart- 
ment, Washington, D. C. 

DINNER PARTIES n SPECIALTY. 

SOLARI BROS., PROPRIETORS. 


