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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 

E have had very fair weather for sports during the 
month. 

The boys left for the Easter holidays on Wednesday, 
the 2d inst., and returned one week later. * * 

The games with Lehigh and Williams were very cred- 
itable—the former especially—considering that they 
were the first of the season. 

* * 

The road around the part of the campus where, the 
tennis-courts are laid out has been completed, and is a 
great improvement. 

* * 
* 

The Greek Academy of ’91 men, under Fr. Daugherty, 
;s as industrious as ever in the pursuit of Greek roots. 

* * 
* 

The day before we left for the Easter holidays the 
Philosophers gave an interesting and well-prepared dis- 
rutation. 

* * 
* 

The Shakespere club, under the special patronage of 
91, is all enthusiasm, and will doubtless give to the 
iterary world a second Hudson. * * 

* 

Quite a revolution has occurred in the study of math- 
ematics. Any evening, just after supper, you will find 
nost of the boys busily engaged in finding the area ot 
:he quadrangle. 

several others, also assisted at the Tenebrae during Holy 
Week. 

* * 
* 

* * 
* 

An ambitious student in one of the Varsity Classes re- 
cently rendered “ infelicissimis lignis ” “ the'1 most un- 
happy wood.’’ “ Bless my soul!” exclaimed the pro- 
fessor, “whoever heard of unhappy wood?” “Well, 
at any rate,” replied the smart boy of the class, I ve 
heard of weeping willow.” 

* * 
* 

A relic of the True Cross, with the authentication, has 
been presented to the College by Miss Jane A. Riggs. 
The relic consists of two tiny bits of dark wood glued 
to a paper cross, the whole inclosed in a gold reliquary, 
also having the form of a cross. _ 

In connection with this we may mention that the relic 
of St. John Berchmans, which was sent to the College 
last year by the Very Rev. Father General, A. M. Ander- 
lecly, in acknowledgment of our centennial greeting, 
will within a short time be solemnly inaugurated in the 
chapel. 

* * 
* 

Captain Tobin may well be proud of his new company. 
The improvement in the drills—the attendance espe- 
cially—is wonderful ! About the first of the month there 
was a prize drill, which was won by Mr. Edward O’Brien, 
’goj Mr. F. Sheehy, ’93, and Mr. Chas. Gleason, 92, 
being second and third respectively. 

Target practice has been begun at fifty yards range. 
On the first day of practice Mr. John Ryan, ’93, surprised 
every one by winning first place. . 

The new caps are, in our estimation, not as well chosen 
as the old ones. 

Three wise men, not from Gotham, but from the Class 
,f ’no, went fishing last week, and caught three “ to- 
lacco-boxes,” six “yellow perch,” and one eel. They 
lad a perfectly lovely time ! * 

We are glad to note the* return of Mr. C. Manning 
Hombs, ’92, and Mr. Charles Whelan, Jr., who have been 
it home for some weeks on account of ill-health. * * 

On Palm Sunday Messrs. Thos. Finning, Walter John- 
:on, Ernest Smith, Herbert Bolan, and Louis Hogan as- 
iisted in the singing at Trinity Church. These, with 

* * 
* 

On Palm Sunday evening about seventy-five young 
men, including a number from the Junior Division, were 
received into the Sodality of our Blessed Lady. Although 
the reception had been postponed from the 8th of De- 
cember, everything passed off nicely. Rev. Fr. Rector 
preached the’sermon, advising his hearers to enter upon 
the work which they were about to undertake with an 
earnest heart, and pointing out to them the duties and 
obligations of their office. The Benediction of the Most 
Blessed Sacrament followed. New books and medals 
will soon be distributed among the members of the 
Sodality. 

* 4= 
* 

We noticed last week, when so many of the old boys 
were here, that many of them looked around them with 
surprise at the many changes that have taken place 
especially about the grounds—since they were here a 
year ago. And it is wonderful what the heroic and de- 
termined efforts of the students, supported by the large- 
hearted president of the yard, have accomplished this 
year. , . r 

It is probable that never before, in the history ot 
Georgetown athletics, has there been such general en- 
thusiasm manifested. The enlargement of the foot-ball 
and base-ball fields, the improvements of the tennis- 
courts, the erection of stands on two sides of the base- 
ball field—all of these, and other improvements, are the 
immediate outcome of this enthusiasm. A permanent 
grand stand will be a thing of the near future. All that 
we now need is a new gymnasium. What a pity that 
among those who have bestowed such liberal donations 
upon other departments of the University, there is not 
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a single alumnus, who was himself an athlete in his col- 
lege days, who takes pride in the athletic prowess of old 
Georgetown. 

He He 

• • . ^ 
His Eminence, Cardinal Gibbons, confirmed on Sun- 

day, April 20th, in the church of Holy Trinity, George- 
town, D. C., the following students: Clement Robert 
Tobin, William Henry Seep, William Martin Roach, 
Charles Worcester Dana, Ernest Joseph Gintert, Arthur 
Aloysius Alexander, Albert Patrick Scott, Rudolph 
Cipriano Zegarra, Sherman Francis Gloetzner, James 
Aloysius Shepley, Edward Louis Cindon, Richard James 
AVatkins, Joseph Edward Ives, Carberry Paul Ritchie, 
Vernon Walsh, Samuel McGowan, Louis Jones, Elkin 
Jones, David Colter, and Jean des Garennes. 

* * 

• * The impromptu quartettes at eight o’clock every even- 
ing are very entertaining. Be not so timid, singers. 
Let there be more volume and spirit, we all enjoy them. 

IF ONLY. 

RONDEAU REDOUBLE. LADY LOVE, thou’rt all to me, 
Do not scorn my fond caresses; 

And I would be all to tbee— 
If thy papa acquiesces. 

For thy pa, I’ve heard, confesses 
That on thee, dear, it shall be 

Settled all that he possesses— 
Lady love, thou’rt all to me. 

O, yes; millions, two or three : 
That’s why thou receiv’sl addresses, 

But I hate such perfidy ; 
Do not scorn my fond caresses. 

This or that one who professes 
Does not love thee verily, 

Yet thy cash e’en me impresses, 
And I would be all to thee. 

So undoubtedly you see 
That to end all my distresses 

Thee to wed I’m only free, 
If thy papa acquiesces. 

L’ENVOI. 

For though lovely are thy tresses, 
Still dear papa owns the kejr 

To the bank, and till he blesses 
Us, the marriage tie I’ll flee. 

Lady love, 
BENNET CARROLL SHIPMAN, ’92. 

TORU DUTT. 

A SINGER FROM AFAR. 

THE name of Toru Dutt, the young Hindu poetess,' is 
not, perhaps, unfamiliar to many of our readers. 

Born of high-caste Hindu parents in Bengal in 1856, she 
was in early girlhood brought by her father to Europe 
to learn French and English. And, having acquired 
within the short space of a few months a wonderful ac- 
quaintance with the French language, she then pursued 
her studies in England, and subsequently in Italy. In 
the year 1873 she returned to Asia. The four remaining 
years of her life were spent in a “ feverish dream of in- 
tellectual life and imaginative production.” Within 
these forty-five months she worked and read with an 
energy which characterised all her actions ; but her frail 
body succumbed to the excessive strain, and on the 
4th of March, 1877, in her twenty-first year, the young 
genius gave up a life full of hope and promise. 

Toru Dutt’s fame is entirely posthumous. For al- 
though, during her life, she had published several 
meritorious works, yet her chief legacy to the world con- 
sists of a collection of original English poems, found 
among her papers a short time after her death. 

These, together with a few sonnets, have been given 

to the world under the title of “Ancient Ballads and 
Legends of Hindustan.” And it is to the contents of 
this little volume that we wish in this sketch to call the 
reader’s attention. That these poems may be appre- 
ciated, they must be read in full. And we think that 
every one will be charmed by the gracefulness, pathos, 
naive simplicity, and quaint originality of a work, 
which, to the authoress, was a labour of love. For from 
her earliest years, Toru’s imagination had been affected 
by the recital of the ancient songs of her country. And 
to show how susceptible her mind was to the influence 
of these legends, listen to what she says in a letter, 
written a few month before her death, to a friend in 
Europe : “ Quand f entends via mere chanter, le soir, les 
vteux chants de notre pays, je pleure presque toujonrs." 

These poems are devoid of that frivolity and light- 
ness which seem to characterise modern Oriental pro- 
duction. They exhale an atmosphere of fervent love 
and Christian sentiment. As to their technical char- 
acter, they are, of course, a little rough and in- 
choate, for Toru Dutt in her brief May-day of ex- 
istence had not time fully to master the language; 
hence we see at times a subservience of thought to 
rhyme. Nevertheless, their metrical movement and 
naturalness for a writer whose knowledge of English 
was a late acquirement, is marvellous. The love- 
liest, and, to our min A the most beautiful of these 
ballads, is the one called “ SAVETRI.” It deals with the 
power of love—a love that passes the understanding; 
a love so pure, so deep, and withal so human, that it con- 
quers death itself. This piece contains many passages 
of rare beauty. How Tennysonian is the following de- 
scription of Savetri, the heroine : 

“ Fair as a lotus when the moon 
Kisses its opening petals red 

After sweet showers in sultry June ! 
AYith happier heart and lighter tread, 

Chance strangers, having met her, past, 
And often would they turn the head 

A lingering second look to cast, 
And bless the vision ere it fled.” 

■I hat Toru could at times use the pen with a light and 
graceful touch, the following attests : 

“ Oh lovely are the woods at dawn, 
And lovely in the sultry noon; 

But loveliest when, the sun withdrawn^ 
The twilight and a crescent moon 

Change all asperities of shape, 
And tone all colours softly down, 

AYith a blue veil of silver crape.” 

Could we believe that a description such as the follow- 
ing was penned by one who looked upon English as a 
foster-mother ? 

“ AYhat glorious trees ! The sombre saul, 
On which the eye delights to rest,— 

The betel nut, a pillar tall, 
AYith feathery branches for a crest,— 

The light-leaved tamarind spreading wide,— 
The pale, faint-scented bitter neem,— 

The seemul, gorgeous as a bride 
AYith flowers that have the ruby’s gleam.” 

There are throughout the ballad of “Savetri,” many pas- 
sages of singular beauty and originality. AVhere, for in- 
stance, speaking of the heroine after her first meeting 
with her lover : 

“She went away, 
Leaving her virgin heart behind, 
And richer for the loss. ” 

And, again, describing the constancy of Savetri’s affec- 
tion : 

“ Her heart-rose opened had at last; 
Opened, no flower can ever shut.” 

In this story and that of “ Prehlad,” our poetess has 
given us a strange insight into the conscience of the 
Asiatic. And no modern Oriental has given us so quaint 
a piece of religious fancy as the ballad of “ Jagadhya 
Uma.” 
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That strange, tender and almost human affection which 
subsists between man in solitude and the beasts of the field 
has often been the subject of the poet’s contemplation. 
This affection seems to make up for the loss of all 
human love. And here affection is never thrown away, 
for the animal— 

“ How happy in its turn to meet 
The recognition ! the mild glance 
Beamed from the gracious countenance; 
Communication, like the ray 
Of a new morning, to the nature, 
And prospects of the inferior creature. 

Wordsworth, in that beautiful production, " The White 
Doe of Rylstone,” deals very effectively with this sub- 
ject. And it is of this subject that Toru Dutt writes m 
the legend of the “ Royal Ascetic and the Hind.” I his 
piece, written in blank verse, is very simple m structure 
and less elaborate than the other poems. It tells ot a 
king who, giving up all his wordly goods and friends, 
retired to the forests and had for his only companion a 
little hind. The story is feelingly narrated in a style 
almost rude in its plainness. With what simple pity and 
skill does she describe the parting of the two friends: 

“And Death, who spareth none, approached at last 
The hermit-king, to summon him away; 
The hind was at his side, with tearful eyes 
Watching his last sad moments, like a child , 
Beside a father. He too watched and watch d 
His favourite through a blinding film of tears, 
And not think of the beyond at hand, _ 
So keen he felt the parting, such deep gnet 
O’erwhelmed him for the creature he had reared. 
To it devoted was his last, last thought, 
Reckless of present and future both ! 

Besides the ballads, our poetess wrote, as we said 
above, several sonnets. If these were all she had left 
they would have been sufficient evidence of her matur- 
ing poetic genius. In diction, expression, and thought 
they are superior to the ballads. The principal are the 
“ Tree ofLife,” "France,” and "Our Causirma lree. 
In the last, Toru refers to the scenes of her earliest 
memories, to her first companions and their happy hours 
together. This poem, with its rich and mellifluous 
numbers, shows our poetess at her best. We cannot for- 
bear quoting the piece: 

“ Like a huge python, winding round and round 
The rugged trunk, indented deep with scars 
Up to its very summit near the stars, 
A creeper climbs, in whose embraces bound 
No other tree could live. But gallantly 
The giant wears the scarf, and flowers are hung 
In crimson clusters all the boughs among, 
Whereon all day,are gathered bird and bee; 
And oft at nights the garden overflows 
With one sweet song that seems to have no close, 
Sung darkling from our tree while men repose. 

“ When first my casement is wide open thrown, 
At dawn, my eyes delighted on it to rest; 
Sometime, and most in winter, on its crest 
A grey baboon sits statue-like alone, 
Watching the sunrise, while on lower boughs 
His puny offspring leap about and play; 
And far and near kokilas hail the day, 
And to .their pastures wend our sleepy cows; 
And in the shadow, on the broad tank cast 
By that hoar tree so beautiful and vast, 
The water-lilies spring, like snow enmassed. 

“But not because of its magnificence, 
Dear is the Causirina to my soul: 
Beneath it we have played; though years may roll, 
O sweet companions, loved with love intense, 
For your sakes, shall they be ever dear ! 
Blent with your images, it shall arise 
In memory, till the hot tears blind mine eyes. 
What is that dirge-like murmur that I hear 
Like the sea breaking on a shingle beach ! 
It is the tree’s lament, an eerie speech, 
That haply to the unknown land may reach. 

“ Unknown, yet well known to the eye of faith ! 
Ah, I have heard that wail far, far away 
In distant lands, by many a sheltered bay, _ 
When slumberedJn his cave the water wraith 

And the waves gently kissed the classic shore 
Of France or Italy beneath the moon, 
When earth lay tranced in a dreamless swoon. 
And every time the music rose, before 
Mine inner vision rose a form sublime, 
Thy form, O Tree, as, in my happy prime, 
I saw thee in my own loved native clime. 

“ Therefore, I fain would consecrate a lay 
Unto thy honor, Tree, beloved ofthose 
Who now in blessed sleep, for aye, repose. 
Dearer than life to me, alas, were they ! 
Mayst thou be numbered, when my days arc done, 
With deathless trees—like those in Borrowdale, 
Under whose awful branches lingered pale 
‘ Fear, trembling Hope, and Death, the skeleton, 
And Time the shadow,’ and though weak the verse 
That would thy beauty fain, oh, fain rehearse, 
May Love defend thee from Oblivion’s curse.” 

It is not easy to estimate the loss which poetry has sus- 
tained in the early death of this young woman. "Lit- 
erature,” in the words of a well-known writer, " has no 
honours which need have been beyond the grasp of a girl 
who, at twenty-one, and in languages separated from her 
own by so deep a chasm, had produced so much of lasting 
worth.” For her work shows true poetic spirit and senti- 
ment, and power fast tending to development, but alas ! 

. . . “ while life was in its spring 
And the young muse just waved her joyous wing, 
The spoiler came.” 

Nevertheless, for what she has done due recognition 
will be given to her, and when the history of the liter- 
ature is written, surely a page will be given to this 
" fragile exotic blossom of song.” 

CHARLES ALBERT WHITE, ’90. 

PERSICOS ODI. 

THE Persian feasts, O boy, I hate, 
And chaplets they with linden plait; 
Give o’er the search where lingeretli late 

The summer’s final rose. 

For simple myrtle do I care, 
And nothing more; for thee to wear 
It doth become, and eke me where 

While drinking I repose. 
“ EQUO NE CREDITS. ” 

PICTURE CHAT. 

Im Ganzen Guten Schonen 
llesolut zu lebcn. 

—Goethe. 

ONE of the most interesting places in the city of 
Washington is the Corcoran Art Gallery. It is a 

two-story brick building with brown-stone facings. In 
the centre and the corner of the roof, which is a mansard, 
are cupolas or pavilions. On the front of the building 
are four niches in which are statues of Phidias, Raphael, 
Michael Angelo, and Durer; there are also seven statues 
of artists on the west side. Two large bronze lions 
guard the entrance. We first enter a large hall or vesti- 
bule from which rises the stair leading to the main picture 
gallery. 

The first picture seen on entering this gallery is a hand- 
some full-length portrait of Mr. W. W. Corcoran. A 
little to the right of this is the " Forester’s Home,” a 
great favourite with the frequenters of the gallery. It is 
by Knauss, a German, and represents a forester taking 
his ease in his hut after a day’s hunting. He is a man past 
the prime of life, as the long gray beard that reaches to 
his breast proclaims. But his ardour in the pursuit of 
his sport has not been cooled by age. On the walls are 
seen skins and stuffed birds. The guns and knives hang 
upon racks. The forester has thrown himself into a 
chair, and, with one leg over the arm and one hand on 
his forehead, smokes his long German pipe and looks 
back on the happenings of the day. His white hair, now 
grown a little thin, is thrown back from his forehead by 
his hand. His deep-set eyes are turned upwards. One 
can almost picture the scenes of forest life that are pass- 
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ing in thought before them. There is no strong emotion 
expressed, simply the thoughts of an old man, tired by 
a long hunt, recalling at his ease the adventures of the 
day. On his left is a table with the remains of a meal. 
On his right the housekeeper is putting some wood into 
the ruddy stove. A noble hound lies looking into the 
fire. Two young dogs are near him. An air of warmth 
and comfort adds a charm to the scene. 

One of the most striking pictures in this room is 
“ Caesar Dead,” by Gerome, who also painted one called 
“ The Death of Caesar.” It represents Caesar lying dead 
on the floor of the deserted Senate house, “e’en at the 
base of Pompey’s statue.” His face appears between the 
folds of his mantle. The curule chair is cast down from 
its dais and the great room is lonely and bare. 

At the other end of this gallery is a picture that is well 
worthy of notice, both on account of the sublimity of 
the theme and the fine execution of it. It is Bierstadt’s 
“ Mt. Corcoran,” a Sierra scene. A still, green lake 
is enclosed by lofty mountains, with the snowy peak of 
Mt. Corcoran towering above all the others. Several 
trees have fallen into the lake, and the contrast between 
the dry, white portions and the liquid green of the 
water is beautifully presented. A black bear has come 
down from his den to refresh himself in the lake. Tall 
pines stand on every side ; no trace of man is seen ; the 
whole is sublime and natural. 

In the smaller room, which here branches from the 
main gallery, the most noticeable picture is the “ Death 
of Moses,” by Cabanel. It shows the great prophet 
being carried from the heights of Mt. Nebo by the long- 
winged cherubim. Jehovah points with one hand to the 
Land of Promise, but makes a forbidding gesture with 
the other. The white beard and hair of the Almighty 
wave around the holy and majestic face like the mists 
that wreathe the summit of some rock of ages. The con- 
ception is grand but beyond the power of man to portray. 
In the room adjoining this are two large pictures of par- 
ticular merit. They are “The Drought in Egypt” and 
the “Amazon with her Children.” 

In the former is seen a group of Egyptians, mostly 
women and children, tortured by the agonies of parch- 
ing thirst. Some offer their jewels to the gods, and one 
mother holds up to the dry heaven the pale and fam- 
ished form of her dying infant. An aged seer stands 
looking down upon them, seeming no less to fear the 
anger of the people who regard him with dark looks, 
than the slowly coming death from thirst. 

In the foreground of the other picture an Amazon 
mother is watching her two young children wrestling. 
The pride of the mother and the interest with which she 
views the baby efforts of the children take from the 
picture every taint of coarseness or unpleasantness that 
such a theme endangers. The painting is by Leutze, and 
was done by him in his younger days. After studying 
at Dusseldorf, his style was changed entirely, as may be 
noticed in his later work, “Milton and Cromwell,” which 
hangs in the main gallery. 

The next room is the Octagon, which is used as a small 
sculpture gallery. In the centre is the “Greek Slave,” and 
around the sides are several busts, among which is the 
“Veiled Nun,” a wonderful representation of the head 
and shoulders of a nun covered with a veil, yet showing 
every feature distinctly. In the next room are no paint- 
ings of note, but this is fully made up for by the beauti- 
ful statuary that the room contains. Chief among these 
is P. W. H. Rinehart’s “Endymion.” The graceful form 
of the sleeping youth rests on a sheepskin, and the 
position of the delicate form is so natural and easy that 
some have considered this as the greatest work of the 
artist. In the east gallery is another example of Rine- 
hart’s genius. It is the “Sleeping Children,” a group 
which appeals to the heart of every visitor by its sim- 
plicity and innocent beauty, but acquires a new interest 
when it is known that this work was the beginning of 
the sculptor’s fame and led to his being sent to Italy. The 
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infants’ arms are intertwined and their curling hair lies 
in soft waves on the pillow. 

In this room is also the “Trojan Horse,” a painting 
by Motte. It is a clear, starry night and the white 
angular figure of the gigantic horse is rendered more 
ghostly by the pale light. From an opening in the side 
of the monster two ropes hang. On one of these the 
Greeks are seen descending, on the other their bronze 
weapons are let down. The watch-towers of Troy are 
deserted save in one or two places where distant lights 
are seen. The Greeks with furtive glances creep down 
the stair that leads from the wall. There is no moon 
shown in the picture, yet the effect of moonlight is strik- 
ingly produced. 

One of the best paintings in this room is the “Pas- 
toral Visit.” It is a thoroughly American subject, 
treated by one who well knew the character of his theme. 
The artist is Mr. Brookes, of Virginia, who, receiving 
the advantage of an art education at Paris, was not 
ashamed to put his talent to a subject which to -some 
may seem rather in the line of caricature than of true 
art, but which nevertheless is as well worthy of the care 
of American artists as the Norman peasant scenes are of 
such a master as Millet. The scene is a negro cabin to 
which the colored preacher has come to make a paro- 
chial call and also to stay to dinner. He is seated at 
the table which is spread with articles so natural that no 
one who has ever seen the picture can forget it. 

The master of the house, a strong negro of the darkest 
dye, sits by the table listening attentively but wearily 
to the words of advice from the preacher. To the right, 
opposite the preacher, two children kneel on a bench 
behind their father, listening, with their mouths open 
and their eyes expressive of that superstitious fear so 
characteristic of their race. A younger child is resting 
its head on its father’s knee. The wife is helping the 
visitor to some clabber from a grey stone crock marked 
with blue palm leaves. The shiny black of the often- 
brushed clothes of the preacher contrast with the sun- 
burnt brown of those of his parishoner. The picture is 
perfectly natural, neither overdrawn nor cold. 

Passing through the main gallery again, on our way 
down to the hall of statuary, we see hanging just beside 
the large entrance a picture which, from its fame and 
excellence, is well worthy of the place it holds, forming, 
as it does, an introduction and farewell to this treasure- 
house of art, such as none of the others therein con- 
tained can offer. It is the painting by Muller of Char- 
lotte Corday at her prison window. She leans against 
the rusty bars of her dungeon ; in her right hand is a 
pen ; the tricolor is bound around her cap. Her weight 
rests lightly against her hands. The beautiful face has 
the wearied look of one who had borne a terrible inward 
strain for a long time. It is the face of a patriot, yet 
of a murderess ; of one gentle by nature, but rendered 
severe by a stern purpose. There is nothing of cruelty, 
but there is no contrition. It is with difficulty that we 
are drawn away from this picture. 

The hall of statuary below is entered through two long 
passages, one on either side of the stair. 

The walls of these narrow galleries are decorated with 
busts, bass-reliefs, and fragments. The busts are princi- 
pally those of the Ctesars, including two of Augustus 
which are famous; the one of the youth, the other of 
the Emperor. In the vestibule of the hall the central 
figure is the marble statue by Vela, a Swiss, of the “ Last 
Days of Napoleon I.” It represents the Emperor seated 
in his chair. His body and limbs are covered with a 
blanket, but his breast is exposed. His body leans back 
in the chair and his chin rests on his breast. The map 
of Europe lies on his lap and he appears to have just 
raised his eyes from the parchment, and is looking with 
some earnest yet calm expression, rather at some phantom 
of his imagination than at the things around him. He 
seems to be reviewing his past life and calculating its 
results, not with a view to anything that he can do, for 
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there is no trace of ambition left in the face, but rather 
looking upon his past deeds as historic facts whose re- 
sults will reach far into the future. 

In the centre of the hall are two casts of the Dis- 
cobalus by different masters. The better known of the 
two—that is, the one in which the athlete is swinging 
the discus behind him—is from a bronze by Myron of 
the, year 470 B. C. The other, which is, unhappily, too 
rarely mentioned, combines the physical perfection of 
the other with a facial expression which the other lacks. 
This Discobalus stands erect, holding his quoit in his 
right hand; his left is raised near his hips in a gesture 
of suspense. His eyes are looking on the ground before 
him as he measures his opponent’s throw and calculates 
his own strength. The statue is a very pleasing and 
interesting one and recalls to mind the story of Hyacinth ; 
indeed, it is not unlikely that the artist intended this 
for a representation of the unfortunate youth. 

The original of this cast is a marble in the Vatican by 
Naucydes. 

In the east end of this gallery is the renowned Apollo 
Belvidere. It is a cast with the arms restored according 
to the theory that the god was represented as armed with 
a bow. The majestic. poise of the head and shoulders 
and the luxuriant wealth of the ambrosial locks make 
us agree with Homer in calling the god “Apollo the 
King”; while the confident look of the eyes as they 
follow the course of the. distant shaft calls to our minds 
the epithet of “ Far-darter.” 

Beside this cast is one of Diana the Huntress. The 
goddess holds in leash with her left hand a young faun, 
and with the right she draws an arrow from her quiver. 
Her head is turned to the right and she looks a little be- 
hind her. The perfect features have a look of reality 
and seem almost severe. 

At the western end of the hall is the group which 
Michael Angelo so much admired. It is the death of 
Laocoon, and represents the two huge serpents destroy- 
ing the priest and his sons'. The terrible agony and 
mighty efforts of the father and the expression of despair 
depicted on the faces of the sons, terrify the onlooker. 
The powerful muscles of Laocoon are strained to the ut- 
most and the bodies of the youths writhe powerless in the 
terrible coils. The iron sinews of the serpents make us 
wonder that Ruskin should ever have so severely critised 
this portion of the work as to compare the reptiles to ropes 
or braids. The statue calls to mind the lines of Virgil 
in which he so strongly describes this scene, yet we re- 
frain from quoting the Mantuan singer’s lines, for the 
keen German critic, Lessing, has won us to look with 
more favour upon the poem written by Cardinal Sado- 
letus, whose lines are more masterful and realistic: 

“ Dat gemitum ingentem, crudosque avellere dentes 
Connixus, laevam impatiens ad terga chelydri 
Objicit: intendunt nervi, collectaque ab Omni 
Corpore vis frustra summis conatibus instat 
Ferre nequit rabiem et de vulnere murmur anhelum est.” 

The hall of bronzes here adjoins the main gallery. It 
is full of many interesting bronzes, curios, and electro- 
types of armour and antiques. Notable among the 
bronzes are two of Barye’s, “Theseus Slaying the Cen- 
taur,” and “ The Jaguar and the Hare.” The first shows 
the artist’s power of contrasting in the'human counte- 
nance the blind rage of the Centaur and the cool self- 
control of the hero mounted upon him. The second is a 
fine example of Barye’s skill in representing the actions 
of the brute creation. 

In recalling to mind a visit to this art gallery we feel 
that in addition to its value as a means of educating the 
people to an apprecation of works of art, it perpetuates 
the memory of one who, preferring honour and the love of 
his fellow-citizens to mere wealth, made of himself a 
practical example of what every wealthy citizen, and in 
fact every citizen, should be—a philanthropist, a lover of 
men, not a lover of gain. 

MARK MCNEAL, ’93. 

“ CCELO TONANTEM.” 

B III. ODE 5. OMNIPOTENT o’er all the azure plains, 
Jove thunders forth his will and sternly reigns ; 
So here Augustus shall be deemed a god, 

Britons and Parthians trembling at his nod. 
O my poor country ! O degenerate times ! 
Under the reigning Mede in foreign climes 
Has any Crassan captive led 
The rude barbarian to the bridal bed? 
Thus basely joining kindred ties 
With Rome’s inveterate enemies ? 

Have Marsian and Apulian braves, 
Expatriot knaves ! 
Oblivious of the Roman name, 
The sacred shields ablaze with fame, 
The Toga and the Vestal flame, 
Grown old in mean tranquillity, 
While Jove stands guard and Rome is free? 

Not so brave Regulus at Carthage taught: 
(To high example nobly wrought) 
The captive patriot deemed it wise 
To spurn the bartering compromise 
Insidious, and with mischief fraught 
To Rome’s high destinies. 
The youth begirt with Roman arms 
Must steadfast stand midst war’s alarms, 
And standing fight, and fighting die, 
Nor look around for pity’s eye ! 

“ I’ve seen,” said he, “the Roman standards nailed 
To Punic walls, and so in mockery hailed ! 

I’ve seen our Roman soldiers yield 
Their arms, not using sword, or shield ! 
I’ve seen their fettered elbows grind 
Each other on their backs confined, 
The gates wide open to the view ! 

I’ve seen the fields on which our battles trod— 
I’ve seen that desolate sod— 
By Roman toil, beneath the scourging rod, 

Blossom anew! 
Buy back a captive soldier ! O how brave 
That fellow must be who has lived a slave ! 

No ! No, your gold brings infamy ! 
Whene’er the wool receives the stain, 
Imparted by the sea-weed’s dye, 
It never can disclose again 
Its fleecy whiteness to the eye; 
Nor shame nor pride can e’er bring back 
The valor that consents to stack 
On the lost field its sword and shield ! 
When the fleet hind, witli chance of flight, 
Shall grimly turn, and bravely fight. 
Then he again may valorous grow 

Who once has trusted to his country’s foe; 
Aye, he, when Mars again shall frown, 
May trample Carthaginians down; 
He who has felt the galling wrong 
That binds him with a slavish thong ! 
Who trembling, held his bated breath, 
Appalled at near approach of death, 

Despairing else his craven life to save, 
In War a coward, lives in Peace a slave. 
O shame, O Carthage grand, thy glories shine 
Brighter in ruined Italy’s decline !” 

(So spake the patriot captive when he came, 
Ambassador, to treat in Africa’s name.) 

He turns him from the proffered spousal kiss, 
Refraining all connubial bliss; 
He shirks his darling boy’s embrace, 

Sternly bending toward the ground his face, 
As if he felt the blasting shame 
That hovered ’round a captive’s name, 

Till the slow Senate weighed his ponderous plea 
And ratified his wishes by decree ! 
And then he waved his anxious friends aside, 
Not haughtily, but in the generous pride 
Of soul-elation, and made step to go— 

Back to the relentless foe: 
Not rueful, as anticipating woe, 
Nor yet unmindful of the tragic fate 
Awaiting at the Carthaginians’ gate ! 

Calmly he takes his -way as one, 
Goes out, his client’s cause completely done, 
Where milder streams* rejuvenating flow, 
And richer olivesf rarer oils bestow. 

JAMES T. 

*Laced03monium Tarentum-Celebrated for its mild waters. 
tVenafranos—Celebrated for its olives and oils. 
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LETTERS ON OUR DISTANT COUSINS. 

JOHNNY CRAPAUD. 

THAT France is the soul of the arts and sciences must 
be confessed. Living and ever moving amidst 

beautiful pictures and graceful sculptures, the minds of 
the people have become ennobled and elevated and their 
hearts moulded to a love of whatever approaches lebeau 
ideal. They feel satisfaction and admiration in viewing 
whatever is grand and lovely in the world of painting, 
music, and statuary. But why nobleness of mind is not 
tempered always with purity of heart, how beings with 
fine sensitive spirits can stoop to low excesses, is passing 
all conception. ’Tis as incongruous as the beautiful 
Queen of Fairyland kissing the long, hairy ears of 
Bottom. 

‘‘Nowhere is my music understood save in France !” 
cries Wagner. Tolstoi published his new book, “ De la 
Vie,” in Paris rather than at Rome, or even Berlin. 
American “debutantes” will not get their “trousseau” 
elsewhere. In a word, France is a sort of mart for all 
nations. There is a saying current that, “Tout homme 
d’elite a deux patries, la sienne d’abord, et la France 
ensuite.” Every man of taste has two countries; his own 
first, and after it, France. 

“ In many respects,” writes Frank Stockton in “ Per- 
sonally Conducted,” “Paris is as lively as Naples; as 
beautiful, but in a different way, as Venice; almost as 
rich in remains of the Middle Ages as Florence, and 
yet, after all, it will remind you of none of these.” It 
won’t, dear reader, especially if you have never seen 
Naples, or Venice, or Florence. As we rumble through 
the thoroughfares the sights are more or less familiar to 
our eyes. We recognize that glorious pile, “ Le Grand 
Opera” from the numberless pictures we have seen 
of it. In the environs of “la place de l’Opera” one 
finds the spicy life of Paris. And it is a gala day— 
a day of merriment. It is Sunday. Multitudes of 
people, both men and women, are sipping “liqueurs” 
in front of the cafes. It isn’t anything; women pore 
over the files of the latest “ journaux,” nod and smile, 
fee the smooth-faced “garcons”; men smoke cigarettes, 
warm upon the subject of politics with the aid of pleasant 
stimulants, and play the gallant generally; crowds ride 
past in omnibuses and fiacres chattering joyously among 
themselves as though life was all a light jest; gendarmes 
in gaudy uniforms and stiff bearing are driven along in 
grand style, and everybody looks and stares at every- 
body else. There are a thousand and one little compli- 
ments and “bon mots ” exchanged and many turnings 
of the head accompanied by “chic” nods. There is 
plenty of that “ raillerie parisienne qui n’a jamais rien 
respecte.” French girl bedizened in bright colors with 
a proud little doggy tripping at her heels meets 
matronly friend with a small “ garde soleil.” Mme. F.: 
“Ah! ma chere Pipette, comme il fait chaud ! laisse 
moi t’embrasser ma p’tite filette.* 

“Mon dieu, queje suis lasse d’acheter ! Ah, Mignon, tu 
a trop de rouge, oui et un peu, juste un peu trop de 
poudre sur ton p’tit nez—alors. Mais, mon Dieu, regarde 
done cette robe de Mme. K—mais qu’elle est visible. 
Je jure que son chapeau qui a Pair d’un chou-fleur est le 
vieux renouvele. Mais qu’elle est bete. Tu vas au bal 
ce soir? Moi aussi. Eh bien, au revoir. (They embrace 
again.) To translate this would be simply to destroy its 
french flavor. Moreover,in the stolid Anglo-Saxon many 
of the phrases would ill befit the conversation of gentle 
women. A ballad of Villon has it, that “good talkers 
are only found in Paris.” If the gentleman who wrote 
that will manage to be present at an American five- 
o’clock tea, he will hear something to his advantage. 
The French talk is called a causerie and, like everything 

♦French mothers so designate such of their daughters as have been 
marriageable for a decade of years. Mme. F. was very intimate with 
Pipette. P. S, 

French, is marked with a lightness of touch and move- 
ment. 

Balzac declares that Paris is the only city in the world 
in which you can encounter scenes which convert its 
boulevards into a perpetual drama, acted by the French 
people, gratis, for the benefit of art. The cartoonist, 
methinks comes in pat. It just reminds one of what 
Thackeray wrote to the editor of the Bungay Beacon-. 
“ In looking at these men (the French), their manners, 
dresses, opinions, politics, actions, history, it is impos- 
sible to preserve a grave countenance; instead of having 
Carlyle to write a history of the French Revolution, I 
often think it should be handed over to Dickens or Theo- 
dore Hook, and oh ! where is the Rabelais to be the 
faithful historian of the last phase of the Revolution? ” 
Days and days have dwindled into nothing since the 
creator of “ Colonel Newcombe ” made these remarks— 
and time has wrought many changes for the better—but 
still the Frenchman makes us smile. 

“ As polite as a French dancing master,” is quite an 
archaic expression. The Frenchman has been proverb- 
ially polite ever since we can remember. To be courte- 
ous, polished, and complimentary have been traits in- 
herited; at least such qualities are supposed to have 
come down from Crapaud’s ancestors who lived in the 
golden age of chivalry. In most instances the French 
politeness is a pretty amusing little farce. The Cra- 
pauds are mostly all courtiers, flatterers, arfd ducking 
observants, who “stretch their duties nicely.” Well, 
every nation has such characters. Until the world 
arrives at a system of street socialism and “Equality 
and Fraternity ” (alas, even in heaven we shall sit one 
above the other. Isay ‘we,’ fori must cast no reflec- 
tions) it must expect sweet words, cajolings, cozenings 
and much mocking attention and hollow forms; and 
every creature must be prepared to play the dupe, if he 
is in a way to shower offices or places of emolument upon 
his less fortunate fellows. AVhen thrift may follow 
fawning, then, says Hamlet, crook the pregnant hinges of 
the knee. Diplomacy is at hand—and the hand is at the 
pocket. 

But I forget that we are rolling through the thronged 
streets. I remember the colporteurs de journaux, the 
newsboys, crying, “Le Temps, m’sieur, touteslesnouvelles 
du depart de Dinah Salifon et le Prince Bon-bon, que 
quinze centimes;” or Times, sir; all about the depart- 
ure of Dinah Salifon and Prince Bon-bon, only fifteen 
centimes. (The next morning I bought the Paris edi- 
tion of the New York Herald and found all the base-ball 
scores of the day before—thanks to the cable and Amer- 
ican enterprise.) It was a long ride from the station to 
the Hotel N , but it was an exciting one. What 
wonderment must have stood in my countenance ! 
When Wilhelm Meister first beheld the puppet-show he 
could not have been in a more intense state of feeling 
than I was on entering this new life. It was also a cause 
of much chagrin to me that all the best people were 
away for the summer months ; some were gone to Trou- 
ville, some to Etretat and Baden-Baden—many to Aix 
les Bains, which, they say, is visited by 30,000 bathers 
every season. ’Twas there Her Majesty the Queen of 
England sojourned in 1885 and 1887, and also His Maj- 
esty Dom Pedro, Emperor of Brazil. I—Lem ! am quite' 
well acquainted with others who traveled even so far as 
Franzensbad, a famous little place in Austria, where 
Bismarck and Giers settled the eventful Battenberg 
affairs—and where we get delicious mud baths. 

“We went to early mass at Notre Dame,” said Miss 
Obediah Steele, that’s my sister. She is only about 
twenty-eight and unmarried. Father never wanted his 
children to marry young. He wanted his children to 
be happy as long as they could. “ You must see the 
magnificent church, Peter,” she continued vehemently; 
“ the towers are 244 feet high—it’s on the other side of 
the Seine—you have to cross a bridge which is built of 
the stones that once made part of the famous Bastille 
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torn down July 14, 1789—a hundred years ago—by the 
French mob—and ” 

“ Oh, do have a breath, Sister Obre !” I have to in- 
sist upon it, forObediah, like all of her sex, chatters so 
fast that she often forgets to breathe, and its painful to 
look upon—not to say dangerous. I have known her to 
faint at odd moments, when I took my all-supporting eye 
off of her—and when a sweet gentlemen stood not far off. 
“Sister, I suppose,” quoted I, “these Frenchmen, that 
are running wild about here, love to step all over those 
stones that once made part of the old Bastille?” 

Obediah simpered and answered, drawing from her 
reticule a French mouchoir saturated with cologne and 
applying it to my nostrils : “ Most certainly—the great 
Magasin du Bon Marche is over the Seine.” “But, sis- 
ter, the shopping is never over—tell me, have you gone 
into the scent business?” 

“ No, this comes from Cologne, Peter. There are 
fountains that spout this sort of perfumed liquid ” 

“Bah, away with the kerchief!” I then bade the 
relative raise the window. He did so mechanically, his 
eyes drinking in the picturesque scenes through which 
we passed. “ Sister, I don’t want to put on any foreign 
airs.” 

“Tush, boy, you’ll like Maria Farina, so sweet, so ” 
“Go too, sister Steele; I’ll have none of your Maria 

Farina’s—you can tell her so with my compliments.” 
Upon the delivery of this, sister Steele, using her fan as 
a ferule, tapped me on the cheek. “A hit!” I cried, 
“A base hit !” The relative got very excited over this. 

The Hotel N , in its advertisements, boasted an 
“hydraulic” lift. The marble stairs were good enough for 
us. The lift made about three lifts a day. Starting 
sometime after breakfast you would reach the first floor 
in time for luncheon. We ate fairly well, especially 
Obediah. 

She lette 110 morsel from hire lippes falle, 
Ne wette hire fingres in hire sauce depe. 

One of the principal sights of Paris is the cocher— 
yes, he is a sight. “ Look!” exclaimed the relative, as 
we sauntered out into the street, “catch on to the 
driver !” There was the monkey of a fellow, perched 
on his box, superciliously puffing a cigarette. He was 
clothed in a bluish coat ornamented with brass buttons, 
a drab waistcoat with red facings. On his round head 
was cocked a high black hat of japanned tin; the hat 
was mostly on the occiput. In this motley attire, and 
with red cheeks and purple nose shining in the sun, he 
passed us, furiously lashing his nags. On he went, this 
Jehu with his serpentine lash, crying, “Allez-donc! 
allez-donc!” His horses, not being sharp shod, slipped 
continually and injured themselves in saving the wooden 
paving. Horses fall about seven times a day in Paris, 
and the cocher, although naturally he is behind the 
sorry animal, manages to keep apace. I am told that if 
a cocher drives over a man, the man, provided he is 
hurt, has to pay a fine, one-half of which the government 
appropriates, and the other half is awarded to the cocher. 
Oh, how the fiacre dashes through the streets, sweeping 
round corners, with women screaming before it, and 
men running from it, and little boys dare not pass 
though if it is a square away—very little boys dare not. 
Charles Dickens has penned us, in “A Tale of Two 
Cities,” a very vivid picture of the, careless cocher. 
Monsieur the Marquis’s carriage as it swooped round a 
corner by a fountain, one of the wheels came to a sick- 
ening jolt, and there was a loud cry from a number of 
voices and the horses reared and plunged. But for the 
latter inconvenience the carriage probably would but 
have stopped; carriages were often known to drive and 
leave their wounded behind, and why not? But the 
frightened valet had got down in a hurry and there were 
twenty hands at the horses’ bridles. 

“ What has gone wrong?” said the Marquis, calmly 
looking out. A tall man in a night-cap had caught up a 

bundle from among the feet of the horses and laid it on 
the basement of the fountain and was down in the mud 
and wet howling over it like a wild animal—“ Killed !” 
The child was dead; but Marquis, who made you resem- 
ble those stone faces on your chateau which the Gorgon’s 
head had surveyed ? 

Again I must say times have changed for the better, al- 
though the old recklessness sticks out a bit—a good bit. 
People do not dance the carmagnole, exactly; nor is 
la guillotine always red with blood. “A Tale of Two 
Cities” depicts a pitiful Paris, tottering and wild, with 
only one sweet pure lady bird to throw in the gloom a 
gleam of sunshine. Now we hope that there are num- 
berless lady birds. 

The French cochers are an institution by themselves. 
Before any of these fat, lazy fellows can make any profit 
they must pay out of their earnings eighteen or twenty 
francs a day (according to the style of the “fiacre”). 
You need have no fear if you forget anything in a 
“fiacre,” for it will be promptly brought to the com- 
pany’s office by the “honest” cocher. The word “gov- 
ernment,” at the pronunciation of which a cocher’s 
hair will stand on end, instills a new sense of probity in 
him. It.is customary to give the cocher a “ pour-boire,” 
a few centimes, if they have a “fiacre” for an 
hour, Frenchmen generously add a “pour-boire” of 
twenty-five centimes, Americans sometimes more. But 
twenty centimes will have the cocher at your feet; less 
than the ordinary fee will find him grumbling, surly, 
noisy, and expostulating. As there are no street cars, 
only a few lines of tramways (the introduction in 1871 
of street cars was a failure), “fiacres” in Paris are as 
plentiful as gondolas in Venice. So if you want one of 
these convenient vehicles you need but to hiss and you’ll 
not have long to wait. The French cocher is well fed, 
of course—who isn’t in France? (France is a commu- 
nity of Ponses. They are all more or less like Balzac’s 
Pons, about whom I may have occasion to say a few words 
later on.) With the French it is a case of “ la corne- 
muse ” (the bagpipe), “ ne dit mot si elle n’a pas le 
ventre plein.” Henri Fourth prophesied a social mil- 
lennium “ when every peasant should have his fowl in the 
pot,” and, egad! it has come to pass, if it was not al- 
ways. The cocher has his cognac and claret and coffee. 
He cares for little more. One told me during a drive 
“a la course” that he felt a trifle indisposed, but he 
presumed it was the chicken-salad that he had eaten at 
“dejeuner.” PETER STEELE. 

AN OLD BOOK IN A NEW DRESS. 

MR. ARTHUR GILMAN’S “First Steps in English Litera- 
ture,” which was first published about twenty years ago, 
has just been revised by the author and put on the mar- 
ket by Messrs. A. S. Barnes & Co. This little book was 
written at a time when the study of our literature was 
largely carried on in schools by means of “elegant ex- 
tracts,” which often constituted the whole library of the 
pupils who were seldom encouraged to seek access to 
the complete book of the authors. It is unnecessary to 
say that no good teacher now follows the old method. 
Mr. Gilman’s is a protest against this sort of study. He 
purposely excludes extracts, but supplies a list of edi- 
tions, so that the old method will be impossible where 
his book is the text. Mr. Gilman gives a philosophic 
outline with brief accounts of writers both in England 
and America, and does not dole out admiration and lit- 
erary criticism with a spoon. The scheme at once met 
approval from the most capable instructors, and the 
book has held its place in many schools since its first 
appearance. Very little revision has been attempted— 
little was necessary indeed—but the list of books has 
been re-written, the dates of some of the later writers’ 
deaths have been inserted, and some of the results of the 
latest scholarship have been incorporated. Mr. Gilman 
is president of the Harvard annex for women. 
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FROM THE SANCTUM. 

the very length or shortness of the songs, are determined 
by an inward necessity which only another Horace can 
reproduce. What wonder is it that critics call transla- 
tions “ beautiful tapestry reversed,” or “ imitation of 
natural flowers in cambric or wax.” 

In making an English poem, however, of an ode like 
the Ctzlo tonantem, where the thought is more precious 
than the form, there is better chance of success. Why 
will not some one attempt the task? 

Those among you that evolve only undiluted original 
work, who think mere translation a thing without your 
orbit, consider that Lynette, who rode with “nose tip- 
tilted like the petal of a flower,” had that delicate organ 
sunburnt in evil wise, and to no purpose. Justus Lip- 
sius (Monit. Pol., Lib. I., cap 1) hath said : “Nec ara- 
nearum sane texus ideo melior quia ex se fila giguunt, 
nec noster vilior quia ex alienis libamus ut apes.” 
Moreover, you will find, as we have already hinted, that 
if you try to make a fair translation of the Ccelo tonantem 
you will encounter more original work than you ever did 
before, even when during sad days thieves had broken in 
and driven off your bronchos. Gentlemen, gird up your 
loins! K alovyapTO adtov, Kai y elwig fieyaty, as Socrates said 
ere hemlock had impaired his digestion. 

You may whisper, why does not this exhorting editor 
himself try the fair emprise? Ah, gentlemen, 

“Fungar vice cotis, acutum 
Reddere quse ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi!” 

Now, when you smite your lyres give us ah English 
poem. Make not an ode which sings grandly in Latin have 
a bad cold in English. Dante Rossetti said : “ The only 
true motive for putting poetry into a fresh language must 
be to endow a fresh nation as far as possible with one 
more possession of beauty. Who will thus endow the 

.Republic? 

WE have received a beautiful metrical translation of 
the Tyrrhena regum progenies, done by Mr. Tall- 

madge A. Lambert, ’62;'and this reminds us of asking 
what in the world are you people of poetry, rhetoric, and 
philosophy doing anent that gold medal for a transla- 
tion of Ccelo tonantem ? Do you think you can translate 
an ode which is probably Horace’s master-piece, during 
those restful days devoted to the printing of the Uni- 
versity Register? Please remember that Dante met 
Horace walking in “the meadow of fresh verdure” 
even at the right hand of 

“ Quel Greco 
Che le Muse lattar piu ch’ altro mai.” 

Second only to Homer, gentlemen ! 
“ Quegli e Omero, poeta sovrano, 

L’ altro e Orazio. satiro.” 

It is no easy task to translate Horace in any part of 
his work. “ His extraordinary condensation, so little 
in harmony with the English language or the usual cur- 
rent of English thought; his power of embodying in one 
sequence a single idea connected through all its phases 
by an almost imperceptible thread; the ‘ curiosa felici- 
tas ’ with which he draws a picture by a single epithet, 
such as ‘fabulosns Hydaspesplacens uxor’; his abrupt 
transitions; the frequent absence of a connecting link 
enabling the modern reader to track the pervading idea 
of the poet through the apparently disconnected pass- 
ages of the poem; the obscurity arising from the use of 
images and allusions familiar to the Roman ear, but 
now only known to the scholar; these are a few of the 
obstacles with which the translator of Horace’s greater 
odes has to contend when presenting them to the En- 
glish reader.” 

If you take the songs, the lighter carmina, then you 
are dealing with jewels of morning-lighted dew that 
trembles and slips on the blades of grass. You may 
gather these drops to make them your own, but you will 
have within your hollow palms nothing but common 
water. The rhythm, the tones, the coloring, the imagery, 

TO MAECENAS. 

Tyrrhena regum progenies. 

HOBACE, ODE XXIX., LIB. 3. 

O thou, Maecenas, who canst trace 
Descent from ’Truria’s royal race, 
My humble store I pray thee grace 

Of unbroaclied wine, 
And at my board resume the place 

Forever thine ! 

Make no delay, hut once again 
Forsake wet Tibur’s moistened plain, 
And iEsula, whose fields attain 

The hill’s steep side, 
And Telegon, red with the stain 

Of parricide. 

Thy cloying wealth and honours proud, 
Thy palace rearing to the cloud, 
And all the sycophantic crowd, 

Leave for a time; 
Avoid the din, the smoky shroud 

Of Rome sublime. 

The wealthy ofttimes welcome change; 
And oft the farmer’s humble grange, 
Where cleanliness and health arrange 

The plain repast, 
Restores the brow which cares derange 

And overcast. 

Bright Cephus rises in the sky, 
And Proeyon fiercely burns on high, . 
While Leo’s star, of lurid dye, 

Portends the drought, 
And glowing Phoebus, drawing nigh, . 

Deserts the south. 

The shepherd, now, and panting sheep 
Close to the thicket’s shading keep, 
And in the cooling streamlet steep 

Their languid limbs; 
The sluggish waters onward creep 

Uncurled by winds. 
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But thou, engaged in state affairs, 
And pressed by weight of civic cares, 
Must needs inquire what best appears 

For thine own Rome, 
How China, Bactria, Tanais fares, 

The Parthian’s home. 

An all-wise Power conceals from sight 
Our after fortunes, dark or bright, 
And o’er them sets a rayless night 

Of Stygian shade, 
And laughs whenever mortal might 

Would fain invade. 

Enjoy to-day: as yonder stream 
Whose waters, smooth-revolving, seem 
To bear within their depths a gleam 

Of Tuscan sea, 
So life ’neatli fortune’s favouring beam 

Flows happily. 

But like those waters when they sweep, 
A swollen torrent, broad and deep, 
And headlong every stay o'erleap 

In mad career,— 
So life a turbid course will keep, 

Impelled by care. 4 

He nobly o’er himself holds sway, 
And truly lives, who thus can say, 
As evening seals each well-spent day: 

“I’ve lived my life ! 
The Father may arouse the sea 

And winds to strife— 

“ But lo, he cannot render vain 
What fleeting Time hath backward ta’en, 
Nor yet avoid nor change again 

That which is past. 
Thus memory’s joys must e’en remain 

Unto the last! ” 

won. Whatever else these honoured graduates may have 
had in common, they had assembled here from the four 
quarters of the country full of love for their Alma Mater, 
full of gratitude to the institution which had fostered 
the springs of their moral and intellectual life. No won- 
der they were touched on beholding the familiar scenes. 
No wonder, like Ponce de Leon, they sighed for the 
days of youth again. 

The exercises were simple but of an impressive char- 
acter. Near Rev. Fr. Richards, the President of the 
University, were seated the officers of the Alumni Asso- 
ciation, and on either side were the clergy and alumni. 
Of the latter, the most noticeable was the venerable Fr. 
William Clarke, of St. Aloysius, the oldest living alum- 
nus of Georgetown. After a few graceful remarks by the 
President, Judge Walter S. Cox, of New York, the exer- 
cises of the day were begun by the reading of the poem 
by Henry C. Walsh, ’8i, of Philadelphia, the brilliant 
and versatile editor of Lippincott s Magazine. The poem 
is a beautiful tribute of affection to College and tutors ; 
is full of the most exquisite imagery, and bears the im- 
press of a truly poetic mind. No criticism of ours, how- 
ever, can supply the beauties of the poem itself, and so 
we print it in full, that our readers may judge of its 
excellence. 

O mother, come we here to-day, 
Your children, weary not of play, 
But work; so come we now to rest 
Our tired heads upon your breast. 

And we would dream the old days 'back, 
And we would tread the beaten track 
Of memories, that hold the key 
Of what we are, and what shall be. 

Fair Fortune, pleasing but to grieve, 
Exciting hope but to deceive, 
Exulting where she may bereave 

With keenest pain, 
The transient honours I receive 

Will take again. 

I praise her—with me—when I see 
Her, fluttering, rise, about to flee, 
I give up all and tranquilly 

Behold her go, 
And seek undowered poverty 

Whence virtues flow. 

For so the husbandmen that reap, 
And those that watch the corn up creep, 
Hear in their hearts glad echoes sing 
The happy sowing time of Spring. 

Here where we sowed, fond memories cling; 
Here where we dreamed of what might bring 
The coming days, saw harvests grow 
Much larger than we ere should know. 

Each one of us with bursting pate 
Has rushed a full-fledged graduate 
With eagerness that sped our legs 
To teach our grandam to suck eggs. 

’Tis not for me, when Afric’s blast 
Bends low the sailless, creaking mast,— 
’Tis not forme, with eyes upcast, 

To supplicate 
That through the storm my ship hold fast 

Its precious freight. 

Not mine to strive, with bargaining vows, 
The heavenly deities to rouse, 
Lest my rich Cyprian, Tyrian prows 

Sink on the deep; 
Me griefless poverty allows 

Unbroken sleep. 

The Twins my trusting course shall guide 
As o’er the fickle waves I glide, 
Assisted by the winds and tide, 

In my swift barque; 
And every storm I’ll safely ride 

A scathless mark! 
TALLMADGE A. LAMBERT, ’62. 

TOPICS OF THF: HOUR. 

THE ALUMNI MEETING AND BANQUET. A LARGE audience, composed of the Alumni of 
Georgetown University and their friends, assem 

bled on the afternoon of the i6th inst. in Gaston Memorial 
Hall, the occasion being the annual reunion of the 
Alumni Association. On the stage, Which was beauti- 
fully interspersed with myriad-hued flowers, sat the stu 
dents of earlier days, some covered with the silver locks 
of age, others in the full prime of manly vigor, and 
others, again,whose memories were still fresh with recol- 
lections of trials gone through and hard-fought battles 

But mother earth is old and wise, 
We did not take her by surprise. 
The world has taught us much, and we 
Are students who would teachers be. 

So humbler come we home to-day, 
And thankful ’tis a holiday; 
Being better fitted for vacation 
Than for a college examination. 

Some-learning sure must wear away 
From those who in their earliest day 
Commenced to learn with ABC 
And ended simply with A B. 

For knowledge sure must ever be 
As something mainly of degree. 
And though our knowledge fainter grow, 
Of Homer, Yirgil, Cicero,— 

Yet surely we can clearer ken 
The modern world and modern men 
For all the knowledge we amassed 
Of the great leaders of the past. 

The boys are coming home to-day 
Who have been romping far away; 
Are these the boys that we have known ? 
While romping, they strange beards have grown. 

Yes, bearded warriors in that strife, 
That doubtful battle known as life. 
Whose arms were ground here in one mill, 
Who passed to follow some higher will. 

For one may see with the spirit’s eye 
And draw his mission from the sky, 
And one to suffering lend his skill, 
And one may follow the rainbow still. 
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For all to-day is spread a feast— 
For lawyer, doctor, merchant, priest, 
For all who in their earlier day 
Were wearers of the “ blue ” and gray.” 

We all shall meet again, and hold 
A great alumni meeting there, 
Where we shall blend the days of old 
With all that Heaven holds most fair. 

I would that all might gather here 
About the board of goodly cheer, 
To pass the cup with friendly hand, 
Without one missing from the band. 

But let us send a word of cheer 
To all our toilers, far and near, 
Nor yet forgetting, with bowed head, 
To pay our tribute to the dead:— 

To those old boys who are the same, 
Who have not changed like us in frame, 
Who with closed eyelids calmly lie 
Embalmed by loving, memory ;— 

To those who gave us of their store 
Of generous learning, who no more 
The seeds of knowledge patient sow, 
Those seeds from which rich harvests grow;— 

To Curley, simple, gentle, wise, 
Whose knowledge spanned the earth and skies, 
Who traced the course of shining Mars, 
Yet loved the flowers as the stars. 

These now return the love he gave, 
The flowers bloom above his grave, 
And tenderly the stars at night 
Bathe his pale tomb with friendly light. 

And Sumner I would call to mind, 
Whose heart beat ever true and kind; 
And Whiteford, he whose tender grace 
Doth sanctify his resting-place. 

A song welled upward from my heart 
When death struck him with cruel dart; 
This song I bring, and now I crave 
To lay it gently on his grave. 

THE SONG. 

Beneath a white stone, cold he lies, 
Who drew so warm a breath, 

And oh, those tine and radiant eyes 
Are close shut in by death. 

Cold science says—the fittest live, 
My heart says, ’tis a lie, 

He was the fittest to survive, 
Yet he did fade and die. 

In his fair prime he bowed his head, 
This leader among men. 

So strong, so good—yet he is dead, 
What meaneth science then ? 

♦ 

Yet if I could I would not weep 
So loud in wild despair, 

To penetrate into his sleep, 
Or wake him, lying there. 

If any cry could break his rest 
’Twould be a cry of pain. 

But who would drag him from the blest 
Unto the earth again ? 

He was the fittest to survive, 
“ Yet God be praised,” I cry, 

For ho who was so fit to live 
Was fitter still to die. 

But clouds can never hide our skies, 
For better e’en than learned lore 
Our mother gave, the hope we prize 
That here she taught us o’er and o’er. 

And looking upward at that cross 
Whereon the gentle Saviour dies, 
Ah, dimmer grows our sense of loss 
Before the pathos of those eyes. 

So bound in that communion vast, 
The sacrifice of Calvary gave, 
We send our greeting even past 
The guarded portals of the grave. 

And we shall hold that larger hope 
That gleams through shadows on the way, 
That beyond Heaven’s starry cope 
In the fair dawn of a new day— 

For who shall say that up above 
No memories of earth shall rise? 
Nay let us hope our bonds of love 
Shall add their brightness to the skies. 

Judge Cox then introduced, as the orator of the occa- 
sion, Tallmadge A. Lambert, ’62, of the bar of this city. 
Mr. Lambert chose as his subject “Political Reform.” 
The oration was a masterly production, thoughtful and 
earnest, delivered in a precise and eloquent manner, 
and highly appreciated by the audience. Govern- 
ment, said the speaker, is administered throughout 
the States by men under control of the machine. The 
popular choice is ignored, and men elected to office are 
seldom the representatives of the people. The free will 
of the people should assert itself; bribery must be sup- 
pressed, and the rings which dominate the political par- 
ties must go. How are these reforms to be accom- 
plished? By introducing into every university in the 
land a system of higher education, which shall include 
a thorough scientific instruction of the principles of po- 
litical reform. Liberty and learning go together; they 
are inseparable, and on their true and steady growth 
depends the prosperity of the state. The speaker closed 
with an appeal to the intelligent young men of the coun- 
try to take an active part in political affairs, to exercise 
their rights of suffrage, and thus act in accordance with 
the spirit of those who founded our free government. 

The oration closed the public exercises. It occupied 
about an hour in its delivery, and was closely listened 
to by all. After an admirable selection by the orchestra, 
under the direction of Professor Donch, Fr. Richards 
announced that a business meeting of the alumni would 
be held in Coleman Museum for the purpose of electing 
a poet and an orator for next year. Several telegrams 
of regret were read at this meeting, among them one 
from the Rev. E. J. Allen, D. D., President of St. Mary’s 
College. After the reading of the telegrams an unex- 
pected announcement was made to the effect that an 
anonymous donor had generously contributed $5,000 to 
the University Observatory. The election for poet re- 
sulted in the choice of James Ryder Randall, ’58, au- 
thor of the familiar lyric, “Maryland, My Maryland,” 
and Hon. F. C. C. Zegarra, the Peruvian Minister to the 
United States, and Vice-President of the Pan-American 
Congress, was chosen orator. 

Last of all came the banquet, which was held at 7.30 
o’clock in the students’ refectory. The general effect of 
the flowers and decorations was charming in the extreme. 
The tables were arranged in the form of a trident, and 
the room with its tasteful intermingling of palms and 
tropical foliage from the conservatory of Thomas E. 
Waggaman ; the delicate red and white roses, lilies-of- 
the-valley and incarnations nearly screened by the inter- 
vening palm leaves, reminded one of some Oriental scene 
in which nature had gathered together the fairest of her 
treasures. At the head of the table sat the Right Rev. 
Bishop J. J. Keane, with Fr. Richards at his left and 
Daniel Boone, second vice-president, who presided, in the 
absence of Judge Cox, on his right. And now came the 
interesting part of the programme which called upon the 
old students to do justice to the elegant repast spread 
before them. The toasts responded to were as follows : 

1. “The Alumni.”—Strong in the teachings of Alma 
Mater, her Alumni should advance her interests and ex- 
tend her fame, since the glory of one is the heritage of 
all. Hon. Joseph E. Washington, ’73, Tennessee. 

2. “University Extension.”—Its influence must be 
felt not only in letters and the sciences, but also in the 
promotion of good citizenship and honest government. 
W. A. Hammond, ’68, Maryland. 

3. “Athletics in our Universities.”—The training of 
the mind ought not to be weakened in the development 
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of the muscle ; to preserve a sound mind in a healthy 
body should be the aim and end of our Olympic games. 
George E. Hamilton, D. C. 

4. “Our Sister Universities.”—In the domain of let- 
ters a true democracy ever welcomes earnest collabora- 
tion in which the only rivalry is for the general good. 
Rt. Rev. John J. Keane, D. D. 

Hon. Joseph E. Washington, the toastmaster, in in- 
troducing the Rt. Rev. Bishop Keane, D. D., face- 
tiously remarked that, although the toast-list called 
for the Rt. Rev. gentleman last—the best wine is ever 
placed last—yet he had been constrained to place 
him first, because the hours were growing apace and 
the Rector of the New Catholic University felt himself 
under the pressing necessity of giving a good example 
to the members of the University by returning early. 
Bishop Keane was greeted with applause as he arose to 
give in his pleasing and graceful manner what proved 
the most interesting remarks of the evening. The spirit 
of old Georgetown, said the speaker, is in harmony with 
that of the most noted of our colleges. Looking upon 
the gathered alumni two pictures presented themselves 
to his mind’s eye. The first was when the Catholic 
Church in these United States was in swathing bands. 
It was when the master mind of Carroll hushed many a 
whisper that ran abroad to the effect that Catholics were 
disloyal subjects and antagonistic to enlightenment. By 
his intimate relations with Washington and Franklin, 
by his valuable services in aiding the patriot cause, the 
former imputation was hushed ; and by his founding 
Georgetown College, a convincing and irrefragable argu- 
ment, he silenced the thoughtless outcries of intellectual 
sluggishness against that church, the mother of arts and 
the fosterer of science. Nay, have not the Chief Magis- 
trates of the land come here to testify their esteem for 
Georgetown College, whose professors and students ever 
true to their God, eager in their intellectual advancement, 
have been foremost in the ranks of patriotic citizens? 

And now, continued the Rev. Bishop, a second picture 
comes before us. The church has made progress as the 
country has expanded. While the church was weak those 
unkindly disposed patted the weakling on the head in a 
patronizing manner. But the onward march was strong 
and steady, and its increasing strength dismayed its ene- 
mies. Again were the harsh accusations of disloyalty and 
hostility to advancement flung into her face, and again 
were they silenced when on that Thanksgiving day sev- 
enty mitred Bishops assembled in council at Baltimore to 
conform and enact regulations which would tend to make 
men’s hearts pure and noble for their country and their 
God. By founding the new Catholic University, an 
institution designed to meet the needs of the future, the 
attacks on the church as an enemy to higher education 
are turned away harmlessly. 

This was the tenor of Bishop Keane’s remarks, which 
created a profound impression and were vigorously 
applauded. George E. Hamilton, LL. D., ’89, of this 
city, in answering to the toast on athletics in place 
of Dr. La Place, who was professionally detained in 
Philadelphia, expressed a graceful sentiment during his 
causerie by. saying that the meeting of mind with mind— 
a generous flow of soul in the social reunions of the 
alumni—had a higher effect than the athletics of the 
campus. Nor should .a mere social reunion be the aim 
of such a gathering; it should be their earnest endeavour 
to aid materially their struggling Alma Mater. After a 
few remarks by the genial toast-master, the alumni meet- 
ing of 1890 was ended. All voted it a most successful 
and enjoyable affair, and many were the words of praise 
spoken for the officers of the association, and particu- 
larly for Mr. E. D. F. Brady, the efficient and untiring 
secretary, to whom chief credit is due. Let us hope that 
we of the present generation of Georgetown students 
may equal her sons of the past in their loyalty to their 
Alma Mater and in their usefulness as citizens of the 
Republic. EDWARD DENIS O’BRIEN, ’90. 
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THE PHILOSOPHERS’ SPECIMEN. 

N Tuesday, the first inst., the class of ’90 held, in 
Gaston Memorial, their first public disputation. 

It was opened by Mr. Semmes with an essay, which was 
marked for its lucid and logical style, on the age of the 
world. He showed that it is impossible to form any true 
hypothesis accounting for the age of the world. That 
we need not take the word days, used in Genesis, in its 
literal sense, and that the world may have been, accord- 
ing to the hypothesis of the scientists, millions of years 
in its formation; or, on the other hand, that it might 
have been created, as it is, in an instant. 

Among the theses chosen for defense were the follow- 
ing, on the origin of the world, and on the possibility 
and cognoscibility of miracles, respectively: 

‘ ‘ Origo mundi explicari nequit 1. per existentiam ' ma- 
teriae improductae; nec 2. per emanationem a divini sub- 
stantia, ut volunt Pantheistae; sed explicari debet j. per 
productionem rerum ex nihilo, quod inlelligimus nomine 
creationis. ’ ’ 

Aud: “ 1. Negari nequit miraculorum possibilitas, seu 
euentum facultatem et ordinem totius naturae creatae super- 
antum. 

2. Potest praeterea humana mens, siminus semper, certe 
in multis casibus ea discernere ah operibus cujuscumque 
agentis creaii. ’ ’ 

The defendants were Messrs. White and McKechnie; 
the objectors, Messrs. Murphy and Knowlan. The ob- 
jections were well taken and strongly urged, but were as 
vigorously defended. Several objections proposed by 
Rev. Fr. Rector were satisfactorily answered by Mr. 
McKechnie. 

The disputation was concluded by an essay on mes- 
merism, from Mr. O’Brien. By a strong and logical train 
of argument, he proved that mesmerism in its higher 
forms could not be explained by natural means, nor 
could it have a material cause ; that, therefore, it must 
have a spiritual cause ; that this spiritual cause could 
not be the human soul, because the effects produced are 
beyond the power of the human soul; that therefore 
the cause must be higher than the human soul and 
must either be God, or a good or bad angel; but to re 
fer such workings to God or to a good angel is repug- 
nant to reason, therefore they must be the workings of 
the evil spirit. 

At the close the Rector complimented the class of ’90 
very highly, saying that this was, in his opinion, the 
best public disputation which had ever been held here 
within his recollection. STANISLAS EASBY-SMITH, ’91. 

A LETTER FROM ROME. 

THE EXTERIOR OF THE PALACE THE INTERIOR OF A CHURCH. 

ECESSITY, not choice, gives me only two sides of 
Roman life to describe to you—the outside, or that 

seen in the street, and as much of the inside as may be 
seen in the church. So, though you long for a review of 
the political state of the capital, the topic of the day, 
your longing must remain unappeased. My only stand- 
ard of judgment in politics is a view of the king’s palace, 
which we pass on an average once a day, and a guess at 
the object of the innumerable soldiers that walk the 
streets now in solitary state, now in twos, now in squads. 

If the king’s power is to be estimated from these sol- 
diers, I fear me for the chances of Our Holy Father. 
But if it is to be estimated by the outside of his resi- 
dence, the Quirinal, his treasury must be as empty as 
ever rumour had it. Imagine a state’s prison with walls 
of color like the dog of no particular shade to be met 
with every day outside the College gate. Make it good 
and long—the prison, not the dog—almost twice as long 
as the new College building, and about as high as the 
infirmary. You have the palace now, there is no need 
of further description, neither a trimming nor an em- 
bellishment can you see on the walls. The windows are 
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small and square, and only twice is the extent of sur- 
face broken to torm a plain carriage entrance to the court 
inside. Such is the dwelling of the King of the Italians. 
But this is an American view,remember, and a Jeffersonian 
American view at that. For though this is, perhaps, the 
dreariest of all the palaces in Rome—from the outside, 
bear in mind, that the King gives no New Year’s recep- 
tion to students, in which his hidden magnificence is 
unveiled, so of that I cannot speak—yet palace here 
means nought of what my unripe American idea painted 
it. Alas for my lofty boyhood notion of the grandeur 
that a palace meant! To me it stood apart somehow 
from all the buildings about it, massive, with a sweep 
of courtyard in front of it, and perhaps gardens and 
shrubbery flanking it on each side. It had a look about 
it, too, a majesty of bearing, arising either from masses 
of tracery on its walls, or from, pillars scattered along 
its front, or tall towers marking its corners, that estab- 
lished it at once as one of the elect among dwellings, 
the triumph of the builder’s art. A palace ! Why, that 
meant a building that would catch the eye afar off; that 
would force upon the amazed beholder magnificent mem- 
ories of former kings and prelates that were sheltered in 
its halls. And what a disappointment ! You might 
saunter along for days with wide-open eyes looking for 
the palace of my dreams. “ Nay, but surely,” you say, 
“ there must be some characteristic, something to earn 
it the exalted title it bears. Don’t leave us disenchanted 
thus.” In mingled sorrow and truth, 1 state it to you, 
there isn’t a one. In its situation even, for the most part 
it is despised. You dodge down one of the narrowest and 
most unfrequented streets, with the buildings set close 
up together, and right in one solid line of frontage— 
and there, with never a pillar or projecting cornice to 
mark its regal dignity, with a front just as blank and 
bare as the fronts about it, stands the palace long sought 

•for, magnificent, perfection of the dwellings of men. 
The White House has far more right to be called a palace 
than anything here, for it at least has pillars, as had our 
boyish ideal ; it has a garden and grounds ; it has a mas- 
sive entrance, and not a common door that might as well 
lead into a cook-shop. 

But now that I have destroyed the beauty of Roman 
palaces for you, let me give you some consolation by 
telling you that Roman churches, seen from the outside 
of them, are ever so much worse. In fact to our Amer- 
ican idea of beauty and comfort, everything here is as 
barren an,d bare as a churchyard with its headstones. 
Nay more, take a churchyard, and pave it with granite 
graves and all, widen outward and lengthen upward each 
marble tombstone with all its moss and inscription, and 
you have a city of Roman palaces and churches. Just 
as plain and as bare and as old as that is it. But let us 
leave the outside of Rome for a while for the only inside 
we know of. Let us make for one of the innumerable 
churches; turn anyway at all and you have it. Here is 
one set in among the buildings, looking as old and for- 
lorn as any melancholic tourist could wish. Surely it 
can’t be so large either, to judge from that face. Rather 
a small church and very dilapidated we shall find it, no 
doubt. And oh ! what a wofully false judgment we 
make. 

First of all, whatever the age of the outside, let us learn 
that the inside of a church is insensible to time. Though 
from without it look as worn as the pyramids, once 
within everything seems to stand through the centuries 
just as the masons left it when they took down their 
scaffolds, like the Arabs, and silently stole away. Allow 
me to show that I am an American in that postic flourish, 
kind editor. I say masons, for never a stick of timber 
will you find from floor to roof. Indeed so rare is wood 
throughout the city that but a day ago I picked up, as 
though it were a curiosity, a block of wood about as 
large as a jack-knife, and stored it away in my pocket. 
Not that I needed it, but it seemed too precious to be left 
behind. In the size of the church, too, we have been 

just as badly deceived.. Once inside the door the church 
stretches away in all directions—upwards, forwards, side- 
wards; while instead of the one altar we expected, rows 
and rows of niches line the walls on each side, every one 
forming a little chapel. Nor does the main altar stand 
back against the farther wall, but out toward the middle 
of the church, with just as much space again almost 
behind as there is in front. Where did all the room 
come from? Upward we can account for it, for the sky 
of Italy is noted for being high; but all that stretch side- 
wards and backwards, how did it ever manage to squeeze 
in under such an insignificant pretense of room as the 
front face gives ? I have never found out how it is done, 
but I have learnt not to judge the size of a church by its 
frontage. 

I am on my fifth page of manuscript—Basta ! I could 
tell of the pictures, legions of them scattered over the 
ceiling, on the sides of the church, set over every altar; 
I could describe the rows of statued tombs along the 
walls where rest popes and cardinals, “ maxima ingenii 
viri,” all of them; I could tell of all this had I not 
given you enough already to make material for a com- 
fortable afternoon nap. Perhaps some professor or 
student has grown tired of reading himself to sleep 
on Greek grammar. Behold in these pages the longed- 
for substitute. But though serious, you will find that 
this description of mine will not be at all too serious 
for the deep awe that falls on you when you have 
been long in Rome. The very streets, dark and narrow, 
the walls plain and but stop, I left you in a church. 
Let us make a short visit to Christ in the altar, and 
come out with a significance dawning upon us from the 
faded exterior and the freshness of the inside. For 
within the worn house pf God there rests the same 
Christ that walked the streets of Jerusalem, unchanging 
with the centuries, not aging with time, the beauty ever 
old and ever new. 
  

WITH THEOLD BOYS. 

WE clip the following from the Boston Pilot of the 
12th inst. Dan is evidently sustaining that rep- 

utation of a cogent and brilliant speaker which won for 
him the Merrick medal in ’79: 

“No finer oration was delivered on St. Patrick’s Day 
than that of Mr. Daniel W. Lawler, one of the leading 
citizens of Minnesota, in aid of St. Patrick’s Church, 
St. Paul; and nothing better could be said than his clos- 
ing sentiment. After summing up the long row of En- 
gland’s wrongs against Ireland, recalling, as an Ameri- 
can citizen, how the same power enrolled the red Indian 
and the brutal Hessian to oppress her revolting colon- 
ists, recounting her later wrongs in 1776 and 1812, and 
enumerating the many heinous crimes committed by her 
against weaker nations, in Asia, Africa, and elsewhere, 
he said : ‘ We are willing to forgive, and we shall try to 
forget, but we shall attempt neither the one nor the other 
until the aspiration of the Irish nation for liberty has 
been satisfied. Prouder than monument of Wellington 
or Nelson will be the epitaph of that great Englishman 
whose heart has melted to the voice of Ireland, and 
whose hand is raised to strike away her chains.’ ” 

Isaac W. Nordlinger (B. A., ’83, LL. B., ’85, LL. M., 
’86) was married on the 1st inst. to Miss Henrietta Adler! 
Isaac is a prosperous young lawyer, and our congratula- 
tions and hopes for the future are most sincere. 

The fair god Hymen cares naught for wintry weather 
and in the face of blustering March he laughed right 
merrily as he welcomed to his bowers Mr. and Mrs. 
James K. Jones, Jr., of Washington, Ark. Mr. Jones is 
an LL. B. of’89. “God’s blessing on the day.” 

John F. Martin (LL. B., ’82) passed a few pleasant 
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hours with us. A patent steam-pipe packing invented by 
himself is engaging much of his attention. Large offers 
have been made him, and it is the JOURNAL'S, sincerest 
wish that when he parts with his invention his income 
will make him of independent fortune. Meanwhile, he 
is attending to law, in which he holds a high and 
honoured position. 

From his brother Frank, also an old student, John 
brought well-wishes and many a thrilling incident of 
his hairbreadth escapes and plucky rescuings during the 
terrible Johnstown flood. Indeed they would be ex- 
cellent material for an episode in a novel. 

The Rev. James V. Hussey, another old student, was 
recalled to our minds during this conversation with John. 
After leaving college, James received the honour of 
being selected by the Rt. Rev. Bishop O’Hara (another 
old Georgetown student) to be sent to Rome, there to 
pursue his philosophical and theological studies in the col- 
lege of the Propaganda. But the Roman climate proving 
unhealthly for him, he returned and entered St. Mary’s 
Seminary in Baltimore where he was ordained. Fr. 
Hussey is now pastor of a flourishing congregation at Car- 
bondale, Pa. That his old-time popularity has not de- 
serted him with his promotion to sacred functions, is 
shown by the fact that at a recent church fair held in 
Scranton, at which a handsome chalice was disposed of 
by vote, Fr. Hussey was the victorious competitor with 
a suffrage representing $6,8op ! 

Attorney-General Miller has appointed Calvert Wil- 
son (B. A., ’86), Assistant United States Attorney for the 
District of Arizona. 

Charles H. A. Esling (M. A., ’89) paid us a flying 
visit lately. He came to Washington to be presented 
to the Honourable, the Secretary of State previous to his 
departure for St. Petersburg, Russia, where he will act 
as private secretary to our new Minister to Russia, the 
Hon. Emory Smith. Mr. Esling will not travel alone 
to the cold regions of the North; for on the 10th inst. 
he led to the altar at “ Fulwood,” Jenkintown, Pa., Miss 
Elizabeth Baeder. Bon Voyage. 

Mr. Joseph Wolfe, who left from the Freshman Class 
last year, called to see us on Easter Sunday. Add to 
his personal magnetism the fact that his conversation was 
enthusiastically devoted to electricity, in which business 
he is now engaged, and it will be seen clearly that the 
labour of demagnetising the Sanctum has not been slight. 

Jeremiah M. Prendergast (B. A. Honours, ’89) writes 
from the American College at Rome in a happy and con- 
tented mood : “I am well occupied with philosophy, 
Hebrew, Greek,, and mathematics. They fill up the day 
just as perfectly as did all the studies at Georgetown, 
and you know they are legion.” Jerry then sends from 
afar a word of encouragement to our athletes: “I re- 
ceived the JOURNAL and was wonderfully gratified at the 
news of the boys’ success in the foot-ball contests. Tell 
the boys I would like to have seen the game that gave 
them the championship of the District.” Thanks, most 
graciously, Jerry, and that your future success will be 
realised is the cherished object of our earnest hopes. 

To the Hon. Eugene S. Ives (B. A., ’78, M. A., ’88, 
Ph. D., ’89), and to John Vinton Dahlgren (B. A., ’89), 
we extend our warmest congratulations on the occasion 
of their first-born; the former of a daughter, the latter 
of a son. 

William V. McGrath, Jr. (B. S.,’87), loves to steal away 
from the cares that engross him in the City of Brotherly 
Love and spend a few quiet days with us, as he did lately, 
in chatting on the future hopes of his Alma Mater. 

Very old students may remember Wm. W. Loring, who 
entered in 1839. He became a Brigadier General in the 
Confederate army, and made for himself a name of spotless 
honour, unfaltering courage and the most conscientious 
integrity. From his niece, Mrs. W. Loring Spencer, 
comes to our library the present of a work written by the 
General after his sojourn in Egypt, “ A Confederate Gen- 
eral in Egypt.” 

A very pleasant visit was that of Charles J. Faulkner 
Peirce, a grandson of our illustrious alumnus, whose 
name he bears, and himself a student of Georgetown. 
After leaving us, Mr. Peirce attended fora time the 
University of Virginia. Of recent years he has acquired 
fame and fortune as a “cattle king” in the Northwest. 

UNIVERSITY NOTES- 

SCHOOL OF ARTS. THE Toner Scientific Circle has had two very interest- 
ing sittings lately. “The Description of Ken- 

tucky’s Mammoth Cave,” by Joseph Magale, ’91, and 
“Corals and Coral Islands,” by Henry Wilson,’91, were 
attractive for their charming descriptions and lucid 
style. 

Dr. W. Warrington Evans has thoughtfully and kindly 
added a treasure to our list of rare books : “ L. Domitii 
Brusonii Contursini Lucani Facetiarum Exemplorumque, 
Libri Septem; Impressum Romm per Jacobum Mazo- 
chium Romans Academise Bibliopolam. XV. Kal. 
Sept. 1518. On the title page we read this warning: 

PRIVELEGIO PONTIFIOIO CAVTUM NEQVIS INTRA 
SEPTEM ANNOS HOC OPVS IMPRIMAT HOItREN 

DA GRAVIQ. MVLCTA INDICTA. NAM QVI 
. CUNQ. IACOBI MAZOCHII INIVSSV IM 

PRESSERIT ET ANATHEMA ERIT ET 
ILLI MVLCTAM PENDET. 

From the Arkansas Gazette we learn that James A. 
Gray (B. A., ’88) made a most enthusiastic speech in 
Little Rock on the occasion of the formation of a Demo- 
cratic club. All success to you, Jimmy. We know of 
no topic more calculated to arouse your eloquent enthu- 
siasm than the furthering and upholding of Democratic 
principles. 

Frank E. Brown (B. A., ’87), who kindly sent us an 
account of the Lehigh and Johns Hopkins base-ball 
game, gracefully ends his letter thus : “Allow me to add 
that, though I am now studying at Johns Hopkins Uni- 
versity, I am proud to count Georgetown as my Alma 
Mater; and your success is my boast—in base-ball and all 
else.” 

Harry J. Nichols (B. A., ’89) came down from NewYork 
for the Alumni meeting and remained with us for two 
days. Harry is studying electrical engineering in the 
School of Mines of Columbia College, New York city. 

This work contains a collection of facetiae, curious 
tales, and graceful sayings extracted from various sources 
by the compiler, Domitius BrusOnius. This original edi- 

! tion is not only one of the rarest but the most, valuable 
of those published in later times, for these subsequent 

i editions have been very much mutilated. On the fly-leaf 
of the volume presented to our library is a note telling 

I the gentle reader that a certain Colonel Stanley sold a 
.copy of this work for ^40 19.?. We sincerely thank Dr. 

j Evans for this donation, the value of which is enhanced 
by the fact that, though, a bibliophile, his love for 
Georgetown conquered. 

SCHOOL OF LAW. 
^""^OMMENCEMENT DAY will be June 9th. 

The examination on “Evidence” took place March 
28th. 

We are informed that all examinations will be over 
before June 1st. 
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The Executive Committee held a meeting April nth, 
and completed their arrangements for the Commence- 
ment. 

The Law and Medical Departments have joined to aid 
in athletics the Art Department. We may remark here 
that the closer the three branches of the University 
unite themselves together, the higher will be their stand- 
ing in athletics. This union is what has been needed for 
years, and now that it has been accomplished, the 
JOURNAL anticipates great feats on the campus. 

The classes met in joint session April 5th to perfect 
the plans with regard to Mr. William M. Merrick’s por- 
trait. We regret that at that meeting no day was fixed 
for the presentation. This the Law School ought to at- 
tend to, since the Faculty should know in time, so as to 
be able to have the most eminent jurists of the city 
present. 

Prof. R. Ross Perry, lecturer on Criminal Law, is a 
graduate of the Department of Arts' of the University, 
taking his diploma in the year ’64. In the same class 
we may note another distinguished name, that of the 
Hon. Cipriano C. Zegarra, now Minister from Peru to 
the United States. Both of these gentlemen, the follow- 
ing year, were honoured by the degree A. M., and at the 
Centenary exercises Senor Zegarra was invested with the 
dignity of a Doctor ofLaws. 

Speaking of Georgetown University graduates, we 
think it may be of some interest to know when the dif- 
ferent members of the Law Faculty of the present year 
received the degree LL. D. Oh examining the records 
we find their legal talents recognized by the College in 
the following order: The Hon. Charles P. James, ’70; 
Martin F. Morris, ’77; the Hon. William A. Richardson, 
’81; the Hon. Jeremiah M. Wilson, ’83; John W. Ross, 
’85; Joseph J. Darlington, ’86; George E. Hamilton, 
’89. Charles W. Hoffman received his LL. D. from Mt. 
St. Mary’s, Md. 

Professor Morris has been taking the place of Professor 
Darlington as lecturer on “Equity.” This is owing to 
an unfortunate illness in Professor Darlington’s family. 

Professor Wilson delivered his first lecture on “Do- 
mestic Relations” April 17th. 

Professor Perry, because of ill health, has been com- 
pelled to forego the reading of his brilliant essays on 
“ Criminal Law,” which, however, we are happy to say, 
he will again resume in a few weeks. This course, prop- 
erly, is a part of the curriculum of the Juniors; but, by 
petition, the Seniors and Post-Graduates are allowed by 
the Faculty to attend. 

Two trial cases by jury have been commenced in the 
Moot Court. 

The Juniors are looking forward to a criminal trial by 
jury as soon as Professor Perry is able to return to the 
Law School. 

This year 220 men have enrolled their names as stu- 
dents in the Law Department. This figure, as far as we 
know, outnumbers any other law school in the United 
States. 

From the Boston Pilot of the 16th we learn that B. D. 
O’Connell, Esq., of Lowell, Mass., is preparing for the 
Green Bag, a publication of special interest to the mem- 
bers of the bar, an article on the Georgetown University 
Law School at Washington, D. C. 

JOHN VINTON DALGHREN, B. A. ’89. 

SCHOOL OF MEDICINE. 

4 7ERY REV. FR. MCCARTHY visited College May 
V 28th as the guest of Prof. P. J. Murphy. 

Professors Kleinschmidt and Baker have concluded 
their lectures, and given their examinations. 

Professor Hamilton of the chair of Surgery held his 
examination on March 29th. 

Prof. G. L. Magruder held his examination on April 
5 th. 

It is with regret that we chronicle the death of Mr. 
Hamner, one of our students. He was held in the highest 
esteem by us all. Suitable resolutions have been framed 
for our library and a copy sent to his family. 

Our genial Professor of Obstetrics gave us about four 
hours of his time Saturday night, the 19th instant, in 
the examination room. 

Prof. J. J. Stofford held his examination in Chemistry 
and Toxicology Monday 21st. 

Prof. W. H. Howkes gave us a hearing to ascertain 
our knowledge of diseases of children Tuesday, 22d in- 
stant. 

Prof. Geo. M. Kober tested our knowledge of hygiene, 
Tuesday, 22d inst. 

Prof. J. Taber Johnson gave his examination on Gyn- 
aecology Thursday, 17th inst. 

Our Commencement will take place May 5th, in Lincoln 
Hall. 

Mr. H. J. Crosson, of Minnesota, has been unanimously 
elected valedictorian. 

The several committees of the class are at work in 
earnest preparing for the Commencement. 

We are informed by the chairman of the invitation 
committee that the invitations of this year promises to 
be the neatest and prettiest of any of the former classes. 

Mr. Ned Walhaupter, chairman of the executive com- 
mittee, deserves special thanks for interest he has mani- 
fested by his untiring efforts to make our Commencement 
a success in its every detail. 

The committee appointed to confer with similar com- 
mittees from the departments of Arts and Law in regard 
to forming an athletic association, reported an enthusi- 
astic meeting. It is to be regretted exceedingly the 
examinations interfered so seriously with our fully co- 
operating in this matter. We trust that before long the 
Medical School will send its representative athletes. 

Au REVOIR. 

ATHLETIC NOTES. 
SENIOR DIVISION. 

HE Easter vacations have come and gone, together 
with several of our scheduled ball games. During 

the vacations the boys that remained at the College su- 
perintended the final completion of the new grounds. 

The first game took place on Tuesday, April 7th, be- 
tween the ’Varsity team and Lehigh University. Although 
the home team had very little practice, still they put up 
a magnificent game. It lasted for six innings only, as 
the Lehighs had to catch an early train for Baltimore. 

The Georgetown boys had the game almost won until 
the last inning, when a few bad errors, together with the 
partial umpiring, allowed the Lehighs to tie the score. 
When time was called at the end of the sixth inning the 
score stood 6—6. The attendance was about four hun- 
dred. The pitching of W. Gleason, the catching of 
Rackey, and the batting of Hoffman were the features of 
the game. 

The next game, an entirely unexpected one, was with 
the Williams College boys. The game was arranged by 
the manager, and the Georgetown boys were notified 
the next morning to be ready that afternoon. As the 
Williams team is by far stronger and better than Lehigh 
our boys found it doubly difficult to play against them. 
Another point of disadvantage we experienced was that 
our best pitchers, W. Gleason and Shoemaker, were out 
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of condition. However, the boys played a very plucky 
and hard up-hill game and are to be commended most 
highly. The score stood 15—5 when time was called. 
The pitching of Spaulding and the three-base hit of 
Cox, both of the Williams nine, were the features. 

On Wednesday, April 16, the Alerts, who claim the 
championship of the District, played a game with the 
’Varsity nine on the home grounds. It was an easy vic- 
tory for the Georgetown boys, not only to beat them, 
but to shut them out. The Alerts were so puzzled by 
Shoemaker’s pitching that eleven of them struck out and 
only one base hit was secured by them. The home boys 
hit Fuller at their ease. The game lasted for seven in- 
nings only, as the Alerts saw that victory was hopeless. 
The batteries were Shoemaker and Rackey for George- 
town, Fuller and Moran for the Alerts; umpire, Rob- 
inson; scorer, Magale ; score, 11 to o, in favor of the 
’Varsity team. 

On Thursday, April 17, the ’Varsity team met the La- 
fayette University club on the Georgetown grounds. The 
Lafayettes, by the way, are considered to be one of the 
strongest college teams in the country. The game was 
close and exciting for the first few innings until by errors 
the Lafayettes were allowed to run up the score, which 
would have otherwise been close. Nearly all of our boys 
seemed to be unable to hit March at the proper time. 
Several times during the course of the game we had three 
men on bases and a good hit would have brought them 
in, but our batters would invariably strike out. How- 
ever, our boys played a splendid and courageous up-hill 
game, and never gave up until the game was called on 
account of rain. The features were the pitching of 
March and the catching of Wells for Lafayette, and the 
fielding and batting of Green and Shoemaker for the 
Georgetowns. The attendance was not very large, on 
account of the inclemency of the weather. The score, 
IO—1 in favor of the Lafayettes. Umpires, Robinson 
and Mills. 

The second nine has been organized as follows: Shan- 
non Walsh, 1. f.; Jno. Hennon, s. s.; C. Tobin, r. f.; J. 
Henchey, c. f.; J. Tobin, 1st b.; H. Kauffman, 2d b.; 
R. Neale, p.; H. Bolan, (c.); J. Giusta, 3d b.; W. 
Bowlin, and J. McLaughlin, subs. They would like to 
hear from any of the reserves of other colleges through- 
out the District and Maryland. 

Our ’Varsity team has plenty of.good material on it, 
but they need practice to bring about better team-work. 

Manager Wilson has proven himself to be a man well 
fitted for the position with which the students have hon- 
ored him. 

Marcus Dyer, our treasurer, is a business man, as 
has been well proven by his disinterested and energetic 
manner in conducting that most necessary department 
over which he presides. 

Mr. Walter Johnson, who is at the -head of the Lawn 
Tennis Association, can be heartily congratulated on his 
success in the putting in of four tennis-courts where we 
formerly had but two. The one just opposite the can- 
nons is especially fine. It is said to be by far the best 
in the District. Mr. Johnson has informed us that there 
will be a tournament in progress before long. 

With two batteries such as W. Gleason and Rackey, 
Shoemaker and McCarthy, our ’Varsity team will in the 
future become quite formidable. 

C. Gleason is playing a fine 1st base ; his batting is 
good, also. 

Green made two magnificent stops on 2d in the recent 
Lafayette game, and also secured a nice two-base hit. 

Lloffman made the largest hit of the season, so far, in 
the Lehigh game. He makes some fine plays at 3d base, 
too. 

Shoemaker was loudly cheered in the recent Alert 
game for his fine pitching, but when he made a home- 
run the bleachers grew frantic; that is a figure—I beg 
pardon—the containing for the things contained; for, 
dear players of yore, we have the regulation bleach- 
ers; one set along the walls to the east; the other in 
front of the house at the end of the field. 

Players of the ’Varsity nine, a word ! When you are 
defeated do not grow discouraged ; let not excusable 
or unpardonable errors cause the rest of the team to lose 
heart. Whether you are victors or the vanquished, we 
are with you heart and soul. All that we ask is earnest 
and thorough practice and playing. 

JUNIOR DIVISION. 

The Junior Division will present the following nine 
to sustain the well-deserved reputation of this side in 
athletics: Chas. O’Neil, p. and captain; Edward Con- 
den, catcher; Chas. Gulden, 1st base ; Stannie Healy, 
2d base; William Seger, 3d base; David Lannon, short 
stop; Frank Healy, left field ; James Cook, centre field; 
Oscar Braniff, right field ; George Braniff and Frank 
Welder, substitutes. 

The new suits of the first nine are charming. The 
trousers and cap are grey ; the shirt, with “Georgetown” 
in blue letters across the breast, is of fine blue stripe in 
a ground of gray ; stockings, belt, and tie of blue. Rev. 
Fr. Richley is to be commended for his exquisite taste 
in the selection of this suit for his young charges who, 
by their earnest practice, show how deeply they appre- 
ciate his interest in their regard. 

The following players make up the second nine: 
George Braniff, catcher; Ricardo Chazarro, pitcher- 
Frank Welder, istbase; Frank Hagerty, 2d base; Rich- 
ard Watkins, 3d base ; Thornton Cropley, short stop; 
Charles Green, left field ; Malin Craig, centre field, and 
Joseph Ives, right field. 

An exhibition game was played on the 20th inst. be- 
tween the reserves of the Seniors and the First Nine. 
The reserves well deserve the name, for they have been 
too reserve, indeed, in keeping so long from the diamond. 
As we go to press the sixth inning has just ended with 
a score of 46-21 in favour of the Juniors. We would 
wish to record the seventh inning, but Pat. O’Donnell 
was chasing the ball down on the south terrace, so we 
shall say in our next whether he returned with the ball. 
The features of the game were the passed balls on 1st 
base and behind the bat by Peter Martin, and for Seniors 
respectively the myriad bases on balls by Henry Wilson 
and the graceful muffs by Pat. O’Donnell. 

WINSLOW ROBINSON, ’92. 

EXCHANGES. 

The Haverfordian, in its April issue, contains a most 
exquisite little gem of a poem entitled “Foam.” 

“Dion and the Sybils,” in the Notre Dame Scholastic, 
is a fine piece of literature and deserves much encom- 
ium. We extract from the production the following, in 
the hope that our younger brethren may derive from it 
a bit of excellent warning: “But if a good novel 
strengthens religion, diminishes evil and shames corrup- 
tion, a bad novel works inconceivable harm in weakening 
our principles, undermining religion, and attacking the 
very foundation of religion itself. To the former class 
belongs ‘ Dion and the Sybils ’—a work of truly classical 
merit.” Thus all who have not read this beautiful book 
would, we feel sure, and are ready to vouch for it, find in 
“ Dion and the Sybils” food for amusement in time of 
recreation, and a still greater supply of thought to im- 
bibe when deeply immersed in philosophical studies. 
How much wiser and more satisfactory it is to review 
such a book as this of Keon’s than the jotting 
down of a crowd of uninteresting notes about some novel 
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of the “ She ” type or “ Barnes of New York.” It is a 
waste of both time and labour to review for any purpose 
but recreation books that lack the quality of classics or 
the tone of religion and morality. 

The review of Professor Macvane’s book on political 
economy in the College Rambler, while very good in itself, 
strikes us as something done to fill up the paper rather 
than to instruct, since nearly one-half the criticism is 
given to an expression of dissatisfaction with the man- 
ner in which the tariff question is. treated. That Pro- 
fessor Macvane does not give his own opinion on the 
tariff is in our estimation, perfectly proper, because the 
book was written for the public at large and not for those 
only who had already formed a judgment of the question. 
A book written for beginners, such as the above men- 
tioned, in America at least, does not in general have in 
view to bias the young in one direction more than 
another and should not have such an idea in a free land, 
but it ought to expose a subject from every point of view 
and leave the reader to place the seal of approval or not 
just as it suits him, to selecting what he thinks correct. 
This is precisely what Professor Macvane has done, and 
far from being useless, as the Rambler would intimate, we 
think this portion of his book the most commendable of 
all and the part most calculated to prove of service to 
the young men into whose hands it may chance to be 
placed. 

“Mr. Blair’s Funeral ” heads an article in the Texas 
University, a truly queer title for a column in a journal, 
yet a rather appropriate one, withal. That Mr. Blair 
died with his bill is not precisely the meaning the writer 
would convey to us, though we might take it so in the 
opinions of many able political seers, but merely the for- 
tuitous downfall of his unprincipled bill, the emanation 
of his New England prejudice against Catholics rather 
than of his best judgment in matters of social import. 

“Dickens,” in the Highlander, is a most interesting 
summary of Charles Dickens’s life and works. A short 
account of his best books is given, forming quite a neat 
and thoughtful criticism of the great author. 

The defence of a liberal education in the Stylus (Sioux 
Falls University), under the title “Objections to a 
Course of Liberal Study,” only brings up the old 
hue and cry that has been echoing along our cor- 
idors for the past five years, and in every other 
college where “kickers” reside to any extent. We 
are weary pleading for the classics and liberality in 
education. The Stylus treats this topic very ably and in 
a most appreciative degree of the full significance of 
the word education. Just imagine a boy going home 
with an A. B. and not knowing who Cicero or Demon- 
thenes were, or what they did, and, moreover, what an 
incalculable advantage has the gentleman of classical 
education over the man of the bookkeeping, spelling, 
and base-ball education. Doesn’t it seem rather pecu- 
liar that college papers have still to harp on this tire- 
some theme? As for ourselves, we have given vent to 
the last expressions of disgust at the complaint of those 
who only complain because they see only too clearly 
their own lack of energy obstructing their path in the 
more stony, though more manly and noble direction. 

The Dial, in its second number, indicates how rapidly 
its journalistic day has grown from a fair dawn to a brill- 
iant noontidesplendor. Dear Mr. Exchange Fditor, if 
we seem to you to be “lavish, perhaps too lavish,” it is 
the effect of modesty which your sterling worth engen- 
ders, for the literary tone and crispness of your college 
news were admirable indeed. 

The Austinian, a charming little journal published by 
the students of St. Austin’s School, New Brighton, Staten 
Island, N. Y., tapped at our sanctum door and received 
a warm welcome. It had that vivaciousness which must 
be the lot of those who dwell around aesthetic scenes and 
whose minds are made eager by the fresh breezes from 
New York’s delightful bay. “ The Crisis in Germany ” 

was thoughtful; “ Spring’s Choice,” a lyric, was exqui- 
site, while the “ Wigginsiana Vaticinatio ” was cleverly 
ridiculous. FRANCIS JOSEPH SEMMES, ’90. 

LIlSkARY TABLE. 
BOOK REVIEWS. 

A CONNECTICUT .YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT. By Mark 
I wain. With illustrations by Dan. Beard. Charles L. Webster 
& Company, publishers. 
Besides the many absurdities written for our amuse- 

ment this volume contains a good many others not in- 
tended as such by the author, but so palpable that, we 
are forced to liken them to the invisible veil of Merlin. 
Does “Mark twain” ask us, after the example of the 
“Boss,” to pretend not to be able to see them? The 
whole book is certainly a very laborious piece of fun, 
and Mr. Clements must accept our apologies if we have 
to acknowledge that we did not find the book an irre- 
sistible bit of humor ; indeed, the sole motive that led us 
on was the curiosity awakened by the vagaries of a vulgar 
Yankee. It is rather too much to ask us to find amuse- 
ment in the ridicule cast upon the very things that we 
have been taught to revere and love. We have no sym- 
pathy for such work, but rather pity for the author that 
his sense of humour should need so strong a cordial and 
that in the indulgence of it he should be betrayed into 
so flagrant a violation of taste. It has never occurred 
to us that a Yankee in King Arthur’s Court will rob the 
legend of Arthur of any of its beauty, nor that Tennyson 
or Sir Thomas Mallory will have to lament a dearth of 
readers by reason'of a preference for “Mark Twain’s” 
lucubration. Why the mythical Arthur and his court 
should have been singled out as the object of the author’s 
humour, we are at a loss to imagine, unless, indeed, the 
old-fashioned bigotry of the book, so typical of a back- 
woodsman, might find a safer field and freer scope, if 
the story were placed in what might be termed the back- 
woods of Christian civilization. This book has been 
looked upon as- decidedly American ; if Mr. Clenrents 
expects that those among us who have a name for taste 
and- refinement indorse the book that he has written, 
our sense of propriety urges that we be not included 
among the number. 

PLANT ORGANIZATION. By R. HALSTEAD WARD, M. D., F. R. 
M.S., Professor of Botany in the Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute, 
Iroy, JN. Y. Quarto. Mailing price, 85 cents. Ginn & Com- 
pany, publishers. 

This book is a guide to the study of plants. It con- 
sists of a synoptical review of the general structure and 
morphology of plants, clearly drawn out according to 
biological principles, fully illustrated, and accompanied 
by a set of blanks for writing exercises by pupils. It 
also provides for some easy microscopical work, if de- 
sired. Though requiring a very thorough study and 
exact understanding of the plants which may be se- 
lected for study, the work is so systematized and simpli- 
fied as to be adapted to the use of beginners, in connec- 
tion with personal instruction or with any text-book of 
botany however elementary, and either with or without 
the employment of technical botanical terms. The work, 
which is designed for private students or for classes in 
academies, seminaries, high schools, etc., is now issued 
in a second and revised edition, after having proved its 
value. 

REFERENCE HANDBOOK OF ENGLISH HISTORY, for Readers, Students 
and Teachers. By W. H. Gurney. To be published in May’ 
Gmn & Company, publishers. 

This work is intended as a constant companion and 
assistant to the reader or student of English history, af- 
fording him a rapid and easy method of placing his 
persons and dates before him in accurate relationship to 
each other, and helping him to draw them out of the 
maze of confusion and contradiction in which we find 
them m nearly all our great histories. It identifies every 
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prominent man from the time of the Confessor to Vic- 
toria, giving the date of his death, to whom married, 
and the number and names of his children. Unless the 
student becomes thoroughly acquainted with the char- 
acters about whom he is reading, the reading of history 
is apt to be confusing, uninteresting, and conflicting. 
The materials for this work have been drawn from Dug- 
dale, Freeman, Palgrave, Longman, Sanford, and Town- 
send, and many other valuable works, the whole passed 
through a critical examination and comparison, in which 
the impossible has been rejected and the reliable re- 
tained. It saves the reader hours of study, and makes 
his work a pleasure. 

SIDNEY’S DEFENCE OF POESY. Edited by Albert S. Cook, pro- 
fessor in Tale University. Ginn & Company, publishers. 

“Sir Philip Sidney’s Defence of Poesy,” in which, 
says Taine, “ we meet with genuine imagination, a sin- 
cere and serious tone, a grand commanding style, all the 
passion and elevation which he carries in his heart and 
puts into his verse,” has not hitherto been accessible to 
the school and college student in a handy and readable 
edition, notwithstanding the existence of one or two 
literal reprints of the earliest copies. The attempt is 
here made, by modernizing the spelling and punctuation, 
and by providing an introduction and a copious body 
of notes, to enable any intelligent reader to draw profit 
and delight from this masterpiece of poetical philosophy. 
This volume will furnish an admirable introduction to a 
general course in poetry, or to the poetry of the Eliza- 
bethan age in particular; as one of the best specimens 
of the earlier Elizabethan prose, it will be useful to the 
student of English prose in its historical development; 
and as the first annotated edition of the “ Defence of 
Poesy,” in a critical text formed by the collation of 
the two earliest copies, it will be indispensable to 
libraries, public and private. 

THE NINE WORLDS. STOKTES FROM NORSE MYTHOLOGY. By 
Mary E. Litchfield. Ginn & Company, publishers. To be pub- 
lished in May. 
This book tells in a simple way the story of the old 

Norse gods, and is calculated to awaken an interest in 
the religion of our Teutonic ancestors. It is based 
chiefly upon the Eddas. The introductory chapter gives 
a clear idea of the relative position of the “ Nine 
Worlds ” of the Mythology, and tells in a few words the 
relation of the gods and giants to objects in nature. The 
book is suited to children of any age, and will possess 
equal interest for general readers. 

Lippincott's Magazine is showing remarkable enterprise 
in securing all the greatest novelists at home and abroad 
to contribute to its pages. The May number contains 
a novelette by Bret Harte entitled “A Sappho of Green 
Springs.” That Mr. Harte’s residence abroad has not 
dulled his genius for depicting Western scenes and char- 
acter is abundantly proven by his latest story, which is 
one of the brightest and cleverest products of his bril- 
liant pen. 

“When we Were Boys” is the title of Mr. William 
O’Brien’s new Irish novel, of which Messrs. Longmans 
will be the publishers, both in England and America. 
The book will contain a fac simile of a letter of Mr. 
O’Brien’s, declaring that the Longmans edition is the 
only one from which he will receive any benefit. 

The Home Magazine, conducted by Mrs. John A. 
Logan, for April, contains the brightest sketch of an April 
poem that the spring sun will smile upon; Picture of 
the World’s Fair Committee; Empress Augusta, by Mrs. 
Logan; A Trip to Hebron, by Mrs. Lane; “Janet: A 
Story,” by Mrs. Oliphant; Kings’ Daughters, by Mary 
Lowe Dickinson; the illustrated article with finest views 
ever taken of interior of Vice-President Morton’s 
home; the Women’s College, at Baltimore, illustrated; 

bright bits from bright books; all about Marie Bash- 
kirtseff, extracts. The little folks are remembered, and 
a story of Abraham Lincoln, the White House and his 
boy “Tad.” Picture of the woman “who went up to 
the moon” to sweep the cobwebs out of the sky. “Din- 
ing Room,” with a seasonable bill of fare; “The Paint- 
ing of the Old Homestead,” by Amber. Society 
notes, a short story, and a host of other good things. 

“A History of the Veto Power in the United States,” 
by Edward Campbell Mason, A. B., instructor in politi- 
cal economy. Price, $i net. Ready this month. 
“An Introduction to the Study of Federal Govern- 
ments,” by Albert Bushnell Hart, Ph. D., assistant pro- 
fessor of history. Price, 50 cents net. Ginn & Com- 
pany, publishers. 

The above are two historical monographs, the publica- 
tion of which has been authorised by the corporation of 
Harvard University. 

Mr. Mason’s work will include a chapter on English 
and Colonial vetoes, and a chapter on State vetoes. 
The body of the work is a systematic discussion of all 
the Presidential vetoes, arranged by subject and based 
on a study of the records of Congress. Then follows 
an investigation of the Constitutional questions which 
have arisen out of the use of the veto power. An ap- 
pendix contains a chronological list of Presidential 
vetoes, with complete references to the Journals of the 
two Houses, and a bibliography of the subject. In an 
introduction the editor, Professor Hart, will discuss the 
veto in modern constitutions. 

The latter monograph will contain an historical intro- 
duction, with brief sketches of the rise and institutions 
of the principal federal governments which have existed 
from the establishment of the Greek federations to the 
present day. To each sketch will be appended a brief, 
critical bibliography. Then will follow a parallel ar- 
rangement of the texts, in English, of the four most 
important federal constitutions—those of Canada, Ger- 
many, Switzerland, and the United States. There will 
be an appendix containing a list of special authorities 
on federal government, and of references to discussions 
in more general works. 

La Revue Frangaise, which was brought out last March, 
and suspended after the first number, has resumed publi- 
cation. No. 2, dated February, 1890, is just out. It 
makes a beautiful appearance and offers an interesting 
table of contents. The leading article is on the Military 
Genius of Joan of Arc. The splendid serial story 
“Demoiselle Micia,” from the Revue des Deux-Mondes, 
begun in the first number, is continued, and there are 
several other choice pieces. The Revue is published at 
39 W. 14th street, New York, at $4 a year—single num- 
bers 39 cents. The publishers announce that the next 
and all future numbers will be illustrated. 

There is more Catarrh in this section of the country than ail other dis- 
eases put together, and until the last few years was supposed to be incur- 
able. "For a great many years doctors pronounced it a local disease, and 
prescribed local remedies, and by constantly failing to cure with loca| 
treatment, pronounced it incurable. Science has proven Catarrh to be a 
constitutional disease, and therefore requires constitutional treatment. 
Hall’s Catarrh Cure, manufactured by F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohio, is 
the only constitutional cure on the market. It is taken internally in doses 
from 10 drops to a teaspoonful. It acts directly upon the blood and 
mucous surfaces of the system. They offer one hundred dollars for any 
case it fails to cure. Send for circulars and testimonials. Address, 

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O. 
I^"Sold by Druggists, 75c. 

E. !V[oiti,i£on) ^ ^^^ ^ ^^^ 

YJVYIV'"'U>U'I^8°5‘8°7 D St“ 

Washington, D. C. 
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o o o “THE GENTLEMAN’S SMOKE.” o o o 

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

For Gentlemen, and Boudoir Size for Ladies. 

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

Richmond Straight Cut 
1TO. ± ’ 

CIGARETTES. 
Are made from the brightest’ 
most delicately flavored and 
highest cost Gold Leaf grown 
in Virginia. This 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 he firm name as 
below is on every package. 

GINTER, 

Baltimore & Ohio R.R. 
Manufacturers, Richmond, Virginia. 

HENRY F- REH, 
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 So ithwest. 
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, 1). C., at 4.60, 8.00, and 9.20 A. M., 12 00 M., and 2.30, 
4.20, 7.10, and 10.30 P. M. Time, 3 hours to Philadelphia. 

A Full Line of Decorations, Window Shades, Wall Papers 
Constantly on Hand. 

■AI,I, ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 

33Q Twelfth St., If, Washington, D, C. 

GEORGE B. LOCKHART, 

S. W. corner 32d and O Sts., 7Vest Washington, D. C. 

W. I. DYER & CO., 
PULLMAN PARLOR AND SLEEPING CARS ON ALL TRAINS. 

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

Wholesale Grocers ani/ Deale^ in Flour and Feed. 

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. Ticltet 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 daily from 
6 a. m. to 12 p. m., Sundays excepted. HARVEY, the originator of 
Steamed Oysters. 

ESTABLISHED 1850 

JAS. L. BARBOUR & SON, 
Importers and Jobbers 

HND PERCY 6R@CERIEj3. #- 
Wines, Whiskies, Tobaccos, and Druggists’ Sundries. 

614-016 Pennsylvania Ave. JY. W. 

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

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

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

Salesrooms : Sun Building, 1315 F Street N. W., Washington. 
Factory: 1015, 1017, xoig 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. N. W., 

Washington, D. C. 

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 
gngraving. 

H. P. GILBERT, 
ALL KINDS OF HARDWARE, 

Machinists’ and Contractors’ Supplies, & Harness, 
130s and 1210 Thirty.Second Street, 

West Washington, D. C, 
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With 
B. M. Bridgett, 

ROBINSON, PARKER & CO., 

^Dealers in Finest Clothings a*- 

319 Seventh St., corner of D. 

J. R. LANG. W. H. LANG. 

MORGAN HOUSE, 
Hotel am-cL Eestanrant, 

J. R. LANG & BRO., 

B206 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 

@LiD 3THS pa RE EYE WJHgKEY. 

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

SAKS & COMPANY, 

OUTFITTERS, 

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

Clothiers, Tailors, Hatters, and Furnishers in Reliable Goods 

Academy of the Visitation Monte Maria. 

BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES. 
TYPE WRITING AND STENOGRAPHY TAUGHT. 

No. 2209 East Grace St., Richmond, Va. 

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 825-3. 

1225 HIGH STREET N. IV. 

JAMES S. DAVIS. 
ESTABLISHED 1830. 

SAMUEL T. DAVIS. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SON’S, 
Fashionable 

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

OLIVER & OFEUTT, 

FINE BOOTS AND SHOES, 
j/2j M Street, West Washington. 

Fine Goods a Specialty. 

SAVE MONEY. B.rore youljuj TVpE^ 

BICYCLE or IwRlfER 
Send to A. W. GUMP & CO., DAYTON, OtllO, for 
prices. New Bicycles at reduced prices and 400 sec- 
ond-hand ones. DIFFICULT REPAIRING. BICYCLES, 
GUNS and TYPE WRITERS taken in EXCHANGE. 

FT. ID. BABB, 

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

S. H1. SMITH, 
3120 M Street, Georgetown, D. C. 

Dry Goods, Notions, and Carpets. Ladies’ and Children’s Coats. 

We sell the Best Goods at Rock Bottom Prices. 

J. T. VARNELL & SON, 
Wholesale Dealers in 

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

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

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

FEELEY S? CO., 
-»-3{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 Hooks. 

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

817 ARCH ST., 
PHILADELPHIA. Orders by mail promptly attended- to. 

JOSEPH Cl LLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 

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

THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 

EUROPEAN PLAN, 

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

DINNER PNhTIEg n NPECINLTY. 

SOLARI BROS., PROPRIETORS. 

ZIPPINCOTT'S MAGAZINE, with it, 
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 such 

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 
an 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- 
cott'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 
L/PPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE, Philadelphia 

$3.00 per year. 25 cts. single number. 
The publisher of this paper will receive your 

subscription. 

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

-^Ladies’ punriisliings, Gloats arid fSuits#- 

933 Pennsylvania Avenue. 
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GEORGETOWN COLLEGE, D. C. 

Founded as a College 1789, Chartered as a University, by Act of Congress, March 1, 1815. 

ACADEMIC 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 DEPARTMENT. 

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. 

LA W DEPARTMENT. 

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. HATS. 

NO. St OS M STREET. 
FINEST GRADES OF 

i J&H© FU2R1CI8HZ1CM, 
All the latest novelties as they appear in the market. 

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. 

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. 

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

MALLORY & MAXWELL, 

Attorneys - at - Law, 
PENSACOLA, FLORIDA. 

Nordlinger’s. 

CO 

03 
CUD 

HIGH GRADE 

•(•Clothing aqd FuenigMnggt- 
AT CORRECT AND REASONABLE PRICES. 

3107 and 3109 M St., Georgetown. 

Fred. Stohlman, ^cmfectioneryf- 
1254 High Street, Georgetown, D. 0. 

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. 

cna 
CD 

co 

Nordlinger’s. 

flltjZ ifitungf, 

STYLISH HATS. 
Agent for the Celebrated ENGLISH DERBYS. 

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

Specialties : 

fii^e P ortraits 
In Crayon, Water-Colors, India Ink and Oil. 

Special attention given to the reproduction of old pictures. 

1217-1219 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

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. 

w. F. MCFARLAND, 

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

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

I®” 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. 

FRANK H. COX. J. A. REYNOLDS. 

COX & REYNOLDS, 

418 12th Street N. W. 

Gr. IMA Sotlioron, 
1367 32nd St. N. W„ West Washington, D. C. 

DEALER IN 

PURE DRUGS M CHEMICALS, 
Sponges, Chamoise, Toilet Articles, Etc. 

PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALTY. 

Tile Best Gtoods- 

IF-A-IJIMIIEEIIEJ’S 
LEMON SODA, GINGER ALE, 

SARSAPARILLA, ORANGE CIDER, 

AND 

MASSEY’S XX ALE AND PORTER 

AND 

SCHLITZ’S MILWAUKEE LAGER. 

nonet*- i 615 to 623 D street S. W. uepots. j 1224 Twenty.]Dintll stl.eet x w 
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flGflDEJKY 0F TP YPT7iTI©N, 
B. V. M. 

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. 
IGE CRETIN 

714 Seventh Street, between G and H. 

o. o. GREEN, 
flEflli EjSTHTE MD INSURANCE ASENT1. 
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. 

GEORGE HAAS, JR., 

Practical Engraver and Printer, 

1206 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE. 
ARTISTIC WEDDING AND VISITING CARDS 

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

Win. M. Galt & Co., 
FLOUR AND FELD. 

WHOLESALE AGENTS POE 
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 EOUGHRAN, 

HALS I HATS I 
Large assortment for Men and Boys. 

EVERY VARIETY AT LOW PRICES. 

B. F. WADDY, 
3139 M Street, Georgetown, D. C. 

cV 

’’•HT 

J? 240 AYEAFT 

o 

r0SM0PQLITJ 
MAGAZINE 

LL NEWSSTANDS 

>5 CENTS 
A 

Real Estate Investment. 
Bonds secured on Real Estate in the 
City of Washington ranging from 
$100.00 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. 

ACADEMY OF THE VISITATION, 

FREDERICK CITY, MD. 

IMPORTER OF AND WHOLESALE DEALER IN 

iars, r^yEobacco, 
1347 Pennsylvania Avenue N. IV., Washington, D. C. 

DALTON & STRICKLAND, 

FINE pHOE^, 
No. 939 Penn. Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Young Men’s Shoes a specialty. 

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

1237 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’ AND GENHUiEMEN’S ^ESWAUqANW. 

This space belongs to 

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

J. EDWARD LIBBEY, 
L-amber UVLex*cItLa,XL-ti, 

No. 3018 Water Street, Georgetown, D. O. 

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. 

Beautifully situated and including a course of instruction that 
a refined and polished education would require. 

FOR PARTICULARS APPLY TO THE INSTITUTION. 

fir 00 a. ffOCn 00 A MONTH can be made working for us. 
J) / J), _ l[J J)Z0Ui— Persons preferred who can furnish a horse 
and give their whole time to the business. Spare moments may be profita- 
bly employed also. A few vacancies in towns and cities. B. P. JOHNSON 
& CO., 1900 Main Street, Richmond, Va. 

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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THE WORTH LOOKING _A.T. 

Immense, Well Selected, Elegantly. Made, Stylishly Cut 

Sc 
Clothiers and Furnishers y 

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. 

IX 
1200 32d St., 

WEST WASHINGTON. 
3201 M St., 

(LOTHING 

G® ‘O W. H. HOE ICE’S 
FOR BARGAINS IN 

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

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

FOR MEN, BOYS, AND CHILDREN. 

We Cordially Invite an Inspection of Goods a^d 

Prices. 

NOAH WALKER & CO., 

625 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington, D. 0. 

HARRY M. SCHNEIDER.—=5—*  

THE 0|LY SOLID JjSj. 
FAST FLYING VIRGINIAN 

Vestibule Train With Dining Car 
Between Washington and Cincinnati and all points West, 

Northwest, and Southwest. 
The F. F. V. Vestibule Limited leaves B. & P. Station at 11.25 P. M. 

daily. 
Cincinnati Day Express leaves at 11.24 A. M. daily. 
For tickets, sleeping car accommodations, call at C. & O. office, 513 

Penna. ave., cor. 6th street. 
GEORGE M. BOND, City Pass’r Agent. 

CHAS. R. BISHOP, Gen'l East Pass’r Agent. 
Telephone Call 1065-3. 

Pennsylvania Railroad 

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

DEALER IN 

BlflLTDIjIq JtflV jL/^TDV/^E. 
MACHINISTS’ AND ENGINEERS’ SUPPLIES, Wholesale and Retail. 

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

THE EBBITT: 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

ARMY AKD NAVY HEADQUARTERS. 
Eight Iron Fire Escapes. 

BURCH & GIBBS, MANAGERS. 

VOIGT & HAAS, 

Manufacturing Jewelers, 

718 Seventh Street, N. W., Washington, D. 0. 

The Great Trunk Line of the United States. 

SHORT LINE TO THE NORTH AND EAST. 

Four Fast Express Trains to the West. 

PULLMAN BUFFET, PARLOR, AND SLEEPING CARS. 

THE DINING GARS 

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^B, 
Passenger Agent Southeastern District. 

Telephone No. 886-6. 

School Medals and Society Badges a Specialty 

'KNOX’S N. Y. TT A 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 

JOHN DUGAN, 
LIVERY MWB> SALE STABLES, 

NO. 3301, CORNER MARKET AND BRIDGE STREETS. 

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

-I. U. HURKhT <(' CO. 

¥ $ Electrical Supplies, * * 
Telephone 711-2. 1409 Kew York Ave., Washington, D. C. 

C. H. PICKLEtTG-, 

Real Estate, Insurance, Loans, Collections. 

1264 32d Street N. IV., Washington, D. C. 

NOTARY PUBLIC. Telephone 955-2. 


