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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 

For many weeks the students, during the regular ser- 
vices in the Dahlgren Chapel and their brief visits to 
the Blessed Sacrament, stolen from hours of leisure 
and sport, have been tempted to allow their attention 
to wander to the two altars rising day by day in snowy 
whiteness and ever-increasing symmetry of form in the 
transepts. At last the work is complete, and the altars 
will be consecrated on next Sunday, December 20th, by 
the Right Rev. A. A. Curtis, Bishop of Wilmington, who 
takes the place of His Eminence Cardinal Gibbons for this 
occasion. The Bishop will also say the students’ Mass 
and preach on the occasion. The donors, Mr. and Mrs. 
John Vinton Dahlgren, who have signalized by this 
graceful and munificent thank offering a liberality and 
devotion shown on many previous occasions toward the 
chapel, deserve the warmest thanks and ardent prayers 
of all members of the College, whether professors or 
students. * 

* * 

Rev. Father Ennis, Vice-President, and Father Shan- 
delle, Dean of the Graduate School, represented George- 
town at the tenth annual convention of the College 
Association, held at the University of Pennsylvania on 
the 27th and 28th of November. Not only were the 
most distinguished men of the Colleges of the Middle 
States and Maryland present, but also eminent teachers 
and presidents from New England and the West. 

* * 

Gaston Hall became, for the time being, on Friday, 
the 3d instant, the temple of Jupiter Stator, and its clas- 
sic walls re-echoed the oratory of Rome’s greatest con- 
sul. Future senators, in the persons of the members of 
First Academic, were seated on the stage, and these, 
together with all the students of the Lower Schools! 
were, addressed by four young, but ambitious admirers 
of Cicero. Several parts of the first oration against 
Cataline had been committed to memory, and these 
were delivered with true Ciceronian eloquence. After 
each delivery the class had its knowledge of the trans- 
lation, parsing and erudition of the passage delivered 
put to the test. 

For the young orators of the day Stephen A. Douglas in 
the opening paragraph “Quousque,” showed that he un- 

derstood and felt all that was in the mind of Cicero when 
the consul, astounded at the entrance of Cataline into 
the assembly, burst forth into that abrupt exordium. 

The calmer and more deliberate tones of John Timmes 
and Edward L. Byrne were also in accord with the 
spirit of the respective parts of the speech from which 
their selections were taken. Each showed all the cool 
skillfulness of a practiced lawyer, bent on convicting the 
accused. 

But the palm of oratory for the day must be awarded 
to the last speaker, Edward J. Smith, who threw him- 
self, heart and soul, into the peroration of the speech. 
His accurate emphasis, well modulated voice, and 
vehement gestures conveyed even to those of his hear- 
ers who could not understand Latin, the full meaning of 
the paragraph, and conjured up in the minds of all, the 
indignant Roman calling down the vengeance of the 
gods on a shameless traitor. 

That the specimen was a success is proved by the 
fact that the Reverend Prefect of Studies and the pro- 
fessors present complimented the men on their excel- 
lent showing. As regards the specimen Mr. Thomp- 
kins’ class may be said, indeed, to have quite a feather 
in its cap. * 

* * 
The JOURNAL congratulates Mr. O. P. Johnson, ’99, 

one of its assistant business managers, on his appoint- 
ment as manager of the Georgetown Glee, Mandolin, and 
Banjo Clubs. Mr. Johnson lias always been a most zeal- 
ous worker in the interests of the JOURNAL, and well de- 
serves this honor which has been bestowed upon him. 
Judging from his past business abilities, we can cer- 
tainly predict that under his management the various 
clubs will have a very successful year. 

* 
* * 

At the meeting of the Philodemic Debating Society 
on December 3d Messrs. Maher, Fox, Curley, and 
Welch, all of the class of ’97, were chosen for the Mer- 
rick Debate, which will, as usual, occur on the evening 
of Washington’s birthday. 

* 
* * 

Many noticeable improvements have been made 
among the College buildings since the occurrence of 
that memorable storm of the 29th of September, that 
night which proved so destructive to College 
property. New roofs had to be put on three of the 
buildings, and the skylights over the Riggs Library, 
which were so badly demolished, had to be entirely 
renovated at great expense. “The Walks,’’ which 
presented such a scene of confusion for a long while 
after the storm, are now entirely cleared of debris. 

* 
* * 

Our Reverend. Choirmaster is to be congratulated on 
the remarkable improvement shown by the Choir since 
the recent acquisition of youthful voices from the Junior 
side. Their light treble voices in unison with the 
deeper ones of the older students blend very harmoni- 
ously and produce quite a happy effect. 

* ' * * 
William Downey, assistant to the Infirmarian, died at 

the Infirmary on November 30th, after a prolonged ill- 
ness. He was for a long time identified with the In- 
firmary, and was well known to the students of former 
years. The funeral services took place at Holy Trinity 
Church, in Georgetown. 
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LITERARY WORK. 

WATCHING AND WAITING. 

I. 
UT OOK out, Hal, you’ll get moon-struck.” 
^ “Rather, Jack, I am son-struck. That slap of 

yours awakened me from my reverie.” 
“Are you trying to get an inspiration for a poem,” 

said Jack, “ which shall tell the open-mouthed reader 
how Cynthia’s bow shot darts of silvery sheen against 
Potomac’s targe? or how she sent her fairies sliding 
down the moonbeams to kiss the dimpled waters which 
laved Virginia’s shores ” 

“Or Virginia’s feet?” quickly replied Hal. 
“No, Jack,” said Hal, “I’ve been as blue as indigo, 

but I must confess I had no designs on poetry. Far 
from it. It would be a pretty sorry poem I could build 
in this mood. Even the 1 Garnet and Gray ’ would return 
it with best wishes for my health.” 

“ What’s the matter with you? Is it Christmas ? I 
know you live too far to spend Christmas at home, but 
you know mother has written insisting on your coming 
down, if not for Christmas Day, at least for most of the 
Christmas holidays. And remember, you promised to 
come. She was sorry you wouldn’t come for Christmas 
dinner, but as you seem so determined in your principle 
not to intrude within the sanctuary of another’s home on 
Christmas day she gave you up, and was glad that you 
would come at all.” 

“ That was very sweet in your mother,” said Hal. “It 
is not the coining of Christmas and absence from home 
which make me heavy hearted. Last year, as a Fresh- 
man, I felt like one forgotten. It was my first Christ- 
mas away from home—the first Christinas, too, after 
father’s death. And I assure you, old fellow, I felt 
homeless and friendless. Your mother and yourself in- 
vited me last year to spend the holidays at Cedarhurst, 
but I didn’t accept, fearing that my dark heart would 
make me the ghost at a banquet.” 

“Jack, until a few days I looked forward to a pleas- 
ant Christmas; but my bright hopes were soon turned 
to gloom. Read this letter, Jack. It’s from my sister 
Agues.” 

Jack walked over to the light and read. Hal turned 
and looked out of the tower window on the waters of the 
silent river. The letter ran thus: 

“SISTERS’ SANITARIUM, DENVER, COLO., 
“ December 12, 1896. 

My DEAREST BROTHER HAL: Dear mother received 
your birthday letter on the morning of the day. It did 
her more good than the light, dry air of Denver. If you 
saw her face as she read it your own good heart would 
have felt its own love increase for mother, if that were 
possible. She was proud of your little greeting in verse. 
I joked about your cowardice to practice poetry on a 
sick mother; but she defended you, Hal, with all of 
that sweet love which her devoted heart has for hei ab- 
sent son and for my own dear, noble brother. Oh, Hal, 
if you had seen her take the letter up time and time 
again; she would read a sentence, then close her eyes, 
as if to picture you writing at your desk; and when she 
had finished it she would kiss the closing sentence and 
your name; tears would stream down her cheeks as she 
said: ‘God bless my darling boy! may God allow me to 
live to see my Harry, my only son.’ Then, turning 
to me, she made me promise that I wouldn’t tell you 
how sick she was. I wished to telegraph you to come. 
She forbade me. ‘I will not worry Harry, she said, 
and besides, let us not forget the confidence we owe to 
St. Thomas, whose feast is on the 21st, in whose honor 
we are making a no vena.’ 

“Dear Hal, if she knew that I had written thus to 
you it would make her worse. But, dearest Brother, I 
must tell you—my heart is breaking with sorrow—and 
you are my only brother; I must have an outlet for my 

suffering, so I tell it all to you. The doctors say that 
the crisis will come about the 23d. I shall send you 
telegrams every day to keep you informed. I cannot 
say, “don’t worry;” that would be unreasonable 
Bear up strongly for mother’s sake, and for mine We 
are mother’s only ones in this world, and the sorrows of 
one become the other’s burden. Oh, how hard I find 
it to tell you of dear mother’s condition. I remember 
my joy some years ago at the thought of going home at 
Xmas'from the convent school. You, my dearest Hal, 
will bid your class-mates a short ‘good-bye’ for the 
holidays, and then go to your room and with nervous 
fear wonder whether Xmas, merry for so many, will be 
sad for you. Pray for mother, Hal, pray for me. Love 
for mother makes me hope, and the thought of your love 
for me makes me courageous. 

“ Your affectionate sister, AGNES.” 

Jack gave the letter to Hal without a word, took his 
right hand in his, throwing his left arm affectionately 
around his neck, and the two stood at the tower window 
and looked out into the bright night, following the 
course of a trolley-car over Long Bridge by the inter- 
mittent flashes of purple light along the wire. 

“ Hal, old fellow, let my silence speak my sympathy 
and the pressure of my hand the intensity of my con- 
dolence.” - 

He was repeating the old thought in lus own words, 
that often there are thoughts too deep for tears. What 
an afflicted heart needs is not the studied phrase, nor a 
lengthy discourse, set with prettily pathetic patches, or 
cold consolation. The heart is beating, throbbing, 
leapinar with sorrow. It is turbulent and dark. It must 
be checked and solaced at the same time. _ A glance 
full of love’s own spirit will oftentimes bring peace; 
sending our heart’s pulsation throught the grasp of the 
hand will meet the wave of unrest in another’s heart and 
calm will follow, or a single word “pregnant with celest- 
ial fire” will wing away like a rocket into the dark sky 
of a soul shrouded in gloom and, bursting, will scatter its 
golden shower of friendship and loving kindness. Then 
darkness recedes and light appears. Jack’s few words 
and glance and affectionate, manly embrace brought 
comfort to Hal. They walked away from the window 
in silence and both were in tears. 

Many doubt the sympathies of young men. Who- 
soever they may be, they are ignorant of a boy’s heart. 
There may be not much expression of sentiment, but 
tender compassion, unselfish devotion and unfeigned 
affection are alwavs to be found in every noble and 
pure heart. And such hearts had Harry Ingolsby and 
Jack Stuart. Thev were class-mates and bosom friends. 
Both were excellent students and in athletics were con- 
sidered among the best. Jack ran a good mile and 
Harry could make a hundred yards in ten and a quarter 
seconds. Jack played right guard on the class-team, 
while Harry was half-back, and it was Harry s trick 
that won for his class the last inter-class game. His 
sixty-yard run with a touchdown behind the goal will 
be the talk of coming generations of foot-ball players. 

One year ago they had both entered Carrollton Col- 
leo-e and similarity of character had brought the two 
together. Companionship had grown and ripened du- 
ring the Freshman year and a friendship was formed 
that would go far beyond the College world into the 
busy outside life. 

The meeting of the two took place on the broad restmg- 
platform of the College’s south-tower, whence the view is 
always attractively new. Under the moonlight the scene 
is softened into a picturesque nocturne which composes 
itself deep in the’ memory. There were the wooded 
heights and tree-fringed shore of Virginia, Analostan 
Island lving on the bosom of the waters like a leaflet 
blown from the shore; the spectral Washington Monu- 
ment whitened by the moonlight; and the Potomac, 
flowing under the dark arches of the bridge, bearing in 
its silver glory towards the old Long Bridge, where its 
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numberless ripples widened into aba}^, and in the distance 
you would fancy that the river had been shaken into a 
frozen sea of silver light. 

This was the scene of rest upon which Hal was look- 
ing when Jack broke in upon his thoughts of sorrow and 
unrest. 

II. 

Unless one is used to receive telegrams a flutter of 
the heart follows the taking one into the hand. The 
envelope is torn open hastily, and, as though someone 
clutches you at the throat, you read the sender’s 
name—then the message. 

Poor Hal longed for the daily telegram, yet shrank 
from opening it. The burden of most of the telegrams 
was: 

“Mother’s condition unchanged. Very weak, yet 
conscious. Love from both. AGNES.” 

Several days before Christmas the tone of the mes- 
sages was despondent, and Hal’s heart was pierced by 
these arrows of sorrow: 

“Mother is low—crisis expected hourly. Says not to 
come- AGNES.” 

During these days of anxiety Hal was away in spirit 
at his mother’s bedside. He was there in the sick- 
room with his mother’s hand in his. Agnes was moving 
about as noiselessly as a shadow. He smoothed the 
pillow, laid his hand gently on his mother’s forehead, 
stroked her hand and looked yearningly at Agnes, as 
though to beg what he could do to relieve his mother’s 
suffering. When she dozed his big eyes would fill with 
tears and he would sob with suppressed emotion. 
Agnes would press her fingers against her lips, and with 
stern yet loving eye bid him be quiet. For women are 
more heroic in the presence of sickness and death than 
men. They would sacrifice all for whom they love, 
and when danger threatens, their weakness seems to put 
on a giant’s strength, around which twine the delicacy 
of womanly devotion and her loyalty and love. 

Hal’s classmates knew ot his sorrow, and each one, in 
his own way, testified his sympathy. Jack was ever 
with him, striving to divert his mind or build up his 
hopes. They walked around the romantic pathway of 
the “ Monks’ Walk,” as the walks through the wood- 
land in the College grounds are called. A stroll 
through the city, a visit to the Babel of the Nation—the 
House of Representatives or the sedate Senate—a walk 
through the fairyland of the New Library, all distracted 
for a moment. Yet these changing views were the back- 
ground of the sick chamber where his mother lay sick 
unto death. 

His professors consoled him, for the system at Car- 
rollton College, though one of discipline, was one of 
influence, not only over the intellect, but over the heart 
and affections which was brought about by the easy 
and familiar relation between master and pupil. 

But in the quiet of his room and the stillness of the 
night Hal was alone with an imagination fired by fear- 
ful anxiousness and a heart breaking with grief. Two 
days before Christmas the telegram read: 

“Crisis expected hourly. Delirium intermittent. Doc- 
tors puzzled. Be hopeful. Pray. AGNES.” 

The staccato style of the telegram smote his heart. 
What would the next telegram be ? All around him 
there were merry preparations for going home. “Cheer 
up, old fellow; Merry Christmas,” said some. “I do 
hope, Hal, the next news will be good. Good-bye!” said 
others. 

“ Remember, Jack,” said Hal, “if the worst comes 
I shall not visit you. Thank your mother kindly for 
her letter of sympathy. Tell her I couldn’t answer it. 
I’ve been all unstrung.” 

“ That’s all right,” said Jack. “Keep me posted by 

telegram. Poor fellow, good-bye, and Hal I hope it will 
be a Merry Christmas.” 

And both parted at the lodge-gate in silence and almost 
in tears—Jack to a house of happiness, Hal to his room of 
sorrow. That night was a sleepless one for him. The 
next day he walked as though in a dream through the 
hurrying crowd of merry purchasers. The crisp wind 
and Christmas-scented air invigorated him. He was 
thoughtful even in his sorrow, and sent a Christmas 
token to Jack’s mother, sister, and himself. Four days 
before he had sent Agnes a pin, whose device was two 
hearts of turquoise pierced by an arrow tipped with a 
ruby and winged with small diamonds. “ Lovers send 
such presents,” he wrote, “and we are more than lov- 
ers. The hearts symbolize our affection, and the arrow 
the grief that is common to both.” Hoping against 
hope he sent his mother a crayon sketch of herself and, 
though open to criticism, she would prize it exceed- 
ingly, because, with a youthful enthusiasm, he had written 
in the lower right-hand corner: “Hal fecit.” When Hal 
returned to his room that evening he took his mother’s 
photograph from the chiffonier and put it on the desk 
before him. He sat there before it, leaning his chin 
on his hands, and wondered whether that sweet face 
would speak to him again. - The telegram usually came 
in the afternoon, and now it was eight in the evening 
and not a word. Had the crisis passed? Would the 
news be favorable, or would the bells of the morning 
be ringing out their requiems for her ? He took a packet 
°f her letters from his desk and read them. One was 
for his birthday, and, as he read it again, his lips quiv- 
ered, and, resting his head on the desk, he sobbed bit- 
terly. Soon he fell asleep, for he had not slept the pre- 
ceding night. As he said afterwards, he dreamt that he 
was sitting at sunset on a hillside, which sloped down to an 
unruffled lake. . Long avenues of golden light stretched 
upwards to a triumphal arch of amethyst and white, up- 
held by fluted columns of opal. Far up the avenue be- 
yond the arch he saw his mother and sister, who beck- 
oned joyfully to him, whilst unseen voices sang the 
Christmas carol : 

“Weave with tender hands the crown 
For our new-born King. 
Christ is born in Jewry town; 
Come, your anthems sing.” 

He was called from his vision and his sleep by some- 
one touching him on the head. He started up in a 
daze. It was no dream. He heard singing along the 
corridors near his room. It was the Glee boys awaken- 
ing the sleeping Masters and pupils for the midnight 
Mass with their Christmas carols. Ah, yes, it was all. 
a dream; one of the Masters stood near him with a tele- 
gram in his hand. 

“Oh, sir,” said Harry, “what news of my mother? 
Is she living or dead? I was watching and waiting for 
that message all afternoon and night.” 

“ Harry, your mother is living,” said the Master. “ I 
opened the telegram, fearing bad news, which I wished 
to break gently to you. But God has been good—your 
mother is saved. Here’s the telegram—read it.” 

Hal took the telegram and read it: 

“ Crisis passed. Mother better, though weak. Doc- 
tors have no fears. Presents received. Merry Christ- 
mas from mother and me. AGNES.” 

He grasped the Master’s hand and said, with tearful 
fervor: “Thank God. My mother lives, and it will be 
a Merry Christmas for Agnes and me.” 

And the two walked down stairs and out across the 
‘1 quad ’ ’ to the College Chapel, where Hal heard the mid- 
night Mass with a heart of thankfulness to Him Who 
had brought such peace and solace after the darkened 
hours of his watching and waiting-. 

M. B. F., ’97. 
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TO TIIALIARCHUS. 
[Ode IX., Bk. I., Horace.] 

OEE how Soracte towers bold, 
v-i White-mantled with deep snow ; 
The struggling treetops scarcely hold 

The weight that bends them low ; 
And bitter frosts deliver 
To icy chains the river. 

The bitter cold and nipping thaw, 
Nor fail the fire to stock 

With fagots, Thaliarch, and draw 
Prom mellow Sabine crock 

Of wine a goodly measure; 
The four year old ’s our pleasure. 

Give it to the God’s to guide 
All other destinies 

When they the winds have pacified, 
That war with angry seas; 

The cypress ceases moaning, 
The olden oak its groaning. 

To ask what thee to-morrow waits 
Of weal or woe refrain; 

Each day allotted by the fates 
Esteem it as thy gain, 

Nor scorn love’s winsome glances 
In youth, nor shun the dances. 

Whilst hoary and morose Old Age 
His advent yet retards, 

In campus sports thyself engage, 
And pleasant promenades, 

Or, lover’s part pursuing, 
The twilight spend in wooing. 

Now let the laugh repeated be 
That gentle maid betiays 

In covert, hiding modestly, 
Who in sweet forfeit pays 

Bracelet or trinket golden 
By finger weakly liolden. 

JNO. P. O’BRIEN. 

A TETE A TETE. 

PHE old-fashioned clock in the wide hallway struck 
** six the last carriage rolled away, James, the but- 
„r his stiff collar somewhat wilted by his manifold ex- 
ploits to appear properly imposing, had retreated to 
he kitchen, and Miss Polly Van Brun threw herself in 
m arm chair before the fire in the long drawing room, 
md, perching her two slippered feet upon the fender, 
,he 'closed her eyes wearily. 

All the afternoon a crowd had ebbed and flowed up 
lie broad steps of the Fifth avenue mansion and Polly 
iad stood at her aunt’s side welcoming her guests, 
adopting their interests, listening patiently to their 
views, and peacefully covering their mistakes; but now 
tier aunt was lying down upstairs, and Polly, with only 
the blinking fire for company, could rest. . 

There was a claw-footed table by her chair, a lelic of 
one of her kuickerbocker ancestors; standing on it was 
a brass tea-kettle that reflected in distorted miniature 
the delicate profile of its young owner. Polly was hun- 
gry ; she had not time to think of it before she lighted 
the small alcohol lamp; the water in the kettle bubbled 
invitingly—a pinch of tea, a lump of sugar, and the bev- 
erage was complete. She poured some into a cup and 
stirred it meditatively, her mind, meanwhile, fluctuat- 
ing- between a Paris bonnet and the latest social prob- 
lem She did not hear a sharp ring at the doorbell nor 
James’ soft footfall on the tiled floor. The portiere 
was drawn noiselessly aside and a musical voice asked . 

“Playing Polly Flinders sitting ’mongst the cin- 
ders.” 

Slie started and almost dropped the cup she held; 
then she arose with a forced smile on her lips :. 

“Ah, Koeting, I did not know you were in town. 
Do you object to sitting ’mongst the cinders. I will 
suve you a cup of tea. _ r • , 
^ “ Delis:hted,” he said, bringing a handsome face into 
the charmed circle of the firelight, and, seating himself 

in a gilt chair, on the opposite side of the Dutch table, 
“I wonder why a ridiculous jingle like that should live 

“ To show us that inanity is as immortal as wisdom, 
I suppose,” she replied, sinking back among the bright- 
colored cushions, after handing him a cup of tea. 

“You are tired,” lie said tenderly ; “ I should not 
have come. Why is it that you never think of your- 
self?” 

“ Think of myself,” she repeated, with a harsh little 
laugh, “think of myself! Why there is not one mo- 
ment that I do not think of myself. It would be strange 
if I did not, a graduate of Madame Conde s school, 
where young ladies receive that polish warranted to 
stand the wear and tear of society. When 1 went there 
I was an unconscious, happy-hearted child I under- 
went an examination. I did not meet approval, and so she 
set about reforming me. She created a sort of. new be- 
ing, who follows me around whispering admonitions in 
my ears and restoring my confidence with compliments. 
How I hate myself when I think of it. . 

“ Do you know, I have been actually examining mv 
conscience. I have arrived at one conclusion—T have 
not a redeeming trait.” 

“ Of course, you expect to be contradicted, me said, 
slowly sipping his tea; “Miss Van Bruns chanty is 
widely known.”   

“Charity,” she exclaimed, scornfully, It s a great 
mistake to believe what you hear. Because I see a 
ragged little urchin standing in front of a shop window, 
eying enviously, certain hideous plaid suits, and be- 
cause I take absolute pleasure m gratifying his de- 
praved taste people say I am charitable I tell you that 
I rejoiced the other night at Rodman s ball, when I saw 
a girl who prides herself on her popularity, sitting next 
to her chaperon unattended, while I was surrounded by 
a f°rTC

f
e i0t(jid not know you so well I would think you 

were trying to impress me with your popularity, but 1 
am sure you went out of your way to speak to the wall- 
flower, danced with one fortunate cavalier and left her 
surrounded by a force of four. T n 0 m an 

“1 could not dance with five, could I; I like to ap 
pear generous. I am introspective enough to know it 

“ I wish I could judge you as harshly as you judge 
yourself. The count has been very devoted: 
watched her face attentively as he asked the question. 
“I suppose he is the lion of the season. I heard that 
you were thinking of purchasing this remnant of de- 
cayed aristocracy.” . . 

She looked angrily at him for a moment and then 
■said with a shrug of her white shoulders : 

“i am waiting for bargain day. He will be reduced 
by the end of the season. He was here this afternoon 
We have had a great many callers. I have followe 
directions, and talked about the latest dances the latest 
weddings, the latest fashions, the latest books I man 
aged to convince the foolish that I knew nothing, an 
they took pleasure in instructing me. I imbued the 
learned with a respect for my knowledge; they will tli 
it worth while to cultivate me. With the self-asser ive 
I was admiring; with my admirers I was seff-asserti^ 
I heard only one truism. There was a wizen-faced little 
woman, president of a foreign mission. I refused to 
aid her in her distant design. She said, m audibl 
tones, to my aunt: ‘Your niece is looking pale and 
thin, far different from the way she looked when sh 
first appeared, last winter. Blondes fade so ve y 

SO<“You do not care for society?” he asked, eagerly. 
“Aunt has taught me that it is my duty to mingle 

society for the sake of my two younger sisters. IwgK 
carve out a career for myself, but . I have not tb 
strength of mind to become a professional woman ana 
I know my own deficiencies too well to dream of be 
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coming anything remarkable. I might go into seclu- 
sion, but I think the life of a recluse is a selfish one, 
unless some great good comes of it.” 

“You are in a curious mood to-night. Why do you 
confess your faults so openly?” 

“Because—I want you to hate me!” she replied, 
passionately. 

“Hate you ! Then there is no hope.” 
“Hope that I will reform?” She laughed, nervously. 

“ I am afraid not. I am getting old and faded. I have 
talked too much about myself—I forgot.” 

“I thought you never forgot yourself.” 
“Not often. I should have said I usually regret my 

lack of memory”—there was an embarrassing silence— 
“tell me where you have been; how you have enjoyed 
yourself. I heard you had gone to California. Did 
you see my brother Dick?” 

“I first went to Nevada,” he said, gazing steadily at 
the fire, “masqueraded as a cow-boy and met with 
many startling adventures. We were attacked by In- 
dians one day. I managed to escape with my scalp and 
ought to be congratulated.” 

‘ ‘ How did you escape ? ’ ’ she asked carelessly, anxious 
to direct the conversation to more unpersonal subjects. 

“ It all drifted into the papers. I suppose you read 
an account of it. I was in a small ravine when the fir- 
ing began, and not caring to leave my bones bleaching 
in the sun, I stayed where I was concealed from the 
enemy. Strange to say, the Indians fled, and did not 
even approach my hiding place. After waiting an hour 
to see if there was any danger of a return, I retraced 
my steps to the battlefield; the six men were dead. It 
was rather inconvenient for me, because I had to return 
to the village alone. I was detained several days.” 

“And you staid in the ravine and did not make one 
effort to save your companions? ” 

“I preserved my life,” he answered hotly. “Of 
course it would have been more dramatic if I had been 
killed too; then there would have been no one left to 
tell the story. Those six men were a reckless lot, and 
expected to be shot sooner or later.” 

“ They were brave men.” 
Her auditor moved uncomfortably in his chair. Sud- 

denly he turned and said, with a triumphant ring in his 
voice, “ You asked me if I saw Dick. Yes, I regret to 
say that I did.” 

“ Regret that you did ? Yours must be a strange sort 
of friendship, Mr. Koeting.” 

“ You shall judge. I came here to-night to talk of 
Dick.” He paused, cleared his throat, and continued: 
“ You told me that he had gone West to practice law 
with his uncle. He has paid more attention to cards 
than to clients.” He stopped to see what effect his 
words were producing. Polly’s face was white and 
drawn. Grasping the arms of her chair for support, 
she asked, huskily, “He has been gambling, you 
mean ? ” 

“ Yes; he has been gambling a fortune away,” he 
replied, sneeringly. “You say you are not rich. I 
have known that for some time; to pay these debts your 
father will have to impoverish himself. Think for a 
moment, Miss Van Brun, what poverty means.” 

“ I can work,” she said, hopelessly. 
“I knew you would say, ‘poverty before disgrace,’ 

and all that sort of thing; but I have come to-night to 
suggest a medium. Your father is old; he has labored 
long in accumulating his capital ” 

“ Dick is his idol,” she said slowly, as if speaking to 
herself. “ It will kill father. Oh ! it will kill him ! ” 

“ Let me assume the debts, Miss Van Brun.” 
. “You assume the debts,” she cried, her eyes flash- 
lng> “you, who while pretending a friendship for my 
brother was leading him on to disgrace and ruin, as an 
old man can lead a good natured, thoughtless boy. Oh! 
why do you make it harder for me to bear ? ” She buried 
her face in her hands and sobbed convulsively. 

“You are not reasonable,” he said, in a harsh, un- 
natural tone. “ Remember, fortune has favored me 
more bountifully than she has most of your friends. 
Your uncle, you say, is a' stranger to you. He is 
wealthy, but as an honest, upright man he would have 
little patience with debts of this sort. Accept this loan 
for your father’s sake, for your brother’s. I only ask 
for a certain security that you alone can give. I pleaded 
for it two months ago. I plead again to-night.” 

She stood before him, her hands clutching her silk 
gown and crushing it in their grasp. 

“Go!” she commanded; “Leave me! You would 
accept a woman for a wife who would represent a re- 
ceipted bill, nothing more; a woman who would sell her- 
self for a gambling debt. Truly your ambition is a noble 
one. Go, if you have any pity for me—go! ” 

“I will not go,” he said, angrily, seizing one of her 
hands and holding it in both his own, “until you give 
me another answer.” 

The front door slammed, and Dick’s chee^ voice 
sounded in the hallway. “ This will be a surprise to 
Polly. She was not expecting me for two months. She 
will be delighted to meet you. I only wish she could 
know what a good friend you have been to me.” 

“ Tut-tut. Don’t worry the child with trifles. Candor 
and contrition pull effectually at my purse-strings. 
Glad I was able to help you, my boy; glad I was able 
to help you.” 

“Uncle! good, kind uncle!” and with a joyful cry 
Polly rushed into the old gentleman’s arms. 

Amazed and delighted, he bent down and kissed her. 
At that moment a tall, handsome man stepped from the 
drawing-room into the brilliantly-lighted hall, and, tak- 
ing his hat and overcoat from the rack, he gave Dick a 
sullen nod of recognition and hurried away into the 
darkness.   “GEHA,” ’98. 

IT’S CHRISTMAS EYE. 

POME, Ben, git out the dapple-grey 
An’ hitch her tew the bran new sleigh ; 

Tell Moll tew git yer mother’s shawl, 
The one thet Sam fetched home last fall ; 
Then git my beaver, dust it down, 
Fer, bless yer soul, we’re goin’ tew town, 

It’s Christmas Eve. 

Old Christmas, it’s the time o’ cheer, 
Jes’ see it in the fire-place here. 
The clock looks smilin’ from the -wall, 
The mistletoe is in the hall, 
An’ thar’s the dresser, shinin’ bright, 
Ez if the dishes knowed to-night 

Is Christmas Eve. 

An’ Ben, tell Moll tew fix thet cake, 
An’ watch the goose an’ turkey bake ; 
Fix thar, behind the cellar door, 
The cider-jug, an’ on the floor 
The mince an’ squash an’ pumpkin pies 
Thet mother med fer our surprise 

On Christmas Eve. 

We’ve all the fixiu’s, thet yer know ; 
Molasses candy, white ez snow, 
An’ popcorn cakes we hev a store, 
An’ canned things ! Sakes alive ! we’ve more 
Than cellar shelves hez ever seed, 
An’ we kin give to them in need 

On Christmas Eve. 

Fer, though our home is kinder plain, 
No floors er winders got thet stain 
Ez stylish folks kin brag about, 
Our good old cheer kin beat them out. 
Our hearts are right, I do declare, 
They’re big, an’ wishes all a share 

Of Christmas Eve. 

So, Ben, help mother to the sleigh ; 
Why, look, I’m jest ez young an’ gay 
Ez Sam, who kem from school to-night ; 
An’ see the stars a-twinklin’ bright, 
A-tellin’ thet sweet song again 
Of glad good-will an’ peace tew men, 

It’s Christmas Eve. 
MICHAEE EARES. 
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YULE-TIDE OF OLD. 

Few, indeed, are the hearts which do not feel the be- 
nign and joyful influence of Christmas. It is the one 
feast which the hard and unsparing utilitarian spirit of 
the nineteenth century, with its usual disregard of 
whatever is ancient, beautiful, and pious, has not dared 
to abolish or desecrate. A season when all are busy 
making plans for that merriest time of all the year. 

“ Let’s dance and sing and make good cheer, 
For Christmas comes but once a year.” 

Thus sang our Anglo-Saxon ancestors; and every one 
of them, from the king to his lowliest subject, did dance 
and sing and make good cheer. Poverty was allowed 
to prevent none of them from doing so, for 

“ Christmas is come in, 
And no folk should be sad,” 

was the spirit that ruled them all, and those who had 
plenty considered it their bounden duty to share with 
their less-fortunate fellow mortals. 

As London’s festivities were generally more elaborate 
than those in their own neighborhood, the nobles and 
more opulent commoners had, at one time, acquired the 
habit of flocking thither to spend the Holidays, and left 
their poorer neighbors to get along as well as they’ 
could without them. The king sent them all back to 
their several homes to the tune of 

‘‘At Christmas be merry 
And thankful withal, 

And feast thy poor neighbors, 
The great with the small.” 

Thus every hall and household had its own jollifica- 
tion, and 

“ A Christmas gambol oft would cheer 
A poor man’s heart through half the year. 

Of the many, many diversions and gambols which de- 
lighted the men of old the following songs treat of but 
a few; but front them one may form a faint idea of 
what an old-fashioned English Christmas was. 

On Christmas Day the poor were all invited into the 
gentlemen’s halls and entertained and feasted, but be- 
fore Christmas they did a little celebrating on their own 
account. To be able to do this on the Twenty-first of 
December—St. Thomas’ Day—they went “ a-gooding.” 
As late as 1857 this custom was observed in Worcester- 
shire. What “ a-gooding ” means may be derived from 
a song which “gooding” parties of children sang in 
later times: 

“ Wassail, wassail through the town, 
If you’ve got any apples throw them down. 
Up with the stocking and down with the shoe, 
If you got no apples money will do. 
The jug is white and the ale is brown, 
This is the best house in the town.” 

I11 former times, however, instead of apples, the 
“gooding” party expected other gifts, and were espe- 
cially fond of spiced ale. 

When those called upon responded liberally/ and 
very few, indeed, failed to do so, the “gooding ” party 
sometimes bestowed sprigs of holly or mistletoe upon 
them. 

As nowadays, these were then used to decorate the 
houses on Christmas. Away back in 1695 Poor Robin 
sang : 

“ With holly and ivy, 
So green and so gay, 

We deck up our houses 
As fresh as the day, 

With bays and rosemary 
And laurels complete, 

And every one now 
Is a king in conceit.” 

On Christmas Eve the festivities began in earnest. 
One old song runs : 

“ On Christmas Eve the bells were rung— 
The damsel donned her kirtle sheen, 
For to the wood did merry men go 

To gather in the mistletoe. 
The heir, with roses in his shoes 
That night might village partner choose; 
All hailed, with uncontrolled delight 
And general voice, the happy night.” 

I11 many parts of England it was customary to wassail 
the orchards on Christmas Eve. This song gives the 
reason: 

“ Wassail the trees, that they may bear 
Many a plum and many a pear ; 
For more or less fruits will they bring 
As you do give them wassailing.”' 

And this invocation was sung during the wassailing: 
“ Stand fast, root; bear well, top ; 

God send us a youling sop. 
Every twig apple-big, 
Every bough apples enow.” 

More common than the wassailing of orchards was 
the singing of Christmas carols. Bands of waits, or 
minstrels, strolled about and sang for the usual reward, 
ale. 

But of all the Christmas Eve functions the _ most 
common and the one accompanied by the greatest jollity 
was the burning of the Yule log. Herrick composed 
the following song for the introduction of the Yule log: 

“ Come, bring with a noise, 
My merry, merry boys, 

The Christmas log to the firing; 
While my good dame, she 
Bids you all be free 

And drink to your heart’s desiring. 
With the last year’s brand 
Light the new block, and, 

For good success in its spending, 
On your psalteries play 
That sweet luck may 

Come while the log is teendiug.” 

“Last Year’s Brand” is explained by these lines 
from another old song: 

“ Kindle the Christmas brand, and then 
Till sunue-set let it burne; 

Which quencht, then lay it up again 
Till Christmas next returne.” 

If a squint-eyed or flat-footed woman approached a 
house in which a Yule log was burning, death would 
make a visit there during the ensuing year; and many 
similar superstitions were held, so Herrick calls upon 
the harpers to play, that 

“ Sweet luck may 
Come while the log is teending.” 

Countless are the songs and poems descriptive of 
Christmas Day itself. In the earlier times all class 
distinctions were forgotten for that day, and the serf 
was as free as his master. The gentlemen had their 
neighbors gather in their halls early in the morning, 
and there they were entertained and feasted all day. 
At the Christmas dinner—and the dinner was the great 
event of the day—no one cared whether he was above 
or below the salt, nor who sat on his right hand or on 
his left hand. To enjoy the day himself and to help 
his neighbor enjoy it was every man’s sole care. For 
the feast the neighbors, “the great and the small,’ 
gathered at the host’s table—the “huge hall table,” as 
one poet calls it and describes it: 

“ The huge hall table’s oaken face, 
Scrubbed till it shone, the day to grace, 
Bore then upon its massive board 
No mark to part the squire and lord. 
Then the grim boar’s head frowned on high, 
Crested with bays and rosemary. 
The wassail round in golden bowls, 
Garnished with ribbons, blithely trowls. 
Then the huge sirloin reeked ; hard-bv 
Plum porridge stood, and Christmas pye ; 
Nor failed of Scotland to produce 
At such high tide her savory goose.” 

Another old bard sings of— 

“ Brown pudding and souse and good mustard, 
Beef, mutton and pork withal, shred pies of the best; 
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Pig, veal, goose and capon, and turkey well dressed, 
Cheese, apples and nuts; jolly carols to hear, 
As then in the country is counted good cheer.” 

A later poet treats the bill of fare humorously. He 
says : 

“ They sewed up salmon, venison and wild boars, 
By hundreds and by dozens and by scores, 
Hogsheads of honey, kilderkins of mustard, 
Muttons and fatted beeves and bacon swine, 
Herons and bitterns, peacocks, swan and 
Teal, mallard, bustard, pigeons, widgeons, and, in fine, 
Plum puddings, pancakes, apple pies and custard ; 
And, therewithal, they drank good Gascon 
With mead and ale, wine and cider of our own, 
For porter, punch and negus were not known.” 

The feast was opened by the bringing in of the boar’s 
head, which was accompanied with a great deal of cere- 
mony, while the guests all sang— 

“ Caput apri defero 
Reddens laudes domino. 

Boar’s Heade in hande bring I, 
With garlands gay and rosemary,' 
I pray you all sing merely, 

Sui estis in convivio, 
Caput apri defero 
Reddens laudes domino. 

“The Boar’s Heade, I understande, 
Is the chefe servyce in this lahde ; 
Loke wherever it be fande. 

Servite cum cantico, 
Caput apri, etc., etc. 

“ Be gladde, hordes, both more and lasse, 
For this hath ordayned our stewarde, 

To cheere you all this Christmasse 
The Boar’s Head with mustard. 

Caput apri, etc., etc,” 

The boar’s head was the first dish of the meal, as an 
old song says— 

“At the begyunyng of the mete 
Of a bory’s hed ye schalle hete, 
And in the mustard ye schall wete, 

And ye schall ringyn or ye gon.” 

Those ancient Englishmen were very particular in 
regard to their liquid refreshments, and always wanted 
the best obtainable. 

“ ’Twas Christmas broacheo, the mightiest ale,” 

runs an old song. Indeed, the Anglo-Saxon word 
“yule” is said by some antiquaries to come from a 
word meaning “ale.” At all events, without ale the 
English Christmas of old would have been a rather 
vapid festival. Iago, speaking of the bibulous penchant 
of the English of his day, says: “Your Dane, your 
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander are nothing 
to your English.” Thus, at the Christmas dinner was 
sung with vim— 

“The nut brown ale, the nut brown ale, 
Puts down all drink when it is stale,” 

as well as— 

“ Bryng us good ale: and bryng us good ale, 
For our Blyssed Lady sake, bryng us good ale.” 

Tales were told— 

“ ’Twas Christmas told the merriest tale,” 

and to add zest to the feast the host would call out— 
“ Not a man here shall taste my March beer 

Till a Christmas carol he does sing.” 

The song continues— 

“Then all clappt their hands, and then shouted and sang, 
Till the hall and the parlour did ring.” 

We might aptly conjecture that— 

“ If unmelodious was the song, 
It was a hearty note, and strong.” 

The dinner over, those who had not imbibed too 
freely played cards, sang Christmas carols, danced or 
took part in other games. 

Herrick sings of— 

“Christmas sports, the wassaile broule 
That tost up after fox-i-th-hole; 

Of blind man bufife; and of the care 
That young men have to shoe the mare.” 

Another song says: * 

“ Christmas is a merry time, good mirth, therefore, to make 
Young men and maids together their legs in dances shake.” 

Thus passed the ordinary English rustic’s Christmas, 
and the next day was heard— 

“Yule’s come and Yule’s gane 
And we have feasted weel, 

Sae Jock maun to his flail again 
And Jenny to her wheel.” 

But the leisure and idle folk of the town and country 
had maskings, dances and revels of all kinds until 
Twelfth Night. 

Then in the halls of the great nobles, at the univer- 
sities, at the inns of court and at the royal palace it was 
customary to close the Yule-tide celebrations with a play. 
Shakespeare’s “Twelfth Night” was written to be 
played then. 

Moreover, Christmas Day itself was celebrated with 
much greater eclat by these leisure and idle folk. They 
elected the dignitary known as the Lord of Misrule. 
The Lord had a complement of courtiers, who obej^ed 
his most trifling mandate; and the more ridiculous his 
orders were the more successful was deemed the Lord in 
his brief reign. 

From the same class were the mummers or masquer- 
aders. Disguising themselves in fantastic costumes, 
parties would go calling upon their friends and neigh- 
bors for sport. This is a specimen of the songs they 
would sing: 

“ My good, worthy masters, a pittance bestow ; 
Some oatmeal, or barley, or wheat for the crow ; 
A loaf, or a penny, or e.’en what you will ; 
From the poor man a grain of his salt will suffice, 
For the crow swallows all, and is not over nice.” 

In England the older Christmas was always more a 
day of unstinted merry-making than of solemn religious 
observance; still, it was properly observed by the 
Church. When the Puritans came into power, however, 
a law was enacted forbidding any public observance of 
the day. Shopkeepers were ordered to keep their stores 
open and clergymen were ordered to keep their churches 
closed ; and all social festivities of whatsoever nature 
were tabooed. The people were told to mourn, not re- 
joice, on Christmas Day. One old song bitterly resented 
the change, saying: 

“ Carols, not minced meat, make Christmas pies. 
’Tis mirth, not dishes, that sets a table off. 
Brutes and phanatiks eat and never laugh.” 

Then for a while Yule-tide was not so merrisome, but 
the old customs gradually returned; though they were 
never again so generally, or so joyously celebrated as 
formerly. 

J. LIVINGSTON CULLEN, ’99. 

A DIRGE. 

NTE chill north winds, why come so soon 
To chase the flowers away ? 

The rose has lost her crimson leaves, 
The robin fain would stay ; 

But ye blow shrill 
O’er dale and hill— 

"While oak grows red and maple sear— 
Ye chant the dirge of the dying year. 

The west wind soon will bring us May, 
With its thousand blossoms fair — 

The lily, rose and violet sweet, 
And fragrance burden’d air. 

Ah me ! Not so 
Life’s seasons go ; 

When spring is past and summer o’er, 
From autumn’s sad decay man blooms no more. 

J. KUHN, ’99< 
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THE POETRY OF CHAUCER. 

IN Poet’s Corner, Westminster Abbey, where dear, 
delightful Sir Joseph Addison loved to roam, it is 

not without significance that England’s first great poet 
and her late lamented singer rest side by side. 

Chaucer and Tennyson lived ages apart. The history 
of civilization during their times presents a remarkable 
contrast. We do not hold that the earliest poet is the 
greatest. The foremost epic poet is great because of j 
inherent ability, not because of an accident of time and 
birth. There was nothing new in Tennyson’s day, nei- 
ther tvas there in Chaucer’s time; nor in the age of 
Homer. Between chaos and the creation of man time 
had set its stamp on all the world—relative, yet unde- 
niable. Raphael was not called upon to acknowledge 
that the blending of colors and the thread of his canvas 
was no work of his making; he only claimed for his 
transcendent genius the ability to paint such pictures as 
would prove art to be the perfection of nature. 

It was Homer, then, who won for himself a seat on 
Mount Parnassus; it was Tennyson’s efforts which 
sounded a new clarion on Apollo’s hill; it was Chau- 
cer’s work which made him “ Morning Star of Song.” 
Tennyson was first an artist, then a poet; with Chaucer 
the poet preceded the artist. Tennyson wooed the 
muses—Chaucer was chosen. Tennyson had a language 
.refined by five centuries of use; Chaucer followed on 
the heels of a transition period, and became the “ Well 
of English undefiled.” England had no literature 
worthy of the name when Chaucer appeared; for nei- 
ther the Normans nor the Saxons had produced men of 
poetic inspiration, though of copyists there were many. 

Chaucer was at first a translator, but he was original 
withal, and his education and genius enabled him to 
depict nature and man to the delight of his own and 
succeeding ages. He frequented the most splendid 
court in Europe, and he took a conspicuous part in 
the pomp of Italy, Flanders and France, with all the 
grandeur that the times inspired. He knew Petrarch, 
;and probably Froissart and Boccaccio. He was an acute 
observer, and the observer precedes the artist. Having 
;a natural poetic talent, Chaucer, participating in all the 
glories of fourteenth Century Europe, and its associa- 
tion with popular legends, but— 

“ Lisped iu numbers, for the numbers came.” 

Chaucer’s earliest work wras a translation of the ‘‘Ro- 
man de la Rose,” the fountain head of gallantry, which, 
like the Arthurian cycles, has proved an endless source 
of poetic inspiration. He owes much to Guillaume de 
Lorris and Jean de Meung, for apart from the model 
‘they afforded him is the happjr effect of a nicety of lan- 
guage which the translation produced, and the work of 
this time exerted an influence long after Chaucer had 
■emerged from the work of merely translating. The 
‘‘Book of the Duchess” followed the ‘‘Roman de la 
Rose.” The attractiveness of the poem consists in its 
simplicity and truthfulness to nature, which was in itself 
.an indication of originality and genius, considering the 
artificiality of the times. His genius, however, was as 
yet unknown to the author, who was still dependent on 
others, but there are evidences of hope and self assur- 
ance. About this time Chaucer visited Italy, and hence- 
forth the magical effect of the Italian influence per- 
vaded his verse and added to its general improvement. 

The diplomatic mission which carried the poet to 
Italy was successful, and on his return to England he 
was presented with substantial evidence of royal good- 
will. In this fortunate season Chaucer wrote ‘‘Troilus 
and Creseida,” founded on one of the favorite legends 
of the middle ages, which had been previously used by 
Boccaccio in his “ Filostrato.” 

Chaucer’s poem is full of tourneys, extravagant re- 
galia, pomp, vanity, and tragedy. It leads us quickly 
through a multitude of descriptions, all enameled and 
gilded, among palaces and temples, but halts before 

each beautiful thing that the soul may, in its own sweet 
time, drink in the enchanting loveliness. 

‘‘The House of Fame” is executed in the romantic 
manner of the Gothic models. Under the form of a 
dream or vision, the poet is carried by an eagle to a 
temple of beryl, with resplendent windows and high 
turrets built upon a lofty and almost inaccessible ledge 
of ice. On one side were the names of famous men, but 
the sun’s rays were making them as ‘‘writ in water.” 
On the reverse side the sun shone less effectively, and 
the names remained. High on the turrets were min- 
strels, with Orpheus and Ariou and the great harpers, 
while behind them were enrobed countless musicians, 
with flutes, horns, bag-pipes, and reeds, the great 
charmers, magicians, and prophets, and there upon 
higher pillars appeared the names of Ovid, Josephus, 
Homer, Virgil, Livy and other historians of the Trojan 
War. But this is not the end of the phantasmagoria. 
Stand within the shadow of a rose-window, strewn with 
a symbolic group, in some old-world cathedral, while 
the red sun is dropping in the West and twilight deepens 
into darkness in nave and cloister, and you will know 
the picture, and thank Chaucer for the recognition. 

The poet’s married life seems to have been an un- 
happy one, and many caustic lines occur in his earlier 
poems. Iu after years he appears to regret this, and 
the “Legend of Good Women” served as a kind of 
amend honorable. 

In the field of prose the author’s most elaborate pro- 
duction was the “Testament of Love,” an imitation of 
Boethius. “On the Astrolabe” is an unfinished astro- 
logical work, written for the instruction of ‘ ‘ Lytle Lowys 
his sonne.” The student of Chaucer notes the growing 
excellence iu these works and expectantly awaits his 
master-piece. Like a general who masses the strength 
of his allies and the flower of his soldiery to crush the 
army of an invading foe, so Chaucer, confident of his 
power, strengthened by his French, Italian, and Latin 
models, conquers opposition, and, on the publication of 
his “Canterbury Tales,” became master of the literary 
field. Chaucer, like every great poet, was a keen lover 
of nature, and some of his most beautiful pictures are 
of spring-time and of birds: 

“ Whan that Aprile, with his showres, sote 
The droughte of March hath perced to the rote, 
And bathed every veine in swiche licour, 
Of which virtue engendered is the flour, 
Whan Zephvrus eke with his swete breth 
Enspired hath iu every holt and heth 
The tender croppes and the yonge sonne 
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne, 
And stnalle foules maken melodie.” 

Who can fail to note the beauty of the line, 
“ The tender croppes and the yonge sonne,” 

seeing Mother Nature in her vernal garb and feeling the 
cheering warmth of the sun moving toward its summer 
solstice, for it is a rare picture of pure phantaS3r? 

And, again: 
“ The busy larke, messenger of day, 

vSaluteth in her song the morrow gray; 
And fiery Phoebus riseth up so bright 
That all the Orient laugheth of the light, 
And with his streames dryeth in the greves 
The silver droppes, hanging on the leaves.” 

The description of morning is a favorite subject with 
the poets. We think 

“ See where the child of Heaven, with winged feet, 
Runs down the slanted sunlight of the dawn” 

unsurpassed, if equalled, in the range of literature. 
This is lofty, in proportion to the subject, but the sim- 
plicity of Chaucer is as marked as the grandeur of 
Shelley. Criticism halts abashed before the lines: 

“That all the Orient laugheth of the light; 
-x- * -x, x- -x * *. 

The silver droppes hanging on the leaves.” 

Chaucer was no Peter Bell. To him 
* “The meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.” 



December, 1896.] GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 33 

What wonder, then, that the warbling of birds, bub- 
bling over in their joy, was a never-ending source of 
pleasure to the poet? 

“For all my chamber ’gan to ring 
Through singing of their harmony ; 
For instrument nor melody 
Was nowhere heard yet half so sweet, 
Nor of accord yet half so meet.” 

A noticeable feature of Chaucer’s poetry in his broad hu- 
mor. Sometimes it is sustained through many lines, but 
here it is presented with a single sweep of the pen : 

“No where so bisy a man as he ther nas, 
And yet he seemed bisier than he was.” 

His close observance is well illustrated in the lines : 
“Upon the cop right of his nose he hade 

A werte, and thereon stood a tuft of hares.” 

Chaucer has been condemned for his treatment of the 
immoral. We are wont to search for a flaw in the 
most priceless gem, and the change cannot be said to 
be entirely unfounded. But Chaucer was true to his 
times. Much of the historj^ we have has been 
made compilable because the old writers were true 
to their times. An author must be judged by his age, 
its people, and institutions, and if such justice is ac- 
corded little injury can result to Chaucer. One might 
with even better reason decry the works of Shakes- 
peare, that “intellectual ocean, whose waves touched 
all the shores of thought,” and yet the fault is with the 
reader. If one subject should fail to please turn to an- 
other, for, in Chaucer’s own words: 

“For he shall find enough, both great and small, 
Of storial thing that toucheth gentleness, 
Dikewise morality and holiness ; 
Blame ye not me if you should choose amiss.” 

By a sudden flash-light Chaucer at times presents a 
character clearly and vividly by indirect reference, thus: 

“For him was liefer have at his bed’s head 
A twenty-bookes, clothed in black and red, 
Of Aristotle and his philospohie, 
Than robes rich, or fiddle, or psaltrie. 
But, although that he were a philosopher, 
Yet had he but a little gold in coffer; 
Of study took he moste care and heed, 
Not one word spoke he more than was need; 
All that he spoke it was of high prudence, 
All short and quick and full of great sentence; 
Sounding in moral virtue was his speech, 
And gladly would he learn and gladly teach.” 

Here is another picture, and it is certainly admirable : 

“And was a poure persoun of a town, 
But rich he was of holy thought and werlc; 
A better priest I trowe that nowhere now is; 
He waited after no pomp and reverence; 
He maked him a spyced conscience, 
But Christe s love and His Apostles twelve 
He taught, but first He foiled it Himselve.” 

And one might add Goldsmith’s 
“ * . * * * at his control 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 
And his last faltering accents whispered praise” 

without marring either the verse or the sentiment. 
Chaucer’s style combines simplicity, ease, and en- 

ergy with regularity and smoothness. He has a rare 
delicacy of thought and expression which engages and 
captivates the mind. His fluency is wonderful. Note 
the following: 

“And by himself he walketh soberly, 
The image of her recording alway new: 
Thus lay her hair, and thus fresh was her hue, 
Thus sate, thus spake, thus span, this was her cheere: 
Thus fair she was and this was her manere.” 

The least evidence of labor is wanting in his verse, 
and one is impressed with its ease without any sacrifice 
of elegance or power. Quiet suggestiveness is not the 
least attractive characteristic of his style. The story 
grows naturally without unnecessary elaboration. Chau- 
cer gives us the gist without causing a feeling of dis- 
pleasure at any omission. The tritest things are pre- 

sented in such a manner as to please us with old friends 
in their new dresses, while his poetic genius grows as 
the subject unfolds itself. 

Chaucer’s earR poems are dainty, but sentiment is 
made to serve for humor and power. His later efforts- 
have less sentiment, more humor, and a decided power 
of characterization. While the influence of the French 
and Italian writers was still apparent, there was more 
gloss than real merit; but when he dared to be most 
original he reached his best style and greatest excellence. 

Chaucer’s individuality lends a pleasing charm to his 
verse. This is particularly noticeable in the “Canter- 
bury Tales,” where every character is true to itself 
in thought, action and expression, and the author’s 
truthfulness to nature has made him true to art. His 
characters form a portrait gallery of his times, and 
every picture is hung with an artist’s eye to grouping, 
contrast and general effect. 

Chaucer has life, and grace and delicate, fancy. His 
soul is full of song, and like some blithe bird he would 
make life one long holiday. He does not touch the 
lowest depths of sorrow, but his nature is sympathetic, 
and at times touchingly pathetic, as in Arcites’ fare- 
well, which is strongly suggestive of the plaintive cry 
of CEnone, when Paris deserts his old love for Helen, 
but no more, for the touch of humanity which Tenny- 
son gives his verses admits of no comparison. Chaucer 
does not make our sorrow too heavy ; he only touches 
the “ wells of tears,” for— 

“ What needeth to show parcel of my pain, 
Sith every woe that hearte may bethink 
I suffer ; and yet I dare not to you plain, 
For well I wot, although I wake or wink, 
Ye recke not whether I float or sink. 
Yet natheless my truth I shall susteen, 
Unto my death, and that shall well be seen.” 

Chaucer’s art in versification must always remain the 
pride of English literati. He first gave life to English 
poetry, first gave it musical ring and rhythm. Prop- 
erly speaking, to Chaucer is due the invention and in- 
troduction of the heroic couplet, for he first illustrated 
its strength and adaptability. What is known as the 
“ Rhyme-Royal ” was his creation. Fourteen thousand 
lines were composed in this stanza and about sixteen 
thousand in the heroic verse. 

Two other features of Chaucer’s works should not be 
overlooked. In the “Canterbury Tales” his char- 
acters stand boldly, out, while the tales are well con- 
nected. To this day these characters appear individu- 
alized and typical. We know them by their little turns- 
of speech, dispositions, significant actions and manners, 
so that we discover in them the germ of the novel as it: 
was to appear in “Robinson Crusoe,” improved by 
Fielding and Richardson, and carried to its highest 
development by Scott, Dickens, Thackeray and the 
host of the present century. 

Chaucer also foreshadowed the Elizabethan drama ; 
for his characters are not only phantasms of the brain 
or mere possibilities, but real beings, and of a type of 
which human nature is moulded. Chaucer presents the 
strong dramatic situation ; the spirit aud movement of 
dialogue and the vividness of his imagery stamp him 
with the mark of the born dramatist. Many passages 
in the “ Book of the Duchess,” the “ House of Fame,” 

-and “ Troilus and Creseida” give promise of a skill 
which is seen at its best in the “ Canterbury Tales.” 

Thus we find Chaucer at the close of the fourteenth 
century not only a poet and an artist, but possessed of a 
genius for both the drama and the novel. Most poets 
keep step with their times, but Chaucer, not content with 
merely marking time, outmarched his company, as 
Tennyson, in his “ Dream of Fair Women ” sings : 

“ Dan Chaucer, the first warbler, whose sweet breath 
Preluded those melodious bursts, that fill 
The spacious times of great Elizabeth 
With sounds that echo still.” 

CAEEB CEARK MAGRUDER, JR., L., ’97. 
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A REVERIE. 
Eheu! fugaces, Posthume, Posthume, 
Labuntur anni. 

^pHERE are times when we naturally steal away from 
the noise of our surroundings and seek a quiet spot, 

there to indulge our thoughts uninterrupted—those 
times when a mellowed feeling of sadness comes o’er 
us at the thought that we are only fleeting figures amid 
scenes now so familiar to us; that as others before us 
have filled out their spans on this same spot, and de- 
parted leaving only the faintest traces of their sojourn, 
so we, like them, must pass away—to be remembered 
only by an ever decreasing circle—to leave to future 
tfmes memorials of ourselves hardly less fleeting than 
the recollections of surviving friends. 

One, two, three, four! How slowly and how sol- 
emnly floats the music of the old bell as it tolls the 
dying hour, while its sound is borne through the calm 
Sunday stillness of this November afternoon. How 
often in days long gone by have I heard the cries and 
shouts of my playfellows suddenly hushed, at the sound 
of its warning voice, in the midst of their mad games ; 
but this afternoon, as I stand upon the old foot-bridge 
that crosses the little brook around the 1 ‘ walks.” it awak- 
ens in my mind only the sacred memories of the past. 

How many of those whose names looked solemnly 
down upon me as I wandered slowly around the “old 
walks” have stood upon this worn plank bridge, where 
still are seen true tokens of their destructive penknives, 
and have listened to the ceaseless babbling of this brook, 
that now, half covered with the autumn leaves that float 
upon its surface, picks its noisy way through broken 
branches and over the polished stones to the all-receiving ; 
ocean. How it reminds me of the joyful, noisy, thought- 
less crowd that made old Georgetown ring with their 
merry voices half a century ago. They, too, have long 
since left the narrow channel of College life and have 
been swallowed up in that vast ocean of humanity be- 
yond the College walls—those walls they once so longed 
to climb. Ah, how many of them during the past fifty ! 
years, when they have found themselves tossed about 
by the fierce storms of life, have not looked back with 
longing to the thoughtless, noisy freedom from care 
they once enjoyed within those ancient walls. How 
often have thev sat beside this brook, and with all the 
generous fire of youth.enkindled within them, have pic- 
tured forth upon their glowing imagination, or mayhap 
to some dimidium vita, a glorious future. Surely Vir- 
gil would have said that the nymphs had heard their 
rapturous predictions and had whispered them to the ! 
running stream, and if I could now but translate the 
music of its song into words, what a story might I not 
write. 

But all it tells me now in its unceasing murmuring is 
that the stillness, the solemnity of the place, is becom- 
ing deeper. Beyond the hill, a hundred paces to my 
right, up which I raced so often when a boy, the sun 
has almost sunk—casting yet backwards one lingering 
and loving look upon the glen he has so cheered with 
his genial warmth during the day. There it sank—per- 
haps behind that very rock, on some clear Sunday even- 
ing in November—half a century ago. I wonder if any 
one saw it descend then as I watch it now. Morning 
after morning has old Sol risen over Georgetown, arous- 
ing its unwilling students to a day of toil and play. 
How he peeps in the windows of the dormitory and 
smiles as the stern prefect moves ruthlessly through the 
alcoves, driving the gentle spirits of sleep from the 
heavy eyelids of his young charges. How it speeds a 
thrill of gladness through their young hearts, scarce yet 
recovered from the prefect’s cruel rout, as they enter 
the cheerful study hall, lit up with his golden rays. 
Yes, for a century has it wakened and watched over the 
Georgetown boy. It has looked down upon his studies 
and his plays, his successes and his failures, his victor- 
ies and defeats; beheld with astonishment that famous 

baseball, shooting like a meteor through the air, which 
good Brother insists Fox knocked into the Potomac 
from the College campus. Old Brother ! how like an 
echo of the past he seems as he moves round the grounds. 
Yes, it has followed the Georgetown boy through the 
vicissitudes of life; has seen him at the altar, in the 
hospital ward, defending the weak and helpless from 
the oppressor—even shedding his blood for his coun- 
try’s safety—or after a cycle of years spent in living 
the principles he had imbibed at the knees of his Alma 
Mater, has seen him sink quietly and calmly into eter- 
nity, just as his own noble light sinks at evening be- 
neath the western sea. 

Ah, what glorious deeds, wrought by Georgetown’s 
sons, might not Sir Phoebus write on the pages of his- 
tory, would he but master the art of caligrapliy. And 
like that light that still remains, purpling the hill top 
and the glen, though its source is sunk beneath the 
hill, may the influence of the departed remain, though 
their actual work is over. 

Once more the old clock speaks, slowly but more 
solemnly than before. The twilight deepens, and I 
scarce can read the familiar names deep-graven on the 
trees. But their owners’ faces still peep out on me 
from the almost leafless branches, each one recalling 
some oft-repeated boyish prank or happy game. For- 
sooth, a “motley crew” have left their memorials 
here. Evidently we shall find but few such brilliant 
lights as the Bacons, Miltons, and Chesterfields, whose 
shades revisit the banks of the sluggish Cam. 

Not a few of them might be epitaplied as youths to 
fortune and to fame unknown. Most of those whose 
initials appeal to my attention have drawn aside the im- 
penetrable curtain of futurity and passed beyond. Or 
they have launched their barks upon the sea of life, 
where many, despite storm clouds, yet speed on under 
full sail, while perhaps some have foundered and no 
small number have reached their haven in safety. And 
here is one whereon is carved my own initials, E. S., 
and beneath them “Lucy.” Ah, what a treasury of 
recollections those names bring back to me. Even now 
the day on which those names were carved the very 
knife I used, the boyish exultation that filled my heart 
when the work was done, all are as clearly defined in 
my mind as if everything had occurred but yesterday. 
Yet a lifetime has intervened. 

Slowly I leave the hallowed tree, with so many pre- 
cious secrets locked within its rugged breast, and wan- 
der thoughtfully Collegeward, until I stand upon the 
little eminence overlooking the College graveyard. Ah, 
precious dead ! the cold November moon lights up the 
sacred soil beneath which sleep the heroic hearts that 
had sacrificed all to labor and toil for youth. 

Many a boyish prank used we play upon those loving 
hearts, but with all our wildness they loved us still, and 
their lifework proved their love. On the cold grass, 
above the moonlit graves, I offered a silent prayer for 
the silent dead. From His little tabernacle in the chapel 
beyond their graves watches their Great Captain, in 
Whose service they fought and for Whose glory they 
sacrificed their lives. How applicable to them are the 
words of the immortal Shakespeare: 

“And there at Venice gave 
His body to the pleasant country’s earth, 
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under Whose colors he had fought so long.” 

And my own time, is it far off? God knows who leads 
me to-day through the old haunts. How many of the 
generous hearts with whom I played have crossed the 
bourne, whence no traveler returns. Their task is 
done—we loiter still and they wait for us, their tardy 
school-fellows. 

Beneath the soft red glow of the sanctuary lamp, 
yielding myself to the influences of place and hour, I 
fondly remember old Georgetown’s sons, past and pres- 
ent. U. vS. 
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CATHOLIC ALUMNI ASSOCIATION OF BOSTON. 

rJpHE Catholic Alumni Association of Boston held its 
second annual banquet on the night of November 21, 

1896, in the Hotel Vendome. The association is com- 
posed chiefly of Catholic college graduates, and its 
second annual meeting was such as to reflect credit on 
the association. There were present on the occasion 
about one hundred members of the association and sev- 
eral distinguished college presidents, among whom was 
Rev. Father Richards. As expected, the theme of dis- 
cussion during the evening was education—a theme 
perhaps too weighty for ordinary after-dinner speeches, 
yet eminently proper in the presence of such a univer- 
sally educated gathering. The first speaker of the 
evening was President Eliot, of Harvard. Following 
him Rev. Father Richards answered to the toast, “ The 
aims and methods of Catholic college education in the 
United States,” in a discourse, of which we subjoin ex- 
tracts : 

“ The aim of the Catholic system of education is the 
development and formation of the man—the man com- 
plete and perfect in all his faculties and attributes, that, 
as St. Paul says, we may all ‘ meet into a perfect man, 
unto the measure of the age of the fullness of Christ.’ 
(Eph. iv, 3.) This statement is no doubt trite ; but it 
is trite only because it is most true ; and the fact that it 
is a commonplace does not destroy the fact of its tre- 
mendous importance, nor the further fact that it is fre- 
quently overlooked and deplorably neglected in practice. 

“ But it is nevertheless true that in itself that educa- 
tion is most perfect and most valuable that develops and 
forms, or rather enables the student himself to develop 
and form, most completely his whole mind, and char- 
acter, and soul—in a word, the entire man. 

‘j In this formation or evolution, religious and moral 
training unquestionably holds the foremost place. 

“ The question next logically presenting itself for sol- 
ution is, in what does this general education of the col- 
lege consist—what branches ought it to embrace ? To 
this we answer by our practical requirements as follows : 
First, a thorough study of the English language, and at 
least an outline course of its literature, and in connection 
with these a training in the general principles of lang- 
uage and style. Language is the expression of man’s 
thought. Then History, which is the record of man’s 
action—not the history that tells only of battles and 
political revolutions, but the kind that busies itself with 
the life of the people and the causes of social conditions 
and events. Mathematics ought to be included, and the 
more fundamental of the Natural Sciences. I would 
myself advocate, I think, the introduction of the general 
principles of Biology, with some Botany, not only to 
give, an insight into the most important phenomena 
within and without us, but also to train the powers of 
observation and induction. At least one modern lang- 
uage other than English should be learned by all, at 
least to the extent of a reading knowledge—though, in 
truth, a deficiency in this may more easily be made up 
afterward than any other. Then, by all means, the 
Ancient Classics, both Latin and Greek, and, above all, 
Philosophy, are regarded as most essential elements of 
this ideal education. To these Catholic educators have 
faithfully adhered during a long period of discourage- 
ment ; and, in the classics at least, their fidelity has 
been approved by a very decided reaction of public 
sentiment in their favor. The classic languages, with 
their systematic grammatical structure, are admitted to 
form most admirable gymnastics for the mind. In their 
etymology they are the sources from which an immense 
proportion of modern speech is derived. Their litera- 
tures present unapproachable models, with a fresh, 
direct simplicity of conception, which seems to have 
deserted the modern world. The peculiarly objective 
spirit of the Latin, and still more of the Greek writers, 
by which they ‘‘hold the mirror up to nature,” renders 

them particularly valuable to our over-subjective mod- 
ern minds. Coleridge, in a notable passage of his Bio- 
graphia Literaria, compares an ode of Horace with 
one of Sarbievvski, the noted Polish Jesuit poet, whom 
he familiarly calls by his Christian name, Casimir. He 
declares that, so far as he can see, the Jesuit’s Latinity 
does not fall below that of his prototype, and his thought 
is equally beautiful; yet, no one would for a moment 
fail to perceive that the one is a classic and the other a 
modern writer, and this on account of the essential sub- 
jectivity of the latter’s thought. The classic literatures 
of Greece and Rome are the fountains that have irrigated 
all modern literary fields, and one can be only a second- 
hand scholar in any literature who does not possess them. 
Moreover, they are the key to the history of Europe, 
revealing to us the customs and the every day thoughts 
of men who, in their day, dominated the civilized world, 
and whose influence is essentially interwoven with the 
laws, literatures, arts, indeed with every feature of our 
own and all future civilizations. The classics are our 
greatest bond with the past, and no one who had the 
pleasure of listening to the able defense of them from 
this point of view made by Prof. Woodrow Wilson at 
the late Princeton celebration will hesitate to concede 
to them an extremely high and even essential place in 
an ideal education. 

“ But it is in philosophy that the greatest strength of 
the Catholic Colleges resides. This it is that knits to- 
gether all the various threads of learning and makes of 
them one consistent and harmonious fabric. Thus it 
becomes the great principle of unity in education. In 
the Aristotelian philosophy, adapted by St. Thomas and 
elaborated and enriched by countless acute and obser- 
vant intellects down to our own day, we have an incom- 
parable system of truth. Other colleges and universi- 
ties may imagine that thej7 teach philosophy, but it is 
ordinarily, if I mistake not, a mere History of Philos- 
ophy, a lifeless catalogue of the tenets and vagaries of 
successive schools, or it is a fragmentary and discur- 
sive treatment of limited questions. Only the Catholic 
colleges, if my observation is correct, have a vast, com- 
pact, thoroughly reasoned and tested body of philo- 
sophic truth, extending over the whole field, consistent 
in all parts, taught and drilled into every graduate by 
lecture, repetition, disputation, and essay until it be- 
comes a part of his very mind and mode of thought. 
The value of such a training for one’s whole life and 
for every profession is incalculable. It induces orderly 
habits of thought, it maps out and arranges all other 
knowledge in the mind, showing the dependence of one 
field upon another; it gives us our intellectual bearings, 
affording, in fundamental principles, the points of de- 
parture and lines of reference by which all sciences and 
all learning are divided, arranged, and guided; it de- 
velopes the power of analysis and supplies the tests by 
which to judge the results of analysis and induction. 
The slight esteem in which philosophy seems to be held 
outside of the Catholic institutions of learning would be 
marvellous were it not explained by the inherent defects 
of the philosophy itself as taught in other schools. 
When the philosophy of Aristotle was rediscovered it 
set Europe wild with delight. Kashdall, in his History 
of the Universities of Europe in the Middle Ages (a 
work which, by the way, is founded chiefly on the re- 
cent labors of the Dominican Father Denifle), shows 
that the pleasure found in philosophy drew the schools 
of Northern Europe away from the graces of literature, 
and thus turned into its own channel the whole of the 
revival of learning, which had made considerable pro- 
gresss in the eleventh century.” 

Milton sings of it : 

“ ‘How charming is Divine Philosophy! 
Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose, 
But, musical as is Apollo’s lute, 
And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets, 
Where no crude surfeit reigns.’ ” 
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We are creatures of hope, constantly looking forward 
'and wondering what the future has in store for us, and 
during our college days we are ever in expectation 
of the coming holiday, the next break in our study 
time. No sooner is Thanksgiving past than every mind 
turns towards Christmas. That is the absorbing thought 
at present, the reason of the joyous face and beaming 
eye. The Christmas-tide with all its attractions is at 
hand. Need we make apology for the mention of this 
happiest feast of the year in our editorial columns? It 
has become almost customary now to regard such con- 
siderations as trite and unnecessary, but surely we need 
have no fear of lack of interest in a festival which holds 
so high a place in all our hearts. 

Though we may be forced to admit that the oldtime 
Christmas customs are dying out, still it seems to us 
that a glance at our magazines must convince one that 
the religious aspect of the day is becoming quite com- 
mon among our people. Pictures of the Christ-child 
and His holy Mother are universal, and carols are pub- 
lished in secular periodicals that rival in expressions of 
piety some of the most charming Christmas hymns. Of 
course this may be due in great measure to the aesthetic 
sense which recognizes the God of all laid in the man- 
ger, the child of a Virgin Mother, as the highest subject 
of later art, as it was in the “Ages of Faith; ” but may 
we not hope that it is also due to the wider spreading of 
the leaven of true Christian feeling among our American 
people and the acknowledgment that Christmas is also 
a Feast of our Lady as well as. of our Lord ? 

In former days the feast of Christ’s birth was the great 
day for family reunions, when the aged parents gathered 
around them their children and grandchildren to rejoice 
in mutual love and to share the Christmas dinner. Some, 
it is true, still keep alive the old traditions, but our ex- 
tent of territory has tended to scatter families more than 
of old, and much of the good cheer of Yule-tide has 
gone with the ancient simplicity. Yet we are loath to 
believe that any, even in the days of yore, could de- 
light more than we do now at College in the thought of 
the coming feast; we, too, are afar from home, but that 
day will find us once more among our loved ones, our 
hearts will be gladdened by the Christmas gifts of affec- 

tion, and to-day we see visions of the evergreen and the 
holly, and—need we hide it ?—of the mistletoe. 

But the serious thought of the season also springs up 
naturally in our minds—the thought of our Redeemer, 
born on this day in Bethlehem’s lowly stable for our 
sakes. We shall think of Him on Christmas morning 
when we awake to hear the church bells ringing, as of 
old angel choirs sang, the message of glory to God and 
peace to men. It is in this spirit that the JOURNAL ex- 
tends to all the students and all “ old boys,” to its many 
friends and patrons, its heartiest wishes for every Christ- 
mas blessing. A Merry Christmas! 

The entertainment given for the benefit of the Ath- 
letic Association is duly noticed in another column, but 
we cannot refrain from especial mention of an evening 
so full of true enjoyment. The work of the performers 
met with the highest approbation and success, and in 
truth the exhibition was so delightful that it came al- 
most as a surprise, not only to the students but to the 
large and appreciative audience that gathered in Gas- 
ton Hall. Why are we surprised, except that we are so 
seldom permitted to enjoy such entertainments? We 
realize the amount of work necessary in order to give 
such an excellent performance, but unless we make the 
effort to appear more frequently than in the past, we 
must expect to have the students lose confidence in 
their abilities, to see their friends in turn lose con- 
fidence, and to be robbed ourselves of golden hours of 
profit and pleasure. We hope, however, that the splen- 
did success of this latest attempt has opened our eyes, 
and that during the course of the year we shall be again 
and again delighted with a series of entertainments, 
each of which will surpass those that have gone before. 
We have here an easy way of reducing the debt of the 
Yard and of providing for ourselves and our good friends 
evenings of happy recreation. The managers of the 
entertainment, and all who took part, whether alone or 
in the different clubs, deserve our sincere thanks for 
their untiring work and our warmest congratulations 011 
their success.    

The foot-ball season is over, and a long and interest- 
ing season it has been. When the season opened we 
had occasion to speak of the coming contests on our 
own field, and to appeal for that lively interest which 
alone could make our inter-class games successful. 
That interest, we are glad to say, was manifested from 
the very beginning, and it grew as time went on, so that 
from an athletic standpoint we must regard the season 
of ’96 as one of the most successful in the foot-ball 
history of the College. Not even in the days when we 
had our ’Varsity team and were competing with 
rival colleges was there as much enthusiasm shown as 
during the recent games. Every member of each class 
felt it a personal duty to encourage and support his team, 
to rejoice with them in victory, to sympathize with them 
in defeat. During the games the rival supporters kept 
together, and the constant cheering showed the loyalty 
they felt. What made the interest more lively and the 
season so successful was the fact that the teams were 
very evenly matched ; each one had suffered defeat, 
and up to the last contest the honors of championship 
were in doubt. Victory, however, is the only satisfac- 
tory test we have of the merits of the different teams ; 
hence we cheerfully recognize the superiority of the 
Juniors. We congratulate them on again winning the 
championship, and at the same time we congratulate 
the members of the other teams on their persistent work 
and excellent showing. Of course, there were some 
accidents during the contests, but happily none were of 
a serious nature. It is to be regretted that some expose 
themselves to these accidents through lack of proper 
training. On the other hand, the manly courage and 
ph}rsical strength which are developed by these games 
will prove of immense advantage in after-life. 

FRANCIS X. DELANY, ’97. 
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THIS FIRST MIDNIGHT MASS. 

TP OUGH hewn by passing cycles’ rugged hands, 
-LV Fair draped in white, 
The altar Earth in waiting silence stands ; 

While pure and bright 
The taper stars fling thro’ the aisles of space 

Their radiant light; 
And Time kneels trembling at the throne of Grace 

This blessed night. 
Confiteor,” he breathes, in faltering sigh, 

'■“Low bowed with all the ages’ sins am i. 
Mea culpa, mea culpa, 

Out of the darkened depths to Thee I cry ; 
Send forth Thy light and ulercy from onTiigb, 

Mea culpa, mea culpa." 

Faint grows the low and plaintive murmured prayer 
As chorused echoes fill the throbbing air ; 
.And timbrel notes and lute, and trumpets’ blare, 
In rich-toned minstrelsy the chant upbear — 

Kyrie eleison, kyrie eleison. 
O Lord, Thy chosen ones are waiting here ; 
King, priest and prophet, patriarch and seer ; 
We who have walked before Thee in Thy fear, 
Unto our pleading bend Thy gracious ear— 

Kyrie eleison, kyrie eleison, 
-Show unto Israel the salvation near. 

Higher the deep chant floats, still higher, higher, 
Upbearing all the nations’ long desire ; 
Then flames the darkness with celestial fire ; 
Bursts forth in rapture the angelic choir ; 

With song triumphant Heaven’s portals ring— 
“ Rejoice ! rejoice ! ’’ exultant seraphs sing ; 
“Glad tidings unto mortal ears we bring ; 

This night is born to Earth high Heaven’s King ! ” 
"“Gloria, gloria,” swells the mighty song, 

While dazzling vistas the full notes prolong, 
And radiant forms the mystic midnight throng— 

Gloria in exce/sis Deo. 

Lo, He hath come ! 
He lietli on Earth’s altar weak and frail— 
He, at whose fiat sun and stars will pale, 
Hath hushed His voice into a feeble wail. 

Eternal light, 
Eternal might, 

Doth yield Himself to Earth and Time and Night, 
While white-winged seraphs bend in awe profound 
And heavenly anthems through the air resound ; 

And Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus sweetly soar, 
The tones that Earth will echo evermore: 
All holy is the Lord whom we adore. 

Hosanna, swell the voices of the blest, 
But Mary clasps her babe unto her breast, 
And, softly singing, soothes Him to His rest: 

“ Agnus Dei, Lamb Divine, 
Son of God, yet Son of mine. 
Earth is hard, and strange, and cold ; 
Be this heart, my Lamb, Thy fold. 
Rest Thee in its love untold.” 

As sweet and low the tender accents rise 
The angel music into silence dies ; 
For Jesus sleeps beneath His mother’s eyes. 

  “ GKHA,” ’98. 

TOPICS OF THE HOUR. 

MUSICAL AND FOLLY NIGHT. 

"pHUY had a right to assume that air of self-com- 
placency—those clear-sighted youths who foretold 

•■success for the entertainment of Thanksgiving’s Eve, 
mnd their self-satisfaction was even more becoming, if 
they were of the number of those whose names graced 
the program. For the entertainment was in every re- 
spect, even financially, an undoubted success; and it is 
-a question whether the friends of Georgetown University 
have ever spent a more enjoyable evening in Gaston 
Hall than that of November 25th. 

To many the Musical, and Folly Night proved an 
agreeable surprise. It was not generally known that 
the College possessed so much musical and histrionic 
talent. The recent vaudeville, however, of the St. 
Vincent Society suggested the possibility of such a pre- 
sentation; the low ebb in the funds of the Senior Yard 
Association offered a motive; the material was afforded 
by the willingness and the talents of the boys, while 
the directive energy to plan and organize the idea was 
furnished by the Reverend Vice-President. The result 

of it all was the subjoined program carried out to the 
pleased wonder and intense delight of a numerous and 
distinguished audience. 

PROGRAM. 
a) Lovely Night Chwatal 
b) Call John Bradbury 

GLEE CLUB. 

Fantaisie Vi olin Singelee 
MR. JOHN LAWRENCE NAGLE, ’99. 

A Study in Black. 
MR. PAUL WARRINGTON EVANS, Law. 

Chariot Race from Ben-Hur   Wallace 
MR. BENEDICT FRANCIS MAHER, ’97. 

(Medal Elocutionist, ’96.) 
Crowd of Coons  Callan. 

BANJO CLUB. 

The Armorer’s Song  De Koven 
MR. W. R. BENHAM, Law. 

Dutch Colorings. 
MR. CHARLES AUGUSTINE GREEN, ’98. 
MR. JOSEPH HENRY KEANE, ’98. 

Ma Onliest One  Solo Templeton 
MR. GEORGE H. O’CONNOR, Law,. 

Recitation Selected 
MR. EDWARD J. WALSH, Law. 

La Tipica Polka Carlos Curti 
MANDOLIN CLUB. 

An Etching in Green. 
MR. CHARLES MICHAEL MCLAUGHLIN, Acad. 

Georgetown March Callan 
BANJO AND MANDOLIN CLUB. 

Hunting Chorus from Robin Hood De Koven 
GLEE CLUB. 

Accompanists : 
MR. ARMAND GUMPRECHT, 

MR. ARTHUR PERCY HARRIS, 

MR. J. FULTON RICHARDS, 

MR. J. ALBERT O’CONNOR. 

In the hall itself the platform, which is not well 
adapted to regular stage settings, was most handsomely 
and appropriately decorated. During the day a minia- 
ture forest of slender palms and graceful ferns had ar- 
rived. These were tastefully distributed about the 
platform; but their naturally sombre effect was relieved 
by a judicious arrangement of colored vases and brightly 
tinted ornamental lamps. All this, together with Japa- 
nese screens in the background and a few rich rugs'on 
the floor, composed a stage setting at once appropriate 
and handsome enough to satisfy the most exquisite aes- 
thetic faculty. 

The entertainment began with two vocal selections by 
the Glee Club. The repeated and hearty applause was 
well merited. To this Mr. Geo. O’Connor, of the Haw • 
School, who is winning distinction as an amateur come- 
dian, responded with a popular negro melody, the Glee 
Club joining in the refrain. 

A classical violin solo by Mr. J. Uawrence Nagle, ’99, 
was the next number. The selection was a fantaisie by 
Singalee. It was splendidly executed. Before the pro- 
longed applause had .died out Mr. Evans, as a ‘ ‘darkey 
character,” bounded upon the stage and afforded much 
amusement by his funny songs and jokes. 

The specimens of elocution by Mr. Maher, ’97, and 
Mr. Walsh, of Law, were not merely listened to in pa- 
tient encouragement, as such efforts too often are (;) but, 
on the contrary, they held the audience spellbound, and 
provoked long and hearty applause. The grace of Mr. 
Maher, his sustaining force and correct interpretation of 
the rather difficult selection, “Ben Hur’s Chariot Race,” 
elicited much praise. Mr. Walsh displayed admirable 
qualities of voice, pathos and energetic action in his two 
selections. 

Musical critics may seek to exclude the banjo from 
among the number of classical instruments, but their 
judgment did not in the least dispel the charm that held 
by its magic sway the minds of those who heard the 
harmonious chords evoked from the catgut by the deft 
fingers of our boys that evening. 

The Mandolin Club, too, must receive its due meed of 
praise. Indeed, the wrapt attention which the efforts 
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of the Mandolin or the Banjo Club met with showed 
how strong was the spell their music produced. And 
from the signs of approbation that followed each selec- 
tion, whether of the mandolins or banjos, or of both 
combined, it was impossible to decide which was the 
favorite. 

Though not quite equal to the products of the brush 
of a Vandevelde or a Backhuysen, the Studies in Dutch 
Colorings were nevertheless highly appreciated. The 
work of our artists, Green and Keane, possessed a merit 
peculiarly its own. It was decidedly original, and 
whilst it was neither in oils nor pastels, yet it showed 
an emphatic warmth and vigor that even those old mas- 
ters failed to portrayu 

But perhaps the most complete and most pleasant sur- 
prise of our Art Exhibit that evening were the etchings 
in green by Mr. Charles McLaughlin. 

Of the remaining vocal numbers the solo in the deep, 
rich bass of Mr. Benham especially calls for praise. A 
very particular debt of gratitude and commendation is 
due to the Reverend Director of the Glee Club, whose 
untiring zeal was amply repaid by the finished manner 
in which the Glee Club rendered all its selections. 

But the burden of praise and congratulations must 
unquestionably be tendered to Father Ennis, for, de- 
spite the numerous and weighty duties of his office, his 
strong interest in the boys found time to plan and to 
carry out an entertainment as refined as it was interest- 
ing. That the entertainment should have turned out a 
success ought not surprise us, but that so little is being 
done to advance dramatics is certainly cause for aston- 
ishment. Let us hope the New Year will awaken an 
enthusiastic ardor among those of us histrionically in- 
clined. W. D., ’97. 

UNIVERSITY NOTES. 

CALENDAR. 

Tuesday, December 15.—Announcement of Subjects for Prize 
Essays. 

Wednesday, December 16-23.—SCHOOL 
OF

 LAW. First term 
examinations; Personal Property, Real Estate, and 
Pleading. 

Tuesday, December 22.—Christmas recess begins at 5 p. m. 
Wednesday, December 23.—SCHOOL OF DAW. Christmas re- 

cess begins. 
Thursday, December 24.—SCHOOL OF MEDICINE. Christmas re- 

cess begins. 
Sunday, January 3.—Christmas recess ends at 6 p. in. 
Monday, January 4.—Repetitions and Examinations begin in 

Dower School. 
SCHOOLS OF MEDICINE AND DAW. Second 

term begins. 

I. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 

^N PHILOSOPHY there is much more enthusiasm de- 
veloped than the sober science would imply. This 

is owing to the discussion of matter in which occurs a 
comparison of the moral systems of Plato, Aristotle, 
and St. Thomas. The Secunda Secundce of the last- 
named, in Rickaby’s Aquinas Ethic us, has received a 
peculiarly full and able interpretation from the Pro- 
fessor, Father Brucker. The subject under immediate 
treatment, Natural Law, is also being handled with the 
care its importance demands. After New Year’s Day 
a parallel program of Special Ethics—individual, social, 
political—and of Political Economy will be followed, 
with the assurance that it will draw both for its variety 
and its peculiar interest to American students. 

Our energetic Director of Biology, Dr. Stiles, was 
rendered happy the other night by the announcement 
that the Leuckart Charts, for which he was devising 
ways and means, were his already, through a donation 
from Mrs. Elizabeth McColgan, of New York. The 
kind benefactress will learn with gratification that her 
gift was the most timely that could have come to the 
University, and relieved the most urgent necessity. 

In Botany Professor Waite has set' his men before the 
microscope in search of bacteria. His specialty, dis- 
eases of fruit, is a subject of practical utility, as well as. 
disciplinary in observation and scientific analysis. 

The importance of the Principles of Historical Criti- 
cism, which Father Welch is treating, is so keenly 
appreciated by his students that he will add several, 
lectures to the course. 

In the coming spring Dante, a subject as inexhaust- 
ible as it is attractive and cultural, will receive sympa- 
thetic treatment at the hands of the Rev. Francis T. 
McCarthy, S. J., our neighbor of the Holy Trinity. 

Arrangements are maturing whereby men of national 
reputation, living in Washington, will read papers of 
absorbing interest before the Graduates and the Senior 
Department of the College. These excursions intO' 
various fields of thought will refresh and strengthen all 
who are engaged in the steady but somewhat monoton- 
ous pursuit of knowledge. 

The Riggs Library has lost a benefactor in the Rev. 
John J. Dougherty, late Pastor Emeritus of St. Steph- 
en’s, Washington, who died on the 1st inst. In sending 
us a number of works, literary as well as theological, 
he followed in the footsteps of a generous predecessor 
of his in the same Church, the Rev. John McNally, 
whose father’s remarkable collection of French mem- 
oires is one of the treasures of the Riggs. 

II. 

SCHOOL OE MEDICINE. 

The first term will be closed this year with examina- 
tions in all the classes. 

Each year finds new improvements in the course. 
The first year classes now include the study of Embry- 
ology and Minor Surgery in their course. 

The lectures of Prof. Stiles on Embryology are at- 
tended not only by the regular students in course, but 
also by a number of students from the Post-Graduate 
department of the University, and from National Vet- 
erinary College. 

A very neat design has been devised for the station- 
ery of the school. The central figure is taken from the 
school button, and consists of a circle, half blue, half 
gray, on which is shown the rod of Mercury, the origi- 
nal insignia of the doctors of the ancients. This is en- 
circled by a wreath of green ; beneath the name of the 
department is imprinted on flying ribbons, from which 
hang the monogram G. U. in golden letters. 

The present freshman class is the largest that the 
school has ever had ; it numbers about forty students. 

At a meeting of the Medical Association of the George- 
town University the following men were appointed as a 
committee to revise the constitution of the association : 
Messrs. Hood, ’97 ; Kilroy, ’98 ; Baker, ’99 ; Johnson, 
’00. 

The freshman class have elected the following offi- 
cers : Pres., L. B. Johnson; Vice-Pres., J. A. Boyd; 
Treas., C. E. Bruel; Sec., G. M. Stafford. 

Quite a number of students of the first and second 
year classes have taken advantage of the Biological 
course recently established in the Post-Graduate de- 
partments of the University. 

EDW. M. LAMB, Med., ’99. 

III. 

SCHOOL OE LAW. 

The Moot Court, under the able supervision of Judge 
D. W. Baker, grows more interesting with every session 
and bids fair to become one of the most important feat- 
ures of the Georgetown Law School curriculum. Fifty 
cases, involving important points of law, have been 
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selected for trial, and assignments have already been 
made which will cover almost all the scholastic year. 
Already promising talent has been displayed in the 
work of the embryo jurists—during the trial of case 
No. 7—A. J. Irvin and J. Ray Adams for the plaintiff, 
:and Chas. A. Calhoun and Jos. J. Solomon for the de- 
fendant. Judge Baker took occasion to speak in the 
highest terms of the clever work of Mr. Calhoun, who 
seems to possess a deal of the talent of his famous kins- 
man, John C. Calhoun. On Thursday, December 3d, 
after the hearing of motions, Case No. 6, an action of tort 
against the B. & O. R. R., was tried and resulted in a 
verdict for the defendant; David H. Fenton and M. J. 
.Haltigan for plaintiff and Dudley T. Hassan and C. F. 
.Foster for the defendant. 

The Debating Society of the Law School is in a flour- 
ishing condition. Meetings have been held on every 
Saturday during the past month. A new constitution 
has been adopted which provides that hereafter those 
students only shall be members of the society who sig- 
nify their intentions by signing the constitution before 
January 1st ; after which date candidates for admission 
will have to be voted in by the society. Great interest 
has been aroused in the debates, which have been un- 
usually well prosecuted, especially the discussion on 
Saturday, December 5th, of the question, “Resolved, 
That the Right of Suffrage should be extended to the 
Citizens of the District of Columbia.” The affirmative 
•was ably supported by Messrs. David Dalton and Ryan ; 
the negative by Messrs Conboy, Magruder and Harlow. 
It is highly probable that a series of inter-Collegiate 
•debates will soon be arranged with Columbia Univer- 
sity Law School Debating Society of New York. 

JOHN O’BRIEN. 

IY. 

THE OBSERVATORY. 

On November 27th, Father Hagen, the director of the 
Observatory, returned from an extended scientific trip 
in Europe, during which he was associated with many of 
the leading scientists of the Continent, and attended the 
International Astronomical Congress held in Bamberg, 
Bavaria, and a few days later the Congress of Scien- 
tists and Physicians at Frankfort on the Main. His first 
work was the foundation of an observatory in the large 
Jesuit College at Yalkenberg, Holland, for which he took 
with him a very fine telescope made here in Washington, 
by Saegmiiller, for the World's Fair. And in passing, 
it may be well to note this fact, for it is a sign of the 
great progress made by American instrument makers to 
h£ve their instruments thus exported for European ob- 
servatories. 

The director of the new observatory will be Mr. 
Joseph Hisgen, S. J., one of Father Hagen’s assistants 
of last year at our own Observatory. 

At the Bamberg Congress, Father Hagen spoke at 
great length of the work being done at Georgetown, and 
the address, which lasted almost an hour, was received 
with the greatest applause, and it was especially gratify- 
ing to the venerable Archbishop, who was present at 
the Congress that morning, to see a priest thus honored. 
Father Hagen also spoke before the Congress of Scien- 
tists and unfolded before its mathematical section a long- 
cherished plan of bringing out a new edition of the 
complete works of Leonard Euler, the greatest mathe- 
matician of the last Century. The suggestion met uni- 
versal approval, especially as it came from the author | 
of the Mathematical “ Synopsis,” a work that Father 
Hagen found was well known to all at the Congress. 
And now7 European mathematicians are hoping that 
some American Maecenas will come forward to give this 
great scientific work the necessary, financial support. 
The donor would haye the honor of having his name on 
each title page of the twenty-five quarto volumes, a 

monument that would carry his fame to all countries 
and times. We sincerely hope that Father Hagen’s ap- 
peal to the many wealthy patrons of science in this 
country may not pass without meeting its well deserved- 
success. 

Mr. Esch, S. J., has been added to the Observatory 
staff as an assistant astronomer. 

EXCHANGES. 

The complete novel in the December issue of Lippin- 
cott’s is “The Chase of an Heiress,” by Christian Reid, 
the distinguished Catholic authoress. The scene is in 
Santo Domingo, a region hitherto unfamiliar to fiction. 

The Guilford. Collegian contains many articles worthy 
of mention. “George Eliot’s Power” is handled in a 
very commendable manner. “Across the Continent” 
might probably be an interesting article for some of our 
Western friends, since many are contemplating such a 
trip wdthin a few days. 

The Dickensoman is to be complimented on its neat 
appearance, as wTell as on the excellent manner in 
which it arranges its matter. It contains many instruct- 
ive and entertaining articles. 

Brown verse seems to be almost w'holly devoted to 
the lighter side of life. Many of the attempts in this 
line are bright and spicy pieces on commonplace sub- 
jects. 

The Notre Dame Scholastic reaches us replete with 
interesting short stories, cleverly written. The title 
page is graced with a “ Ballade of the Last Moments,” 
which is a piece of richly-wrought fancies and wonder- 
ful suggestiveness. It abounds in passages of rare 
beauty. We insert the Envoy : 

“ When this last lingering hour, O Ford, has sped 
Adown the silent past, let Peace requite 

These heartfelt prayers, in death half murmured, 
Then I’ll give o’er and bid the world good night.” 

Lafayette is very well conducted as regards matters of 
local interest, but we should like to see a few more 
specimens of literary work shown in its columns. 

The Fordham Monthly, in its new form, somewhat re- 
sembles the COLLEGE JOURNAL. Especially worthy 
among the prose articles is the essay on Robert South- 
well. It is a masterly effort, which shows forth in 
brilliant settings the chief excellencies of Southwell’s 
works. The character of the man is delineated with 
more than ordinary skill. The passages quoted show 
exquisite taste and a keen perception of the beautiful 
in writing. They are such verses as re-echo the senti- 
ments which animated Southwell’s life. The other 
productions of the Monthly are of an order to reflect 
credit on the writers. 

The College Student for November contains a eulo- 
gistic intellectual spasm under the title of “ An Amer- 
ican Idealist.” The author seems to have “drunk 
deep” in the same springs of pantheism as did the 
great American Transcendentalist. The “sage of 
Concord” produced many bright works, despite his 
philosophical tenets. The Student would have us be- 
lieve that Emerson’s shallow ideas on religion were a 
more potent factor in attaining for him the high place 
he holds among the American writers than the scholarly 
manner in which his works are w'ritten. 

The Beauties of Mary is a charming little book, and 
most deserving of its title “ Queen of Literature.” It 
cannot fail to exert a happy influence ; the depth of 
feeling and the piety of its poems well serve to delight 
and edify the reader. Truly pious and devout senti- 
ments are blended with a beautiful and musical mode of 
expression. T. F. CULLEN, ’99. 

PRINCE, Artist Fotografer, f Corner Penna, Ave. and 1 1th St., Washington, D. C. 
j 31 Union Square, New York. 
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WITH THE OLD BOYS. 

On Thanksgiving Eve Win. M.. Byrne, ’87, dropped 
in to see ns and renew old memories. Though the ten 
years that have passed since he left us have whitened 
his hair, thev have taken away none of the whole-souled 
disposition that made him such a favorite at College. 
And it is this same spirit that has won for him many j 
friends at Wilmington, Del., where he has built up a 
large law practice. Lately he was elected one of the 
directors of the public library, where he has shown the 
true Georgetown spirit by taking care to stock ^the li- 
brary with the best English Catholic literature. Though 
the only Catholic member of the board, he has been gen- 
erously seconded by his colleagues in his praiseworthy 
design. 

We clip the following from a Los Angeles paper of 
the 30th: “Henry P. Wilson, died last evening at 
9 o’clock at the family residence, No. 1103 West 
Seventh street, of consumption, aged 27 years. Mr. 
Wilson was the son of Mrs. Wilson, the owner of the 
Wilson block, at the corner of First and Spring streets, 
and was born and grew up in Los Angeles. He re- 
ceived a liberal education and was several years ago 
admitted to the bar in this city. Since he has at- 
tained his majority he has always affiliated with the 
Democratic party, and his name has on several occa- 
sions been mentioned as a candidate for office. Some 
months ago Mr. Wilson’s brother died of consumption. 
While Henry knew that he was afflicted with the dread 
disease, he made a brave fight and never lost heart, 
keeping up to the last. Realizing that he was failing, 
some months ago Mr. Wilson went to India, where he 
remained for some time. Finding, however, that the 
change did not prove beneficial, he returned to his home 
in this city about seven months ago, since which time 
he has been confined to the house for the greater pait 
of the time. For the past few weeks his death has 
been expected at any time. The funeral will take 
place Thursday morning from the house at 9 o’clock 
and from the Cathedral at 9.30.” 

Joseph E. Washington, ’ 73, has sent Father Welch, for 
his course of Constitutional History, the first two vol- 
umes of Richardson’s “Messages and Papers of the 
Presidents,’’ the rest to follow as they appear. He 
enhances his kind attention with a graceful note. 

Hon. Stephen R. Mallory, ’69, in a letter to Father 
Richards, says : “I am glad to report that our young 
friend, Mr. Deery, is doing very well here he has as 
many scholars as he can attend to and is giving his pa- 
trons much satisfaction. I think very highly, of him 
and regard him as a great credit to the College.” 

On Monday evening, December 7th, _ a Memorial 
Meetino- of the Columbian Historical Societ}^ was held 
in the ^Columbian University hall. Resolutions were 
adopted on the death of Dr. Jos. M. Toner, former 
president of the Society. Dr. Toner was a life-long 
friend of Georgetown. 

Alexander J. P. Garesche, one of Georgetown’s oldest 
students, died on Tuesday morning, 13th of November, 
at St. Louis, Mo. He was one of the best known mem- 
bers of a distinguished family that was forced to fly 
from San Domingo in 1791- One of his brothers was 
the chivalric Col. Julius Garesche, also a graduate of 
Georgetown, and a hero of the civil war. Another is 
Rev. Frederick Garesche, S. J., now of New Orleans. 

“Barney” Mulligan, in residence from ’78 to ’83, 
whose feats on the diamond are so well remembered, 
found an opportunity in the midst of his labors to run 
up and see the old place again. 

WITH THE ATHLETIC EDITOR. 

/T'HE athletic season is practically over, and, until. 
X March, when the baseball tearii will begin training,, 

there is nothing for the lover of amateur sport to an- 
ticipate. The inter-class football series were a source 
of pleasure and interest to all, and at no time could,the 
winner be picked with anything like certainty. ’98, 
who came out first last year, were again triumphant, 
but not until some of the most hotly-contested games; 
ever witnessed upon this field had been decided. The: 
classes finished in the following order, 97 and 1900 for- 
feiting a game : 
,Qg  Won 6 host i1 

   “ 5 “ 3. 
  “ 3 “ 4; 

  “ o “ &• 

99 • 

’97 - 

’00 . 

The victorious class will enjoy a banquet next Tues- 
day as the reward of their exertions. 

Track and field athletics will not be resumed until 
after Christmas. For the showing made in this line too- 
much praise cannot be given to the excellent manage- 
ment of Mr. Julius S. Walsh, Jr., and his earnest assist- 
ant, Mr. William Wirt Dixon. Mr. Foley, in his posi- 
tion as trainer, was all that could be desired, while the 
work of individuals like Smith and Wefers reflected 
credit both upon the University and themselves. We 
can confidently expect great things at Mott Haven, and. 
possibly a joint meet may be held with Pennsylvania or 
Princeton. 

Wednesday, December 2d. '97 vs. ’98. 

On a frozen ground, and in the presence of over four 
hundred spectators, ’98 and ’97 met in the most exciting- 
game of the season. ’97 was by far the favorite on 
account of their weight and superior backing ability, 
but they were defeated by the brilliant sprinting of ’98’s 
backs. ’ In the first half ’97 rushed the ball almost the 
length of the field by the gains of Fox and Curley 
through the line. The ball was lost on downs within 
fifteen yrards of the goal line. AValsh kicked to the 
center of the field. ’97 again by bucking tactics gained 
the ten-yard line. ’98 was forced to essay a kick, but 
Maher blocked. Welsh went five yards through right- 
tackle, and Curley was pushed through the center for a 
touchdown, Collins missed the goal by a narrow mar- 
gin. Time was called with the ball on ’98’s forty-five 
yard line. When play was resumed ’98 saw that their 
only hope was by successfully working tricks. On a 
fake pass Reardon circled right end and ran seventy- 
five yards for a touchdown. Walsh kicked goal. 
.Score : ’98, 6 ; ’97, o. It seemed at one time that ’97" 
would score again, but they lost the ball on 98 s ten- 
yard line. Walsh punted sixty yards. The game was 
no longer in doubt, for only two minutes of play 
remained. For ’97 the line was impregnable. Collins 
at quarter, and Curley and Fox did most of the ground 
gaining. ’98’s line was rather weak, with the exception 
of O’ Leary, Head and Callahan. Green and McAnerney 
on the ends tackled like fiends, Devereux passed fault- 
lessly. 

Keane ^ c 9‘' Tremoulet 
Callahan | j" j" j j ‘.S Wekh 
O’Leary J- s   

tfreen  n b  Collins. 

Reardon  r- J1- J3 vr^rirr 
McMahon 1- h- b 1S?cG. - 
Walsh f- b  . Curley 

Referee—Mr. M. J. Walsh, P. G. Umpire—Mr. 
Claude Fleming, Med. Timer—Mr. Jackson, Law- 
Line men, Kirby, ’97; Bates,. ’98, Time of halves, 20 
minutes. 

Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute, TROY, N. Y. 1TcHOOliOFILNSNEERING. ESTABLISHED la* SEED FOB CATALOGUE TO THE DIRECTOR. 
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NY style clothes won’t do! Going to a tailor and paying $40 

or $45 for a suit won’t do! It isn’t good judgment, when we can 

sell you equally stylish clothes and fit you faultlessly for half the 

money. The next time you want a suit drop down and look 

through our stock. If the clothes are not fully satisfactory you 

do not have to keep them. 

PARKER, BRIDGET & CO., 
317 7th Street N. W. 

W EAR 

907 Penna. Ave. 

Presents. and sent Everywhere by Mail or Express. 

Capital Christmas Gifts. 
Gold Watches for young men, $35 and 

I50. Open-face, convenient size, and extra 
thin model, a special advantage when carry- 
ing in the pocket. Full jeweled. Made 
to our order in Switzerland, the home of 
high-class watchmaking. Attractive in ap- 
pearance and satisfactory in performance. 
Careful atttention to mail orders. 

J. E. CAUDWETT & CO., 
902 Chestnut Street, - - - Philadelphia. 

Makers of Georgetown University Pins. 

FINE LEATHER GOODS AND TRAVELER’S SUPPLIES 
Can be found in Great Variety and Stylishly Made at the 

Manufactory of 
JAMES S. TOPHAM. 1231 and 1233 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

Men’s Requisites Our Specialty. 
Trunks, Satchels, Bags, Suit Cases, Extension Cases, 

Pocketbooks, Card Cases, Bill Books, Dressing Cases, Etc. 
Repairing Carefully and Promptly Executed. 

Pennsylvania Railroad 
FIVE-HOUR TRAINS TO NEW YORK. 

THE GREAT TRUNK LINE OF THE UNITED STATES. 

SHORT TINE TO THE NORTH AND EAST. 

I Our $5.40 Chiffonier 
Fills a long-felt need in many 
a room. Plenty of Drawer 
Room. Made of Solid Oak, 
Smoothly Finished, Neat and 
Substantial. 

Easy Chairs from $5 up. 
White and Brass Beds of 

All Kinds. 
Special Prices to Students. 

W. 8. MOSES & SONS, 
Tjarc/est Exclusively Furniture, 

Car yet, Drapery, Upholstery 
and Wall Paper House in Amer- 
ica. 

F Street, Cor. Eleventh. 

o 

Five Fast Express Trains to the West. 

PULLMAN BUFFET, PARLOR, 
AND SLEEPING CARS. 

The DINING CARS are the Most Complete Structures 
in the World. 

THIRTEEN SPLENDIDLY EQUIPPED TRAINS 
Between Washington and New York. 

Twenty-six Fast Trains Between Washington and 
Baltimore. 

For Tickets and Information Apply at the Office of the Com- 
pany, Corner of 15th and G Streets N. W., Opposite Treasury 
Department, or at Baltimore & Potomac Railroad Station. 

COEIN STUDDS, 
Passenger Agent Southeastern District. 

Telephone No. 1265. 
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OUR LINE OF FASHIONABLE UP-TO-DATE 

MEN'S FURNISHINGS 
IS UNEXCELLED IN WASHINGTON. 

.A.. MIJSTSTEE . . . 
Jf99 and 501 Penna. Avenue, 

Washington, P. C. 
Under National Hotel. 

The Palace Billiard Parlor 
and Dairy Lunch Room, 

WM. N. PAYNE, PROP., 

Thirty second and M Sts., N. W. 

W. H. THOMAS, 

Bicycle Depot. Expert Repairing. 
1357 Thirty Second Street. 

Renting of high-grade Wheels—3hrs, 50 cts.; 
5 hrs, 75 cts.; 10 hrs, $1.25. 

P. J. McEVOY, 118 W. Pratt Street, 
BALTIMORE, MD. 

Importer and Wholesale Dealer in Every Description of 
Goods used by Religious Communities-Drap d’Ete, Diagonals, 
Cloths, Cloaking, Merinos, Flannels, Girdling, Hosiery, Blank- 
ets, Towels, Table-Damask, Handkerchiefs, etc. Church laces, 
Silk vestment Damask, Galloons, and Crosses for Vestments. 
Samples Furnished Promptly. 

We’ve Branched Out 
Into Sporting and Athletic Goods. 
Yott’ll say right off ours is the 
largest and most complete stock 
that has ever been shown in Wash- 
ington. You’ll recognize all the 
standard makes. And }7ou’ll find 
we’ve figured our prices down at 
least 25 per cent, under all the 
others. You’ve been charged too 
much heretofore. 

SAKS & CO.. Pa. Ave. and 7th St. N. W„ “Saks’ Corner.” 
A. W. FRANCIS, 

SUCCESSOR TO NOAH WALKER & CO., 

Tailor, Clothier, and Men’s Furnisher. 
BOYS’ CLOTHING A SPECIALTY. 

Shirts Made to Order. Tailoring Department 
on Second and Third Floors. 

625 Pa. Avenue N.W., Washington, D. C. 

STORMONT & JACKSON, 
PRINTERS, 

522 TWELFTH STREET N. W. 

WE PRESS YOU 
from, head to foot. Both in Clothing and Gent's 
Furnishings, as well as Hats Umbrellas, Gloves, 
we are ahead with high qualities and low prices. 

LOEB & HIRSH, 910-912 F Street. 

A. M. BAER, 

CLOTHING AND FURNISHINGS, 
Correct Styles. All the Leading 

Makes in Fine Hats. 

Cor. Thirty-second and M Streets. 

NATIONAL BRASS AND TERRA COTTA WORKS, 

THOS. SOMERVILLE & SONS, 316-322 13th St. N.W. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Plumbers', Steam-Fitters’, and Engineers’ Siipjdies. 
Sewer Fipe, Flue Lining, Ktc. 

W. D. BRACE, Pharmacist, 
COR. THIRTIETH AND M STREETS, 

WEST WASHINGTON, I). C, 

MEN’S GLOVES A SPECIALTY. 
All Styles for STREET and EVENING Wear. 

TRIED ON and WARRANTED, 

LOUVRE GLOVE COMPANY, 
919 F Street, N. W. 

FALL AND WINTER. 

A Large Assortment of DRY GOODS 

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

0F" We will be thankful for a share of your patronage. 

G. WARFIELD SIMPSON, 
TAILOR, 

Cor. Twelfth and F Streets Northwest, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Georgetown University Tonsorial Emporium,, 

A. STARKE, PROP., 

2922 M Street Northwest. 

If they’re RICH’S SHOES, they’re proper. 
You should wear our 

‘ ‘ Georgetown College 
Shoe. It’s very swell. 

B. RICH’S SONS, 1002 F Street. 

J. N. PISTEL & CO., 
MERCHANT TAILORS. 

Successors to 

HASLETT & PISTEL, 

1417 Penn. Ave. N. W., Washington, D. C. 

After the QoiYIQ ic fluor Before the game,—all the time, Remember -that TAPPAN sells all the AIICl MIC UaillG 10 UVCI) BASE BALL goods that are recognized as best. We want your entire 

trade, if we may have it, and we’ll 
best we know how to please you. 

TAPPAN’S, SUPPLYKOUSE, 

do as we’ve done in the past—the 

1013 PENNSYLVANIA AVE., H 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 
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SAFEST, FASTEST, AND FINEST TRAINS 
E. VOIGT, 

Manufacturing Jeweler, Engraver, 
and Diamond Setter, 

615 SEVENTH STREET N.W. 

Baltimore & Ohio Railroad 
(ROYAL BLUE LINE) 

BETWEEN 

New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, 
and Washington. 

All trains vestibuled from end to end and protected by Pullman's Anti-. 
Telescoping Appliance. All cars lighted by Pintsch gas. Dining cars on 
famous Five-Hour Trains between New York and Washington. 

Baltimore & Ohio Railroad maintains complete service of Vestibule Ex- 
press Trains between NEW YORK, CINCINNATI, ST. LOUIS, and CHI- 
CAGO. Equipped with Pullman Palace Sleeping Cars, running through 
-without change. 

Formerly of 713 Seventh Street N. W„ 

School and Society Medals of All Kinds 
A Specialty. 

WATCH AND JEWELRY REPAIRING. 

B. F. WADDEY, 
. .. 3139 M Street . .. 

FASHIONABLE HATTER. 
ONLY LATEST STYLES IN HATS. 

iSwnt Dunlap, Knox & Miller Styles. Agents for Lincoln, Bennet&Co. 

Safety and Satisfaction Assured 
By Using 

All Through Trains between the Bast and 
West Run via Washington. 

Full information as to rates, time of trains, Sleeping Car Accommoda- 

tions, etc., can be secured at Ticket Offices, New York Avenue and 15th 
street, 619 Pennsylvania Avenue and at Station, Corner New Jersey Ave- 
nue and C Street. 

CHAS. O. SCULL, S. B. HEGE, 
Gen. Pass. Agent, Dis. Pass. Agt., 

Baltimore, Md. N. Y. Ave. and 15th St. N. w„ 
Telephone Call, 1591. Washington, D. C. 

T. J. MAYER. R. L. GALT. HARRIET T. GALT. 

W. M. GALT & CO., 

Wholesale Dealers in Flour, Grain, 
Feed, Etc., 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Bxcelsior Security Oil. 

For Sale by All the Leading Grocers. 

HHt THE ONLY SOLID 
FAST FLYINCr YIBGINIAH 

VESTIBULE TRAINS WITH DINING CAR 
BETWEBN 

Washington, Cincinnati, St. Louis, Chicago, and 
All Points West, Northwest, and Southwest. 

../term ' L<’ ! Limited leaves B. & P. Station at 11.37 P. M. daily. Sleeping Car to Cincinnati and Louisville. Sleeping Car Cincin- 
nati to Chicago and St. Louis /' /' . V Observation Cars 

„LjnCrT?-ati Dmite Limited, with Sleeping Car Washington to Cincin- nati, Indianapolis and St. Louis and Louisville without change. Parlor 
Cars Cincinnati to Chicago leaves at 2 20 P. M. daily 

For tickets, sleeping car accommodations, call at C. & 0. Offlce, 513 and 1421 
Pennsylvania avenue. ’ 

Telephone Call. 1066. 
GEORGE M. BOND. 

City Passenger Agent. 
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The E. F, Brooks Company, 
Gas Fixtures 

and 
Electroliers, 

531 15th Street (Corcoran Bldg.) 

PAUL SEEBER, JR., MANAGER. 

WASHINGTON COUPE AND LIVERY CO., 
1341 and 1343 W Street N. W. 

Branch Offices at Willard’s and Rings’ Hotels. 
Willard’s Hotel Office, Call 687. 

Landaus, Victorias, Broughams, Buggies, Surreys, 
and Buckboards, For Hire and Sale. 

Special Attention to Boarding Horses and Monthly Turnouts. 

FRANKXIN & CO., Opticians, 
HAVE REMOVED TO 
THEIR NEW STORE, 

1203 F Street N.W. 

PALMER’S 
Lemon Soda, Sarsaparilla, 

Orange Cider. 
MASSEY’S XX ALE AND PORTER, AND 

SCHLITZ’S MILWAUKEE LAGER. 

BELFAST | 

GINGER | 

ALE. 

Telephone Call, 480. 

HIGH GRADE 
SPORTING, 
ATHLETIC, 
GYMNASTIC 
UNIFORMS 
AND 
SUPPLIES. 

615 to 621 D St. S. W. 

MANUFACTURED BY 

WOOD, 

May be obtained from 

Parker, Bridget & Co., 
Washington Representatives. 

GEORGE MENKE, 
Dealer in 

Fancy Cream Cheese, Fine Table Bntter, and Eggs. 
   STANDS:  

Nos. 169 and 170 Center Market, and No. 115 K St, Market. 
Orders by Mail Promptly Attended to. 

M. J. KEANE, 

Wholesale Tobacconist, 
Sole Proprietor of ‘‘THE GEORGETOWN MIXTURE.” 

313 Penna. Avenue N. W. ’Phone, 1644. 

DUDLEY W. GREGORY, 
Successor to A. G. Gedney, 

Engraving and Standard Stationery, 
431 11th St. N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Established 1867. 

G. TAYLOR WADE, 

GENERAL COMMISSION MERCHANT 
For the Sale of all Early Fruits and Vegetables. 

911 B Street N. W., Washington, D. C. 

J. EDWARD LIBBEY & SON, 

LUMBER MERCHANT, 

3018 K (Water) Street. Washington, D. C.. 

DANIEL LOUGHRAN, 
IMPORTER OF AND WHOLESALE DEALER IN 

Cigars, Tobacco, Etc., 
1347 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE N. W., 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

FRED. STOHLMAN, 

CONFECTIONERY, 

1254; High (Thirty-Second) Street, Georgetown, D. C. 

Keeps always on hand a full assortment of Fine Candies and Cakes, Ice 
Cream, etc. Orders for Cakes or Ice Cream Promptly 

delivered at the College. 

BLUE: AND GRAY 

DAIRY HI 

3607 O St. N.W. C. B. BranzelL 

JAS. T. CLEMENTS, 

UNDERTAKER AND EMBAEMER, 

1241 32d Si (74 High St., Georgetown), W. Washington, 1). C. 
EVERYTHING FIRST CLASS AND AT REASONABLE RATES. 

THOMAS E. WAGGAMAN, 

Real Estate Broker and Auctioneer, 
917 P STREET N. W., 

Washington, D. C. 

Houses For Rent and Sale, and Money to Loan in sums to 
suit, at 6 per cent, per annum. 
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W. H. LOWDERMILK & CO., 

1426 F Street Northwest, 

Law, Medical, and Classical Books, 
New and Second-hand. 

iBooks of all kinds Bought. 

J. T. YARNELL & SON, 
Wholesale Dealers in 

«^Ch.icago Dressed Beef, 
Nos., io & ii Wholesale Row, Center Market, 

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

E. C. BRESNAHAN, 

DINING ROOM, ICE CREAM AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

410 Seventh Street Northwest. 

Notary Public. 

C. H. PICKLING & BROS., 

Real Estate, Insurance, Loans, Collections 
1264 32d St., N. W., and 1406 G St. N. W. 

| Telephone, 595. Washington, D. C. Telephone, 1033. 

James S. Davis. Samuel T. Davis. 

JAMES Y. DAVIS’ SONS, 
FASHIONABLE 

Ha-tters - and - ^mrrlers, 
YOUMAN’S CELEBRATED NEW YORK HATS. 

1201 Pennsylvania Ave., Cor. 12th St. 

THE R-.vLF.iGit, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

COR. TWELFTH ST. AND 

PENNA. AVE. N. W. 

European plan. Entire construction absolutely fireproo . 
An excellent Restaurant for ladies and gentlemen. Cafe for gentlemen 

.•attached. Rates reasonable. 
T. J. TAI/TY, Manager. 

THE EBBITT, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Army and Navy Headquarters. Eight Iron Eire Escapes. 

H. C. BURCH, - Manager. 

Special rates to the clergy. 

Caps and Gowns. 
Our manufacturing facilities are un- 
surpassed ; we buy materials at mini- 
mum prices ; we sew every garment 
with silk, which means strength and 
neatness. These are the reasons we 
so confidently guarantee the fit and 
qualit5r of the caps and gowns we sell. 

An illustrated catalogue, self-meas- 
urement blanks and samples of mate- 
rials sent to any address upon request. 

Correspondence on the subject of 
the sale or rental of caps and gowns 
is earnestly solicited. 

We want to estimate on your order. 

STRAWBRIDGE & CLOTHIER, 

PHILADELPHIA. 

THE SHOREHAM, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

American and European Plans. Absolutely Fire Proof. 

JOHN T. DEVINE, - - - Prop. 

Everything new. First-class Ladies’ and Gents’ Restaurant. 

Morgan House, 
EUROPEAN. 

R. W. MORGAN, - Proprietor. 

Thirty-second street, above M. 

HARVEY’S, 
1016 Penna. Ave., Cor. Eleventh St., 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

The most complete oyster house in the United States, with the best con- 
ducted restaurant in the District for ladies and gentlemen. Oysters, Dia- 
anond-Back Terrapins, and Canvas-Back Ducks Specialties. Open daily 
trom 6 a. m. to 12 p. m , Sundays excepted. HARVEY, the originator of 
Steamed Oysters. 

BAUM’S, 
416 Seventh Street Northwest. 

Georgetown College Colors, combined, in two widths, 
always on hand in our ribbon department. 

We have the 

Largest Book Depot in the South, 
and sell all books at cut prices. Get our quotations on stand- 
ard or new publications. You can save money. 

Ask to see the ENCYCLOPEDIC DICTIONARY, 4 vols., 
'$2 a vol.; equal to the Century, at one-eighth the price. 

BAUM’S, 416 Seventh Street. 

LADIES’ DINING SALOON. 

45 ROOMS AT $1 PER DAY. 
Having thoroughly refurnished and refitted the OWEN 

HOUSE (late Hotel Solari), I beg to state that I have opened 
in connection with the same 

THE FINEST CAFE IN THE CITY 
AND THE MOST COMPLETE 

LADIES’ AND GENTS’ DINING SALOON 
SOUTH OF NEW YORK. 

DINNER PARTIES A SPECIALTY. 
JOHN T. MOYLAN, - - PROPRIETOR. 

1413 Penna. Ave. N. W., Washington, D. C. 
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OUR ^ v 
very best advertisements are 
never printed. They are 
walking around Washington 
—Business men, professional 
men, clerks and mechanics, 
who have bought their Hats 
and Furnishings of 

AUERBACH, 

623 Penna. Avenue N. W. 

Call on JOHN BYRNE & CO., 
FOR NEW AND SECOND-HAND 

• ® LAW BOOKS, 
1322 F Street N. W. 

We buy and exchange law books. 

WM. BALLANTYNE & SONS, 

Booksellers and Stationers, 
428 Seventh Street Northwest. 

Special attention paid to "Wedding Invitations and Card Kngraving. 

BRENTANO’S, 

Publishers, Booksellers, Importers, Stationers, Engravers, and Newsdealers, 
1015 Pa. Ave. N. W., Washington, D. C. 

NEW YORK. CHICAGO. PARIS. 

Brentano’s “London Exchequer” Inks are the Best. 
Telegraphic Address, “Brentano’s,” with name of city. 

J. J. SPAULDING. JOHN SPAULDING. 

BIG 4 PIE COMPANY, 

Men’s Shirts to Measure. 
We are splendidly equipped 
for making to measure Shirts FOR DRESS, 

OR OUTING, 
OR BUSINESS, 
OR TRAVELING,, 

FOR FULL DRESS OCCASIONS. 

Quality, Fit, Style, Workmanship and Price Guaranteed. 

We also make to measure : 

Pajamas (or East India Sleeping Suits),. 
Flannel Night Shirts, Flannel Underwear,. 
Flannel Bath Robes, Blanket Robes, etc. 

WOODWARD & LOTHROP, 

10th, 11th, and F Streets N. W_ 

Class Emblems, Buttons, 
Badges, and Jewels,. 

Prize Medals, in Gold and Silver. 

Designs and Estimates Furnished. 

THE W. J. FEELEY CO., 
71 E. Washington Street, Chicago, Ilk 

185 Eddy Street, Providence, R. I. 

Dress Suits 
For Hire. 

KEEN’S, 1312 F Street N. W. 

1327,1329,1331 Md. Ave. N. E., Washington, D. C. 

STALEE, 
PHOTOGRAPHER, 

1107 F Street Northwest, Washington, D. C. 
Artistic posing, latest styles and accessories. 

SPECIAL College and Class rates. 

C. M. BELL, 
The national Photographer 

463 and 465 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

Ladies and Children a Specialty. 

Special attention given to the reproduction of old pictures. 

1217, 1219, and 1226 Pennsylvania Avenue. 

SPECIALTIES : 

FINE PORTRAITS 
In Crayon, 

Water Colors, India 
Ink, and Oil. 

Goto W. H. HOEKE’S 
FOR BARGAINS IN 

Carpets, Furniture, Upholstery Goods, 
801 Market Space and 

308 and 3010 Eighth Street, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

M. W. BEVERIDGE, 
IMPORTER OF AND DEALER IN 

Pottery, Porcelain, Glass, Sterling Silver and Plated Ware 
AND HOUSE-FURNISHING GOODS, 

1215 F St. and 1214 G St., Washington, D. C. 

B. H. STINEMETZ & SON, 

1237 Penna. Ave., Corner 13th Street. 

AGENCY FOR THE CELEBRATED HATS, 

KNOX, New York. HENRY HEATH, ) 

CHRISTY’S, f 
London. 

CANES AND UMBRELLAS. LADIES’ FINE FURS. 

Athletic and Gymnasium Suits. 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. vn 

The “HESS” Shoe. 
Direct from the Maker to the Consumer. 

Mxclusive and Original Design. Ask for an Egg Toe. 

N. HESS & SON, 

Traders of Men’s Fine Footwear, 

931 PENNA. AVENUE, N. W. 

'Quick Work. Skilled Workmen Assure Satisfaction. 

WELLS STEAM LAUNDRY, 
Main Office: 1250 32(1 St. N.W. 

Plant: 3237 K St. N.W. 

We Make a Specialty of High Class Work. We Save Your Linen. 

EVERY WEDNESDAY 
We’re in the Class-Rooms with an 
up-to-date line of CLOTHING AND 
FURNISHINGS. 

HORDLINGER’S, 3107-3109 M St,, Georgetown, D, C, 

Richmond 
Straight Cut 
No. 1 
Cigarettes. 

Cigarette Smokers, who are willing to pay a little more than the 
price charged for theordinary trade Cigarettes, will find 1'IIIS BRAND 
superior to all others. 

These Cigarettes are made from the brightest, most delicately flav- 
ored and highest cost Gold Leaf grown in Virginia. This is the Old 
and Original Brand of Straight Cut Cigarettes, and was brought 
out by us in the year 1875. 

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS, and observe that the Arm name 
as below is on every package. 

ALLEN & GINTER, 
The American Tobacco Company, 

SUCCESSOR, MANUFACTURER, 

Richmond, Virginia. 

HAVE YOU TRIED OUR FLOURS? 
W. H. TENNEY’S REST, 

OUR SUPERB PATENT, 
OUR NEW SOUTH PATENT 

Are the BEST FLOURS made. Try them and be convinced. 
For sale by Grocers and at our Mill. 

W. H. TENNEY & SONS, Georgetown, D. C. 

James O’Donnell, 
APOTHECARY, 

1200 Thirty-second St. 301 Pa. Ave. S. E. 
3201 M St. N.W. 311 Seventh St. S.W. 

W. T. & F. B. WEAVER, 
(Successors to H. P. Gilbert) 

DEALERS IN HARDWARE AND HARNESS, 
Contractors’ and Machinists’ Supplies, 

1208 and 1212 Thirty-second Street, 
Telephone, 357. GEORGETOWN, D. C. 

E. MORRISON PAPER COMPANY, 

1009 Penna. Ave. 

This Journal is printed 
at the office of 

The Church News, 
&ook and Job Printing 

of Every Description. 
517 Eleventh Street, N.W., 

Washington, D. C. 

James D. Mason. Samuel G. Mason. 

JAMES D. MASON & CO., 

STEAM CRACKER BAKERY, 
17 and 18 East Pratt Street, 

Opposite Maltby House, BALTIMORE, MD. 
EDWARD DERRICK. Wholesale Agent, 818 Nineteenth Street 

N. IV., Washington, D. C. 

CHARLES IT. JAVINS & SONS, 
FISH DEALERS, 

Stands : 238-239-240, 283-284-285 Centre Market, 
O STREET AND N. L. MARKETS, 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

A. HANLON, 

H. G. & J. E. WAGNER, 

Jewellers, Watch and Clock Makers, 

3221 M STREET, WEST WASHINGTON. 

Wholesale and Retail Grocer, 
DEALER IN 

WINES, LIQUORS, CIGARS AND TOBACCO, 

Dealers in Newspapers, Periodicals, Books, Stationery, Magazines. 1444 Thirty-Second Street, Corner P, 

HUGH REILLY, 

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in Mixed 
Paints, Oils, Varnishes, 

Window and Plate Class, &c., 

1911 Penna. Aye. and 1223 and 1225 32d St. N.W., 

Telephones, 1209 and 1725-3 WASHINGTON, D. C. 

WEST WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Agent for Chase & Sanborn Coffees. 

GEORGE W. RAY, 

Dealer in WHOLESALE GROCERIES, 
WINES, LIQUORS, CIGARS, AND TOBACCO, 

3249 M Street West Washington, D C 
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GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. 
Founded as a College 1789. Chartered as a University, by Act of Congress, March 1, 1815. 

SCHOOL OF ARTS, 

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC, AND 

PREPARATORY COURSES. 

For information apply to 

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

President of the University, 

Georgetown College, D. C. 

SCHOOL OF MEDICINE, 

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. 

SCHOOL OF LAW, 

Law Building, E St. bet. 5th & 6th N.W_ 

For Prospectus apply to 

S. M. YEATMAN, Esq., 

Secretary and Treasurer of the’Faculty„ 

Georgetown University Law Bldg., 

Washington, D. C.. 

Academy of the Visitation, B. V. M., 
This Institution was founded in 1799 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 oi forty acres, 
which secure to the pupils the advantage of a residence 111 the country. 

In the course of instruction are comprised all the requisites ot a retmed 
and polished education. • . 

For full particulars apply to the Institution. 

F. C. BERENS, 

WHOLESALE CONFECTIONER, 

1128 SEVENTH STREET N. W. 
Sole agent for “Mandalatta.” 

J. H. SMALL & SONS, 

FLORAL DECORATORS, 

14th, Corner of G Street, Washington, D. C., 
and 1153 Broadway, New York. 

Independent Ice Co., 
DEALERS IN 

KENNEBEC ICE, 

Quick Service. Never Disappoint. 

Office: 910 Penna. Ave. Depots : Ninth Street 
Wharf and 3108 K Street. 

JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 

IS EXTRA FISE, FINE AND BROAD POINTS 
TO SUIT ALL HANDS. 

THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 

READY 
For yon again with the biggest and best stock in town of fashionable 

up to date SUITS, OVERCOATS, SEPARATE TROUSERS, HATS, 
SHOES, and FURNISHINGS of all kinds, for Men and Boys. Quali- 

ties better than everbody else’s best. Prices lower than the lowest for 

same grades. 

ROBINSON, CHERY & CO., 
12th and F Sts.,'—”: 


