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NUNC DMITTIS. 

IN mitre and in ephod lustrous white 
Old Winter now an aged Simeon stands, 
Uplifting to the sky his trembling hands, 

On Nature’s crystal-columned altar height. 
“ Now that mine eyes, O Lord! have seen Thy light 

Outshining unto all the distant lands, 
Break Thou my prison bars, my mortal bands, 

Dismiss Thy servant, O Thou God of might! ” 
And lo I through the vast temple’s aisle and nave, 

There comes melodious fiat: “ Be thou free.” 
From ice-wrought roof, snow carven-architrave, 

The living waters leap tumultuously: 
Exultant swells the new Spring’s raptured voice, 
In life and love, 0 Earth! Rejoice 1 Rejoice! 

'AVOI'/UIJMS, ’98. 
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SHALL THE BASIS OF LIBERAL EDUCATION REMAIN CLASSICAL, 
OR SHALL IT BECOME SCIENTIFIC AND UTILITARIAN? 

THIS question involves quite an old controversy, but one which in recent years 
has broken out again with renewed virulence. And it involves the further in- 

quiry, also very frequently agitated, whether a university education is desired for 
success in life. In the latter connection the self-made man, so-called, is often pointed 
out to us as an illustration of what native ability may accomplish, and perhaps 
most frequently does accomplish, without a liberal or classical education. And, in 
the same connection, the failure of many men of liberal education to make a figure 
in public life or to justify to the public eye the brilliant promise of their collegiate 
years is also pointed out as an evidence of the fact not only that a collegiate edu- 
cation is of no advantage to success in life, but is in fact a drawback. 

Like many other controversies, this one is based in a great measure upon false 
assumptions and a misunderstanding of terms. What is education? It is not 
knowledge. It is not an accumulation of facts in the mind. It is not the conver- 
sion of the human intellect into a storehouse of miscellaneous information, ill- 
assorted and ill-digested. It is cultivation; and not alone the cultivation of the 
intellect, but the cultivation of the heart, the sentiments, the affections, the imagina- 
tion as well. In fact, the highest, the noblest, the best part of education is that of 
what has so well been called the humanities, rather than the cultivation of the 
intellect. We have abundant evidence of what purely intellectual cultivation, with- 
out any training of the higher and nobler faculties of man, is doing for the present 
century. It is not too much to say that its tendency is to make man an intelligent 
savage. 

Science appeals only to the intellect, and not always to the highest faculties of the 
intellect. It is not too much to say that it is often no more than a mere accumula- 
tion of facts. It has been well remarked that it has never yet dried a human tear 
or solaced a human woe. And the scientist, so-called—although there are noble 
exceptions—is generally a man who thinks that his little specialty is the sum of all 
knowledge, and that he contains it all. His utilitarian philosophy, which is so well 
calculated to commend itself to the utilitarian spirit so prominent in our country 
and in England, can see nothing beyond his own narrow sphere, and does not per- 
mit him to see, what even the rude peasant can see, the vestiges of his Creator in 
his works. For, with the strangest inconsistency, the scientist who claims for him- 
self a high degree of intelligence as necessary for the understanding of the works of 
Nature, cannot see the necessity of supreme intelligence to ordain these works. 

If true education be the training not alone of the human mind, but of the human 
soul likewise, then our question is at once answered: for science does not profess to 
operate beyond the merely intellectual faculties. But even within the sphere which 
it claims for itself its results are insufficient; and while we do not seek in the 
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slightest degree to depreciate the advantages of scientific training, and even its 
necessity to some extent in this very material age, anyone who has made adequate 
proof of both must know beyond all question and all doubt that its sphere is a very 
subordinate one within the wide domain of a liberal education. 

For more than a thousand years, since the first establishment of educational insti- 
tutions in Mediaeval Europe, the idea of a liberal education has been indissolubly 
linked with a knowledge of the literature and philosophy of Greece and Rome, as 
well as the religion that came to us from Palestine. And it has been conceded that, 
down to the present century at all events, the idea has been well founded. What is 
it that has occurred in the present century to overthrow that idea and to render it 
inapplicable to our age ? Only two things: our knowledge of other languages and 
literature than those of Greece and Rome, and the expansion of scientific knowledge. 
And the latter will be found upon investigation to be the most prominent factor in 
the agitation; and the extent to which scientific study should enter into a liberal 
education, and the limitations upon its usefulness as a means of education, we have 
already indicated. 

The objection to a classical education will be found in the ultimate analysis, and 
is, in fact, so stated by those who advance it, to be the inutility of the study of 
dead languages when we have so many living languages with which we might 
make ourselves familiar. Again, as in the case of scientific studies, we desire to 
interpose no objection to the study of the so-called living languages. They, too, 
serve a good purpose in the curriculum of a liberal education. But only the most 
profound ignorance of the beneficial effects of classical study would subvert the 
languages and the literatures of Greece and Rome for the modern languages, or any 
of them. Strange as it may seem, it is yet true that no modern language, not 
excepting our own English tongue, is intelligible without a knowledge of the lan- 
guages of Greece and Rome; and it is equally true that science cannot even think 
except in those languages. The doctor to this day writes his prescriptions in Latin. 
The lawyer can only stumble and blunder through his law books if he has no knowl- 
edge of Latin. Philosophy is incapable of accurate definition without Latin. And if 
Morse, or Edison, or Bell, or Tesla makes a great discovery in the application of 
electricity he cannot even give his discovery a name without recourse to the lan- 
guage of ancient Greece. 

Greek and Latin have been called dead languages. They are so called only by 
ignorance. They are not dead ; and it is entirely safe to say that they will never 
die. They live and breathe and burn in our so-called living languages. Their 
literature inspires our modern literature, and is the living soul that gives it shape 
and form and vital energy. You cannot read a single page of any modern writer 
worth reading without coming across a classical thought or a classical allusion, only 
half intelligible, if at all, without a knowledge of classical literature and the classical 
languages. 

Those who talk of superseding the classical studies with more modern pursuits 
might as well begin all history with the discovery of America, as, indeed, some of 
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them practically do. But we cannot, even if we would, dissever ourselves from the 
ancient civilization, from the civilization of Greece and Rome and Palestine; nor 
can we ever eliminate from our own civilization the profound impression made upon 
it by that of the cities of Romulus and Minerva. 

But the discussion of the question is harmless, or, rather, the more it is discussed 
the more firmly founded will be the place of classical study in all collegiate educa- 
tion. The charm of “ Tully’s voice, and Virgil’s lay, and Livy’s pictured page,” can 
never cease. And only at creation’s death can humanity fail to be inspired by the 
philosophy of Plato or stirred to its inmost soul by the immortal rhapsodies of “ the 
blind old man of Scio’s rocky isle.” The problems that vex mankind to-day are 
the same that were discussed by Cicero and Seneca, by Aristotle and Longinus, in 
the court of King Solomon, and by Job and his friends under the torrid skies of 
Arabia. If we will but take them up where they left off, and not suppose in our 
ignorance that civilization only commenced yesterday with the vagaries of some 
self-sufficient scientist or sociologist, we shall have progressed that far at least on 
the road to knowledge and towards the accomplishment of our destiny. And to do 
this the classical education must always be paramount in the curriculum of university 
training. M. F. MORRIS. 

AN ORBIT’S ROUND. 

i. 

I stray or struggle through the lonely land 
At desolate dawn of a sad December day, 

When all the gloom at Fancy’s grim command 
Frowns o’er each barren vista all the way, 

And recreant clouds, like wraiths of ill-spent hate or scorn, 
Toss fugient after Night, which shuns the glance of Morn. 

Dim in the faint-flushed East flutters a star, 
A humble, weakling vestal robed in white 

That came in Night’s worst hour to 
The zone whence soon should spread the new-born light. 

Thus I conceive the God-child’s harbinger arose 
Proclaiming birth of joy unto a world of woes. 

I gaze from lavish-mantled meads and hills, 
As through the warm-hued, honied land I stroll, 

When June, with richest art, the wide soul fills 
With whelming, vibrant harmonies that roll 

Respondent to her skillful touch of wondrous chords— 
And view the sun’s retreat midst flash of flaming swords. 

Lo, now the queen orb of the summer’s eve, 
In flowing gown of fulgent cloth of gold, 

Midst Western radiance throned, as to retrieve 
Day’s failing glow, returns the star of old. 

And thus I ween Christ’s messenger may come again, 
Its orbit’s round complete, to show God’s gates to men. 

CHARLES J. MARTELL, A. B. 
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A 44TWENTIETH CENTURY” MAN; or, THE HA’NTS OF 
PINEY HOLLOW. 

By SAM. J. WAGGAMAN, ’98. 

CHAPTER I. 

AN AWAKENING. 

PINEY HOLLOW lay sleeping in the sunshine. It was no novel condition, for 
Piney Hollow was always sleeping now. There was a tradition that in some 

not far distant past it had really been awake; that the acres of daisied wastes, 
stretching about the old mansion, had been fields of corn and tobacco; that the 
silent pine groves had echoed through the mellow summer nights with the tum-tum 
of the banjo and the rattle of the bones; that the great house itself had been a very 
court of love and beauty, its broad piazzas gay with the frou-frou of silken skirts, 
the flutter of fans, the music of merry voices and silvery laughter, while coach loads 
of guests had been deposited weekly and semi-weekly at its hospitable doors. 

But all this had been very long ago; coaches were extinct now and coach roads 
weed-grown, the new railroads striking through the country twenty miles away had 
sucked all life and energy into its own fierce channel, while the wheezy old boat, 
that, with a seemingly useless fidelity to ancient customs, touched twice a week at 
the wharf two miles distant from the Hollow, had been christened by the humorous 
in more lively localities “Charon’s Canoe.” 

Wrapped in absolute silence, the old house lay on this especial summer noon. 
The ivy-hooded windows blinked in the sunshine, not even a shadow flickered on 
the lawn; Bruno, the toothless old mastiff, lay stretched his full, tawny length on 
the doorstep; Uncle Ebe, the one “hand,” was dozing under the apple tree whither he 
had betaken himself with his noonday repast, a tin pan bountifully filled with bacon 
and beans, while aunt Hepsy nodded as she crimped fine ruffles by the kitchen 
window. 

Up in the dim, shadowy hall, where the great clock looked down over the 
polished stairs, Miss Millicent Hunter was napping peacefully in her cushioned arm 
chair, her delicate white hands folded over the open book on her knee, while Miss 
Martha sat opposite her hemming a cap-string, setting every stitch despite the dim 
light with microscopic care. No machine work for Miss Martha. Sewing with her 
was a fine art not to be profaned by wheel and treadle. 

“I’ve always liked to sew and pray in peace, my dear,” she answered to all remon- 
strance. “One of those whirling things would addle my brain.” 

Alike and yet unlike were those two old maiden mistresses of Piney Hollow. 



192 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

The delicate high-bred features were the same but the tints of a faded bloom still 
lingered in Miss Millicent’s soft cheeks, while Miss Martha was burned and hardened 
by wind and sun, the same silvery hair crowned each proudly poised old head, but 
Miss Millicent’s was carefully arranged in waves and curls, while Miss Martha’s was 
drawn back with uncompromising neatness into a stiff, hard twist. Miss Millicent’s 
old-fashioned, sprigged muslin showed dainty feminine touches of lace and ruffles, 
while Miss Martha’s spotless gingham, scanty in skirt and sleeve, was evidently 
constructed only for use. 

The slender crutch resting by Miss Millicent’s chair explained the difference. For 
thirty years Miss Martha had stood between her crippled sister and every care, toil 
and sorrow that her faithful love could avert. But the end had come at last—the 
end which for years Miss Martha had foreseen. As her sister’s soft, regular breathing 
fell upon her ear, she paused in her work to look pitifully at the sleeper. 

“Poor Milly,” she murmured; “poor, proud Milly. I can’t make up my mind to 
tell her; 1 am afraid,” and the firm old lips twitched as she rose from her chair. 
“1 am afraid it will kill her out-right.” With a deep sigh Miss Martha turned away 
into the parlor that opened on the left of the hall. The dim green light trembling 
through the Venetian blinds showed the quaint spindle-legged furniture, the old 
harpsichord in the corner, the dark portraits frowning from the walls. An elaborate 
“sampler” worked in memory of Madeline Louise Hunter, who had died forty-five 
years ago, still told in faded floss the virtues of the deceased, who 

Sinless, passed from earth to heaven, 
Ere her years had numbered seven. 

“Tidies” of ancient and laborious patterns decorated the high-back chairs, “braided” 
mats formed oases of safety on the perilous polish of the floors, monstrosities of 
“wax-work” and “leatherwork,” that were the pride of a generation gone by, orna- 
mented the mantel, a faint breath of dead roses floated from the jar on the hearth 
that had just received its yearly quota of spice-dried leaves. 

Miss Martha passed on to a little escritoire in the corner of this maiden sanctuary 
and opening one of the drawers she took out a letter which had lain hidden there 
for three days, and with troubled eyes reread it for the twentieth time. 

MY DEAR MISS HUNTER: 

It is with great regret that I inform you that, in order to settle the estate of the late Colonel 
Ross, the trustees find it necessary to foreclose the mortgage on your property, and to offer it for 
sale on the 25th of next month. 

While I sympathize deeply with you in this painful necessity, I must add that as a business 
man I can see no escape from it. Your property is yearly decreasing in value and, being in so 
remote and inacessible a locality, will scarcely bring the amount of the mortgage, which, with 
accrued interest, now amounts to two thousand and fifty-one dollars. 

If, as an old friend, I may venture a suggestion as to your future, it is that you and your 
sister will find no difficulty in entering the “Elizabeth Home for Gentlewomen,” of which I am a 
trustee 

Very sincerely your obedient servant, 
ROBERT M. EBBITT. 
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“The Elizabeth Home!” repeated Miss Martha, and again her lips quivered piti- 
fully as she looked at the portrait over the mantel. It was Miss Millicent at eigh- 
teen, ere she had the fall from the horse that had crippled her for life. Miss Milli- 
cent as she had looked when the old house was wide-awake and she was the belle 
of three counties. Miss Millicent, with her eyes laughing under the shade of her 
flower-wreathed hat and her hand full of May blossoms. 

“Milly! Milly! Our Milly in the Elizabeth Home!” and there was a dry sob in Miss 
Martha’s voice. “Ah, we have both lived too long.” 

“Whoop! Hallo! hallo!” the ringing shout that broke the stillness was like a 
resurrection trumpet, it woke such a chorus of dead echoes into life. 

“Bless me! What is it?” cried Miss Milly, starting from her nap. 
“Who dat!” cried old Ebe, tumbling off his barrel. 
“De Lawd!” exclaimed Aunt Hepsy, appearing at the kitchen door. 
Bow-wow-wow, thundered old Bruno, in excited basso-profundo. 
“Down, old chap, down; don’t you know me? Hallo Uncle Ebe, are you alive 

yet? Aunt Mat, Aunt Milly,” and a big, brown-faced young six-footer sprang into 
the hall and caught first one and then the other old lady in a bearish hug. “How 
are you?” 

“Why, it’s—it’s Jack!” exclaimed Miss Martha, breathless from amazement. 
“Well, I guess there’s no one else that dares do this, is there?” said the youngster, 

kissing her faded cheek heartily. “It’s Jack Hunter Mason in very solid flesh. 
Grown some, haven’t I,” he added, straightening himself and slapping his broad 
breast. 

“Grown!” chorused the two ladies delightedly. “The child is—is a man!” 
“Something like it,” laughed Jack. “Six-feet-one in my stockings, and tip the 

scale at one hundred and fifty-five. How is that for a grandnephew, Aunt Mat? You 
would have some fun licking me for stripping your green pear tree now. Gee! but 
I am glad to see the old place, and you are both looking sweet and pretty as ever.” 

“Sweet and pretty at our time of life!” said Miss Milly. 
“Sweet and pretty as two pictures yet,” stoutly repeated Jack. “You have not 

turned a hair since Aunt Mat put the final patch on my last pair of knickerbockers, 
and packed me off, ‘right side up with care,’ to Papa. Five years ago, wasn’t it? just 
before I started for the Prep.” 

Five years ago! Five years! It only seemed as yesterday in the tranquil lives of 
the gentle old ladies, who gazed at this bronzed young athlete, striving to recognize 
in him the rollicking bit of mischief they had harbored one summer while his 
mother, their only niece, had been taken abroad for her health. 

Eleven years old, Jack had proved at once the delight and torment of Piney 
Hollow. He had tried everything, from lassoing Farmer Grey’s bull to lunching on 
poke berries. But he had stirred the sweet slumbering chords of motherlove in the 
old maids’ breasts and made music in their lives that they could never forget. 

Then he had gone from them—his mother had died—and this tie to the old house 
broken, Jack seemed to have vanished into the great outer world forever. 
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“It’s like—like a resurrection,” mumured Miss Martha. “Jack, our little Jack! 
Somehow 1 can’t believe it,” 

“Where are your eyes, then?” said Miss Milly, who was quicker of wit and fancy 
than her sister. “Why, just look at the boy, Mat. He is the very picture of his 
grandfather. I can almost imagine it is brother John standing before me.” 

“Proud to hear it, said Jack cheerily. “I am doing my best to keep up the 
credit of the name. But sit down, Aunt Mat, and let me explain my reappearance. 
I have not time to bother you this time.” 

“Bother us, Jack,” exclaimed both old ladies reproachfully. 
“I know,” interrupted Jack. “You are the dearest old darlings in the world and 

are ready to take the roof off the house and make fire wood of the furniture, if 
hospitality demands it. I haven’t forgotten how I whittled the mahogany bed post, 
turned over a tray of cut-glass and set fire to the garret when I was here before.” 

“Simply accidents, Jack, you were always one of the best boys in the world,” 
said Miss Milly. 

“And you surely have come to stay with us again,” said her sister eagerly. 
“Certainly if you will let me,” answered Jack. “But it’s this way, you see. 1 have 

some college fellows with me. There are four of us. Two of us—Carrots and 
Chips (I mean Ned Brandon and Hal Riggs)—got a little shaky about the lungs 
last winter. Father has always said I owed my life to the summer I spent here. I 
was a puny little chap, you know, but I’ve never had a day’s sickness since. So 1 
painted things up to the boys, told them about old Scrub Top Mountain, and the 
Notch, and the trout brook, and the peach orchard, and declared if they wanted to 
round up heart, lungs and lives into shape, Piney Hollow was the place to do it 
So we’ve come—we’ve got our own tent and grub and outfit, brought them up on 
the boat this morning; old Mose and his mule cart are hauling them over now. 
All we ask is your permission to camp on the place.” 

“To camp!” exclaimed Miss Milly, “What is the use of camping when there is 
a good house here with plenty of room where you can be comfortable?” 

“Oh, but we don’t want to be comfortable,” said Jack promptly. “There’s no 
sort of fun in comfort, Aunt Milly, we’re after fresh air and ozone, and turpentine, 
and all that sort of thing. We are roughing it and don’t want any coddling. We 
are here to brace up muscle, and lungs, and brain for our tussle with the twentieth 
century. You’ll let us camp on the place, I know.” 

So it was settled, and the sun going down behind old Scrub Top Mountain 
winked in amazement at the novel sight of a big white tent rising on the breezy 
ridge that sloped down to Piney Hollow. It was an ideal spot for a camp, with the 
pine-clad hills rising behind it, a little streamlet dancing over the rocks and widening 
into a dimpling pool below, two sleek cows standing knee deep in the clover fields 
within sight, and the peach orchard and melon patch of Hunter’s Hall in cheering 
perspective. 

The picture was not so pleasantly impressive, however, to a couple of riders who 
had stopped their horses in the narrow bridle path that crossed the mountains and 
was the nearest cut from the railroad. 
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“There’s the place,” said the younger of the two, a rough, thick-set man, with 
stubby, reddish hair and beard, and shifty pale blue eyes. “There’s a hundred 
acres, and the house, one of the finest in the county fifty years ago. And the land 
lying fallow this twenty years and more.” 

“We are not looking for farms,” answered the other, a keen-eyed, well dressed 
man of about forty. “Where is the tract that you brought me down here to see?” 

“Right below us,” answered the first speaker, urging his horse a little forward 
and—“thunderation!” he muttered under his breath. 

“Eh! What is it?” asked his companion sharply. 
“Blamed if we’re not too late,” was the excited reply. “Look there, a tent right 

below the spot, tarnation!” 
The thin, pale lips of the older man tightened ominously. 
“Look here, Dunn,” he said, “if this is one of your double-back-action games, Giles 

Gifford is not a safe man to fool with, as you ought to know.” 
“What would I fool you for,” was the fierce reply. “I told you only God’s 

truth. The whole place was dead as Pharaoh when 1 left here three days ago. 
Three old women, an old darkey that can scarcely hobble and a toothless dog held 
the ground.” 

“Then who are these here now?” 
“1 don’t know,” was the sullen answer. “I couldn’t very well stake a claim on 

land that belonged to some one else. I was striking across the country here looking- 
for work in the harvest fields when I was caught in a storm on these hills. There 
was a big washout and 1 made my find. As 1 told you, if 1 had the money or credit 
to buy the old roost I wouldn’t divvy my chance with any man. But not having 
either I went to you. There’s half a million at the least waiting for the man 
that has the gall to catch on here at the right time, and that time, Mr. Gifford, is 
now or never, sir.” 

Giles Gifford listened, stroking his sparse beard thoughtfully. By profession a 
lawyer, he was practically a speculator, keen, daring, unscrupulous in all things that 
did not actually transcend the letter and bond of the law. Fortune had been un- 
favorable to him of late. Several ventures had failed, others were trembling in the 
balance; he felt the next few months must bring either hopeless ruin or some sure 
and brilliant success. 

His companion was simply one of those rude tools that clever men know how to 
handle skillfully. Tom Dunn had been the foreman of a mine ten years before, 
had been dismissed for drunkeness and insubordination and found his way to town, 
where for awhile Giles Gifford had given him employment as a bill collector in 
unsavory localities where the position was no sinecure. Dunn’s collection was done 
by muscular methods that brought him into the hands of the police and, although 
by his employer’s intervention he was released, he found it unsafe to remain within 
reach of the vengeance he had aroused. He had left town and drifted gradually into 
the downward ways of the idler and tramp, never altogether losing sight of Gifford, 
who tossed him now and then contemptuous help as one tosses bones to a dog. 
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I his was the oddly contrasted pair who looked down in the fading day light in 
Piney Hollow in wonder and wrath at the white tent that stood on unconscious guard. 

“Looks very much as if your claim was pre-empted and 1 might as well go home,” 
said Gilford bitterly. “I was a fool to listen to you, Dunn. If you ever get a chance 
you play in such devilish luck that it is sure to slip your hands. Here you’ve 
brought me five hundred miles with a cock and bull story of an old place 1 could 
buy for twenty-five hundred dollars and sell for half a million next day.” 

“Look, look!” said Dunn, two excited to heed his companion’s uncomplimentary 
remarks. “Blamed if 1 know what to make of that tent. They are running up a 
flag. Can you make it out?” 

“Camp 1900,” answered Gifford, as the gay red, white and blue characters were 
unfurled to the breeze, and then, as if in explanation, a rollicking college chorus 
came sweeping up the heights: 

Hurrah for the coming century boys! 
Hurrah and hurrah! For then, 

With the lightning hitched to our whirring wheels, 
And the ocean swept by in-rushing keels, 
We will catch old Time both by wings and heels, 

We Twentieth Century Men. 

Hurrah for the coming century boys, 
Hurrah and hurrah! For then, 

V/ith our airships reaching the furthest stars, 
And our cables swinging to friends in Mars, 
We’ll leap all limits, all bounds, all bars, 

We Twentieth Century Men. 

Hurrah for the coming century boys, 
Hurrah and hurrah! For then, 

The fire and water and earth and wind, 
We’ll grasp and master and train and bind, 
But woe to the chap that’s left behind 

By Twentieth Century Men. 

“George! They are only youngsters!” said Dunn, his eyes lightening; “youngsters 
on a frolic. We are alright, Mr. Gifford.” 

“I am not so sure of that,” said Gifford,” “youngsters they may be but ‘twentieth 
century’ youngsters are very wide-awake.” 

(To be continued.) 
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HOW THE UNITED STATES BECAME A NATION—NAPOLEON 
BONAPARTE THE PRIME FACTOR. 

ON the 30th of April, I803, three treaties were concluded and signed at Paris by 
Francois Barbe' Marbois, representing the French Republic, and Robert R. 

Livingston and James Monroe, representing the United States. By the first treaty 
the illustrious First Consul of France, “desiringto give to the United States a strong 
proof of his friendship, in the name of the French Republic, forever and in full 
sovereignty,” ceded to them the Territory of Louisiana. The Government of 
the United States agreed, by the terms of the second treaty, to pay to France, in 
consideration of the cession, the sum of twelve millions of dollars, and by the third 
treaty assumed the payment of certain claims of citizens of the United States against 
France, amounting to about four millions of dollars. 

After the signatures had been attached to the several treaties, Napoleon uttered 
these memorable words: “Cette accession de territoire aftermit pour tonjours la 
puissance des Etats-Unis, etje viens de donner a l’ Angleterre un rival maritime qui, 
tot ou turd, abaissera son orgueil.”—(“ This accession of territory consolidates for- 
ever the power of the United States, and I have just given England a maritime rival 
who sooner or later shall humble her pride.”) 

Fraught with stupendous consequences to the Western Continent was this act of 
Napoleon, and marvelously true his prediction. 

In tracing the path of our country’s progress through the century just expiring, 
no single event in the whole range of historic facts stands out more prominently 
than the Louisiana purchase. The momentous results which directly and indirectly 
flowed from the acquisition of this immense territory most forcibly illustrate the 
foresight of the First Consul’s master mind. A new and progressive era was at 
hand for the United States of America. 

Two propositions, one expressing confidence in the United States, the other fore- 
boding disastrous consequences to England, are contained in Napoleon’s remark. 
In the light of subsequent events mark the significance of his words. In 
less than twelve years after Napoleon had spoken the pride of England was indeed 
humbled on this very Louisiana territory, in the ever memorable and decisive 
battle of New Orleans, January 8, 1815. 

The consolidation of the power of the United States, suggested in the first part of 
his remark, was likewise in a measure assured, for the Mississippi, from source to 
mouth, became our property. The freedom of its waters for commerce was secure— 
a vast domain, a veritable empire in extent, with an outlet to the Pacific, was ours. 
The star of civilization illumined the trans-Mississippi wilds as it neared its zenith 
and bent its course to the Occident. Visions of unbounded natural wealth and 
resources in the new territory opened to the brave of heart and strong of limb 
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opportunities hitherto unthought of and unknown. Truly was the power of the 
United States about to be consolidated. The first step had been unconsciously taken 
in the venture towards national existence. The evolution progressed with time, for 
the seed had fallen on fertile soil. Passing by, for the moment, the consideration 
of the vast material wealth and commercial power thrown open to our people, we 
may, without risk of contradiction, claim that the acquisition of the Louisiana terri- 
tory contributed more than any other fact to the welding together of the independent 

sovereignties of the Union and their ultimate firm consolidation in a nation of 
federated and interdependent States. The inevitable consequence of the purchase 
was the centralization, or consolidation, of the power of the General Government. 
The irresistible result was the conversion of the union into a nation. A glance at 
the vastness of the acquired territory and a moment’s reflection on the events 
which followed in regular season will suffice to prove the truth of these two 
propositions. 

The immense area of land embraced in the purchase, nearly 950,000 square miles, 
extends from the 49th parallel on the north to the Gulf of Mexico on the south, and 
is bounded on the east by the Mississippi River and on the west by the Pacific Ocean 
and what were the Spanish possessions (now California, Nevada, Colorado, Texas, 
New Mexico, Arizona, and Utah). When one realizes the fact that out’ of the 
Louisiana territory have been carved the States of Louisiana, Arkansas, Missouri, 
Iowa, Minnesota, North Dakota, South Dakota, Montana, Washington, Oregon! 
Idaho, Wyoming, Nebraska, and Kansas, and that the aggregate population of these 
States is almost 15,000,000 souls, the measure of Napoleon’s friendship for the young 
Republic may be adequately appreciated. Upon the products of their boundless 
prairies and fertile valleys not only America, but Europe also, largely depends for 
subsistence. From the bowels of their eternal hills mineral wealth and treasure, 
incalculable in value, are being developed annually by American pluck and toil to 
gladden the heart and to provide the comforts of life to mankind the world over. 
The wealth-producing possibilities of this territory are to-day, after the lapse of 
almost a century of sturdy industry and modern ingenuity, well nigh inexhaustible. 

These fourteen giants of civilization, teeming with untold wealth and mineral 
resources of various kinds, proclaim louder than words the truth of our first proposition. 

The Louisiana purchase, moreover, opened the gates to a tide of immigration from 
the Eastern States, which has continued without diminution to the present time. 
Exploring expeditions to the western limits of the new territory soon developed the 
possibilities of the future and gave us the outlet to the Pacific. 

As the flood of population, swelled by emigrants from Europe, swept westward in 
quest of settlement and treasure, new States were formed out of the northern section 
of the territory, and their representatives admitted to the councils of the Government. 

In most of the new States thus organized slavery was prohibited, the large 
majority of the settlers having come from the Eastern non-slaveholding States. In 
the South, where the bulk of the capital was invested in slaves, the people grew 
alarmed at the impending danger of the loss of the balance of power in the legisla- 
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tive branch of the Government. Her statesmen, in their anxiety to protect their 
section, looked about for the acquisition of additional new territory from which to 
organize States favorable to her interests. Thus alone, they determined, could the 
preponderance of the North in the legislative councils be successfully counteracted 
and the balance of power retained by the South. 

As a result the Mexican war was brought about, and a large territory on the 
Southwestern border added to the United States. 

After the admission of Texas and the acquisition of the conquered Mexican terri- 
tory, the divided sections arrayed themselves with renewed energy and relentless 
bitterness to battle for mastery. The great struggle for supremacy forced the issue 
of slavery to the front. This question and its corollary, States rights, absorbed for 
years public attention, in and out of Congress, to the exclusion of almost all others. 
The constant agitation of these subjects engendered the gravest animosity between 
the North and the South, inflamed the passions of the people, and disturbed the 
public peace. They became the predominating issues in each successive political 
campaign. Executive action was swayed by their all-powerful influence. Into the 
deliberations and decisions of the supreme judiciary they finally found a lodging. 
In every branch of the Government the irrepressible conflict was vigorously carried 
on, until it finally culminated in the war of 1861 between the North and the South. 

When the die was cast and the issues transferred to the arbitrament of the sword, 
the populous and powerful States of Illinois, Iowa, Wisconsin, and others of the 
great West felt that the control of the Mississippi-—a part of the Louisiana purchase— 
was a great factor in the balance. The loss of this important highway to the sea 
meant irreparable injury, if not destruction, to the trade of the rich Northwestern 
States. Determined that the control of its navigation should not pass, without an 
obstinate struggle, into the hands of a foreign power, their people, with unanimity, 
flocked to arms and fought with desperation in the memorable four years’ conflict to 
keep the Southern States in the Union. On the field of Appomatox slavery was 
irrevocably consigned to the tomb of the past, when victory perched upon the 
banners of the North. The war and the reconstruction of the defeated States, like- 
wise, resulted in the settlement of many of the irritating features of the States-rights 
doctrine. By the death of the one and the repudiation of the other, all impediments to 
the popular idea of enlarging the United States into a nation in character, as well as 
name, were removed. 

The time was ripe and the opportunity finally at hand for the “ consolidation of the 
power of the United States,” foreshadowed by Napoleon in 1803. 

The struggle for nationality covered a period of sixty years; it was begotten in 
enmity and nurtured by fanaticism; it ended in bloodshed and war. But through- 
out the bitterness and strife of the struggle, throughout the bloodshed and death of 
the war of the sections, the oGvernment, under the protection of Providence, still lived. 
Out of the bitterness and strife and war a stronger and regenerated authority was 
born, a firmly welded nation of reunited, interdependent States, the world’s most 
perfect example of a government “ of the people, by the people, and for the people.” 
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The immediate cost of this transition from a union to a nation was the complete 
devastation of the South, the utter impoverishment of her people, and the sacrifice 
of nearly 500,000 human lives, not to mention the expenditure of about two and 
one-half billions of dollars. Thus was the whole prophecy of Napoleon the Great 
fulfilled. 

The ancient Greeks formed states and organized leagues of states, but never a 
nation. Rome, on the contrary, gathered to her bosom all neighboring states. She 
civilized them for her own and their safety, and founded the most powerful of 
ancient nations to prepare the world for Christianity. 

The student of the history of the nations of the nineteenth century will find a strong 
resemblance to the ancient Roman in the stirring, struggling, active determination, 
energy, sacrifice, and progressiveness of the American people in the persistent effort 
to prepare for generations yet unborn the highest blessings of popular government. 

The pride of the ancient Romans was the Fides publica of Rome. Like unto them 
the people of every section of our land place implicit trust in the Fides publica of the 
United States. 

As the eventful nineteenth century passes into history, may we not, also, with 
confidence bespeak for our beloved country the blessing of Pax Americana, while 
with Pliny and ancient Rome we exult, Immensa Americans pads magnitudine ? 

May we not go a step further and venture the hope that the “consolidation for- 
ever of the power of the United States,” bequeathed to us by Napoleon, may pre- 
serve during the coming twentieth century the true balance of power between all the 
nations of the earth? Then, indeed, shall Pax Christiana reign supreme, 
under the Fatherhc od of God and the Brotherhood of man, while good will and 
charity shall direct the nations and all mankind rejoice 

“ That the war drum throbs no longer, and the battle flags are furled 
In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world.” 

E. D. F. BRADY. 
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THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT. rROM my window I can look out over the panorama of Washington, stretching 
before me like a vast and complicated geometrical design. 1 look down long 

avenues of trees. Here and there are spires and tall buildings with crowning 
wreaths of thin vapor that dissolve and vanish to windward. 

There I see the rounded dome of the Capitol and the gleaming cupola of the Con- 
gressional Library, and farther away, rising seemingly from a grove of trees, the 
snow white shaft of the Washington Monument. 

It is from Georgetown’s old halls that I can get the most picturesque view of this 
towering shaft. 

Sometimes 1 see it from the class-room, dimly, through the waving branches of a 
silver poplar in the budding time of spring. Sometimes I see it from the terrace 
where the wistaria hangs in trailing lengths barely shaken by the river’s breeze, shin- 
ing in the calm waters of the Potomac and leaving a long white trail shimmering 
in the ripples. 

1 see it in the early morning from our own South Tower, when the thronging 
mists of the river cover the whole city and even the Capitol is hid, rising in calm 
serenity over the surging sea of white vapor, blushing with the first red rays of 
the morning sun, At this moment it well impersonates its prototype, the great 
Washington. He, too, was cold and pure in everything he did; he, too, rose above 
the surging confusion of his time, in which so many other men were lost, seemingly 
glowing in the prophetic light of the coming glory of his country. 

And here it stands in all its cold pride looking out over the beautiful valley 
wherein he was born, wherein he lived, and which he loved so well. 

It rises abruptly from the ground, without the least attempt at ornament, without 
the least sense of proportion of line or contrast of color. There are no arches 
happily interspersed with its angles, no graceful curves, no columns, no cornices, 
nothing to relieve the eye but those eternal straight, stiff lines shining out against 
the sky far up to the point of vision. A triumph of cold, calculating engineering 
and simple masonry. 

Has it not a curious fitness thus standing naked on that round, green knoll of 
close-cropped grass, all the more imposing by contrast with the gradual swelling of 
the smooth lawn, that lies at its feet, unadorned by even the least attempt at 
gardening? Stuck there by some Titanic hand it seems to me the colossal expon- 
ent of the passions and feelings, of the qualities and vices of the American people. 

The Monument in its ungainliness represents well their failure to fully appreciate 
the artistic or to love beauty for beauty’s sake. It shows their lack, as I believe I 
may say, of that sense of proportion and fitness of things which predominates in 
other countries; and this not only in architecture, but also in their daily life; in 
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their proneness to overdo “ fads,” as they are called, either of dress or custom or 
manner of thought. 

What a good idea also does this monument give of the mechanical skill and 
power of this great nation and of its zeal for everything within the scope of mech- 
anism. I know the most interesting thing about the monument to an out and out 
American is its construction. “ How was it built? What devices were used to haul 
up to that great height the heavy stones? How the aluminum plaque that crowns the 
top was fitted to its place! How it sways in the wind, and with what neatness the 
marble blocks of the apex are dovetailed into one another!” These are the objects 
of his curiosity and admiration. 

Then, too, its towering height, with that great white finger ever pointing upward 
into the sky, surpassing all the highest spires of the old-world cathedrals, Cologne, 
Strasburg; even the solid-based pyramids of Egypt or Cholula seem low in com- 
parison. “ Why was it made so high? ” was the first thought that struck me, and 
as yet 1 have been able to find no pressing or even advantageous reason for such 
an unusual height. The insatiable craving to excel, to be always at the head of the 
list, and to have its name forever on the tongues of men, were the motives that 
prompted the American people to perpetrate this exaggeration. They are proud to 
say their monument is the highest in the world, and yet they are not ashamed of 
having broken every rule of architectural beauty in the building of it. They take 
pleasure in size and not in quality, in their own pre-eminence over others, and not 
in the inner worth of the thing itself. One may say that this ambitious spirit is a 
very potent and active force and leads, has led and will lead, to great achievements: 
yet it is always that same spirit that asks the question, “ How much did it cost?” 
And then, by the cost, judges. “ Four millions of dollars, you say? ” Well, 
1 shall give it four millions’ worth of admiration. Now, if that spirit prevails, and 
I venture to say that it rests, the basic fact, at the bottom of the American character, 
and that one coming from a foreign country to these States is very sensible of it, 
how are we going to make the people enjoy and appreciate all the beauties of nature 
and art which tend to ennoble and elevate the mind? “Sincerum est nisi vas 
quodcunque infundis, acescit” and such sordidness sours all artistic and noble feeling. 

Another thing which is very characteristic of the monument is the absence of any 
kind of inscription or sign by which we may know that it was constructed to the 
memory of any particular man or people. It stands in a sequestered park, far from 
the common traffic of the city, with no claims to ornament or use. Other monu- 
ments like the Arc Triomphal in Paris or the many columns and arches in Rome 
and the statues of Athens and Greece, serve to embellish, and at the same time to 
chronicle, visible and plain to the dullest mind, great deeds. There are inscriptions 
and figures on such monuments which remind us every day, as we pass to business 
or pleasure, that they stand the tombs of buried glories, the hopeful sign to lead us 
through the future. Here a vast amount of money has been spent to achieve— 
what? As stranger, I would not know to whose honer it was erected ; as citizen, I 
can only guess. Whether it was built as a memorial of the glories of the revolu- 
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tion, and named after the city; or whether it is a monument to the lofty genius of 
General Washington, in either hypothesis it makes but a poor impression. Thoughts 
of the glories of the revolution and of the man, evanesce under its influence. How 
shall 1 think great thoughts while dizzily craning my neck to take in the height of 
that immense shaft. 

And yet from a distance, to an idle mind that has time to think it all out, the 
great monument is not such a bad emblem to the great man. Both of them are 
great, both are lifted high from the corrupting earth into the ethereal air of 
purer regions. As the monument sways when the fierce northwester sweeps down 
on it in its rage, so did Washington sway and bend. But did he ever break? As 
pure and cold as these marble blocks so pure and cold was he. His heart was as 
high above earth as that welded metal plaque, and his mind pointed ever to that 
better region above, even as the glittering shaft does, through rain and shine, happi- 
ness and sorrow. Men in times of confusion, far away and lost amid ruin and 
desolation, looked up to him, even as the distant ploughman far down the valley of 
the Potomac lingers a moment in the springtime stillness and looks up at his mon- 
ument shining in the morning sun. Men who followed his guiding light finally 
arrived at the Fair City, even as the weary traveller now following the guidance of 
that snow-white shaft rests at last in the fairest city of the Americas. 

So, after all it has its good points. It possesses that solid and reliable quality of 
good'faith. Built honestly as a mark of honor and esteem to a great Man from a 
great Nation, we, too, ought to respect it whatever its faults. 

There’s no art to find the mind’s construction in the face, and this unique essay 
into the realm of architectural beauty may be the small beginning of a glorious era 
of new beautiful things. The Spirit of Beauty, the Minerva of classic days, high 
upon her golden throne looking out over the world and all its nations, is surely 
encouraging us with these few words which mean so much: Ditnidiutnfcicti, qui 
bene coepit, habet. LEONARDO F. JORRIN, 99- 

THE INVALID. 
The memories of a time that’s past, 

Of former joys, comes o’er me stealing. 
When youth and health bid fair to last, 

But now my heart knows naught but longing 

For me the light of day is spent; 
Only dull and dreary waiting, 

And thoughts that cold despair has lent 
Numb my brain from oft’ creating. 

Slowly, sadly o’er my bed 
The pendulum ticks the moments creeping. 

Would that Time and 1 were deadl 
Bound by Death’s eternal sleeping. 

Again the sun gleams through the pane; 
Before its light despair goes fleeing, 

And 1 am thankful once again 
To Him who gave us all our being, 

J. E. SHEKIDAN, 19’. 
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WILLIAM AUGUSTUS WEAVER; WARRIOR, POET, DIPLOMAT. 

HTHE life of William Augustus Weaver, Lieutenant U. S. N., offers material for a 
I highly entertaining romance. Some part of his eventful career he shall nar- 

rate himself, and that, too, in verse; for he has left a unique collection of poems 
chiefly biographical, which, as they are to form the basis of this sketch, deserve 
some mention. 

The poems were printed in book form early in 1826, but only two copies ever 
left the publishing house, for the building with all its contents was consumed by fire 
before the books were delivered. One of the surviving volumes the writer has at 
his disposal through the courtesy of Rear Admiral Weaver, U. S. N., lately retired 
from active service, and the illustrious son of Lieut. Weaver. Through the kindness 
of the same gentleman the writer was put in possession of certain important facts 
and documents. Some of these papers, together with the subject-matter of the 
poem to be inserted in this number, fully establish the justice of Lieut. Weaver’s 
title of Warrior. It will be seen that he was brave and prudent in action, fearless 
and faithful in the discharge of his duty. The title of Poet must be allowed him on 
the literary merit of his work. 

In estimating the worth of these poems we must bear in mind that they were for 
the most part written by a youth in his teens, whose training in letters was limited 
to two years m a preparatory school. For young Weaver having entered George 
town in 1809 left there again in 1811 to accept an appointment as midshipman in the 
infant Navy of our Republic. In those days the Naval Academy was but a hope of 
the future, and young naval officers got all their training in active service. Such 
training, however, was not conducive to the cultivation of letters, as Mr. Weaver 
himself declares in the introduction to his poems. 

It was likewise necessary to conceal from some of the superiors of the service, with whom he 
has had the honour of serving, the existence of any literary taste. The Author of these Poems 
was once seriously admonished by his commander, on the great impropriety of having been 
repeatedly seen with a book in the wardroom. To have been known as a writer of poetry on 
board that vessel, would have almost amounted to a loss of caste. 

No one is more cognizant of the shortcomings of these poems than was Lieut 
Weaver himself, as we gather from the verse on the title page, 

Chi pno vantarsi 
Sensa difetti? Esaminando i sui 
Ciascuno impari a perdonar gli altrui. 

and from the introduction : 

The Author of these Poems ventures, with much diffidence, to nresent them’ to the public Thev 
were mostly written at sea, without the most distant thought of ever being published, and merely 

the amusement of leisure hours. His circumstances and prospects have singularly changed 
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since their production ; and he has no hesitation in admitting, that other causes than a thirst for 
literary reputation, have operated to bring them before what he hopes will prove an indulgent 
public. He is perfectly aware that presumption may be imputed to him, in venturing to tread the 
same path with Falconer, the only poet who was ever able to overcome and master the difficulties 
of the “tarpaulin phrase.” 

The Author does not pretend to the merit of such a production as the ‘ Shipwreck; . but he has 
met, with the best of his abilities, the same difficulties, in relating the histories of cruises on the 
ocean, during a period of intense interest. If nothing exists in these pages to instruct or amend, 
he ventures boldly to assert, nought will be found to demoralize. 

The chief facts in the life of this remarkable man shall be told by his son, Admiral 
Weaver, who most graciously has taken the pains to verify with scrupulous care 
each detail; and it will be seen that these differ materially from the biographical 
sketches of Mr. Weaver found in the standard encyclopedias. 

“ William Augustus Weaver was born at Dumfries, Virginia, September 14,1792. 
He was a student at Georgetown Academy, as it was then called, from 1809 to 1811. 
On February 4, 1811, he was appointed midshipman in the navy, and made his 
first cruise in the U. S. Brig Syren, which was captured by a British 74-gun ship 
off the west coast of Africa and, with the other officers and crew, was taken prisoner 
to Cape Town. This cruise he describes in his ‘ Journals of the Sea,’ it being the 
first of that collection of poems. 

“ In 1813 he was appointed for duty on board the Chesapeake, then fitting out at 
Boston. This vessel was captured by H. M. S. Shannon June 1, I8I3. Midship- 
man Weaver was severely wounded in this engagement, as the enclosed document 
written by his senior officer, then Lieut. Budd, testifies. The officers and crew of the 
vanquished vessel were taken to Halifax. During his confinement in the prison of 
that city he wrote the account of the battle which appears as the second of his 

“ He was promoted to lieutenant in 1816, and that same year was appointed to the 
command of the Schooner Tom Bowlin. In 1817 he commanded the U.S. Brig 
Spark. Both of these belonged to the Mediterranean squadron. He served in the 
U. S. Ship Franklin in 1818, and to 1824 on the Mediterranean and Pacific squadrons. 

“ In November, 1824, he was ‘court-martialed’ on the alleged charge of over- 

staying his leave of absence. This furlough was for an indefinite period ; and dur- 
ing this time he engaged in mercantile transactions, which he believed to be lawful, 
and which he contended were always done with the knowledge and consent of his 
commander-in-chief, the then commander of the Pacific squadron. The court found 

there was no intentional violation of law or naval regulations, and the testimony, of 
officers in regard to character was most favorable. This, together with the distin- 
guished services of Lieut. Weaver in the past, should have caused the reviewing 
authorities to show leniency; but such was not the case. He was therefore com- 
pelled to abandon the naval service. _ , ,, 

“ President Jackson offered to reinstate him; but as this would place him at the 
bottom of the lieutenants’ list and would, moreover, seem to be an admission of the 
justice of the court’s action, the offer was declined. 
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“ In 1836 the President, by the advice and with the consent of the Senate, appointed 
Mr. Weaver clerk to the ‘ Joint Committee for the Adjustment of Claims ’ be- 
tween the United States, Spain, and Mexico. By the order of Mr. Forsyth, Secre- 
tary of State, he proceeded on July 20, I836. on a special mission to the City of 
Mexico. After his return to the United States he was employed in the State Depart- 
ment, on very important work that required a knowledge of modern languages, in 
several of which he was proficient, and rendered most valuable services. 

“About 1843 he was superintendent of the Fifth United States Census, then 
under the jurisdiction of the State Department. 

“ Lieut. Weaver closed his varied and eventful career by a quiet death on Septem- 
ber 14,1846, at his country seat, not far from the place of his birth. 

“ A younger brother of Lieut. Weaver, George F. Weaver, was also a student of 
Georgetown. He, too, received an appointment as midshipman in the Navy on 
August 3, 1816. While serving as acting lieutenant on one of the ships of the 
West Indian squadron he contracted yellow fever at Key West, died October 5,1825, 
and was buried at sea. The poem entitled ‘ Fitz George’s Narrative ’ is chiefly 
an account of this young man’s career. 

“ These facts concerning my father have been fully verified by me and are sub- 
stantiated by the enclosed documents, which you are at liberty to use. Let it be 
understood, however, that I retain the copyright on the book of poems called ‘A 
Journal of the Ocean.’ A. W. WEAVER.” 

No. 1215. 
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE. 

To all to whom these presents shall come, Greeting: 
I certify that the documents hereto annexed are true copies from the records of this Department. 
In testimony whereof I, John Sherman, Secretary of State of the United States, have hereunto 

subscribed my name and caused the seal of the Department of State to be affixed. 
Done at the City of Washington this 20th day of January A. D. 1898, and of the Independence 

of the United States of America the one hundred and twenty second. 
[SEAL.] JOHN SHERMAN. 

ANDREW JACKSON, 
President of the United States of America. 

To alt who shall see these presents, Greeting: 
Know ye, That reposing special Trust and Confidence in the Integrity and Abilities of William 

A. Weaver, I have nominated and by and with the advice and consent of the Senate, do appoint 
Him Clerk to the Commissioner under the Law to carry into effect a convention between the 
United States and Spain, concluded on the 17th day of February, 1834, and do authorize and 
empower him to execute and fulfil the duties of that Office, and to have and to hold the said Officr 
with all the powers, privileges, and emoluments thereto of right appertaining, unto him the said 
William A. Weaver. 

In Testimony Whereof, I have caused these Letters to be made patent and the seal of tha United 
States to be hereunto affixed. Given under my hand, at the City of Washington, the eighteenth 
day of January A. D. 1837, and of the Independence of the United States of America the sixty first. 

ANDREW JACKSON. 
By the President. JOHN FORSYTH, 

Secretary of State. 
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[Copy.] 
CAPT. BUDD’S CERTIFICATE. 

I do hereby certify that William A. Weaver, formerly a Lieutenant in the Navy of the United 
States, was a Midshipman on board the U. S. Frigate Chesapeake on the first day of June 1813 and 
during the Battle with his Britannic Majesty’s Frigate Shannon, and that Mr. Weaver was severely 
wounded in the Right Arm and Right side by a musket ball or balls, while attempting to repel the 
boarders of the Enemy. Mr. Weaver was quartered upon the Main Gun deck, at the second divi- 
sion of guns, and was also a boarder of the first Division. In the execution of his duty he repaired 
to the Quarter Deck, and it is believed that every individual of his party were (sic) killed or 
wounded. Mr. Weaver performed his duty faithfully and bravely on that unfortunate occasion. 

WASHINGTON, February 19th, 1834. ^ Suryiving officer of the late u. ti^O^apeale. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE, WASHINGTON. 
WASHINGTON, D. C., October 14,1897. 

REAR ADMIRAL WEAVER, U. S. N., NO. 2823 N street N. W. 
MY DEAR ADMIRAL : I have the honor to transmit to you copies of the records requested in yonr 

letter of September 15- 
They cover all that our records show respecting William A- Weaver. With the copies I send you 

a couple of memoranda, which may be of some value in the way of suggestion. If there is any- 
thing else I can do to further your wishes in this matter I will be glad to do it. 

Very respectfully, your friend and companion, J
 WM. H. MICHAEL. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE, WASHINGTON. 
WASHINGTON, D. C., July 20,1836. 

WILLIAM A. WEAVER, Washington. 
SIR : With the accompanying dispatches for Mr. Ellis you will proceed to Philadelphia, and if, 

upon inquiry of the Mexican Legations there, you should ascertain that the packets which have 
hitherto plied between New York and Vera Cruz are interrupted, or that one will not sail from the 
former city within ten or twelve days, you will forthwith inform this Department and repair to 
New Orleans without waiting for an answer. If upon arriving there you find that you cannot get 
a passage to Vera Cruz or Tampico within a few days, you will next resort to Pensacola, where a 
passage to Vera Cruz will be provided for you by Commodore Dallas. On reaching Vera Cruz or 
Tampico you will hasten to the City of Mexico and deliver the dispatches. You will abide by Mr. 
Ellis’ directions as to your stay in that city, and if he should require it, you will assist him in 
copying any papers during that time. On leaving Mexico you will return to Washington with all 
practicable expedition. Your compensation will be at the rate of $6 a day, from the time of your 
leaving this city until your return, and you will be allowed your traveling expenses, of which you 
will keep an account and vouchers for its settlement. You have received $500 on account of your 
expenses to Mexico, and Mr. Ellis is instructed to pay you a like sum toward defraying the expenses 
of your return to Washington. You will also receive herewith a courier’s passport. I have the 
honor to be, sir, 

Your obedient servant, JOHN FORSYTH. 

P S —It being understood that the United States ship Natches will sail from New York for the 
West India Station in the course of a few days, you are authorized to embark in her instead of 
taking the course prescribed above—provided no packet should leave New York for Vera Cruz 
previously to the departure of the Natches. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE. 
WASHINGTON, July so, 1837. 

WILLIAM A. WEAVER, ESQ. ...... 
SIR : The fourth article of the convention of 1834 for the settlement of claims between the united 

States and Spain provides for the delivery to the Minister Plenipotentiary of his Catholic Majesty, 



208 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

of an authentic copy of all the documents upon which the claims of American citizens against the 
Spanish Government may have been founded. 

As it is understood that many of these claims have been adjudicated upon by the commissioner 
appointed under the act of June 7, 1836, for carrying that convention into effect, the Department 
proposes to employ you, being clerk to the commissioner, to direct the copy required of all original 
papers and authenticated copies which have been received by the commissioner, as evidence in 
support of the claims that have been allowed. If you should be at a loss, in any case, to determine 
what documents have been so received, upon communicating the difficulty to this Department, the 
commissioner will be requested to designate them. If you should consent to undertake this duty 
the compensation will be at the rate of 10 cents for every hundred words copied in the English 
language, and 15 cents for the same number in a foreign language ; but it is to be understood that 
where original papers are accompanied by a translation, the latter is not to be copied. The expense 
will be paid out of the fund for defraying the contingent expenses of the commission, or if this 
should prove insufficient, a special appropriation for the purpose will be asked of Congress. 

It is very desirable that the transcript of all the documents in the cases heretofore decided should 
be completed within three months from the present time. 

I am, etc., JOHN FORSYTH. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE. 
WASHINGTON, March S3, 1838. 

WILLIAM A. WEAVER, ESQ., Washington, D. C. 
SIR : In answer to your letter of yesterday’s date, I have to acquaint you that the Department 

does not think it necessary to interfere with respect to the debt due Mr. Robinson by the late 
Republic of Colombia. No objection, however, is entertained to his application to Mr. Semple for 
his good offices in recommending the debt. The papers communicated by you are consequently 
returned to be forwarded to Mr. Semple, if the claimant chooses to apply to him. 

I am, etc., JOHN FORSYTH. 

DEPARTMENT OF STATE. 

WASHINGTON, April 13, 1840. 
WILLIAM A. WEAVER, ESQ. 

SIR : The leave of absence requested by your letter of this date is granted on condition that, if 
the business of the office renders it necessary you may be recalled before its expiration. 

Iam, etc., JOHN FORSYTH. 

These documents fully demonstrate that the title of Diplomat which we have 
given the subject of this sketch is not an idle one: and they further make it clear 
that Lieut. Weaver, although forced to leave the Navy, was, at least in the eyes of 
President Jackson, held guiltless of any infringement of law. Such misunderstand- 
ings between the Navy Department and Officers were by no means rare in those 
days; Commodore Barry, Capt. Lawrence, Capt. Hull and others whom we regard 
as the nation's heroes, the founders and saviors of our Navy, were often at variance 
with the Department. We shall close this sketch with an extract from Journals of 
the Ocean, together with some of the author’s notes. 

A. J. ANTELO DEVEREUX, ’98. 
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AFTER THE FIRST BROADSIDE. 
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AT THE MOMENT OF BOARDING. 
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ENGAGEMENT 

BETWEEN 

THE CHESAPEAKE AND SHANNON. 

The following description of the disastrous battle of the 1st June, 1813, was written for and sent to, a 
young female friend, by the author. 

Blood hath brought blood, and blows have answered blows: 
One must prove greatest: while they weigh so even. 

—Shakespeare. 

In fair Bostonia’s port we lay, 
The morn of that eventful day 
That saw the blood of half our crew, 
Th’ ill-fated frigate’s decks bedew: 
There moored at anchor, half prepared, 
When sudden to the combat dared, 
A disciplined and vet’ran foe. 
Our victor chief might not forego 
One chance to add to his bright fame; 
For he had earned a brilliant name, 
By hurling from the ocean wave 

The gallant Peacock, near the Main; 
Yet he did generously save, 

By risk of life, her daring train; 
And the brave remnant clothed and fed, 
Who ’gainst him had in battle bled. 

The day was mild, serene, and clear, 
When Britain’s banner streamed in air, 
Bidding defiance to the world; 
Now in our own broad bay unfurled. 

Scarce had the bell the hour tolled, 
And seven reverberating rolled, 
When the. high (1) ship-boy on the yard, 
The ever-waking watchful guard; 
Towards the main directs his eyes, 
And “Sail ho!” from the mast-head cries. 
Though at that moment from the deck, 
The ship appeared a minute speck, 
Upon the ocean’s slumb’ring face; 
Yet well the seaman knew to trace, 
Though at th’ horizon’s utmost bound, 
With instinct keen and judgment sound, 
Her warlike character and strength. 
The glass displays the tall mast’s length, 
The distance ’twixt the fore and main, 

(m) The mizen-mast barque-rigged in vain, 
Proved that a wild and slipp’ry jade 
Will not be taken for a maid. 
(n) The dark black canvass proved it too, 
Our hopes and wishes all were true: 
And as she mounted with the breeze, 

Curling the undulating seas, 
The frowning batt’ry is unveiled, 
That erst in distance was concealed. 
Twas then she showed that banner blue, 
And spread the red cross to our view; 
Brave sight to those that pant to tear 
That standard from its station there; 
And many there were to God that vowed, 
To fall, or die, or see it bowed, 
Ere the sun set on their native hills, 
Or the dew increased their murmuring rills: 
(o) But there were some, or awed or cold, 
Felt not this inspiration bold; 
Who spoke of promises, neglect, 
Of broken word, and disrespect 
For chiefs who promises could break. 
Oh! ’tis not thus, when war should wake 
The noblest passion of the human breast, 
Vengeance for native land oppressed, 
That slightest cause should e’er be given, 
From that base or unthinking few, 
Who stamp the discontented crew. 

But hark! ’Tis preparation all, 
“Up anchor!” List, the boatswain’s call, 
Re-echoed by each mate resounds, 
And with their din the ear confounds; 
AVhile whirling capstans heaving round 
Lift the stout anchors from the ground, 
Then catted, fished, and well confined, 
We spread the canvass to the wind. 
The southern winds the topsails fill, 
The light topgallants loftier still, 
And lighter royals catch a breath, 
The heavier courses feel beneath, 
The jib and spanker likewise find, 
The pressure of the quart’ring wind. 
The crowd of sail the chief directs, 
Himself each cannon then inspects; 
A triple charge! He sees it done, 
Two round with grape to ev’ry gun. 
And this on ev’ry mind impressed, 
“Be sure to keep your piece depressed, 
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Your shot will glance, the ricochet 
Impairs not much its swift-winged way: 
One single shot I must not see, 
Beyond that frigate strikes the sea.” 
In the meantime the wave we plough, 
And to the bay direct the prow, 

Where Britain’s banner waving high, 
The cool deliberate foe, 

To combat dares his enemy. 
Pardon me maid, if in my lays, 
Sometimes I use “tarpaulin phrase;” 
Without, I could not well express 
What should be seen in native dress; 
Take from the savage drapery wild, 
He then appears less nature’s child; 
But with the wampum, plume and knife, 
The Indian stands confessed to life. 

And here, perhaps, thou wouldst to know 
How felt the heart, in sight the foe? 
I was “ a mother’s much loved boy, 
Her fondest, best, her eldest joy;” 
At parting, she had thus expressed, 
When to the matron bosom pressed, 
Her love maternal for a son, 
When erst the seaman’s life begun: 
And prayed that God her child would bless, 
With all a mother’s tenderness. 
This parent, sisters, loved I well, 
Yes, more than uncouth rhymes can tell. 
And when I saw the coming fight, 
And knew that ere the shades of night, 
Where many meet, that few should part, 
A wild throb passed across this heart; 
Eor I had seen a mother’s tear 
Flow but at thought of danger near, 
That son who now in bloody strife, 
For country, honour, dares his life; 
One momentary pang foregoes— 
For danger—No! for others’ woes, 
For tears that this eventful fray, 
May cause to flow another day: 
Who proud, would not exchange his place 
For power, reward, or lady’s grace: 
No! nought upon this earthly sphere, 
Would make him quit his station there. 
’Tis past, ’tis o’er, and duty’s cares 
Awake the soul, the mind prepares, 
To meet the storm that soon will rage, 
WTien such dire enemies engage. 

(q) What sound is that! The thrilling cheer, 
Of friends, who in a sail-boat near, 
The lifted hat, and adieu tell 
To many a long and last farewell: 

’Twas grateful to the ear. 
The peal we sent it back again, 
The hollow ship, the isles, the main, 

Prolonged the echoing cheer. 

The light is passed, with canvass pressed, 
Armed at all points, prepared the best 
The time allowed, the ship advances, 
Dashing the foam where th’ sunbeam dances, 

And mimic Iris round the bows, 
Sportive play as the wave she ploughs. 
It was a beauteous awful scene, 
To see her glide through the billows green, 
While sullen far beneath the lee, 
Expectant lay her enemy; 
Silent awaiting with lessened sail, 
The foe that wings it on the gale. 

Already had the distant land, 
The rocks, the shore, the sea-beat strand, 
And clouds and hills of darkened hue, 
Commingling melted to the view; 
So blended, mixed, the shades appeared, 
That none hut the eye of the seaman reared, 
Could trace distinct, or point the line, 
Where earth, or air, or seas disjoin; 
When close aboard is seen to float 
A little bark, a pink-stern boat, 
And as we pass her rapid by, 
The skipper thus is heard to cry: 
(s) “A challenge I am sent to bear 
From him commands that frigate there, 
To you.” Brave Lawrence turned and smiled, 
For 'twas a herald rude and wild, 
Whose strength of voice had suited well, 
In age of chivalry to tell, 
Before the feudal castle’s moat, 
Defiance from his stentor throat— 
“The flag that waves o’er yonder foes, 
Is challenge enough.” He said to those 
Who gathered round, “What class? what size 
Yon ship?” The herald quick replies, 
“She’s much about your own,” and past, 
For we had neared, approaching fast, 

With crowd of sail, the foe. 
The royals slumbered in the gale, 
But now reduced the lofty sail, 

Prepared to strike the blow. 
“Point well the guns, be careful not 
To spend in vain a single shot,” 
The last behest the youthful aid 
From commander below conveyed. 
Why does yon ship her topsails fill, 
Who late upon the wave lay still? 
And why does she to seaward ply, 
As if she would th’ encounter fly? 
With well known circumstance combined, 
A dark suspicion crossed the mind! 
Can gallant foe who sought the fight, 
Now seek for aid, or shun in flight, 
The battle he had singly dared; 
And with a ship so unprepared! 
Far on the distant wave may lie 
Companion of her treachery! 
And onward thus she leads t’employ 
Base stratagem and foul decoy! 
For we had seen, day after day, 
The Tenedos and Shannon lay," 
Co-cruisers in the distant bay; 
Had we that challenge bold received, 
Th’ unjust surmise we’d ne’er believed: 
Each written word, to Broke ’tis due, 
Bespoke him chieftain brave and true; 
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CAPT. LAWRENCE WOUNDED. 

“DON’T GIVE UP THE SHIP.” 
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THE ATTACK ON CAPT. BROKE, OF THE SHANNON. 
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Who would not for his honour’s sake, 
A base advantage ever take. 
’Twas his intent at sea to cruise, 
Until his foe might bravely choose 
T’ avow him ready for the strife, 
With energy and practice rift. 
But see that lip that curls in scorn, 
Says, “No delay! no, not till morn! 
Train at the hind a shotted gun! 
Teach him from equal foe to run! 
Was it for this he sought the fight?” 
An eighteen pounder’s instant trained, 
And quick as e’er the sight is gained, 
The glancing ball along the wave, 
Speaks a plain language to the brave; 
And ere its whistling sound so shrill, 
And deeper tones of gun are still, 
The topsail flat-aback is prest 
With bellying folds against the mast. 
Indignant wrath, that flashing burns, 
The hunted lion quickly turns; 
Who if he e’er affects to fly, 
Does but recoil in mockery.— 
Approaches now that moment, when, 
Shall test the nerve of stoutest men; 
Each quartered on the battle’s verge, 
And ranged along the leeward side, 
Prepares to purple ocean’s tide. 
It is indeed a gallant show, 
The lofty ship, the hardy crew 
That fore and aft do ready stand, 
Training their guns with steady hand, 
Waiting with cool and temp’rate zeal, 
The time to make the foemen feel; 
For yet, a little on the bow, 
But fast he drops, and even now 
The forward guns can bear! 
The blazing match is tossed in air— 
Yet once again the sight is tried— 
They bear! instant the match is plied. 
The balls they did not spend in vain, 
For ranks of Britons tumbled slain, 
My shipmates too, felt, fiercely felt, 
The well aimed blows the Briton dealt. 
The combat swells, the sides are riven, 
’Tis dark as midnight’s clouded heaven; 
When not a star illumes the sky, 
To bless the lonely wanderer’s eye; 
But as the vivid lightning’s flash 
Across the sight will sudden dash, 

Increasing the deep obscurity; 
Such was the cannon’s blood-red blaze, 
Fiercely seen through the thickened maze 
Of sulphur smoke. Their deep toned thunder. 
Seemed to shake the sphere asunder, 
And musketry’s incessant rattle, 
Sounds feeble mid the louder battle; 
But each gives wing to vengeance’ ball, 
Some by the iron tempest fall, 
To fracturing splints some yield their breath, 
And others find a leaden death. 

Oh, I could name who fought, who fled, 
And who were numbered with the dead, 

In that short term of wrath and strife, 
Where to have been and still survive, 

’Twould seem that more than mortal life, 
Were giv’n the man that he might live. 

The waves in storms shall wake their knell, 
Who on that day, fell, bravely fell; 
Let him to whom belongs the name, 
That mantles with the blush of shame, 
The cheek of her that gave him birth, 
Be nameless as devoid of worth. 

(t) Our guns no longer now can bear! 
Must we the iron storm forbear? 
Each man at all my guns is still: 
But ’tis not for the want of will! 
No, no! for something has befell, 
What ’tis, below, we cannot tell. 
And though with folded arms we stand, 
Each fiercer grasps his glist’ning brand.— 
Hark! mid the rattling peals of death, 
Was it command of dying breath? 
(u) “Boarders away! Seize firm your glaive, 
And rush on deck the ship to save!” 
One sole division only heard, 
So feebly uttered was the word; 
With rapid step and vengeance’ glance, 
They to the fated deck advance. 
There bleeding prostrate in their gore, 
The quarter-deck was covered o’er, 
With all those brave defenders, who 
So lately made a gallant show; 
And had to God in vigor vowed 
To fall, or see the red cross bowed: 
True to their oaths, they bleeding lay, 
The victims of that dreadful day. 
Some care it took to step among 
The mangled corse, t’ avoid the throng 
Of those who dying at their post, 
Have lost their lives, no honour lost! 
Who heard that last and sad appeal, 
Of him who no more wields his steel? 
In number few, too few to save, 
By desp’rate courage e’er so brave. 
The dying words from Lawrence’ lip, 
Were, “brave lads, don’t give up the ship; 
Save the fair stars and stripes from shame, 
Save mine, your own, your country’s fame!” 
And well had they the charge obeyed, 
That few who came on deck to bleed, 
If men were formed of granite rook, 
And might withstand the bullet shock: 
By deeds, not words, the few replied, 
Opposed their breasts, and falling died. 

Whose form is that amid the slaughter, 
Whose sword bright flashes in the water? 
’Tis that Lieutenant,* young and brave, 
Who finds in battle glory’s grave: 
His heart was stout as e’er wielded brand, 
Yet still I think I view him stand—- 
’Twas when the ships were foul aboard, 
The daring foe had passed the word, 

To board his enemy sword in hand. 
Pale, wounded, leaning ’gainst a mast, 

* Ludlow. 
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His pulse beat high though blood ran fast, 
Staining the planks and seamed decks, 
Where men and spars lay listless wrecks; 
Forming such ruin, ’twould make run cold 
The warrior’s blood to hear it told: 
For never yet, destruction whirled, 
So dread, so ample had been hurled, 
As in that hour of deadly hate, 
When those ships met of equal rate. 
My left arm raised, I pointing cried, 
(The right hung shattered by my side, 
That side too ebbed the purple tide,) 
“Behold the boarding enemy, 

The quarter even now they gain!” 
’Twas he replied, “Men, follow me!” 

But bravery essayed in vain. 
Compelled the useless sword to yield, 
The nerveless arm refuseu to wield. 
(w) Here, maiden, let me draw the veil, 
Nor shock thy ear with the horrid tale, 
That manhood should conceal; 
For I would not a foeman’s crimes 
Should freeze thy soul, or stain my rhymes. 
When man has ceased t’ oppose his glaive, 

In battle dire and fell, 
’Tis mercy, godlike, great, to save, 

And treat the pris’ner well. 

One pleasing thought alone remains, 
T’ have struck our flag, no seaman stains, 

Of our ill-fated crew: 
And well I could the slain recount, 
Who to the desp’rate task did mount, 

If numbered not a few. 
Brittania’s best and bravest fell, 
And many a spirit sunk to hell. 
Ere in the terrible melee, 
They sailed them victors in th’ affray. 
(x) Unlike that frigate, now our boast, 
That gave a wreath, a laurel lost; 
Lost ere one drop of blood was shed, 
Or punctured vein from scratch had bled; 
Struck from her gaff, her ensign low, 
And that too to a Moslem foe ! ! ! 
Slaves they became, were bought, were sold, 
And all their value paid in gold. 
So^ base a breed might well have stayed, 
Within the harem walls a guard, 
And, capon-like, have strutted o’er 
The courts, that eunuchs did before. 
Decatur came, redeemed her name, 
And won a wreath, mid wreaths of flame. 

With keen regret, allow one tear, 
A tribute to his early bier; 
Whate’er his faults,'atoned how deep! 
A clod of earth can ever speak! 
While he to whom the shame is due, 
Does pass for chieftain brave and true. 
In vain, these limbs were marred in vain, 
For over heaps of freemen slain, 
The foes resistless bridged their way; 
But each progressive step that day. 

Showed friend and foe in gory death, 
Fierce grasped as when they yielded breath. 
Bathed in my own, my comrade’s blood, 
Of those who longest last withstood 
The dire attack, ’twas mine to live, 
A wretched pris’ner, for those to grieve, 
Who nobly died in freedom’s cause, 
For seamen’s rights and nations’ laws. 
There is not, maid, on earth a name, 
Expressive of that deadly shame, 
That brave men feel when overcome, 
Almost at threshold of their home— 
’Tis more than death, I’ve tasted, know 
The bitter feelings of that wo: 
For when the desp’rate cry was raised 
By those where mercy was refused; 
“Blow up the ship!” terrific sound! 
Shed no new horrors then around. 
I did not then a finger raise, 
T’ avert destruction’s sudden blaze; 
Though well I knew upon the wing, 
Instanter ’twould that moment bring 
The crush of ships, the death of those. 
My bleeding friends, my victor foes, 
Involved in one promiscuous fate, 
None left, the story to relate. 
The combat is over, the brave are at rest, 

The hammock now shrouds the cold lifeless 
form; 

And many there are of the first and the best, 
Who no more shall breast the missile or 

storm. 
Oh, who shall relate to their friends the sad 

story, 
How when living they fought! how when dead 

pale and gory! 

One funeral rite served the friend and the foe, 
One chapter sufficed from the record of God, 

To plunge in the depths of the ocean below, 
To give to their long and lasting abode, 

The victims of battle, in youth’s flower per- 
ished; 

A name only left, to be loved, to be cherished. 

And fell there no tears for the fate of the 
dead, 

As on deck lay the maimed, as the slight 
wounded stood? 

The wounds of the brave had not yet ceased 
to bleed, 

And tears that were wept, were drops of 
their blood: 

No mother was there o’er their forms bend- 
ing, 

Rude seamen alone felt the scene too heart 
rending. 

I turned from the spot with a sickness of 
grief, 

With a feeling of pain unknown till that 
hour; 

The passage from health to the grave was so 
brief! 
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A grave where the shark and the dog-fish 
devour! 

That I crept to the dark nook the steerage 
gloom shaded, 

To mourn o’er my friends whose bright man- 
hood had faded. 

And others shall mourn the result of the fight, 
In the deep sea are laid husband, father, 

and son; 
And sorrow shall come like the shades of the 

night, 
And veil in the dark weed the fair widowed 

one. 
Hope is past, all is lost to the desolate beauty, 
Save the patriot thought, they died in their 

duty. 

(m) The Shannon had been rigged in this 
manner, probably with a view to decisive 
merchantmen. 1 do not believe any decep- 
tion was ever intended towards Lawrence, 
whom Broke certainly considered an antago- 
nist every way worthy of him. 

(n) The English canvass is remarkably 
dark, when contrasted with the snow white 
Russian canvass, of which the American sails 
were generally made. It is one of the most 
distinguishing marks, and will first attract 
the observation of a seaman, when deciding 
upon the national character of a vessel. 

(o) There was considerable dissatisfaction 
among the men, on account of not having re- 
ceived their prize money for the previous 
cruise. There never was any discrmmation 
manifested to meet the enemy. And with the 
exception of some two or three, the men con- 
ductd themselves well and bravely in battle. 

(q) While the Chesapeake was unmooring 
and preparing for battle a large sloop filled 
with gentlemen from Boston, who had em- 
barked for the purpose of witnessing the ex- 
pected engagement, luffed to under our stern, 
and gave us three hearty cheers which we 
cordially returned. Many others followed us 
out and witnessed the encounter at a respect- 
ful distance. The interest of the country 
was intensely aroused, and we soon 
see the numerous hills of Massachusetts Bay 
crowned with the excited masses of our fel- 
low-citizens. , ,, 

(s') When within two or three miles of the 
Shannon, we passed a little pink-stern boat, 
whose master hailed us, and said, he had a 
challenge for us. Captain Law^e"£? °£ly s 

Dlied to him by inquiring what ship it was, 
and her force. He was ignorant of her name, 
he answered; but continued, she was much 
about our own. We passed the little boat 
rapidly and had no farther parlance with 
him The skipper took the written challenge 
to Boston, in Broke’s handwriting. It speaks 
well for Captain Broke. 

(t) In passing to windward of the Shannon, 
within pistol shot, we fired the two guns I 
had the immediate command of three times 
each, trebly shotted. They were loaded the 
fourth time and run out, when the captain of 
one of the guns informed me he could not 
bring it to bear, that is, the enemy could not 
be aimed at to be struck. I immediately went 
to the port, and saw that the Shannon had 
dropped too far astern to be injured from my 
guns. 

(u) It was while in a state of inaction, pro- 
duced by not being able to bring my guns 
to bear, I heard a voice from the quarter- 
deck above me, call “Boarders away!” Dur- 
ing the first cruise of that ship, under the 
command of Capt. Evans, the boarders were 
summoned to the upper deck by the beat of 
drum. Capt. Lawrence thought fit to make 
several changes in the discipline on board, 
when he assumed the command, and among 
others made the unfortunate one of substi- 
tuting the trumpet for the drum. A black 
man was selected to perform the office, who 
could fill the instrument but indifferently. He 
had not the most distant claim of being a 
musician, yet he could blow a strong blast. 
That satisfied Capt. Lawrence, he would an- 
swer. It never occurred to the Captain that 
the negro’s wind might fail in battle, which 
it appeared effectually to do; for when com- 
manded to summon the boarders from below, 
he could not raise a sound. The Shannon 
more judiciously' called away her boarders by 
the ringing of her bell. It was thus it hap- 
pened the Chesapeake’s boarders were not 
brought up to repel the enemy, whither I 
am confident they would have repaired with 
the greatest alacrity, had they heard the 
order! I saw no hesitation in the small party 
I commanded; they rushed instantly to the 
quarter-deck. ... , 

(w) There were excesses committed on 
board the Chesapeake after resistance had 
ceased. It is no doubt difficult to stay the 
work of death, w'hen a town is stormed, or a 
ship boarded. Broke was too desperately 
wounded himself to be fully sensible of what 
was going on, though as one instance, he cer- 
tainly saved the life of Midshipman Randolph, 
who was about to be immolated by his men, 
long after resistance had ceased. Though I 
am willing to make every allowance for the 
heat of blood and the strife of battle, I am 
willing to make none for the blackguard un 
gentlemanly conduct of Lieutenant Faulkner 
who was placed in command of the Chesa- 
peake The meanness that could dictate the 
order to withhold from Capt. Lawrence, 
wounded and dying as he was, a bottle of 
wine from his own ample stores, without a 
requisitoin from the surgeon, is almost in- 
conceivable, and surely deserves execration. 
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llie Journal lustily joins in to swell the 
chorus of congratulations and rejoicings 
that now resound throughout the State of 
Maryland and the District, in consequence 
of the election to the United States Senate 
of the Hon. Louis E. McComas, Justice of 
the Supreme Court and a member of the 
law faculty of Georgetown University. 
Judge McComas has now begun his third 
term as lecturer on the Law of Contracts 
and the Law of Evidence; and has won im- 
mense popularity as a professor, and the 
admiration of all who have had the happi- 
ness to hear his discourses. This line of 
work is particularly congenial to the Sen- 
ator-elect, and one in which he takes pecu- 
liar pride. _ In reply to an address made at 
the reception given him on the evening of 
January 26th, by the students of the law 
school, J udge McComas declared that 
neither now, while still a Justice of the 
Supreme Court, nor afterwards when more 
actively engaged in politics would he be 
willing to give up his chair in the law fac- 
ulty. He wishes to be known first as a dis- 
penser of justice and as an educator, 
though he is a politician of great prudence 
and a warm party man. 

We feel a hearty satisfaction in an- 
nouncing the Journal prizes for this year. 
The first, a prize of twenty-five dollars is the 
gift of Mrs. E. McColgan, of Hew York, 
for the best critical essay. The subject 
chosen is “Aubrey De Vere.” The contest is 
open to every student in any of the depart- 
ments of the university. May 14th is the 
limit of time allowed. The second and 
third prizes are offered by the Journal, and 
are to be competed for only by students of 
the four college classes. One of fifteen dol- 
lars for the best short story of not more 
than 2,000 words; the other of ten dollars 
for the best verse composition. Ho contri- 
bution that has hitherto appeared in the 
Journal is eligible, and none will be re- 
ceived after May 1st. 

We insert here the reply of Judge Mc- 
Comas to the greetings of the committee 
appointed to notify him officially of his 
election. The committee was composed of 
State Senators Horman B. Scott and Frank 
S. Strobridge, and State Representatives P. 
H. Lender king,, Ashley M. Gould and 
Charles R. Schrim. 

The sound common sense of the states- 
man and the sincerity of the man as por- 
trayed in this short speech are quite re- 
freshing and calculated to rouse high hopes 
for a successful career of the Senator-elect: 

“Gentlemen of the Committee, Senators 
and Members of the House of Delegates: 
Five years ago I took my seat upon the 
Federal bench and turned away from po- 
litical life. As John Morley says of life 
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in the House of Commons, I had found 
that life in Congress is ‘idleness without 
rest, industry without work, argument 
without persuasion, and majorities without 
power.’ In the still cool air; in the serene 
and tranquil atmosphere of the courts was 
personal independence, industry yielding 
results, congenial studies, and the con- 
sciousness of some useful labor each year 
performed. 

“Upon me thus engaged you yourselves 
and the representatives of our people in 
our General Assembly have suddenly 
called to represent our ancient Common- 
wealth in the United States Senate. This 
is a high honor.. It is a great trust, and 
to the people of our State and the repre- 
sentatives of our people I am profoundly 
grateful for such confidence. Other gen- 
tlemen conspicuous in political and busi- 
ness life magnanimously yielded their can- 
didacies and indorsed mine, and with prac- 
tical unanimity among the representatives 
the majority party determined upon my 
election. 

“I am gratified to believe that this con- 
test leaves no bitterness among those who 
participated, or between the candidates 
who urged. Youth only is radical. The 
prime of life brings conservatism and 
thought in action. Our State is conserv- 
ative; our State can be better aided by a 
legislator with some experience in Congress 
than by one without. I well know that a 
Senator in his first term cannot render the 
best service; influence, power, and position 
come with longer service. I pledge you, 
however, my best efforts. 

“Through you, Senators and Represent- 
atives, I pledge our people that, with loy- 
alty to our common country and devotion 
to our beloved State, I will give the six 
years of my prime for which you have 
called me to unwearied endeavor, faithful 
labor, and honest zeal as Senator from 
Maryland. While I remain upon the bench 
it is not proper that I should make utter- 
ances of opinion upon any public questions. 

The judicial office is absolutely non-parti- 
san. I need not say to you who know me 
that my first desire, my constant aim, will 
be for peace and harmony in the party now 
dominant in our State. Before it are large 
opportunities; on it are great responsibili- 
ties; about it grave perils. Let there be no 
worrying faction, but rather an honest 
emulation to achieve a splendid record of 
public service in the executive and other 
administrative offices, and in the General 
Assembly itself. 

“My best wish, gentlemen, is that yoir 
may pass few laws and none but wise ones. 
Once more I thank you for the terms in 

■which your chairman and my personal 
friend, Senator Scott, has conveyed your 
important message. Once more I assure 
you I accept it with a patriotic purpose to 
serve our State and country.” 

At the last annual banquet of the Union 
College Alumni Association, Dr. Ray- 
mond, president of Union college, during 
the progress of an interesting address, let 
fall certain remarks that have a deep sig- 
nificance in this age of unrest and discon- 
tent in the world of pedagogies. Just now 
when so many educational institutions of 
this country, abandoning time-tried and 
revered systems of mental and moral train- 
ing, are racing after fads, and striving to 
ape, without having either the means or 
the adaptability to imitate successfully, the 
method employed by certain large centers 
of learning, it is a relief to hear something 
said in praise of the small college and of 
old-fashioned systems of education. Dr. 
Raymond says: “There was never greater 
need of intelligent, broad-minded, patriotic 
citizenship than to-day. As civilization ad- 
vances its problems become more complex, 
calling with increasing emphasis for train- 
ed ability and developed powers of 
thought, and because of this the American 
college becomes a necessity of American 
civilization, and American patriotism has 
no higher obligation than that of fostering 
and developing the institutions that 
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directly conserve the larger interests of the 
nation. 

“And in this connection it is well for us 
to he reminded that the intellectual forces 
of our land are not concentrated in a few 
great universities. Of our 75,000 college 
students four-fifths are found in what are 
known as the smaller colleges, so that these 
represent the great educating and enlight- 
ening agencies of the republic. Each is 
doing in its own sphere a work that com- 
mands respect and deserves support. It is 
impossible in this land to concentrate the 
higher education in a few places. The 
very extent of our territory forbids it, and 
beyond this the distinctive American prin- 
ciple, that the poor as well as the rich have 
a right to these advantages, and the poor 
are dependent for the most part upon the 
local institution. It is safe to say that the 
vast majority of college students do not 
travel 100 miles from their home for their 
education; nor would they travel further. 
It is the proximity of a college that in most 
instances awakens a desire for college train- 
ing and makes it possible to secure it. This 
is a fact that should not be overlooked in 
any consideration of the question of higher 
education; and it answers the objection so 
often raised—that we have too many col- 
leges. Too many colleges, doubtless, for 
all to become great and prosperous, like 
eight or ten that might be named, but not 
too many to give an education to all the 
American youth who desire it, and who, 
for the common weal, should have it. 

“But this is not all. While honoring the 
great institutions for the splendid services 
which they render in many directions, for 
the impulse which they give to educational 
interests in general, it is nevertheless true, 
I think, that there is a higher average of 
scholarship, a more vigorous life in general, 
among 2,000 students representing, let us 
say, ten different institutions, than among 
2,000 students gathered in any one institu- 
tion ; and this is so for reasons which all can 
appreciate.” 

And to-day, when students everywhere 
clamor for self-government, and when the 
so-called “honor system” has become so 
universal that we were prone to believe the 
in-loco-parentis system no longer exists ex- 
cept in a few “monastic” schools, we are 
thrilled at the courage of a layman and a 
non-Catholic who can dare speak in favor 
of the “old-fashioned methods.” 

Dr. Raymond thus expresses himself: 
“Our work is not great enough to attract 
general attention, but it is of a kind that de- 
servesthe attention of all well-wishers. Hav- 
ing had no straw, we have not added to the 
pile of bricks on College Hill; but we have 
had ideas and principles, purposes and 
truth, and these we have tried to work into 
the mental and moral structure of the 
young men under our care. I am not sure 
but that the expression ‘under our care’ is 
about as distinctive of our work as anything 
I could say. We still hold to the now 
somewhat old-fashioned idea of responsibil- 
ity for our students and personal oversight. 
We do not try to govern arbitrarily, but to 
direct and encourage and warn on the 
basis of friendly, and not merely profes- 
sional, interest.” 

* * * 

Having heard of Casper Whitney’s re- 
cent matrimonial alliance we were in hopes 
he would refrain from slander and ca- 
lumny and give his attention to securing 
domestic peace and felicity, but the bigoted 
and fanatical spirit of the fellow will not 
let him rest, and so we hear that he has 
again trimmed his virulent quill to score 
us. 

Well, slander affords a cheap and sure 
passage to notoriety, and for all the injury 
he can do Georgetown by using its fair 
name, he is quite welcome to the boon he 
so ardently craves. Yet to hear Mr. Whit- 
ney prate about morality and ethics is about 
as edifying as that recent occurrence in 
London where bar-maids and street-walkers 
were canvassed to sign a petition for the 
suppression of nunneries and convents. 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 

The following articles in the February 
Atlantic Monthly we recommend to the 
attention of college men: 

“On the Outskirts of Public Life,” by 
Col. T. W. Higginson; “The Danger from 
Experimental Psychology,” by Prof. 
Hugo Munsterberg, of the Harvard 
Psychological laboratory; “The True Edu- 
cation of an Architect,” “The Capture of 
Government by Commercialism,” “A Brief 
Survey of Recent Historical Work.” 

“Living in a university city, I am occas- 
ionally asked by students how they can 
best train themselves for public speaking; 
and I always begin with one bit of counsel, 
based on half a century’s experience: ‘En- 
list in a reform.’ Enlist in something which 
you feel for the moment so unspeakably 
more important than yourself as wholly to 
dwarf you and the rest will come.” This 
is the opening sentence of Col. Higginson’s 
article, which then goes on to tell of the 
writer’s own public speaking and his work 
in public life. It is full of sage reflection, 
and incidentally gives sound advice in a 
very interesting way. The value of public 
speaking is sometimes overlooked by the 
busy college student, but it would need 

only a moment’s reflection, for example, on 
the recent currency debate in the Senate 
Chamber of the United States which lies 
at our very doors, to convince us of the 
power men wield who are able, as Senator 
Carter said at our last Philodemic banquet, 
to present new truths clearly and forcibly 

or to present old truths in a new and strik- 
ing way. Col. Higginson’s essay is well 
worth reading. 

The philosophical article on the new 
psychology is very timely in this region of 
fads, where any new branch finds ready ad- 
herents because of its novelty. The dan- 
ger seems to lie in the tendency to discard 
all the sound knowledge of the past and 
to expect from experiment results that men 
who are properly educated know to be alto- 
gether beyond the sphere of physical re- 
search. One especial danger is due to the 
application of this method of experiment 
to pedagogy. When teachers in public 
schools begin to look on children as auto- 
mata without wills disastes must result. 

For any of our fellow-students who may 
be looking forward to an architectural ca- 
reer, we advise the article on the “True Ed- 
ucation of an Architect.” It is important 
for all to understand something about 
architecture; hence the article will possess 
general interest. One sentence should ex- 
cite serious reliction: “That which has been 
done since 1815 in the way of architectural 
fine art has not been worth the doing, and 
it would be better, on the whole, if it were 
wiped out.” This may be exaggerated, 
but it is certainly a dreadful comment on 
the hollowness of this century’s work that 
such a sentence should appear in a leading 
magazine in the closing hours of the cen- 
tury. 
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The other articles mentioned are timely 
and useful. Interest in the political out- 
look for our Government is part of the true 
American’s patriotic training. 

Unhappily our mention of this month’s 
Atlantic cannot close without a word of 
censure. It contains a story entitled: “The 
Masquerade,” which is a very gross mis- 
representation of Trappist life, containing 
amid several ignorant and vulgar insinua- 
tions about the recluses a grotesque and im- 
possible account of a man who, after mur- 
dering one of the monks, puts on the 
coarse habit of his victim and, though a 
Protestant, succeeds in passing for a relig- 
ious and in deceiving the brethren of the 
monastery. It is surprising that such a 
contribution was printed. We are afraid 
the interest in a supposed psychological 
study, based on the close resemblance some 
men bear to one another, misled the editor 
and induced him to pass light judgment 
on the absurdity of the plot. Let us hope 
that he was not indeed as ignorant as the 
author of the true surroundings of a Trap- 
pist monastery. It is, of course, no fault 
for any one to know nothing of a life with 
which one can have no sympathy and no 
accurate information, but it is very blame- 
worthy to attempt under such circum- 
stances to sketch the life and misrepresent 
others by supposing impossible situations 
and unnatural motives. 

* * * 

Since Collier s Weekly has been entrust- 
ed to the editorial care of Mr. Eobert J. 
Collier, ’94, editor-in-chief of the Journal 
during his senior year here, very great im- 
provements have been made in the maga- 

zine. Especially noteworthy are the excel- 
lent and well-considered leaders on the stir- 
ring issues of the hour. In the number for 
January 27, we find three able papers that 
show a wide range of thought and familiar- 
ity with political and ethical subjects. This 
latest number appears in a new and en- 
larged form. The literary comments by its 
regular contributors have for a long time 
made the Weekly unique. There is a fresh- 
ness and independence in the literary criti- 
cism which one seeks in vain in other mag- 
azines, where, as a rule, the judgments pro- 
nounced seem to be the product of preju- 
dice, either favorable or unfavorable. 

* * * 

“Cambridge; by an Oxonian,” in the 
January Blackwood’s contains a very in- 
structive sketch of student life at the great 
English university. It is full of anecdote 
and reminiscence. The deans, the local 
names, the novels which describe contem- 
porary life, the magazines, the Dons, the 
writers of parodies, “the boats,” the famous 
men who have dwelt there are very happily 
touched upon. Such an array of topics 
ought to invite perusal. It is a good article 
to while away an hour of rest from more 
serious work, and the reflections aroused 
within the American collegian as he wan- 
ders through Cambridge with an Oxford 
guide cannot fail to be very salutary. 

* * * 

We were much pleased with the notes 
on “Euskin, as an Oxford Lecturer,” in the 
Century. They are the recollections of one 
who attended the art lectures “of the most 
eloquent man in England,” at the close of 
his second term as Slade Professor of Art. 
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The anecdotes related seem to be published 
for the first time now and they help us to 
picture more vividly the personality of a 
man whose influence over the age has been 
as beneficial as it was widespread. 

* * * 

In the Cosmopolitan we find an article 
on the Supreme Court, giving sketches and 
pictures of the Justices, whose number was 
recently completed by the confirmation of 
Mr. Justice Joseph McKenna, of Califor- 
nia, ex-Attorney General. Perhaps it is 
worthy of note that all of the justices are 
college men. They form a body, every 
member of which is worthy of highest es- 
teem and a honor to the American bench 
and to the whole country. 

Mr. Walker, to keep alive the discussion 
of the “Modern Education” topic, submits 
a new list of questions. They cover the 
ground well, and if the heads of institu- 
tions in America and Europe undertake to 
answer them, the editor may expect 
enough matter for a set of volumes. Let 
us contribute the suggestion that his defini- 
tion of the purpose of education be amend- 
ed so as to include the conditions of soul 
rather than of mind (since the latter term 
seems to bespeak merely intellectual train- 
ing), and body, which will best serve to 
bring happiness to the individual educated 
and to those about him, both now and after 
life. We think the necessity of looking on 
life as a training school for the future ex- 
istence and as a time given for us to won 
eternal happiness, can never be excluded 
from any true system of education. Mod- 
ern education is fundamentally astray in its 
disregard of this essential subjection of all 
present aims to the eternal verities that will 
confront us when we appear for judgment 
at the throne of God. 

Mr. Laurence Hutton mentions, in the 
“Literary Motes” of Harper’s Magazine, a 
recent book by Mr. John Corbin, on 
“Schoolboy Life in England.” We have 
not yet seen the work, but from the ac- 
count given by Mr. Hutton we can readily 
agree with him that it will interest boys 
of all ages and fathers who think that the 
American preparatory schools are not alto- 
gether satisfactory. “The lesson to be 
learned from the English schools,” says 
Mr. Corbin, “is not to be learned by send- 
ing our boys to them, but by studying them 
as institutions.” It is not to be expected 
that English schools are always the best 
preparation for life in the United States, 
but every reasonable man must see how 
shallow is the pretense made in the ordin- 
ary Latin high school of this country to 
give a sound classical training when the 
boys who finish their courses at eighteen or 
nineteen years do not know as much Latin 
or Greek as English boys of fourteen. Peo- 
ple complain of the length of time spent 
in preparing young men now for the pro- 
fessions and wish to give less time at col- 
lege to classical studies. It is somewhat 
strange that they do not see the waste of 
energy and precious years devoted in the 
public schools of our large cities to gather- 
ing superficial acquaintance with an im- 
mense variety of branches, the study of 
which begets no mental training and im- 
mense conceit. Whilst we are squandering 
this time, and talking- loudly of English 
studies and English literature, the boys 
abroad are having their intellects and their 
taste developed by solid language-studies 
and are preparing to maintain the reputa- 
tion that England has of producing the 
best writers of their mother tongue, be- 
cause her youths are trained in the clas- 
sics. 

STRANGE. 
A hundred times or so a day, 
Poor Time is killed in wanton play, 

And still we’re told by mortals clever, 
That happen here whatever will, 
Though nations die and worlds stand still, 

Yet time will surely live forever. 
—Dwadn in Brunonian. 
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OUR EXCHANGES. 

After nearly two years of faithful serv- 
ice our ex-manager begged to be released 
from the duties of his office, which had 
grown quite irksome. His request was 
granted; and so, with no little misgivings, 
the new ex-man makes his bow to all 
friends—or otherwise—of the Journal. 

It did not take the new ex-man long to 
discover a cogent reason why his predeces- 
sor sighed for release. The narrow-minded 
and crotchety views of certain college pe- 
riodicals are all-sufficient either thoroughly 
to disgust any fair-minded critic or to sour 
his kindly disposed intentions. 

The trouble seems to be about the nature 
and form of college publications. The 
myopic ex-men in question seem to reason 
somewhat after this fashion: “I’m all right, 
but you’re not at all like me, therefore 
you’re all wrong.” 

Of this interesting syllogism we might 
question the major proposition, transmit 
the minor, and deny the conclusion to- 
gether with the legitimacy of the sequence. 

Now, we maintain that a college paper 
cannot be fettered in its scope by any catch 
phrase, even if this be a garbled quotation of 
Mr. Lincoln’s, nor can its form and shape 
be circumscribed by any definite law. The 
former depend wholly upon the dignity, 
character and requirements of the institu- 
tion whence the periodical proceeds; the 
latter, upon the taste of the editor and the 
condition of the journal’s bank account. 

By a synthetical process of reasoning, 
after examining about 100 different college 
journals, we come to the conclusion that 
the periodical of a college should represent 
that institution, should serve as a bond to 
keep alumni in sympathy with Alma Mater 
and with each other; should afford students 

an object-lesson in journalism; should bring 
to public notice their meritorious literary 
efforts, and finally, should chronicle local 
events of interest. It is not easy to deter- 
mine which of these aims should predom- 
inate. In large seats of learning there is a 
separate publication for each scope; thus, 
for example, at Harvard there is the An- 
nual, the Graduate, the Advocate, the 
Crimson, and a daily paper. 

In smaller institutions these various 
scopes are combined, yet can readily be dis- 
cerned though no explicit statement be 
made of them. 

Our Journal, with its very first issue, 
stated clearly and at length, its scope. Bor 
greater distinctness, in 1885 it inserted in 
this statement the phrase: “It also serves 
the Society of Alumni as an organ or means 
of intercommunication.” 

The wording of this scope, as it appears 
above our editorial column has suffered no 
change up to the present day. 

We call attention to ourselves in this way 
for the enlightenment of the N. D. Schol- 
astic’s ex-man; adding further, that the 
names he lately cited were those of alumni, 
by the publication of whose articles the 
Journal has not in the least overstepped the 
limits set to college journalism and has but 
done what the Scholastic and 250 other 
college papers are doing continuously and 
with perfect propriety. 

In conclusion, we wish to thank the 
Scholastic for the half page free advertise- 
ment it has given to the articles and con- 
tributors of the Journal; yet we wonder 
how large a portion of that catalogue of 
students that regularly appear on the 
Scholastic’s last page, was crowded out by 
this prodigal generosity. 
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We apologize to our other exchanges 
for apparent neglect and partiality; and 
we gratefully acknowledge the advent of 
several illustrious strangers: Lettres de 
Jersey from the Isle of Man ; the Aloysian 
from Mangalore, India; the Cornell 
Magazine and the Charleston Magazine. We 
could desire no more pleasing addition to 
the editor’s table than the Cornell Maga- 
zine, which, in its prettily illustrated 
cover, greets us for the first time. Its 
short stories are cleverly written, and the 
January number also contains an excel- 
lent criticism of Walt Whitman, who, as 
the writer says, has now come to be ap- 
preciated by American critics. We would 
also commend the “ In and Out ” cover 
especially for its originality, a quality 
which with some of our exchanges ap- 
pears to have become a lost art. Un- 
doubtedly the University of Virginia Maga- 
zine is far in the lead of the other expo- 
nents of the journalistic art which find 
their way to our sanctum from the South- 
ern colleges. The stories are always 
interesting and the verse much above the 
average. Their distinguished alumnus, 
Edgar Allan Poe, comes in for a share of 
attention this month in a well written 
article. 

In the Haverfordian there appears a very 
clever foot ball story, “ How Jim and I 
Scored Against Penn.” Such stories as 
these so closely linked with college life, 
possess a certain irresistable charm for the 
student. We would gladly see more 
fiction of this nature published in college 
periodicles. 

Other welcome visitors were the Beau- 
mont Review and the Stonyhurst Magazine 
of England, the Owl of Ottawa, the Lafay- 
ette, the William and Mary Monthly, the 
Xavier, the Phoenix, the Mount Holyoke, 
the Purple, and the Mount Vernon Semi- 
nary Record. 

W. H. MCALEER, ’98. 

“TO-DAY. 

When evening shadows veil the death of day 
And distant bells wake memories in the 

heart, 
Lonely, I’ve mused, as in a dream to say: 

“From sweet to-day, how sad it is to part!” 

Gone with its sunshine ever from the world, 
Brief was its visit, long will its absence be: 

With grief of heart, I’d watched it, as it 
furled 

Its golden banners down behind the sea. 

Today, the flowers seem to have died with 
thee; 

Dora ’mid the meadow's withered daisies 
lie; 

Through orchard trees the evening breeze 
must be 

Whispering to faded flowers a lullaby. 

Today has left me,—nearer to the grave. 
What have my labors brought? Through 

deepening gloom 
An answer comes: “Well done, my servant, 

brave! 
Today hath left thee nearer God and home.” 

—C. P. Milligan, ’99, in Tamarack. 

EUDOLPII TO FLAVIA. 

If love w'ere all, then would the shadows flee 
And leave your soul, my world, ablaze with 

light; 
But after Life there falls again the Night— 
And with the Night?—Nay, love, we are not 

free 
To w'ork our little wills. For you and me, 
Though dark the clouds and sparse the scat- 

tered light, 
The way lies open, and we know aright 
The path to follow through the dull To Be. 

Though dear the memory of those few, brief 
days, 

And drearer the years without thee and 
alone, 

We part for Time; and through the empty 
show's 

Of everyday we tread divided ways 
Alike converging in the weird unknown 
But keep thy love, for after life, who knows? 
—F. J. Sutton in Nassau Literary Magazine, 
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GARRULUS. 

"Honor is the subject of my story.” 
“What is honor? A word; what is that 

word, honor? Air; a trim reckoning! Who 
hath it? * * * Therefore, I’ll none 
of it. Honor is a mere scutcheon, and so 
ends my catechism.” 

Thus did Jack Falstaff form his idea of 
honor; thus do many others consider this 
most noble acquisition and the preservation 
of what is best in character. 

An appropriate question might be: 
What is our conception of the term, honor? 
It may be considered as glory, or may be 
derived from the approbation of an admir- 
ing multitude. It suggests probity, re- 
spect, veracity and many other virtues of 
a high order. Again, we often hear of 
titles of honor, honorable mentions, and 
honorary degrees. Affairs of honor were 
once very common in this country, but we 
are glad to know that they are fewer than 
they were half a century ago. Men of 
honor have learned from experience that it 
is more of a disgrace than an honor to en- 
gage in “affairs of honor.” At present we 
are engaged with men of honor, their word, 
and the veracity of that word. Does the 
honor system, or student self-government 
system particularly in the case of examin- 
ations, secure better results than vigilance 
on the part of professors or others placed 
in charge? 

Reforms give rise to new problems and 
offer new food for thought. Here we 

place on the one side vigilance, on the other 
the word of the student. Two scenes are; 
at once presented to our view. The one an 
examination room, in which a number of 
students have before them a certain num- 
ber of questions to be answered in a pre- 
scribed number of hours; the watchful eyes 
of a professor, or it may be of two or three, 
are to be the means of detecting any dis- 
honesty on the part of those being exam- 
ined. Should there be any of loose prin- 
ciple among the students, they feel inclined 
to array their inventive faculties against 
the vigilance of those in charge, and the 
winner of this strife is to be imagined by 

the reader. The other scene comprises a 
similar room, a body of students and a list 
of questions as above. The absence of 
those in charge is the most notable change. 
This place is taken by a printed statement 
to be signed by the students, of such a na- 
ture as the following: “I pledge my word 
of honor that, in preparing these answers I 
have not received aid from any person, 
book, manuscript, or any other source 
whatever.” 

Which is the better system? Before an- 
swering, many conditions must be taken 

into account, and the circumstances of the 
case must be well understood. The stu- 
dent’s conception of the term “word of 
honor” and his desire to act in accordance 
AAnth that conception, must, in a measure, 
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determine the expediency of the so-called 
system. 

Honor is not an innate quality. Nature, 
though she bestows many gifts, does not 
grant this to the human race. It is an 
acquisition, a result of culture and of train- 
ing. The consciousness of the dignity of 
our nature is the source of the greatest 
honor. It is the perfection of character. 
Change of circumstances cannot repair a 
defect of character and on this account, the 
honor system can never become perfect. 
The pledge may be signed by some before 
ansAvering a single question, and the in- 
ventive youth will thus ease his conscience 
if he fails to resist afterwards any tempta- 
tions to ‘crib.’ There are others who, 
strange to say, would deliberately cheat, 
and Garrulus is sure that this class would 
not hesitate to add its signature to the 
pledge of honor. For such as these both 
the vigilance system and the honor system 
would be rather ineffective. Human na- 
ture is as ever, and the student is no ex- 
ception. In practical life, generally, it is 
taken as a matter of course to gain much 
and toil little. The end justifies the means. 
Truth is praised in the abstract, but in the 
pursuit of profit its violation is not re- 
garded as a very palpable crime. 

Not a few students believe that they 
ought not to be held by a standard superior 
to that of other men, although many of 
them guide their actions by a standard of 
right or wrong, re gulated by the voice of 
reason and the dictates of conscience. 

As a solution to the difficulty, Garrulus 
would suggest the abolition of examina- 
tions altogether, but this would be regard- 
ed as an impossibility, and his brilliant idea 

goes for naught. They cannot be dispensed 
with, nor can there be found any rule for 
universal application. Truly, indeed, they 
are troublesome, and must be overcome by 
some means or other. Good preparation 
beforehand, the means preferred. But this 
is foreign to our subject. Our question for 
debate might be: “Is an efficient police 
force more effective in suppressing crime 
than appeals to the better part of human 
nature?” But we cannot treat the honor 
system in this way, as it deals with a dif- 
ferent class of individuals. Students are 
supposed to act from principle, even in the 
matter of examinations; honor is beneficial 
to society; therefore beneficial to the stu- 
dent, and why not introduce this laudable 
quality into the performance of one of the 
most important duties in his course. One 
will not be so apt to abuse a trust as to es- 
cape vigilance; the association with the 
honorable is association with those of ele- 
vated intellect and upright mind, and 
where the majority are most scrupulous in 
the observance the minority will be loathe 
to abuse the confidence reposed in them. 
The spirit of the community, the past his- 
tory and traditions of the college, the aver- 
age age of students, the culture of a con- 
trolling majority, the moral tone of stu- 
dent society, combined with a sympathetic 
personal influence of the faculty, the de- 
sire on their part to treat all as honorable 
gentlemen in so far as they deserve such 
treatment, the withdrawal of espionage, 
and mutual confidence in the reposed trust 
are said to be the requirements for the per- 
fect success of the honor system. 

But why not make use of both systems? 
This method, in our opinion, would be far 
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worse than either taken separately. We be- 
lieve one would serve to annul the other. 
The vigilance committee might become 
lax and the student would not believe him- 
self hound by honor to respect a trust 
which was closely watched. This would 
become a “custom more honored in the 
breach than in the observance,” and would 
be accompanied with most pernicious re- 
sults. Many enjoy evading vigilance and 
possess a sense of honor, others are exactly 
the opposite. For such as these the mix- 
ture of both systems would be most per- 
nicious, though it may seem to be the most 
certain method of preventing dishonesty. 

The honor system, or rather the “detec- 
tive agency,” lately instituted by the stu- 
dents of a certain university is, in our opin- 
ion a parody or burlesque on the word 
honor. It may be a student self-govern- 
ment system, but it places almost every stu- 
dent in a rather unpleasant position toward 
his fellows, as each one has implicitly 
agreed to become an informer of any sus- 
picious act of his neighbor. Lafayette is 
making an effort to have an honor system 
introduced. Cornell, Princeton, Dart- 
mouth, South Carolina, Georgia, Virginia, 
California, and many others have tried it 
and still use it with some—so it is said 
-—degree of success and advantage. 
Smith and Vassar have also adopted it. 
The Northwestern university has given it 
a seven years’ trial, the result of which 

leaves some doubt as to its efficiency. 
“Public Opinion” informs us that, “like 
many another well-sounding theories, it 
was an absolute failure, because students 
will not administer punishment upon their 
fellows, and experience has shown that a 
popular student never has been convicted.” 
Everything undergoes revolution, and col- 
lege examinations are no exception. Honor 
is a force acting almost by presence, a most 
laudable force. The honor-system is the 
application of it to examinations, but the 
experience with it thus far leaves us in 
doubt as to whether it possesses the quali- 
ties necessary to give it stability of exist- 
ence. True, the punishments for its in- 
fringement are greater than those of the 
old vigilance system, yet the student body 
of this country would, we believe, be in 
favor of its adoption. This may or may 
not be an argument in favor of the high 
moral tone of the students of to-day. But 
to the eyes of the faculties the honor sys- 
tem assumes different forms. However, if 
they could be assured that the standard of 
student honor could be so elevated that 
cheating would be unheard of, we believe 
that the honor system would be universally 
adopted. When such honor shines on us 
from that far celestial land, that which 
many now long for will have arrived, and 
examinations will lose many of the ter- 
rors which they now possess for the aver- 
age college student. T. F. C., ’99. 
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UNIVERSITY NOTES. 

LAW SCHOOL. 

“Joy absent, grief is present for the time.” 
Full well did the law student, at the open- 

ing' of the second term, realize the force of 
this adage that fell from the lips of the luck- 
less Bolingbroke as he prepared for his exile. 

The joys and repose of the holidays are 
things of the past, and now the tiresome 
hours with Blackstone and his dreary crew 
have set in. But drearier and more trying 
than all the bleak labor of study are the 
dreadful shivers of uncertainty that seize the 
average student when he reflects upon the 
exams, just undergone. “Have I passed? 
When shall I know?” he asks himself a hun- 
dred times a day. However, the time of sus- 
pense will soon be at an end, for we are prom- 
ised a speedy—and, let us hope—a favorable 
verdict. 

With the new year a new array of profes- 
sors makes its appearance upon our lecture 
platforms. We have reason to congratulate 
ourselves upon the splendor and brilliancy of 
our lecturers for the present term. And really 
I may say here that without exception 
Georgetown Law School has the most efficient 
corps of professors. With two members of 
the Supreme Court of the United States, one 
of whom is now also a United States Senator- 
elect; two members of the Supreme Court of 
the District of Columbia, and one United 
States Attorney for the District, together 
with a host of others whose names stand as 
authorities in the various branches which 
they profess—surely the law students of 
Georgetown are particularly blessed. 

To the Post Graduates, Justice Shepard will 
lecture on Equity; Prof. Hamilton on Probate 
Law; Prof. Lambert on the Code of Justinian, 
and Rev. Rene A. Holaind, S. J., on Natural 
Law The Seniors will listen to Justice Shep- 
ard'on Equity, and to Judge Louis E. Mc- 
Comas on Contracts; while the Juniors will 
also have Judge McComas on Contracts, and 
Prof. Douglas on Torts. 

During the past month the Post Graduates 
were entertainingly and profitably instructed 
on Practice before the Probate Court, by Mr. 
J. Nota McGill, Register of Wills for the Dis- 
trict of Columbia. , _ „ 

On the night of Jan. 8th the Debating So- 
ciety held its first meeting, and after an ex- 
citing contest, Mr. Martin Conboy, of New 
York, was elected president. 

The class of ’98 has selected a new class 
nin. The design and finish are excellent and 
the class expresses itself well satisfied with 

the taste of the committee that had the mat- 
ter in hand. 

Through the kindness of Prof. George E. 
Hamilton, the members of the Post Graduate 
class have been supplied with copies of his 
lectures on Federal Practice. 

On Wednesday, Jan. 26th, occurred one of 
the happiest incidents of school life. We in- 
sert below a clipping from the Washington 
Post of the following morning: 

STUDENTS GREET SENATOR-ELECT. 

Judge Louis E. McComas, United States Sen- 
ator-elect from Maryland, and also professor 
of the law of contracts and evidence in the 
Georgetown University Law School, was given 
a reception by the students of the school at 
the law department building last evening. 
About 350 students were in attendance, and as 
most of them knew Judge McComas person- 
ally, the occasion was a pleasant one. If any 
of the young men had an idea that this was 
to be a farewell reception to Judge McComas, 
they were mistaken, for he distinctly assured 
them, in the course of the few remarks that 
he made, that he has at present no intention 
of deserting the law school on account of his 
election to the Senate, and that, while he may 
at some later time, enter actively into poli- 
tics, it is his intention to remain with the 
school. 

The reception began at 6:30 o clock, and 
was over in less than an hour. It consisted 
merely of the assembly of all three classes, 
and short congratulatory addresses by the 
President of each class to Judge McComas. 
Following this program, Justin Morrill Cham- 
berlain, of Virginia, spoke for the post-grad- 
uate class; Edward D. Smith, of Alabama, tor 
the senior class, and W. E. D. Herron, of 
Washington, for the junior class. Each speak- 
er paid his compliments, and the compliments 
of his class to Judge McComas. Mr. Chamber- 
lain declared that, although the retiring Sen- 
ator from Maryland, Mr. Gorman, is a man of 
great ability and national reputation, his light 
will in no wise dim the luster of the light of 
the coming Senator, and his toga will fall 
gracefully upon the shoulders of Judge Mc- 
Comas. , , . 

As Judge McComas arose to reply a bouquet 
of American beauties, tied with blue and gray, 
the colors of the university, was handed to 
him. He said in response to the remarks of 
the three class Presidents that he must not 
be considered a politician simply because he 
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has been elected to the Senate of the United 
States. “At present,” said he, “I wish to be 
considered as a Judge and as an educator. At 
some later date I may enter actively into pol- 
itics, but even then i hope to continue my 
connection with the law scnool of Georgetown 
University.” He added that he should remain 
on the bench for another year, and then he 
addressed the young men on the duties of 
American citizens and the distinctions of 
party. “Every steadfast party man,” he said, 
"is my fi’iend. As Garfield said: ‘Those flow- 
ers are most fragrant that hang- over the 
party wall.’ ” 

Judge McComas attended to his duties in 
court yesterday, and received many callers 
and congratulatory messages at City Hall. 

R. J. WATKINS. 

MEDICAL SCHOOL. 

At the regular meeting of the Medical As- 
sociation or Georgetown University, which 
was held on Wednesday, January 12th. The 
following officers were elected: President, D. 
J. McCarrhy ’99, Mass.; Vice-President, J. 
Wallace ’99, Kans.; Secretary, T. E. Cavanagh 
’00, Mass.; Treasurer, J. Biscoe ’01, District of 
Columbia. Mr. Emmons ’01 has been ap- 
pointed to represent the medical school on 
the athletic advisory board of the university. 

Dr. J. Dudley Morgan is one of the almuni 
representatives on the same board. 

Several changes have been made in the 
schedule for the second term. The course in 
hygiene was closed with an examination after 
the holidays, while the course in medical 
gynaecology was completed previous to the 
holidays. For the tnird year men bacteri- 
ology has been added, and after the first of 
February both the second and third year 
classes will have toxicology. 

Dr. Kinyoun’s lectures on bacteriology ap- 
peal not only to the ear but also to the eye, 
for his lectures are accompanied by excellent 
views, from a magic lantern, of the various 
bacteria of which he is treating. 

Dr. Hough has succeeded Dr. Coffron, who 
has resigned his charge of the laboratory of 
Chemistry ad Urnalysis. 

Dr. Vaughn’s quizzes do not occupy much 
time but they come very regularly before 
each lecture and cover considerable matter. 

The lectures of Prof. Judd on Embryology 
will be continued during the second term. 
The matter for the second term is difficult 
but Prof. Judd seems to have the happy fac- 
ulty of dissipating all obscurities. 

Dr. Hodge has completed his course on 
Osteology. The first year men, we suppose, 
are now ready to qualify as experts in that 
line. 

The reception tendered at the college to 
Archbishop Martinelli was attended by a 
large number of the members of the medical 
faculty. 

Report has "it that the attractions of 
Greater New York are about to lure Dr. Paul 
Dessez, ’97, from the District. Good luck, 
Paul! 

In the Medical News for January 8th ap- 
pears a highly interesting account of a most 
delicate surgical opera.-on performed by Dr. 
George T. Vaughn. The operation was for 
Osteosarcoma and required the complete ex- 
cision of the right clavicle. There are but 
36 cases of entire excision of the clavicle on 
record, and of these seven resulted fatally. 
Dr. Vaughn’s patient, after forty-one days, 
returned to his duties as fireman on a steam- 
boat. 

E. LAMB. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 

Mr. Justice Martin F. Morris, LL. D., began 
his course of lectures on the “History of Civil 
Liberty” during the past month. The master- 
ly treatment which the learned lecturer is 
according- his subject has attracted many 
outsiders to his lectures, including almost the 
entire Senior Class of the Undergraduate De- 
partment. As a rule college men are not 
given to great effusiveness, yet we cannot 
help expressing- the pleasure we feel in listen- 
ing to Judge Morris’ lectures. The Christian 
spirit—altogether too infrequent in modern 
treatises on this subject—pervades the entire 
course; and for once we find a scholar who 
bases all true civil liberty on Christian Phi- 
losophy, and sees in the struggle of nations 
to attain it “the same war as of old between 
the Spirit of Good and the Spirit of Evil, be- 
tween human rights and the tyranny which 
would destroy the Freedom of the Will—God's 
greatest gift to man.” It is refreshing and 
encouraging to note that while Judge Morris 
is addressing the students of Georgetown in 
this strain, another prominent Catholic lay- 
man recently expressed like sentiments in an 
address at Harvard. Said Hon. Bourke Cock- 
ran in the course of his eloquent remarks be- 
fore the Catholic Club of that University dur- 
ing the past month: “The difference between 
democracy and despotism is the difference 
between a community whose brothers are an- 
imated by mutual respect and by mutual 
trust, and of a community whose members 
regard each other with mutual distrust and 
mutual contempt. The growth of Christian- 
ity with its essential virtue, charity, has been 
a steady progress toward freedom every- 
where. No institution based upon mutual 
hatred could exist in a community which has 
accepted a religion of Universal Love, and 
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as Christianity progressed, we found free in- 
stitutions springing up everywhere, until 
here, after the lapse of nineteen centuries, 
we behold in a republic based upon the prin- 
ciples that all men are equal in the sight of 
the law, the fruition of the revelation that all 
men are equal in the sight of God.” All hon- 
or to two such able champions of the Chris- 
tian idea in our free institutions. 

The first of tne series of papers, which 
count for honors and the Master’s degree, 
was written during the past month in each 
of the Departments of History and Ethics. 

The Reverend Dean, of the Graduate School, 
opened the New Year in the class of Advanced 
Rhetoric with the study of the Drama. It is 
the opinion of Father Shandelle that every 
gentleman of culture should be at least an apt 
critic of the drama—if not a playwright—and 
hence the study of the ancient and modern 
models will be critical as well as historical. 

Boxing has become a popular diversion with 
the denizens of the North Building. Also 
Trainer Foley has charge of a class which 
he is putting through a course of indoor 
training, in preparation for track athletics in 
the spring. 

The Morris Literary and Debating Society 
has appointed a committee to confer with a 
committee from the Philodemic concerning a 
public debate between the two societies. We 
sincerely hope that a debate will be the out- 
come, and that this year will see the inaugu- 
ration of annual contests between the two or- 
ganizations. This is essentially an age of de- 
bating among college men. All of the larger 
institutions of learning now engage in this 
sort of contests, and in many instances they 
are productive of the same interest and en- 
thusiasm as an athletic struggle for victory. 
Witness the Harvard-Yale and Yale-Princeton 
debates of the past few years, and the de- 
bating league that ivas last year formed 
among the colleges of New England. We also 
learn that our sister college in Boston is ar- 
ranging for a public debate with Harvard to 
take place in march. Now just as Harvard 
has her Forum and Wendell Philipps Clubs 
from which to choose her speakers for inter- 
collegiate contests, so should Georgetown, if 
called upon, recruit her champions from the 

Morris and the Philodemic. Hence the inter- 
est of the members of the two societies should 
be aroused, and surely nothing will foster 
this interest more than the friendly rivalry 
that will result from an annual public debate. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 
On Sunday, January 16th, His Eminence 

Archbishop Martinelli, accompanied by Mgr. 
Sbaretti and Father Boniface, O. F. M., of the 
Legation, and Father Shandelle, S. J., of 
Georgetown, visited the college. The time 
between his arrival and the hour fixed for the 
Confirmation ceremonies was pleasantly spent 
in inspecting the different parts of the build- 
ings. At five o’clock the Archbishop went to 
the Chapel, where, assisted by the Rev. Father 
Rector and Father John Conway, S. J., he ad- 
ministered the sacrament of Confirmation to 
a number of young men from the College and 
the neighboring parishes. Rev. Father Con- 
way, S. J., delivered an address to the young 
men. Benediction of the Most Holy Sacra- 
ment was given and His Eminence gave the 
Apostolic blessing. Archbishop Martinelli 
took supper with the Faculty. After the re- 
past the formal reception by the students of 
Georgetown was held. 

The students who received the Sacrament 
of Confirmation were Stephen A. Douglas, No. 
Car.; John Keane, D. C.; Logan Owen, La.; 
Ward Barron, Cal.; Sidney Tundell, Md.; 
Kenneth Glennan, D. C.; Allen Glennan, D. C., 
and William Fickling', D. C. 

Rev. Father John Conway, S. J., the present 
director of the Society of the Blessed Virgin, 
and the other members of the faculty wish to 
express their sincere gratification at the 
promptness and regularity with which the 
members attend the meeting's of their So- 
ciety. 

Immediately before the Confirmation cere- 
monies another highly interesting religious 
function was performed in our little Chapel. 
This was the christening by Archbishop Ryan 
of Dr. Devereux’s infant son. 

G. P. G., ’19. 

ZPrince~ ~ afritst ^otoffrafer 
Cor. Pennsylvania Avenue and Eleventh Street, Washington, D. C. - - 31 Union Square, N. Y. 

Cameras —EVERY MAKE. 
PHOTO SUPPLIES—ALL KINDS. 
Developing and Printing for Amateurs. 

lOlO F STREET NORTHWEST 
..OPTICIAN.. 



228 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

WITH THE 
A clipping from a foreign paper informs us 

that Senor Gonzalez Errazuriz, A. B. ’52, has 
been appointed a member of the Chilian Cab- 
inet in the capacity of Minister of Finance. 

Hon. Robert M. Douglas, A. B. ’67, Judge of 
the Supreme Court of North Carolina, called 
the other day to refresh the memories of his 
youth by a sight of the old halls. 

Another distinguished vistor during the 
month was Rev. Thos. E. Sherman, S. J., A. B. 
’73, who is in precarious health. He came 
East several months ago to rest and recuper- 
ate; and was stationed at St. Francis 
Xavier’s, New York, until very recently. At 
present he is the guest of Father Gillespie at 
Gonzaga college in the city. 

Mr. Wm. V. McGrath, Jr., B. S. ’87, also 
called. From him we have the information 
that the arrangements for the annual reunion 
of the Philadelphia Alumni have been com- 
pleted and the date fixed for February 8th. 

Mr. Chas. H. A. Esling, A. B. ’83, has been 
living for some time in Dresden, Germany. He 
apparently intends to remain there indefin- 
itely, as he has requested that the Journal be 
sent him there. 

A brief paragraph in one of our local 
weeklies, that recently fell under our notice 
will doubtless interest Georgetown men: “Mr. 
James S. Easby-Smith’s translations from 
Sappho have received high commendation 
from several eminent Oxford professors. Men- 
tion was first called to these translations by 
Professor Jewett.” 

Mr. James S. Easby-Smith, ’91, is a former 
editor of the Journal and a writer of ex- 
quisite taste and finish. The translations 
alluded to are contained in a neat duodecimo 
volume entitled “Songs of Sappho. 

Dr. Robt. F. Carmody (M. D., ’95), who won 
many glorious victories for Georgetown on 
the baseball and football fields, has grown as 

OLD BOYS. 

“big as a mountain” since he took up the 
practice of his profession at Sayre, Penn. 
“Bub” must have forgotten his old training 
rules. 

Chas. Fallon Curley (A. B., ’97) is studying 
law at the Harvard law school. He tells us 
that he rather enjoys the classic atmosphere 
of Cambridge. He has, for a confrere, Fran- 
cis Slattery, A. B„ ’96, winner of the Merrick 
medaL  xiiM 

Benedict F. Maher, in residence ’94-’97; Wm. 
C. Ford, formerly of class of ’99, and Wm. H. 
Grady, an old ’97 man, are following the wiles 
of Blackstone at the Boston university law 
school. 

We received, too late for publication in our 
last number, the details concerning the honor 
recently conferred on Anthony A. Hirst, A. M. 
’71. For the benefit of his friends at a dis- 
tance, who may not see the local papers, we 
take pleasure in inserting the following clip- 
ping from the “Philadelphia Ledger;” and the 
Journal, as the voice of Georgetown, offers 
hearty congratulations to her distinguished 
alumnus. 

At a special meeting of the Board of Health 
recently Anthony A. Hirst, the oldest member 
of the board in point of service, was elected 
President, to fill the vacancy caused by the 
death of Dr. William H. Ford. All the mem- 
bers of the Board were present at the meet- 
ing—Director Riter, Colonel J. Lewis Good, 
Albert H. Dingee, Dr. James W. Walk and Mr. 
Hirst. 

Colonel Good, whose name had been men- 
tioned for the position, withdrew as soon as 
it became known tnat Mr. Hirst would ac- 
cept the position and the additional duties of 
the office, and nominated Mr. Hirst. 

Mr. Hirst has been Secretary of the Board 
for eighteen years, and the vacancy made by 
his election as President was filled at once 
by the selection of Colonel Good as Secretary. 

Mr. Hirst is a native of Philadelphia, and 
is about 50 years old. He received his final 
education at Georgetown College, George- 
town, D. C., and then studied law. He has 
been a member of the Bar for a number of 
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years. Mr. Hirst was first appointed to the 
Board in October, 1874, by the Court of Com- 
mon Pleas iNo. 3. At that time there were 
nine members, three each appointed by the 
Supreme Court, the District Court and Coun- 
cils. This number was later reduced to five, 
and the appointing power was vested in the 
mayor by the Bullitt bill. Mr. Hirst has 
served continuously since his appointment in 
1874, and as Secretary since the first Monday 
in July, 1879. 

Conde M. Nast (A. B., ’94, A. M., ’95) has 
joined the Georgetown colony in Greater New 
York. He is now connected with the Collier 
Publishing Company, where he has the com- 
panionship of his old classmate, Kobt. J. Col- 
lier, ’94, to lighten the labors of a busy man. 

Arthur P. Kenedy, in Residence, ’94-’96, is 
also in the publishing business, being con- 
nected with the well known house of P. E. 
Kenedy & Co. 

Chas. A. Calhoun (L. L. B., ’96, L. L. M., ’97) 
has settled in St. Louis, Mo., where he will 
seek admission to the Bar in February. 

In reading the New York Sun, of January 
21st, our eyes fell upon the following: 

Mr. and Mrs. John Vinton Dahlgren, of 20 
West Fifty-sixth street, gave a dinner re- 
cently in honor of Archbishop Corrigan. The 
dining room was handsomely decorated with 
American beauty roses and orchids. Those 
present included Senator Carter of Montana, 
Miss Miller, Miss Shannon, Mr. and Mrs. David 
McClure, Mrs. Edwin Parsons, Mr. and Mrs. 
Paul Cravath, Miss Leary, Marquis di Surbo 
of Italy, Miss Josephine Drexel, Mr. Benziger, 
and Gen. Merritt. 

The N. Y. Society of Georgetown alumni is 
soon to hold its annual meeting for the elec- 
tion of officers. This branch of our alumni 
bids fair to be a most prominent element in 
our general alumni association. There are 
many old Georgetown boys scattered about 
in the great metropolis who have not enrolled 
themselves in this society. Those readers of 
the Journal who live in New York or its vicin- 
ity should make an effort to increase the 
members of this society and thus spread the 
glory of their Alma Mater in that section, 
where almost every prominent American col- 
lege has an enthusiastic and devoted alumni 
society. 

We have received word from St. Louis that 
Andre Scanlan (A. M., ’95) is a happy father. 
Congratulations, Andre! 

“And if it is a girl, sir, 
We’ll dress her in blue and gray, 

And send her out to National Park, 
To cheer Thanksgiving Day. 

And if it is a boy, sir, 
We’ll put him on the nine, 

And we will wax ‘Old Yale’ as 
We should have done last time.” 

We are glad to see that the work of our 
enthusiastic alumnus is being recognized in 
the literary world. A prominent New York 
paper prints the following in its review of 
current magazines: 

“A Panel After Turner,” contributed by 
Thomas Walsh to Donahue’s Magazine, a 
pretty bit of word-painting: 

The peacock on the balustrade 
Of yellowed marble sleeps away, 
His listless train’s begemmed array 

Sweeping the glories in cascade. 

The ancient Triton flings about 
His silver in the tawny sun 
Where shines the lithe chameleon 

Like tinsel—basking noontide out. 

And wearied of the filmed air 
The butterfly—white Pierrot— 
Droops o’er the jasmine, pulsing slow, 

Twain petals pearled with powder rare. 

They dream:—afar—see, tumbling high 
The storm’s gray chaos! Its decrees 
The empurpled plumage of the trees 

Proclaims: “Faint rose, the rain is nigh.” 

Other vistors during the month were Mr. 
Eugene Eyan, of Dubuque, Iowa, in residence 
here, ’93-’95; and Mr. Thomas V. Bolan, ’88, 
of New York. Mr. Eyan, after attending the 
University of Chicago for some, decided to 
enter Harvard, where he is pursuing a special 
line of study in the sciences. Mr. Bolan drop- 
ped in to see his old classmate and companion 
of a much enjoyed European tour, Mr. Al- 
phonse Donlon, S. J., our Professor of 
Physics and Geology. 

We rejoice to hear of the engagement of 
Mr. Benedict F. Maher, ’97, to Miss Christine 
Quine, of Hallowell, Me. May all happiness 
come to our friend and may there be many 
others to follow in his footsteps. 

The Journal congratulates Mr. Thos. Q. 
Garvey, M. D., ’94, on his appointment to the 
surgical staff of St. Joseph’s hospital at Lan- 
caster, Pa. 
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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 

RECEPTION TO ARCHBISHOP MARTINELLI 

On the evening- of Jan. 16th, a reception 
was tendered Archbishop Martinelli, the Apos- 
tolic Delegate, by the faculty and students of 
the University. Gaston Memorial Hall, the 
scene of the reception, presented a very bril- 
liant appearance on that evening, with its 
stage profusely decorated with palms and 
potted plants, and the papal colors comming- 
ling with both the Georgetown blue and gray 
and the national red, white and blue. As the 
affair was intended to be private, only a few 
invitations were sent out, and these were to 
a small number of the most distinguished 
friends residing in Washington. Consequently 
the audience consisted for the 7Uost part 
of the faculty and students. The Apos- 
tolic Delegate, escorted by the Rev. J. 
Havens Richards, S. J., President of the Uni- 
versity, and several members of the faculty, 
entered the hall at the appointed hour and 
was assigned to the place of honor as guest 
of the evening. The program for the even- 
ing then opened with selections by the Lafay- 
ette Square Opera House orchestra, followed 
by an address of welcome, delivered by Mr. 
Daniel W. O’Donogliue, of the Post-Graduate 
school. The subject of Mr. O’Donoghue’s ad- 
dress, “Hippo,” was indeed a most fitting one, 
inasmuch as in it he eulogized not only the 
Bishop of Hippo, the great St. Augustine, as 
the founder of the order to which Archbishop 
Martinelli belongs, but also Archbishop Mar- 
tinelli himself, as -a successor of that illustri- 
ous prelate. 

The speaker also referred to Archbishop 
Martinelli’s mission in this country and its im- 
portance in preserving peace in the church. An 
address in Latin, by Air. Livingston J. Cullen, 
’99, was very well delivered, indeed with such 
facility and distinctness that one could very 
readily follow the speaker. The address was 
a masterpiece of the Ciceronian style and was 

very favorably commented upon by all pres- 
ent. Mr. Samuel J. Waggaman, ’98, read a 
poem, entitled “Ephesus,” which he had writ- 
ten for the occasion, and it was very well re- 
ceived. Too much praise cannot be bestowed 
upon Mr. Waggaman’s verse, as it is always 
noted for its true poetic sentiment and ele- 
gant diction. Mr. W. Kurtz Wimsatt, ’00, in 
his original Latin poem, “America,” which 
was written in the rythmical hexameter 
verse, at once established himself as a writer 
of classic Latin verse. The G. U. Mandolin 
Quartette played several selections in a very 
satisfactory manner and was accorded much 
applause. The selections were remarkably 
well interpreted, especially Mendelssohn’s 
“Spring Song,” which was rendered in a very 
artistic manner. 

At the close of the program the Rev. Presi- 
dent gave a short address and in turn was 
followed by Archbishon Martinelli, who gave 
a brief exhortation to the students, and at 
the request of a committee from the Senior 
class, granted them two holidays. An infor- 
mal reception was afterwards held in the 
Rector’s office, in order to give the invited 
guests a chance to meet the Archbishop per- 
sonally. Those present were Justice White 
and Justice Alclvenna of the Supreme Court; 
Justice Shepard of the District Court of Ap- 
peals; AI.J. Boeufoe, Chancellor of the French 
Embassy; Senator White; Rear Admiral 
Weaver; Algr. Sbaretti, Auditor of the Dele- 
gate; Dr. Rooker, Secretary to the Delegate; 
Rev. Father Gillespie, S. J., Rector of Gon- 
zaga College; Rev. J. J. Ryan, S. J., Rev. W. H. 
Scanlan, S. J.; Dr. Stafford, Dr. Devereux, Dr. 
Tabor Johnson, Dr. G. L. Alagruder, Dr. C. 
W. Stiles, Dr. J. F. Moran, Air. E. D. F. Brady, 
Air. D. W. Baker, Dr. .T. J. Kinyoun, Air. W. F. 
Quicksall, Dr. G. T. \ aughn, and other mem- 
bers of the Law and Atedical Faculties. 

J. H. CAHILL, ’98. 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 231 

EPHESUS. 

(To our guest, His Excellency, Archbishop 
Martinelli.) 

From those far cradle lands where Truth was 
nurtured 

Into the victor strength that won a world, 
When first into the raging hosts of darkness 

The mighty challenge of the Cross was 
hurled, 

There comes down echoing through the misty 
ages 

One voice whose gentle, clear and strong 
behest 
Is love alone—Love broad and wise and 
tender— 

The love learned leaning on the Master’s 
breast. 

Sweet Ephesus, where Mother Mary lingered 
In patient exile for long weary years; 

Blest Home! to which the infant Church up- 
lifted 

Its trusting eyes through hopes and doubts 
and fears. 

Still star-like in Time’s far horizon—trembles 
The radiant glory that of old was thine— 

When burned the light within thy walls en- 
kindled 

By Love’s great Teacher—John—well- 
named divine. 

Most fitting, then—our honored guest it 
seemeth, 

That to our land, so broad and fair and 
free, 

From Ephesus should come the gracious 
herald 

Of Truth’s wide, all-embracing charity, 
That one on whom descends the blessed title, 

Made holy by the Saint and Seer of old, 
Should bear to this new world the loving 

pledges 
The Shepherd sends unto his distant fold. 

Wide is your welcome—peak and plain and 
prairie 

Lift cross-crowned spires to our radiant 
skies, 

On every breeze that sweeps this land of 
promise, 

The grand old chants that filled the ages 
rise; 

From the great sea gates through which 
throng the nations, 

Through tropic forest and on ice-locked 
height, 

Gleam the unfading cressets of our altars 
In ceaseless homage to the God of Light. 

Fain would we voice our country’s joyous 
greeting, 

Here where immortal in her Time-crowned 
youth, 

Our loving Alma Mater stands uplifting 
The torch of Science on the Rock of Truth. 

We know you come among us blest and bless- 
ing, 

A kindly presence felt from shore to shore, 
Whose gentle touch will blend to perfect 

music 
The chords of Old and New—forevermore. 

—Sam. J. Waggaman, ’98. 

HIPPO. 

Your Excellency: You have been sent by 
Our Holy Father, the Pope, to these our hos- 
pitable shores of America, as the personal 
representative of the Vicar of Christ on 
earth; and you have also come with your 
high ecclesiastical dignity, an Archbishop in 
the Church of Rome. This sacred mission and 
elevated dignity of yours would most justly 
call forth our reverence and admiration, and 
make it a most agreeable duty on our part to 
extend to Your Excellency a most hearty 
greeting; but you have still a further claim 
upon our hospitality and affection; you have 
still another title previous to and distinct 
from all others, a title which, although it has 
seemingly been eclipsed by your higher ec- 
clesiastic honors, was alone your own choos- 
ing and which we deem to be nearest and 
dearest to your heart; and so we, the stu- 
dents of the Post-Graduate school of George- 
town University, take the greatest pleasure 
this evening in extending a most cordial wel- 
come to Your Excellency, by your fondest ap- 
pellation, as Augustinian monk, as disciple 
and follower of the learned and illustrious 
Bishop of Hippo. 

Truly might you boast of your affiliation 
with so holy and so great a man; and dearly 
must you cherish those tender links of fra- 
ternity and love, your monastic vows, which 
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entwine you with your spiritual father and 
founder, the renowned St. Augustine of 
Africa. This sainted man needs not words of 
mine to celbrate his fame. 

Fifteen hundred years have failed to dim 
the lustre of his life. He stands forth now 
more glorious than ever, the model of models, 
the doctor of doctors, the most invincible 
champion of the faith. 

One of the greatest and most celebrated of 
theologians, a deep philosopher, the most el- 
oquent and soul-stirring of preachers, he 
takes his stand between Plato and Bossuet, 
between Cicero and “The Angelic Doctor,” in 
the first rank of those rare minds who soar 
over time. Great in thought as in faith, in 
genius as in virtue, he was a perfect type of 
true penitents, the bright light, the brilliant 
morning star of the Father of the Early 
Church. 

Popes, councils and the whole of Christian- 
ity have appealed to his authority, have hon- 
ored his memory and his immortal writings. 

He has constructed for himself a monument 
more durable than time itself. 

We marvel at the abundance of his natural 
talents and the high culture and perfect ex- 
cellence into which he developed his intellec- 
tual and spiritual capacities. 

We admire him because he grafted great- 
ness in humility, simplicity and sincerity in 
faith. 

But besides the many noble qualities of his 
much-gifted soul, whose praises we are loathe 
to leave, there was another constant labor 
and fixed aim before him, almost prophetic in 
its fulfillment, towards which he bent his 
every effort; and it is to this, above all other 
of his works, that we owe the deepest debt 
of gratitude and thanks. 

This labor and aim which burned and con- 
sumed his heart was the foundation and per- 
petuation of monasticism. His far-seeing eye, 
penetrating into the future, saw that the 
Church must have its warriors before it could 
cope with its enemies, or hope for victory. 
He likewise knew that the quiet of the clois- 
ter, the retirement from the too-busy world, 
the meditation and prayer there indulged 
were most conducive to the true and equal 
development of mind and heart. 

Accordingly, when Monasticism, after its 
decay in the East, traveled Westward, des- 
tined as it was to preserve the remnants of 
learning in the Roman Empire from the 
downpouring barbarians of the North, it 

found a most zealous advocate, a most 
staunch supporter in the holy Bishop of 
Hippo. 

He was the precursor of Monasticism in the 
West, a second John the Baptist. 

He championed its cause; not only living 
the life of a monk, but also founding convents 
and monasteries, writing rules and treatises 
by which they should be governed. In a 
word, he was the fruitful seed which ever 
since has been producing such rich harvests 
of learned and saintly men even to the pres- 
ent day. 

This, then, is the great boon for which we 
are indebted, the invaluable gift, the priceless 
dower bequeathed to succeeding ages by the 
most excellent and far-seeing Bishop of 
Hippo. 

Your Excellency has the high honor and 
distinction of being numbered among the 
prominent heirs of so illustrious an ancestor. 

To Your Excelency has also fallen the 
happy yet arduous lot of continuing and ad- 
vancing the good work begun by your worthy 
founder. 

May your heavenly mission, complex and 
weighty as its needs must be, and much re- 
sembling St. Augustine’s, meet with the most 
happy approval and hearty co-operation of all 
true Christians. 

May your ceasless efforts and untiring zeal 
in combating error, in preserving peace in 
the Church, in defending the faith be crowned 
as his was, with the greatest of success. 

It is our most earnest prayer that the all- 
wise and beneficent God may continue to 
grant you much wisdom and abundant out- 
pourings of His grace for the proper perform- 
ance of your manifold duties, as Apostolic 
Delegate, as a Shepherd of the Flock, 'as Su- 
perior of your holy order, as an Augustinian 
monk. 

Once more, before closing, do we bid Your 
Excellency a most hearty welcome to the loyal 
halls of Georgetown, to our loving Alma Ma- 
ter, where science and religion go forward in 
the march of progress, linked hand in hand 
in fond embrace; where loyalty to Christ and 
to His holy Church are duties paramount; 
once more do we extend most joyful greet- 
ings to Your Excellency, saluting you, with 
all due respect to your Apostolic and Episco- 
pal titles, as Augustinian Monk, as follower 
of the Sainted Augustine, the world-famed 
Bishop of Hippo. 

DANIEL W. O’DONOGHUE, A. B. 
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ATHLETICS. 
ATHLETIC NOTES. 

Through the generosity of Mr. Wimsatt, the 
father of W. Kurtz Wimsatt, ’19, a metamor- 
phosis has been wrought in the south wing 
of the main building. Where onee stood four 
barren walls, saving half a dozen dismantled 
pulley machines, we have now a pleasant pa- 
vilion, made attractive by well built ten-pin 
alleys and shuffle-boards. No better earnest 
of the students’ thanks to Mr. Wimsatt can be 
had than the great popularity of his highly 
appreciated gifts. 

We have hopes that besides being a monu- 
ment to hte kindness of Mr. Wimsatt the new 
recreation room will serve as an example, 
or rather as a spur, for there have been 
examples enough, to those of our plutocratic 
friends whose enthusiasm for the College has 
not, as yet, penetrated very deeply into the 
fastnesses of their pockets. The need of a 
suitable stand to be a use and added adorn- 
ment to our pretty campus is absolute—its 
absence is shameful. During Easter week 
alone we have what may be fitly termed a 
carnival of college baseball. No other institu- 
tion in the country offers such a congeries 
of stellar attractions in six consecutive days. 
Just focus your orbs on this schedule: April 
6th, Lehigh; 7th, Yale, 9th, Princeton; 19th, 
Princeton; 13th, Dartmouth; 13th, University 
of Pennsylvania. And the spectators are to 
the outside world as important as the games 
which they witness are to the world of col- 
lege ball. Isn’t it shameful, then, not to be 
able to offer decent seating facilities to such 
an audience. At last year’s Yale game I 
actually saw twenty-five young ladies from 
the swellest seminary in Washington crowded 
on a couple of old forms that had seen their 
best days shortly subsequent to the late war, 
and owed their resurrection and present pub- 
licity to the unwillingness of a number of low- 
er classmen, who unable to find room in our 
present limited stand, and at the same time 
preferred sitting to standing in a melting 

sun. In all probability it is difficult for many 
of the “old timers” to appreciate the ad- 
vanced state at wnich athletics in general and 
baseball particularly have arrived under the 
skillful management of the students, and the 
wise liberality of our faculty. And it may in- 
terest some of them to know that at the pres- 
ent time the bill for a season’s balls alone 
exceeds the athletic expenses for several 
terms in the Georgetown of twenty years ag-o. 
Considering that the student body and fac- 
ulty have done so well it is only meet that 
the alumni should unlimber. We are aware 
that certain alumni and friends near at hand 
are exerting themselves even to the limits of 
their resources, but our appeal is more par- 
ticularly directed to those at a distance. Of 
course we know that dignified bodies, as a rule, 
move slowly, but the Georgetown veterans have 
had time sufficient, and though you “old boys” 
may not be moved by sentiments of liberality, 
yet I am certain that if you are real sons of 
in the name of the fair sex contribute your 
share, though it be but mitely, to the comfort 
and ease of some of its fairest members. 

KIRBY. 

MANAGERS OP THE YARD ASSOCIATION. 

The various departments of athletics are 
represented in the Executive Committee by 
their respective managers. 

Mr. Morris W. Head, 98, manager of base- 
ball, was unanimously elected to succeed Mr. 
Fleming, ’00, resigned. As Georgetown has at- 
tained much prominence in baseball, it has 
always been necessary to select an energetic 
and capable man for this position. Mr. Head 
earned the confidence of the students by his 
management of the Field and Track Athletics 
last spring. The schedule for the coming sea- 
son, which he has just completed, is probably 
the best that Georgetown has ever had. 

Mr. Stephen A. Douglass, ’01, manager of 
Pool and Billiards, as he is himself a very sci- 
entific player, takes great pains to keep the 

Owen, Owen . . TJailor and ^Draper* 
-423 ELEVENTH STREET NORTHEST- 
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tables in good condition. His administration 
has been very successful financially and has 
afforded much pleasure to the devotees 
of the indoor sport. He has arranged to hold 
a tournament about the middle of February. 

Mr. J. Lawrence Nagle, ’99, manager of the 
Glee Asociation, is a highly cultivated musi- 
cian and a violinist of more than local celeb- 
rity. His renditions of the masters have been 
known to move his audience to tears. His 
management has merited the approval of the 
students and has elicited many flattering en- 
comiums from the music lovers of Washing- 
ton. The Glee Association, under his man- 
agement, will appear at the Merrick debate, 
February 22d, and later at a concert for the 
benefit of the Athletic Association. 

Mr. Chas. DeB. Claiborne, ’99, manager of 
Field and Track Athletics, has gained repute 
as one of the best pole-vaulters and all-around 
athletes in the South. Mr. Claiborne assures 
us that the prospects for a fast relay team 
are very favorable, and that Georgetown will 
send to Mott Haven a team superior to any 
which has ever represented the University. 

Mr. Paul W. A. MacMahon, ’98, manager of 
Xennis, who held this office last year, has 
always taken an active part in athletics and. 
is a most enthusiastic supporter of tennis. 
During the past season he represented 
Georgetown in the District, Southern and 
Newport tournament. At present Mr. Mac- 
Mahon is enlisting the co-operation of the 
Southern colleges in the formation of an in- 
ter-collegiate tennis association. 

BASEBALL SCHEDULE OF SEASON OF 1898. 
March, Saturday, 26—Johns Hopkins’ Univer- 

sity, at Georgetown. , _ „ . 
March, Wednesday, 30—Gallandet College, at 

Georgetown. 
April, Friday, 1—Lafayette College, at George- 

town. _ . „ 
Saturday, 2—Washington League, at George- 

Wednesday, 6—Lehigh University, at George- 

Thursday, 7—Yale University, at Georgetown. 
Saturday, 9—Princeton University, at George- 

town. 

Monday, 11—Princeton University, at George- 
town. 

Tuesday, 12—Dartmouth College, at George- 
town. 

Wednesday, 13—University of Pennsylvania, at 
Georgetown. 

Saturday, 16—Richmond College, at George- 
town. 

Wednesday, 20—Harvard University, at 
Georgetown. 

Saturday, 23—Maryland University, at George- 
town. 

Wednesday, 27—Washington and Lee Univer- 
sity, at Georgetown. 

Saturday, 30—University of Virginia, at Char- 
lottesville. 

May, Wednesday, 4—Villanova College, at 
Georgetown. 

Saturday, 7—University of Pennsylvania, at 
Philadelphia. 

Monday, 9—University of Virginia, at George- 
town. 

Tuesday, 10—University of Virginia, at George- 
Wednesday, 11—Dickinson College, at George- 

town. 
Saturday, 1—Mt. St. Mary’s College, at Em- 

mitsburg. 
Wednesday, 18—Pennsylvania State College, 

at Georgetown. 
Saturday, 21—All-Scholastic Team of Phila- 

delphia, at Georgetown. 
Tuesday, 24—Wesleyan University, at Middle- 

ton, Conn. 
Wednesday, 25—Yale University, at New 

Haven, Conn. 
Thursday, 26—Dartmouth College, at Han- 

over, N. H. 
Friday, 27—Open. 
Saturday, 28—Holy Cross College, at Worces- 
ter, Mass. 
Monday, 30—Orange A. C. (two games), 

Orange, N. J. 
Tuesday, 31—Open. 
June, Wednesday, 1—Princeton University, at 

Princeton, N. J. 

WANTED—TRUSTWORTHY AND ACTIVE 
gentlemen or ladies to travel for responsiole, 
established house. Monthly $65.00 and ex- 
penses. Position steady. Reference. En- 
close self-addressed stamped envelope.. 
The Dominion Company, Dept. V., Chicago. 
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My Carbonettes are peerless for 
vigor and artistic effect. 


