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viginal Poetry,

OLASS ODE '80.

WERITTEN BY MISS FLORA WILSON,

As here to breathe the fond farewell,

_ We for the last time gather,

Sweet thoughts within our memories dwell
Which hind us to each other;

Our school-day scenes were fair and bright,
And strong the tie that bound us,

Rich flow'rets bloomed in beauteous light,
While kind friends gathered round us.

Ou‘r feet have wandered up the way,
That leads from life's sweet dawning,
And glad hearts beating here to-day
Lend back the beams of morning;
These gild the prospect further on,
And all is brilliant seeming,
But lessons hard for us to learn
lay spoil our schoolday dreaming.

Yet let our aims be noble, pure,
To heights sublime up-reaching,

An‘d we shall gain the victory sure:
Experience always teaching;

Though grief may oft our bosoms swell,
Dark shadows o'er us stealing,

As now when we must say farewell,
We're sad past all concealing’

We'll miss Instruction’s loving voice
That told us of the portal,

Where wisdom offers to our choice
yl}ich treasures and immortal;

We'll miss each other, classmates dear,
‘But though we now must sever,

The hope suryives our hearts to cheer
The parting’s not forever,

Though here our pleasures pass away,
And all is vgin and fleeting,
In thp bright “land that’s far away,”
. We'll have an endless meeting;
So, as we take the parting hand,

Be this our mutual token,

We shall at last toy UL 8
Where ik fqrew%‘%%&n.

Olass-Day Exercises of the Olass of 1880,

Tuesday dawned damp and rainy. The
atmosphere also suffered a perceptible
change, it being much cooler than on
Monday. But notwithstanding all this,
quite a fair audience assembled about 10
o’clock, A. M., in the College Chapel to
witness the Class-Day Exercises of the
Senior Class.

The programme was somewhat of a nov-
elty. It consisted of a circular fan, wood-
en handle. On one side was printed as
follows :

Class Day, June 15th, 1880, 10 o’clock,
A. M., Western Maryland College. Mot-
to—*“Keep Cool.”

The exercises on Class Day
Will be presented in this way,
First, Programmes by the Juniors, two,
Will be d tributed, unto you,
After which our President Baile
Will make remarks in some detail,
Then our history will be read,
Telling all facts that ean be said,
And some fancies blended therewith
ﬁy our annalist, Joseph Smith,

iss Lizzie Hodges, as you'll see,
Our Prophetess will truly be,
In realms of mystery she will dwell,
And all our future lives foretell.
The Class of eighty now is done,
And to the Class of eighty one,
The Annals of so much renown,
‘Will at this point be handed down.
Then our farewell will be hestowed
Through Miss F. Wilson's Parting Ode
Which we the Class will for you chant,
And last of all, our Class Stone plant,

On the other:—“Members of Class of
'80:—Lizzie L. Hodges, Linnie (. Kim-
ler, Emma M. Selby, Flora B. Wilson, E.
S. Bail, W. H. DeFord, L. A. Jarman,
W. R. McDaniel, F. C. Klein, J. W.
Smith.

On the stage were scated all those named
above except Mr. Klein. Miss K. Smith
and Mr. J. ¥. Somers, Juniors, occupied
chairs on the right of the platform.

made a bombastic opening address, in

which he alluded to the members of the

Faculty as being very punctual in their reci-
tation rooms. Himself disliking women,
he could not enlighten them with matters
appertaining to the young ladies, but would
now take the pleasure of introducing at
you Mr. Joseph Wells Smith, the historian

of the class of '80. Mr. Smith, amid ap-
plause, advanced and after a few remarks
proceeded to read the history of the class.

It was spicily written, exposing the hu-
morous sides of the lives of each. It was
divided into eleven chapters; the first, con-
taining a review of the members of the
class, the second the exploits of E. S.
Baile; the third of Miss Lizzie Hodges;
the fourth of W. H. DeFord; the fifth of
Miss Linnie Kimler ; the sixth, of Mr. L-
A. Jarman; the seventh of Miss Martha Iim.
ma Selby; the eighth of Rev. F. €. Klein;
the ninth of Miss I'lora Wilson; the tenth
of W. R. McDaniel; the eleventh of Mr.
Jos. Smith. The remarks made of each
were witty and enjoyable; but of a too
trivial and personal nature to be publish-
ed here. The historian was interrupted
all through with applause and laughter.

Miss Lizzie Hodges, the Phophetess, was
next introduced. She seated herself in
the grove beneath the shade of one of the
oak trees. Presently, after continual call-
ing on her part for the curtain to arise
which separates the present and future,
the tree yawned open, disclosing a figure
of diminutive statue., This acts as her
guide into fairyland and the realms of
the future. This immortal world is one
of great grandeur. She gave a lengthy
and glowing description of it, which we
cannot re-produce here on accouat of the
limited space.

First, her guide leads her through
etherial mists until they hover over the
isles of the great Pacific. Here she hears
a voice preaching the gospel to the savage.
The voice seems familiar. Yes, she even
recognizes the earnest face of Rev. F. C.
Klein, and discovers that he has found
his life work as a missionary to the South
Sea Islands.

Next the guide takes her to one of the
rich gardens of the gay metropolis of
France. A monstrous circus is there;
thousands of people crowd in and out.
Curiosity impels her onward and in she
goes. But who is that swinging on a
trapeze in the high air? Now she loosens
her hold on that, turns twelve somersaults
flying through the air, and catches on to
a_rope on the other side of the tent.
Now she holds the balancing pole, now
she ascends the finest of wires, while tho
vast audience stand breathless with as-
tonishment. But she fiaishes, and trip-
ping from the arena, throws dainty little
kisses to the assembled throng. Then she
glides out of sight. ITuzzas for Mademoi-
selle K————rent the air, and the mys-
tery is solved, as the Prophetess sees
her old schoolmate, “the queen of the
arena.”

Her guide next takes her to Mt. Desert
Islands. The storms rage, the waves roll
high. The land, what there is, is naught
but a sterile waste. Buat yet she sees a
human being perched on a rock, and near

Mr. Baile, the President of the class,

by a hermit’s hut. Hark, hesings. His
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song is “'Tis the last rose of summer.”
Now he raves like a wildman, calls on his
first love to speak to him. e calms down.
He speaks. Yes, the voice is that of Wm.
H. DeFord, who when young fixed his af-
fections upon a young and dark-eyed mai-
den; but notwithstanding his pleading voice
she choose to be Dumm; and now William
H. roves over the rocky plains of Mount
Desert, living the life of a hermit,and en-
tirely oblivious of the doings of the busy
world.

The guide hastens her on to the State
of New York. There, in a rural village,
is collected an immense throng. 'Tis a
political mass meeting. The scattered
Republicans from all over the State have
collected. Thelast presidential election wit-
nessed their disastrous defeat, and the ascen-
dency of the true principles of Democracy.
They have now come together to endeavor
to gather sufficient mutual inspiration to
remain in their party. An elegantly
dressed man, with a red mustache, high
collar, patent leather boots and kid gloves
addresses the multitude. Hear him, as
he says: Culminating, irrevocable unex-
tinguishable exigencies of the circumam-
bient circumstances at present threatening
the glorious Republican party.” Does she
not know the voice, but—“To he thus
transubstantiated by the circumventions of
the monepolizing party.,” Certainly she
knows the voice. It is that of Lewis A.
Jarman. He has become a Republican
stump speaker, and as Maryland could
furnish him no audience (her people being
true Democrats) he had to go to an ob-
scure corner in the State of New York to
obtain the desired crowd,

Now her guide leads her in one of the
most fashionable churches. The chimes
of wedding bells resound while a merry
wedding march is played upon the organ.
Here comes the happy pair marching side
by side down the richly carpeted isle.
They reach the chancel rail. The solemn
ceremonies arc in progress. Who is that
very small bride? As she says in the
sweetest voice “I will” behold! the prophe-

Miss F. B. W——. The happy couple
quit the church and seek their country
home in the fertile and scenic regions of
Queen Anne's county.

Now her guide leads her in fields of
mystic beauty, rich clover, refreshing shade
and waving fields of the cereals. Where
beauty is most entrancing there stands a
large, commodious and hospitable man-
sion, surrounded by a nicely-kept lawn
with beautful flowers. Under the ivy-
covered porch she finds Mr. K. S. Baile
with his darling little wife. Yes he has
married, and is now a farmer. They have
just received a letter from their old friend,
Joseph W. Smith, who was once a student
at Western Maryland, and then graduated
with the highest honors at the Law Uni-
versity, and is now Judge of the Supreme
Court at Washington.

Her guide bears her on high amid the
clouds. They fly around and at last enter
one of the most handsome saloons of
Washington. Here beauty, fashion and
aristocracy aro found. Prominent among
them all is a little maid, richly dressed,

No. 3.

Emma S , the once plain, practical
school girl at W. M. C.

It is June. The day is very bright.
Nature is dressed in her brightest livery.
The Prophetess finds herself in Westmin-
ster. The Western Maryland College has
suffered a great change. New buildings
have been erected. Improvements in ev-
ery way have been effeoted. It is Com-
mencement Day. The Salutatory has been
delivered, and now a silvery haired old
gentleman, with long flowing beard, gives
the graduating class the diplomas. This
is W. R. McDaniel.. Dr. Ward, enfeebled
by old age, was compelled to resign the
Presidency of the institution, and the
Board of Trustees elected this able, elo-
quent, and energetic gentleman to fill the
vacancy.

Again the guide and herself come to
the oak tree from whence they had started,
In vain does she scek to know her own
fature. The quarter bell rings and she
ends the prophesy.

Of course applause and Jaughter follow-
ed nearly every sentence. The Prophesy
was elegantly written, contained the choie-
est of delicate description, and was read
in a clear and casily audible voice. We
have only given a running connection of
it all,

tess recognizes her as her old room-mate

“The Handing Down of the Annals”
| followed. The History was handed down
| by Mx. Joseph W. Smith to Mr, J. Fletcher

Somers; and the Prophesy by Miss L. L~

Hodges to Miss Katie Smith,

The Class Ode, which is given above,
and is the composition of Miss Flora Wil-
son, was sung, after which the class with
the audience proceeded to the planting of
the Class Stone. Mr. W. R. McDaniel
delivered the following address upon un-
veiling it:

Ladies and Gentlemen:—We have re-
paired to this spot to pay the last tribute
to those days which mingled with delight,
have so lately departed and borne on their
pinions sacred memories to the far off land
of the past—to plant here the memorial of
the Class of 1880 in commemoration of
them, and in perpetuation of these pathe-
tic remembrances which cling so closely
around them. The scene—a grassy sward
beneath our Alma Mater's eye; the time—
when the sun as our life is purpling in the
zenith; the spectators—our kind friends
gathered around; the participants—we,
ourselves, who must be so soon an unclasp-
ed, but not a broken band,—all, render the
occasion the most engaging and the most
auspicious.

We stand here as mourners at the grave
of the past. Here we bring recollections
hallowed by many a sweet hour of toil.
Here we bury our schooldays with all their
connections, and to their ashes we say—
peace, and to their memory esto perpetua.
Here we bring the homage of our hearts
and lay it at their shrine. Here we cen-
tralize our affections from whence will ra-
diate the sweet influence which will per-
vade us. Here we confide the key that
will unlock many an alcove of memory’s
hall—a simple, unpretending marble shaft,
pure and white from the Scultpor’s chisel.
This will speak its silent, and all the more
impressive language, to the future visitors

and talking incessantly. This is Miss

CONTINUED ON FOURTH PAGE.
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The Oratorical Contest Between the Irving
and Webster Literary Societies.

Tuesday evening was devoted to the
Oratorical Contest between the two male
Societics of the College, each of which was
represented by three speakers. On ac-
count of the rain it was held in the chapel
instead of the pavilion. The audience
was large and appreciative. The orators
were the recipients of several handsome
floral tributes. Selections from each of
the orations are subjoined:

Mr. €. B. Taylor, President of the Ir-
ving Society, introduced Mr. Kuhng, the
first speaker of the evening. This gentle-
man had a fine oration, and delivered it in
a forcible manner. It contained a full
clear, statement of the Iudian question,
and showed more than usunal talent in the
study of the subject, which was

THE AMERICAN INDIANS.

Many theories have been advanced to
account for the origin of the American In-
dians.  Some of them are mere bubbles,
that break at a single touch. Butnothing
of a certain character is known about their
origin. The only account of them is had
from the legends, and oral traditions that
remain, and are more or less fabricated,
and in the relics of by gone ages. Their
hieroglyphics, unlike those of other nations,
remain uninterpreted, and a deep darkness
rests on the antique records of America
with not one ray of light to dispel the
gloom that hus settled around them. He
then proceeded to say that the Indians
possess their land not only by Divine right
but also by priority of possession—a right
respected by all nations. The white’s
claim this country by right of conquest.

While we caunot enlighten thew, as we
would desire, we often feel a complaceney
in thinking that the government provides
for her Wards by giving them annuities,
which are nothing more than dues. Speak-
ing of the Indian Bureau he said that it
reached the height of mal-administration
during the management of the lately de-
posed commissioner of Indian Affairs.
The Indians are subject to the will of one
man, which brings with it many troubles
and difficulties.

We also made treaties with them prom-
ising them lands alone. The whites, nev-
ertheless, encroached on their reservations.
The Red man can complain to the govern-
ment iu vain, and when just compensation
is demanded it is not received.

They are compelled to leave their lands
and move on. They are driven by force
of arms from their native climes to north-
ern or southern climates, as in the case of
the Cherokees, Nez Per, Cheyennes and
Poneas.

The Indians should have a clearly de-
fined code of laws, and a policy that will
work as well in practice as in theory.
They should have statutes such as have
marked the advancement of all tribes, and
classes of people toward civilization, and
such as proteet them in theirrights. They
should have a standing before the law. To
do this he must be made accountable to
it, and given is protection, and look to it

and not to the law of retaliation for the
security of his rights. The reeent nego-
tiations with the Utes is the nearest ad-
vance toward making them ecitizens that
has ever been made. They hold lands,
not as tribes, but as individuals, and it is
given to them free, inalienable, and untax-
able for twenty five-years.

If government will allow a school boy
to make a suggestion he wounld make one
like this:

Let government gather all the tribes
into a district of country, and assign to
each tribe a provinee. (iive each indi-
vidual his portion of land, and protect him
by force in his rights of life, liberty and
property. Istablish courts of justice with
statutes clearly defined for them, Then
give them some practical assistance toward
civilization. Then gradually accustom
them to being taxed, and to pay their own
expenses, and give them an insizht into
the management of affaivs, thus making
them self’ sustaining,  Whatever is done
they should be treated kindly.

Mr. L. R. Meckins, of Cambridge, Md.,
the first speaker of the Websters, was then
introduced by Mr. J. W. Kirk, the Presi-
dent of the Society. His subject was

THE. PRESS

IIe started out by saying that the Aeta
Diurria of the Romans was the prototype,
on a small scale, of the modern newspaper;
and after speaking of the progress of the
art of printing, the influences that it exert-
ed, the intellectual and mechanical ageney
that it generated, and the benefits that
accrued from its discovery, he defined his
subject, and proceeded as follows:

The Press has by its enterprise and en-
lightenment promoted the progress of socie-
ty. It has educated the public mind. It has
become theschoolmaster of the people, and
the engioe of modern progress not impair-
ed, but gathering new power from'all thefarts,
and daily clothing itself in the loudest
thunders. Tt is that power that lights and
moves the world. It spreads a knowledge
of a higher and more enduring civilization
broadeast over the land, and furnishes an
agency of communication and action that
enables a country to place in its literature,
its sciences, and its arts the highest exer-
tions of the most powerful minds of its
whole people. * * % The Press, taken
in all its bearings is one of the most wou-
derful, and useful of modern institutions.
It absorbs all other forms of printing and
embodies every deseription of intellectual
effort. Tt ever advances human interests.
It builds up-our institutions. It chroni-
cles our national and our international
history. It aminates mankind. Tt resus-
citates fallen industries. It discusses cur-
rent topics. It disseminates intelligence.
It collates and distributes news. It sus-
tains christianity by promulgating the gos-
pel. It wins journalistic trinmphs by the
exposure of political frauds. It regales
the senses of the lovers of song or poetry
by a “posey fresh blown from the garden
of the muses.” It sends truths into the
distances and depths of society that have
hitherto remained unexplored. It is the
chamion of liberty, the friend of virtue
and the sdvocate of the injured.

“It speaks toeyes and paints embodied thought,
Andits dead letters thus withliving notions franght,
Prove to the soul the telescope of thouglit.

“At this period of reaction it is
not uncommon to hear persons denounce
the unbridled press along with other inci-
deuts of freedom, and wish for some meas-
ure of restraint. Nothing could be more
absurd or short sighted. The press being
a human institution is a great sinner of
course. Some have even gone as far as to
desire its utter extermivation. Cyrus, as
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the historian Heroditus relates, irrepara-
bly impaired the utility of the Gyndis river
that benefited thousands living upon its
banks, because his sacred horse, through
its own stbbourness, was drowned in it.
So these press denunciators, because some
cherished and petted scheme of theirs, by
its own silliness, is borne down by the un-
compromising press, wish to destroy a
stream, that benefits millions in a thousand
ways, and upon the very merits of which
multitudes feed.”

He closed his remarks by paying a com-
pliment to the newspaper fraternity, and
by making a summary of his former poiats.

The oration of Mr. G. W. Todd, of Sal-
isbury, Md., which followed, was patriotic
to the core, pregnant with substantial
thoughts, substantially and elegantly ex-
pressed.

His subject was

OUR COUNTRY.

After comparing America with her sis-
terhood across the Atlantie, Mr Todd said:

My proud, beautiful land, the spirit of
your dream has not been changed—jyour
lofty aspiration has been realized. Weno
longer ask favor of other nations but de-
mand adwmittance into their national coun-
cils, as a power wholly indispensible to
their wellbeing. In variety of climate and
scenery for every land, she has a counter-
part. The indolent Italian can bask under
skies as bright as in his own historical
Rome. The vintage song will call the
merry Frenchman to as bountifal a harvest
as that of his own sunny France. Here
the hardy Swiss can climb the rugged
heights of the Rocky Mountains and find
his mighty Alps portrayed in all their sub-
lime grandeur. The grave Seotchman will
find his Locklomond, and the witty Irish-
man his Killarney, cqualled, if not sur-
passed by our own picturesque lakes.
This broad domain, this queen of lands,
abounding in all the resources of wealthy
prodactions, like a kind foster mother
holds out her capacious arms to the op-
pressed of other lands, and bids them come
to share our glory and our blessings, to
help us to be what we are fast becoming,
the most prosperous and powerful nation
on the globe. Rome may boast of her
Ceesar and her Cicero. Greece may glory
in the deeds of her Leonidas. Ingland’s
pride may be inflated by contemplating
the long line of her noble sovereigns.  But
it is our proud privilege to bow in silent
adoratioun at the very name of our illustri-
ous Washington, the invineible chieftain,
the mild, unassuming, christian gentleman,
the incorruptible statesman, the father of
his country. In speaking of Washington
he said :—In triumph, we glory in him.
In adversity, we reverence him. In his
country’s hour of need he mnever forsook
her, but when the measure of his fame was
full, he resigned her to the keeping of
other hands that posterity might have the
example of the brightest star which shines
in that bright galaxy, formed of her lus-
trous sons. It was he with his copatriots
who clothed her in the beautiful vestments
of constitutional and religious liberty and
handed her down to us the most priceless
boon that was ever transmitted from sire
to sons. * * * % % Men of eighty ! yours
is a sacred and fearful trust. We demand
of you that our country when placed in
our keeping shall be cleansed from every
polution which is so offensive to every true
lover of our free institutions. We de-
mand of you honest and upright law-givers,
and officers who will not dare disobey the
voices of the American people. If you
have the timerity to prove recreant to your
charge, we will not despair, but in the
streogth of carly budding manhood, we

will burst asunder the bands of avarice,
which now hold some of our leaders in its
deadly coils that are as fatal to the glory
of our country as the death-grasp of the
boa-constrictor is to the life of the victim
which his powerful body entwines. We
must arouse our people from the lethargy
that has fallen on their conscience, from
the deep draught they have been quaffing
at the shrine of the idol which they have
made their God, the love of display.
We must buckle on the armor of honest
and upright principles and sally forth to
do or to die. 'The vase may be broken;
the golden petals of the vase may be secat-
tered, but the calyx still remains. We
will gather a cluster of the richly swelling
buds from the debris, and entwine with a
garland of the most exquisite hot-house
exotics to encircle the base that is still
left, and deck our country in apparel more
honorable than royal attire, and present
her to future generations, a virtuous
daughter worthy of her honored parentage.
After speaking of the bright anticipations
of future greatness and prosperity he said:
Every cloud that looms p in our politi-
cal horizon to obseure the lustre of its
noon-day brightness, is to the erowned
heads of' Furope fraught with more beauty
than all the prismatic splender of the cove-
nant rainbow. Whilst we preserve our
free institutions, we hold up an example
to Kuropean nations that makes each
throne quiver and dims the lustre of the
brightest gem that sparkles in their dia-
dem. Columbia! be true to yourself,
crush that hydraheaded monster despotism
in its birth, that we may not only be the
pride and glory of the world, but the
greatest civil blessing to mankind, We
will let tyrants reign over hereditary
bondsmen. But,

. L
“The star spangled banner, O long may she wave
O’er the land of the free and home of the brave,”

The second orator of the Webster So-
ciety, Mr. H. L. Elderdice of Burrsville,
Md., was next introduced. His oration
showed careful preparation, a deep study
of the character of the subject, was choicely
worded, well delivered, and, in every re-
spect, a fitting tribute to the dead poet
whose memory he would seek to perpetu-
ate:— \

ROBERT BURNS.

He opened his address by giving a short
biographical sketch of the life of Burns,
in which were described his early life, re-
markable career, and untimely death. fle
then said:

As a genius, Scotland can show none
equal; as a natural poet, the world can
show none greater. Other poets possessed
education, culture and refinement; he had
not the advantages of these, but Nature
claimed him as her own while education,
culture and refinement stood aside and
gazed in wonder at the simple bard.

No poet had a life so short, so eventful
and so tragical as had the unfortunate
Robert Burns. The scenes in the drama
of his life are many and varied: to-day we
see an awkward farmer within the furrow,
to-morrow a polished gentleman dining
witha duchess; to-day a rural songstersing-
ing to the simple peasants, to-morrow a
bard holding Kdinburg entranced with
melody; to-night an unknown youth in
stable loft passing the midnight hour in
composing his poetic strains, to-morrow
night a famous poet reading his songs to
a wondering world; now surrounded by
friends and happiness, and then left alone
to die in poverty and neglect. No poet
has been so unkindly criticised as has the
ill-fated bard of Scotland; he bas been
misjudged and his sing have been greatly

magnified, but now, that the clouds of
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prejudice have rolled away, we see him in
a fairer light, for true worth cannot be
injured by cruel words of calumny.

“The good are better made by ill,
As odors crushed are sweeter still.”

But I would not draw too bright a pic-
ture of his character and hide his faults,
for he, like other men, was human and had
his failings, and we cannot exclaim with
Goldsmith:

“And e'en his failings leaned to virtue's side.”

But when we look at the circumstances
which whirled him from the path of vir-
tue, we are compelled to cast over him the
mantle of charity. Without time for re-
flection and upon the impulse of the mo-
ment he fell a victim to the social habits
of the day, drank with delight the intoxi-
cating cup and found too late that it had
been a fatal one. Disappointment in love
partly prompted him to plunge blindly into
those scenes of revelry which tainted the
purity of his soul; so, gentle lady, before
you judge my hero unkindly, remember
that it was a fair hand that turned the
current of his life. Then

“Be to his virtues very kind,
Be to his faults a little blind.”

When we look at the gifted, true-hearted
Robert Burns, “The Shakespere of Scot-
Jand,” he is elevated to a lofty place in our
estimation, for, unaided, he arose from the
dark valley of obscurity to the summit of
renown; from the lowest birth to rank and
station; and from the star that shone in
country homestead to the brightest lumi-
pary in the galaxy of nations. Fresh
from the hand of Nature he sang the hu-
mor, the pathos; the beautiful and the sub-
lime of Highland scenes and woke that
realm where British Muse had never dared
to come. He did not wander away to
foreign lands for inspiration, but he paint-
ed the humble scenes of Scotland, sang
the memory of her patriots and immortal-
ized the manners of her simple peasant.
Though he had not the imagination of a
Dante, the sublimity of a Milton, or the

olish of a Tennyson, yet he had a heart
that throbbed in unison with all mankind
and a voice that spake the sentiment of
every human heart. Though his genius
was great, his intelleet vigorous, and his
body muscular, yet his heart was as ten-
der as a woman's, and some of his sweetest
gongs were sung in pathetic strains. We
see the kind-hearted poet while ploughing
in the field upturn a mouse’s nest and then
weep at its misfortune; when his plough-
ghare tears up a mountain daisy and crushes
it into the dust at his feet we see the tears
of sorrow streaming down his sunburned
cheeks. He was love’s truest bard and no

oet ever sang of disappointed love with
as true a pathos and feeling as does Robert
Burns in hissad and touching song, “Along
the banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon.”

His Scottish songs excel his poems and
find a welcome chamber in every human
peart. Aslong as time shall be the gay
and jovial party in breaking up the mid-
night revelry will grasp hands in the part-
ing shake and sing the well-known song of
«Auld Lang Syne.” The gray-haired wife
will look with sunken eyes upon her hus-
pand’s wrinkled face and whisper:

“John Anderson my jo', John,
We clamb the hill thegither;
And monie a canty day,John,
We've had wi’ ane anither,

Now we maun totter down, John,
But hand in hand we'll go,

And sleep thegither at the foot
John Anderson my jo'."”

In speaking of the ladies, Burns is the
most gallant of poets and they should
thank him for the richest compliment ever
bestowed upon their sex by sentimental
songster when he sings:

“Auld Nature swears the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, O,

Her prentice han’ she tried on man,
And then she made the lasses; 0.

Mr. E. P. Leech, the last speaker of the
Trving Society was now introduced. His
oration showed an exhaustive analysis of
his subject, a thorough study of the details
and a marked choice of language. He
delivered it in an effective manner, and
was warmly applauded. He took for his
subject the motto of the Irving Literary
Society :

JUNCTA JUVANT.

(UNION 18 STRENGTH.)

After portraying the downfall of the
Roman Empire, as it fell a prey to its own
corruption, Mr. Leech said:—What an
impressive warning do the nations of anti-
quity whisper to posterity. From the
chaos of faded grandeur comes the low,
distinet dirge of departed nations, whose
knell was rung by the iniquitous hand of
corruption. To-night, it comes down the
long, sepulchral vista of the ages, and
pleads with the flourishing governments of
to-day. Determined to prosecute its mis-
sion to the end of Time, as the fuctions of
discord increase, as the sombre clouds of
fraternal isolation roll 'round the present
administrations, its tones increase in vol-
ume and impetuosity. (reece caught its
echos, heeded mnot, and fell. To-day, its
administrations sweep o'er the Persian in
his flowery clime, and resound among the
luxuriant cities of the French Republic.
Will they heed, and crush the devastating
influence of discord ? The issues of the
nineteenth century will respond. Union
is the only hope of a nation’s maintenance.
It is the central pillar upholding the grand
edifice of a true government. In storm
and calm, in political agitation and gov-
ermental quietude, the star of union should
shine in resplendent beauty,amid the con-
stellations that deck the firmament of state.
In speaking of the future of America, he
said :—I1f sectional anmosity cease to exist,
and ring poliey reccives its due censuve, if
an uvsullied coufederation characterizes
our progress, the future of America can
be bat a glorious one.

Speeding on the wings of fancy, draw-
ing my deductions from a careful contem-
plation of the past, and gently uplifting
the mysterious veil which separates the
present and the future, behold ! 1980 pre-
sents a happy scene. I see every territory
a State; new accessions of domain; the
great West rivalling the Atlantic empor-
iums, by reason of increased immigration
to Pacific slopes. I view the American
navy and our merchant vessels represented
in every foreign port and capitol; our com-
merce extended, ships from overy clime
bound for Columbia laden with foreign
merchandise, and receiving in return the
products of our soil. I behold the broad
and fertile fields of America, rich with the
golden grain of harvest, waving at noon-
tide, while the feathered songster of the
meadow chirrups his harvest song, and
warbles in promising notes the praises of
American industry. The increased num-
ber of schools and sanctuaries dotting eve-
ry portion of the country, proclaim to the
world that this is a nation of superior in-
tellectual culture and sincere reverence.
A nation, where scientific investigation,
the progressive spirit of invention, and
profound philosophical rescarch, merits the
keenest appreciation and unlimited regard.
* ok k% But as a grand background to
the happy picture, I see every State united
in heart and hand; political animosity held
in check by patriotic impulses; every exe-
cutive edict influenced by an honorable
motive; legislative enactment promptly
checking every rising inconsistency; legal
severity and judicial censure causing the
mountain-bandit, irreputable trickster and
presumptuous robber to seek climes more

congenial to their nefarious designs; christ-
ianity binding a// together until the un-
sullied ensign of America shall recall the
public defaulter, and cause the political
demagogue to exclaim, i ¢s well. Integ-
rity, honor, independence and union are
the fundamental factors of a ¢rue gover-
ment. That her deeds may be valorous,
and her accomplishments exalted, she must
possess these. To withstand the aggres-
sions and mutations of Time, to stand im-
pregnable to the tempestuous gales of envy
and contention, she must be upright to her
God, honorable in her foreign relations, in-
dependent in her sentiments of virtue, and
united by the strongest ties of sympathy and
regard.

Mr. B. A. Warfield, of Urbana, Md.,
next stepped forward, and held the un-
divided attention of the audience through-
out the delivery of his well-written and
highly enjoyable oration entitled

THE PATH OF GLORY.

The substance of his introduction was
as follows :—There is a principle in the
human mind that regards with admiration
only the moving, growing and cheering
thing in the physical as well as the moral
world. We are surrounded by beauty
and glory, and having within us a fond-
ness for the same, it is natural for us to
delight in them. When such is brought
in our view in its most pleasing and ani-
mating form, in the shape of the useful
life, the high purpose, the undaunted
spirit and the exemplary character, feel-
ings of pleasure mnaturally arise in our
bosoms. He then said,

“We are not so much surprised at the
regularity and harmony that everywhere
exist in the material world when we learn
that unchanging laws govern all its opera-
tions, and which perform their functions
according to divine direction, and, that
even the beasts of the field, the fish of the
sea, and the fowls of the air, are guided
by that wonderful characteristic of their
nature—instinet. But we know this is
not the case with man. No immutable
law lifts him up from his low estate, and
crowns his life with glory and honor, no
nataral principle of his being directs him
to partake alone of those things which are
conducive to his comfort, to seek conge-
nial climes, or dwell alone in those spheres
designed for him by his Maker. If he, by
rising through one degrec of excellence
after another, takes his stand among the
useful and honored of carth, he must ae-
complish it by governing his own life—
giving proper scope to that despotic power,
the will.

Among the different lives viewed and
studied, 1t is the one distinguished for its
high purpose, noble qualities, and which
holds in check inordinate passions, that
receives praise and honor, and which
merits that real glory which springs from
the silent conquest of self, and that on-
ward, upright progress, without which the
conqueror is naught but the first slave.
Famo may waft the name through many
generations and millions may hear of it,
but unless accompanied by a praiseworthy
life, how low down sinks the individual.
To have a name alone that dwells upon the
noisy tongues of men is far from receiving
their praise, for all the “phantoms fleeting
in the mists of time, though meagre all,
and ghostly thin, the most unsubstantial,
unessential shade is earthly fame.” He
who at all time struggles with all his pow-
ers to be just and honest, he whose life is
actuated by true principles, he who lives
for mankind and not for himself, he who
surmounts every difficulty, however formid-
able, laughing at the storms he meets, and
boldly presses his way up the mountain-

e~

steep of life, need not be surprised to know
that the world ackuowledges him a hero,
and that his life is erowned with never-
fading laurels. Marked, indeed, is the
difference between that astonishing, heart-
chilling fame that gathers around the name
of him who lives for self, and that true
glory which follows the man of honest in-
tegrity, who lives for his country, his God,
and his fellowman. The one has but a
name, the other has a name, and along
with it sublime actions, pure words and a
noble life, all of which are borne to the
fartherest hounds of the earth, and call
forth from mankind everywhere a simul-
taneous burst of praise and admiration,
which blend in one harmonious strain of
glory and honor. Whatever be his station
in life, whether toiling in the sweat of his
brow for his daily bread, surrounded by
wealth and happiness, or laboring in the
acquisition of knowledge; the honest man,
discharging all his duties, both public and
private, both open and secret, with the
most serupulous, heaven-attesting integri-
ty, and as a result having driven from his
bosom all little, sordid, debasing consid-
erations of self, and having substituted in
their place a bolder, loftier spirit, is tread-
ing that path which is lighted by glory of
the truest kind.”

s

“Why don’t you get even with him,” was
asked of a Prep., whose schoolmate was
in the habit of hectoring him? and the
wise young man replied:—“[ never cross
the tease for fear he might dot my eyes.”

———————

Freshman in Algebra:—Whil e the pro-
fessor's back is turned, (in a whisper:)
“Say, how do you get the quantity out
from under the radical?”  Consoling
Freshman:—“Rub it out.”— L.

-

Prof. in Chemistry:—“Give me an il-
lustration of an oxide.” Voracious Soph-
omore:—"“The beef we had for breakfast
is about as good a specimen of ox hide as
I would wish to see.”

gt pr e ————

Truth erushed to the earth will rise

again. But if it be crushed to the earth
it lies. And if it lies it cannot be the
trath. Therefore it cannot rise again.

PRy =
“Nothing,” says Col. Torney, “so quick-
ly dries up a woman's tears as a kiss.”
Ladies who are about to weep will please
apply at this office. Consultation free.

i

Prof. in Methematics;—Mr, X, please
proceed.”  Somnolent Junior (remember-
ung last night's studies:) “I make it next.”
He goes it alone before the faculty.

A Freshman propounds the conundrum:
—“If all persons who sneeze are sncezers,
is a person whosees a Ciesar?’ It's an
sneezy thing to answer.

4 et

“Now, Mr. B., you have told us all but
one thing concerning the compass, now
what is it?” “I needle little help on that,
Professor.

- .——

The following sentence of 34 letlers
contains all the letters in the alphabet :—
“John quickly extemporized five tow bags.”

The whole number of colleges in the
United States is about 425, or about one
to a little more than 100,000 inhabitants,

John Randolph used to say that he
would not give much for a man who could
not spell a word more than one way.



to this conscerated spot. Let its number,
the tenth, tell the number of the Class.
Let its proxmity to the cloistered walls be
indicative of our nearness and dearness to
them. et its firm base by symbolical of
tha foundation we have tried to lay. Let
its solidity be representative of our solidi-
ty in life. Let its purity represent our
purity of heart. Let its front in neatly
chiselled letters tell the heedless passer-by
it is the Class of '80. Let further inspec-
tionshow engraven on its Spectemur Agendo
while it bears upon its left “En Panta
Exatei Talathei”—the mottoes of our male
and female divisions. Let these combined
teach the guiding of our way.

Miss Flora Wilson and Mr. W. H. De-
ford then advanced and encircled it with
a handsome wreath of fragrant flowers.

The stone is a handsome marble monu-
ument, with square base supporting a
square obelisk with tapering ends. In
front is engraved the words “Class of
1880.” On the right side are the names
of the female portion of the class, sur-
rounded by the motto *“Spectemur Agen-
do.”  (Let us be known by ouracts.) On
its left the names of the six gentlemen, un-
der the motto in Greek :—Fn Panta F-
ater Talather.” The stone is the largest,
as well as the handsomest that has ever
been erected by any class of the college.
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PERSONAL,

A REQUEST.—As it is desired to men-
tion in this column all those persons visit-
ing Westminster, with a view of attending
Commencement Jxercises, subscribers and
others will confer a great favor upon 7'/e
Regord by informing it of such arrivals,

ARRIVALS.

Miss Mamie Hodges, Miss Annie (iem-
mell, Miss Allie Wilson, Miss Mollie Me-
Daniel, Miss Mamie McKinstry, Mrs. T.
H.Lewis, Mr. T. H. Jarman and lady,
Rev. P. Light Wilson, Jas. W. Thomp-
son, A. M., Rev. 8. V. Leech, D. D.; Mr.
Leech, Mr. J. T. Delord.

.

GERNAND'S
Cheap Notion Store,

LADIES’ AND GENT’S
FURNISHING GOODS,
HOSIERY, GLOVES, UNDERWEAR,
Collars, Neckwear, Suspenders, &ec.

Fancy & Staple Notions A Specialty.

Ribhons, Laces, Searfs, Table Cloths,
Napking, Towels, &e.

Zephyr, Germantown and Saxony Wools.

Prices at bottom rates, and your patronage
solicited.

200 YDS. EAST R. R. DEPOT,
WESTMINSTER.

COMMENCEMENT NOTICE

BE SURE AND VISIT
THE YELLOW CIGAR STORE,
During your stay in Westminster.
Best 5 ct. Cigar in the city., ¥E2. Invest
25 cts. and get a ticket in the great $700.00
drawing.

WM. D. REESE,
Card Prirter,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

A full agsortment of the finest cards con-
stantly on hand.

CENTRAL DRUG BSTORE,

Opposite Catholiec Church,
MAIN STREET, WESTMINSTER, MD.

JOS. B. BOYLE,

Dealer in Pure Drugs, Medicines, Chemicals,
Perfumery, Faney Articles, Hair and Tooth
Brushes, Combs, Teilet Soaps, &e. Also
Trusses and Shoulder Braces.

First Class Goods

AT THE
LOWEST PRICES,
CAN ALWAYS BE FOUND AT
B. G. BLANCHARD’S,

Westminster, Md.,
Consisting of Family Groceries

Queensware, Glassware, Boots, Shoes, Olocks,
Mirrors, House Furnishing and Silver Plated
(Gioods.

Carpets in a Great Variety of Styles.

p& Ingrain, Brussels and 8-Ply Carpets.
A call is requested. Don’t buy until youn
examine my stock.

B. G. Blanchard, We;t End; Westminster, Md.

JAMES M. SHELLMAN,
STATIONER.
A full supply of all the leading Magazines,
Papers, Books and Faney Goods on hand.

“ Advocate” Building, Westminster,

CHARLES V. KN1GHT, PHUTOGHAPHE-R—,

(Gallery opposite Catholic Church,)
WESTMINSTER, MD.

Portraits, Views, and other subjects photo-

raphed in an artistic manner.

Id Pictures of Deceased Persons made in
THE MOST APPROVED STYLE.

CHAS, BILLINGSLEA D. D. S,
DIENTIST,

WESTMINSTER, MD.

WESTMINSTER
Hair Cutting, Shaving & Shampooing Saloon

Montour House, Westminster, Md.
CHAS. C. KRETZER, - PROPRIETOR.

Fine Hair Oil and Cosmeties for sale. A
Clean Towel for every customer.

A. H. HUBER,

Druggist & Chemist

NO. 3 CARROLL HALL,
WESTMINSTER, MD.

Wistem Marsad ol

Students of Both Sexes,

N

SEPARATE DEPARTMENTS
INCORPORATED 1868.

g™ For Catalogue, containing full infor
mation as to Conrse of Study, Terms, ete.
address,

1 18 \\'ARD, D. D. President,
Westminster, Md.

Copies of

G, W. Albaugh’s
ONE PRICE

rrCASEL STORE, W

WESTMINSTER, ]V\D..

There can, at all seasons, be found an exten-
sive stock of

Fresh and Desirable Goods,
CONSISTING OF
Dry Goods,
Clothing,
Carpets,
Oil Cloths,
Mattings,
Notions, and

Small Wares.

We have in operation a first-class
Shirt and Tailoring Department.
Finest and Best Work and Perfect Fit
GUARANTEED.
STUDENTS of_;oth sexes, attending
W. M. College, will find in our establishment

a full assortment of

FURNISHING GOODS,
AT THE LOWEST CITY PRICES.

GEORGE W. ALBAUGH,
NEAR R. R. DEPOT,
WESTMI]&'S'{E{R, q MD.

Grimes & Weaver,

AT
THE PRINCIPAL DEPOT,

WESTMINSTER, MD.,

Pay the highest cash prices for Wheat,
Corn, Rye, Oats, and all kinds of Country

Produce.
Constantly on hand & full line of

CHOICE GROCERIES,

the best brands of FLOUR, and Feed of all
kinds.

Guanos and Phosphates,
of all the principal dealers, for sale at manu-
facturers’ prices.

Blasting Powder constantly on hand.

Purchasers may rely upon getting the best
goods in our line that the market affords, at
the lowest cash rates.

GRIMES & WEAVER,

Successors to K. 8. Stouffer,

BOOK CONCERIN

OF THE

Methodist Protestant Church,
BALTIMORE, MD,

Church Department.
HYMNALS,
DISCIPLINES,
MANUALS,
CATECHISMS,

ANNQUNCEMENT,
A NEW EDITION of the HYMNAL, in
Large Type, bound in Black Cloth, 5x7
inches, has just been issued at the low price of

ONE DOLLAR PER COPY.
No charge for postage. Send forSample Copy,

“‘Studies in the New Testament,”
BY REV. A. WEBSTER, D. D,
1 Vol. 12mo., 520pp. Cloth $1.50.

25 per cent. digcount to Ministers on Dr.
Webster's Book. Postage 10 cents.

THE CONTRAST,
1 Vol., 80pp., Paper,
COMPARING AND CONTRASTING
the Ieclesiastical Polity of the

METHODIST PROTESTANT

AND TIHE
METHODIST EPISCOPAL

CEHURCEES,

BY L. W. BATES, D. D.,

President of the (General Conference Meth,
Prot. Church in the United States.

PRICE:
Single CopY.«seesensseosssnseosiogorsrs 1+1+:10 Cents,
7 CODIER. cxsssnsvavessasdoriyurony e 0 %
T . $1.00
25 4 1.50
T TR 2,756
00,1 58 rpunsidushonginthobrmnyisprasasas 5.00

No Charge for Postage.

OUR NEW CHURCH REGISTER,

Issued by authority of the last General
Conference, to supercede all other
Registers.

Made in one style only. Winy Liasr ror
Frery Years., Handsomely bound in flexible
American Red Russia Leather,Printed Heads,
Forms, &e., &e.

PRICE $2 PER COPY. (No Postage.)

——

The Methodist Protestant Manual,

A Concise Treatise upon the Princi[)les
of the Government of the M. P.
Church, with a Synopsis of M.

P. Church History.

BY REV. JOHN PARIS, D. D.
Paper 107pp., 20 cents. Retail 25 cents.

Cloth 25 cents. . 40 cents.
. No Postage.

Wm.J. C. Dulany & Co.
BOOKSELLERS and STATIONERS,

Nos. 332 & 334 W. Baltimore St.
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