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White Man's Might, vs. Red Man's Right. 

PRIZE ESSAY NO. V. 

The popular idea of the Indian Territory is that it is a coun
try inhabited by several tribes of warlike and barbarous savages, 
a people that have no better moral or intellectual natures than 
those of the brute, and it is quite a popular fancy that the gov
ernment of the United States should do something to either civ
ilize them to an equality with the highest phase of Caucasian 
culture, or should wipe them from the face of the earth. 

It is an old story how the Indians have been pushed back 
little by little by the incoming tide of whites until they have at 
last been cornered off in the different reservations and the so
called Indian Territory, and have now almost become a myth. 
'When the United States government made a treaty with the dif
ferent tribes east of th.e Mississippi River, agreeing to give them 

·the comparatively insignificant allotment called the Indian Ter
ritory for all the vast country that they then possessed, and 
which is still their rightful property, they agreed that this Ter
ritory should belong to the Indians and their posterity forever. 
It also agreed that they should have the unrestricted right to 
govern themselves and that they should have protection in all 
their rights and privileges by the government. 

Ever since ~bat treaty was made this country of the red man 
has been filling up with a horde of the most unprincipled and vile, 
but shrewd whites. The Indians at first, having this guaranty 
of protection, attempted to keep these out, and succeeded to a 
certain extent un til the wh ites became so strong that they were 
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sessions, and that will leave them almost· anything that the gov
ernment is willing to give them. 

There is a fallacy propagated by this Court, together with 
the White element, that by buying up the Indians' land, set
tling "poor" white people on it and paying the Indians interest · 
on their money, we are doing them a great good. The only 
good that this is to them is the taking away of all their ambition 
and self responsibility, which makes them morally and intellec
tually nearer the brute creation than they are already said to be. 
The Whites soon trick them out of the money so that that itself 
does them no good. One has only to go to Oklahoma, where all 
of this has been done, to see this so-called elevation to which 
the Indian has been raised. One would be safe in saying that 
in less than ten years there would be no such thing as the Indian 
and the Indian Territory, if this goes on as it has done for the 
last twenty-five. 

One should not look at this question from the standpoint of 
its benefit to the United States, or to the Whites in general, but 
rather from the standpoint of strict justice; neither should we 
be carried along with every wave of sentiment. Popular senti
ment is that the Indian should be civilized as highly as the · 
whites, or be.exterminated. The sentiment of the United Staas 
may very vividly be summed up in the popular western motto: 
''D-- the red-skinned coyote, anyhow ; run him out and let 
some respectabl~ white citizen take his place." Where is it 
proposed to run him? Into the everglades of Florida or the 
fastnesses of the Rocky Mountains which no white man can in
habit and where the Indians themselves can scarcely live ! 
Why do not the Whites settle npon some of the numberless acres 
of uninhabited laud all over the country, and especially in the 
West, that which is vastly better for agricultural .pursuits? It 
is because this class of people are not able to compete with those 
of their own race, and come here for the purpose of undermin
ing, polluting and fleecing a people who are their inferiors as to 
mental capacity. Why does not the government take this into 
her own hand and compel her people to recognize her treaties? 
Why does not our government do this-this big-hearted, mag
nanimous and fair republic-this protector of freedom and re
publicanism of the Western continent? She stands.as arbitrator 
in the Venezuelan affair, and the protector of a weak state from 
absorption by a monarchical government, yet at the same time 
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she lays aside her treaty obligations as it suits her convenience, 
to usurp the authority over, and appropriate to the use of her 
so-called sovereign citizens, the country of the rightful owners 
and original inhabitants of a corner lot, where they have been 
placed and given the right of eternal possession and the unre
stricted right to govern themselves? And why not allow them 
to govern themselves by precedents and laws vastly superior to 
our own? For the Indian is a model for not shirking the laws 
of his councils, and is never seen cringing from the penalties 
imposed upon him for the violation of these. Have we a State 
in the Union where jails and calabooses are unnecessary, and 
where, when a man is ordered to be shot for some criminal act 
against the common good, he can be relied upon to come back 
at the appointed time, have the red paper heart pinned directly 
over his own and therein receive the fatal bullet? Have we any 
white people in this country whose moral courag-e will compare 
with such as this? Yet these are the people whom we wish to 
civilize and christianize, and we do it by over-running our 
treaties with them, if not openly, then by scheming, and settling 
among them a horde of ignorant, debauched Negroes and Cau
casians. 

- SITTING BULL. 

Cola di Rienzi, Tribune and Senator. 

When Robert Emmett, in his famous defence, asked for the 
charity of the world's silence, there was a real meaning in his 
words. ''Let my motives and me rest in obscurity and peace 
until other times and other men can do justice to my character'' 
is more than a high-sounding bit of declamation, since it ex
presses a wish for that justice which should be meted out to all 
great men and which, in fact, so few obtain. Among this 
favored few the name of Rome's last Tribune is not to be found. 

His biography having been written at the outset by one 
who did not understand him, the ball once set rolling found no 
one to retard it among all those who attempted to recount the 
life of Rienzi as a matter of pure history. It was left for a 
novelist to undertake the task of placing the great Roman's 
name in a more honored place. Bnlwer, in " Rienzi; The Last 

r · 
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Of The Roman Tribunes, '' has taken upon himself to right the 
reputation of the man who, as he believes, has been. though un
wittingly and unwillingly, wronged by Hallam and Gibbon. 
The arguments urged in the defence are both ingenious and 
ably put, especially the one summarized .in the words: "That 
he was not a tyrant is clear in this: The people never ?'egret a 
tyrant!" 

But besides these points which are brought in evidence by 
Lord Lytton and which serve to show both his power as a 
debater and the thoroughness of his historical research, there 
are certain facts concerning Rienzi's career which are obviously 
out of agreement with the commonly-accepted portraiture of his 
character. A man of ability, to be sure, even his detractors 
call him, but one of your unbalanced minds who, in their self
imagined greatness, always stand on loftier heights than their 
real greatness would place them. Rienzi, they tell us, would, 
in a middle stage of life, have been a man whose service to his 
country might have been of great and real worth; but lifted as 
he was to unaccustomed power, he became, as was natural with 
such a man under such circumstances, a haughty and oppressive 
tyrant. As such the people hated him. Essentially a plebeian, 
he became ridiculous by affectation of a showy and tasteless 
magnificence. For this the nobility despised him. 

As a fact in strange contradiction to this second charge, we 
may observe the reception extended to Rienzi after he had been 
expelled from Rome. Even Gibbon, who is so ready to declare 
that the Tribune brought unmeasured a~d deserved contempt 
upon himself by the extravagance of his pride, yet declares that 
Rienzi the fugitive, no longer of importance as the representa
tive of a peoples' strength, "astonished an assembly of ambassa
dors and princes by the eloquence of a patriot and the visions of a 
prophet.' ' 1'he man who has once made himself thoroughly de
spised because of his actions has small chance of rousing a spirit 
of hero-worship toward himself by the use of fine words. 
Rienzi's expulsion from the city when opposed to the fact of the 
universal joy in his return, has no more force than has his vio
lent death in the face of the vain wishes of after times for a re
turn to the Tribune's "good Estate." To quote again the 
words of his able defender-' 'The people never regret a tyrant.'' 

The charge of pusillanimity urged against Rienzi by Gib
bon and others seems to be founded on no more stable ground 
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than his leaving Rome when he did. Here again Bulwer's de
fence has done good work. But we may go yet farther and 
maintain safely that the history of his whole career declares him 
to have been anything but cowardly and mean-spirited. A 
brief glance at the state of affairs in fourteenth century Rome is 
enough to show this. That ''horde of petty tyrants,'' the 
Italian barons, were as unruly and violent a company as could 
be found anywhere in the palmiest days of Medireval Feudalism. 
Yet these Colonna, Savelli and Orsini, with all the pride of 
their ancient aristocracy, when brought face to face with the 
Tribune of the People, are not only subdued in body but actu
ally quelled in spirit, and kneel before this exalted plebeian like 
men who have found their ma,ster and know him. "A simple 
citizen''· whose words Gibbon uses , says of these Barons of Rome: 
"Bareheaded, their hands crossed on their breasts, they stood 
with downcast eyes in the presence of the Tribune; and they 
trembled, good God, how they trembled." A charge of pusil
lanimity against a man of such personal pov~r falls little short 
of the absurd. 

But, even supposing that there had been some reason for 
this charge in the conduct of the Tribune, the death of the Sen
ator should go far to counterbalance it. Gibbon declares that 
"in the death, as in the life of Rienzi, the hero and the coward 
were strangely mingled.'' And yet, curiously enough, when 
we examine the plain facts in the case, the cowardly element is 
very hard to find. When the fatal riot began and that savage 
Roman mob came crowding toward the capitol with their un
reasoning roar of " Death to the traitor who has taxed the peo
ple," "the intrepid Senator," to use Gibbon's own words, "pre
sented himself in a balcony, waving the banner of Liberty , and 
addressed his eloquence to the various passions of the Romans.'' 
This, mark it, is the course he pursued when he might have 
escaped. It is surely no discredit to him that he finally 
attempted to save himself when he found that the people of 
Rome were obstinately determined to pursue the desperate 
course which they had entered upon, when he saw that they 
were ready to serve any masters, if they might but have the 
blood of this wretch who had made the gabelle. And when at 
last he was seized and dragged to the platform in front of the 
palace, the greatness and majesty of the man shows itself in 
spite of the historian 's attempt to mar the picture. The con-

T ' 
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duct of a mob when brought face to face with the mau whose 
life it is seeking is a good indication of the demeanor and char
acter of that man. There must have been something else than 

·pusillanimity in the aspect of the man before whom, though a 
captive "half-naked and half-dead" those reckless rioters were 
awed into silence. "Their feelings of reverence might have 
prevailed," once more Gibbon is forced to the inconsistent con
fession, "had not a bold assassin plunged a dagger into his 
breast.'' So much for the death of the Senator. He who runs 
may read, and say for himself whether the coward predomi
nates, or the hero. 

Bulwer is right in attributing the failure of the Good Estate 
to the vices of the Romau populace. But both he and the his
torians fail to take sufficient notice of one si"de of Rienzi's char
acter. He was, above all else, a dreamer, and as such could not 
and would not adapt himself to the sort of men with whom he 
had to deal. Reared as he had been, a scholar revelling in 
Rome's classic liter~ure, his patriotism was fostered by reading 
the histories of the days when "Rome sat on her seven hills and 
from her throne of beauty ruled the world," when "to be a 
Roman was greater than to be a king.'' Add to this his relig
ious enthusiasm and we can well understand how he came to 
hope for the founding of a Buono Stato whose citizens should 
have all of the virtues of the olden Rome and none of the vices, 
and whose religion should be the pure Christian faith. Living 
at the same time in Rome of the all but forgotten past and in 
the Utopia of the distant future, he was both behind his era and 
in advance of it. So it was only natural that he should be mis
understood and maligned. The people of Rome, brutalized and 
degenerate through long years of degrading feudal servitude 
could not long be in sympathy with Rienzi, dreamer and enthu
siast. 

- V. MOLDENHA WER. 

The Crime of the Nations. 

I profess no accurate study of either the facts or the princi
ples of international politics, but to even the most careless stu
dent some well-defined tendencies must be evident. It is to one 
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of these, with its consequences, that your attention is called in 
this article. 

It is a fact that in the Nations' treatment of the Armenian, 
the Greek, and notably the Cuban questions, the voice of greed 
has been heard, rather than the voice of humanity. The ma
terial has been pitted against the spiritual, policy· against prin
ciple, selfishness against the best and noblest in man. The 
point attacked is not the right or wrong of any action or inaction 
on the part of the Nations, nor is it the wisdom of the policy 
pursued in the peculiar circumstances of each case, but an earn
est protest is made against the motive which inspired the policy 
-whatever it may have been. This, candid students must ad
mit, is selfishness. Selfishness not for the benefit of the Nation 
as a whole, but fur the benefit of the wealthy-the Nations' 
smallest class. 

We have shown a criminal neglect of the lessons of history. 
No Nation can afford to forget the past. We learn prudence 
from its failures and from its successes we gather inspiration and 
hope for the future. Certainly. there is an e\·olutiou in human 
history. The seed sown in the past, to-day bursts forth in flow
ers of resplendent beauty or in the unsigh tly and noxious weed. 
As with men, so with Nations. A worldly philosophy utters its 
dogmas, "Nothing succeeds like success," "Every man for him
self and the Devil take the hindmost,'' but History-the record 
of fact-from the dreary wastes of many a forgotten empire, or 
beside the desolate ruins of once powerful cities, tells us in un
mistakable tones, ''The self-centered Nation is a self-doomed N a
tion." A "splendid isolation," however splendid, is but i ~ola

tion, after all ; and isolation is social crime. Few have been 
utterly destroyed by responding to the call for aid, many have 
perished the moment their policy vvas determined by the selfish 
interest of a class. Viewed then in the light of recorded facts, 
can a Nation afford to be the slave of such a policy? 

Probable success or failure, however, is not the best guide 
to action. Sentiment (to use a much abused word) plays an 
important part in a Nation's development and destiny. No 
people can plead such ill-usage by inexorable fate, but must re
member some season of nat~onal distres; wh :::n it was only too 
willing to grasp the proffered hand of a sister Nation and ri se to 
resume again the struggle for existence. Can we forget-do we 
forget? · Then, ingratitude is our crime-as execrable in a-

• 
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tions as it is unpardonable in men. Natural law alone would 
bring retribution on such a course, neither will it escape swift 
justice at the hand of the God of Nations. The proverbial fool 
learns only by experience-shall we be like him? Dare we be 
guilty of such base ingratitude-forgetting that we have a his
tory in which at times the divine light of human love has shone 
brightly above tempestuous scenes of human hate and human 
woe? 

A still more serious charge can be brought against the Na
tions of to-day. Crime is technically a vio~ation of formulated 
law. But all law is not formulated law. The crime of deepest 
dye is that against the unwritten law of humanity. What 
means it that to the entreaties of outraged virtue, the broken 
sobs of a mother's heart, the cries of the babe at the breast, we 
turned so deaf an ear? \Vhy, not until business interests began 
to suffer, did we find that we had the powers of thought and ac
tion? If this action be taken as a crucial test, it can only mean 
that humanity is rapidly degenerating into animalism. A ma
terialistic philosophy was a powerful factor in preparing for the 
French Revolution. Men then as now measured emotion by 
money, the soul's bitter anguish by dollars and cents. Is it 
right, is it just? "Certainly," says the worldling, dead to all 
honor and manhood. "No; a thousand times no," answer they 
wh·o in a pure and beautiful home-life have been taught that it 
is noble to relieve distress, that moral courage is the test of the 
truly heroic. But the critic will answer, "This is the policy of 
our rulers, not the will of the ·people." Then let us away with 
the rulers ! Men are elected to public office to act for the best 
interests of the people, within the bounds set by the constitu
tion. Of their interpretation of the constitution and their con
ception of the best interests of the Nation, however, the people 
must ever be the sole judges. Government exists for the peo
ple, not the people for the government. 

Herein lies our chief danger, viz : the influence which such 
a course must have on the character of the Nation. True, it is 
that habit makes the man, man society, and society the Nation. 
It is equally true that the character of the Nation as exemplified 
in its rulers has a powerful reflex influence on the character of 
the individual. Corruption, if allowed to continue in power, 
will inevitably. corrupt those under authority. From this fact 
springs the justification of revolution. 'Vhen legal measures 
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have been exhausted and gross injustice still remains, revolu
tion becomes right and submission a crime. When selfishness 
controls a Nation in international affairs, it is a sure sign that 
already it has struck deep its roots in domestic government. If 
the selfishness of a class causes us to neglect the cries of human
ity abroad, soon unto it we ourselves must appeal in vain. Then 
when national character is lost, all is lost. Then oppressed 
humanity will rise in its wrath. Law will give place to anarchy, 
restraint to license. Other streets than those beside the Seine 
will flow with a Natidn's blood. This is the end. The student 
of other times will pause by the ruins of a Nation's glory, and 
write as a fitting epitaph, '·She forgot the claims of humanity ; 
now there are none to weep her fall. 

]As. N. Ivv. 

To-----

\Vhen I look in my sweetheart's eyes
If my heart be glad, 
And there's naught makes me .sad, 

There visions of rapturous joy arise 
Of joys known in far away Paradise, 

When I look in my sweetheart's eyes. 

When I look in my sweetheart's eyes
If my heart be worn, 
And with grief, forlorn, 

I see there a sweetness that never dies, 
A sympathy nothing can overprize, 

When I look in my sweetheart's eyes. 

When I look in my sweetheart's eyes
Whatever my mood, 
So ' tis pure and good, 

There an answer I see, of ingenuous grace, 
An answer befitting her beauteous face 
Where purity only, has e'er left its trace, 

When I look in my sweetheart's eyes. 
-V. M. 
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College Hopes and Memories. 

How often have we heard life spoken of as a round of dull 
realities, and men and women as joyless, matter-of-fact creatures, 
fit actors in a play so prosy. Yet the average life is not one of 
fact, but of Janc1.J; and the scene of life's little drama is not laid 
among the dull surroundings of the Present, but rather in the 
idal times and places of the Future a~d the Past. Happily for 
us, our minds, restricted in their conceptions to the limits of the 
finite, are unable to grasp the great mystery of time, and can ap
prehend the Present only as the intangible boundary between 
the realms of the Future and the Past, ~nd must ever roam 
through these shadowy regions, _guided by the mysterious facul
ties of Hope and Memory. 

Hope is at on~e the foundation for every ambition, the in
centive to every effort, the architect of every ideal. Memory 
puts at our disposal the treasures gathered from the experiences 
of the past, aud together they make up the whole fabric of life, 
weaving in all the brighter threads and discarding, as far as may 
be, all those of darker hue. 

We plan and dream of ·the future, but the consummation of 
our hopes we use only as the foundation for greater dream
structures, whose graceful proportions we hope some day to see 
materialized in the reality of !?tone and mortar. 

So too, the pleasures of life, no less than its labors, are 
almost wholly comprehended in its dreams and memories. Sel
dom do we find in the realities of the present, the golden-hued 
p icture which anticipation has painted for us, but as the days go 
by the colors glow warm and rich again upon the canvas, as the 
hand of Memory retouches them. 

The youthful mind, full of love for the ideal and the beauti
ful, delights specially to revel in these regions of dreams, now, 
wilh buoyant step, traversing some fairyland of fancy; now, in 
retrospective·mood, looking back through the intervening mists, 
to some scene to which time has lent the hazy enchantment of 
distance. I think no period of life is fuller of hopes and memo
ries than ouftcollege days, when the mind still possesses the 
freshness and vigor of youth, and has at the same time attained 
the greater depth and breadth of young manhood. Thus the 
coliege boy brings to his dreams at once ·the enthusiastic hopes 
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which ever accompany young blood, and the quiet but deeper 
feeling that comes with graver age. 

The environments of college life, too, are specially adapted 
to the development of a meditative spirit. All its training looks 
toward the future, and is in preparation for the untried life that 
lies beyond the gray of dear-grown colleg-e walls ; and the youth 
as he toils wearily along in the course of work laid out for him, 
often asks the question, and sometimes, no doubt, with a note of 
despair iu his voice, "Of what use will all this training ever be 
to me?" and Hope and Fancy speak cheerful words in answer, 
and listening to their glowing words all his despair is banished, 
and smiling softly, he sits long over the dying embers of his 
December grate, and the angry roar of the winter wind becomes 
sweet music to his dreamy senses. 

Here too, through the benignant agency of books, he is 
permitted to walk in a mysterious spirit-land peopled with the 
wise and great of every age, where he may listen to the sublime 
thoughts of the world's philosophers and look upon the deeds of 
its heroes. It is not wonuerful that he often steals avvay from 
the present, and lives much apart in this pleasant communing 
of the ruling spirits of dead centuries, assimilating their thoughts, 
admiring their deeds, and building his ideals into a likeness to 
both. Indeed, here in the dim past is collected by far the 
greater part of the material for his dreams. and thus indirectly 
for his deeds, for deeds are but the crystallization of dreams. 

The average youth, however, when he enters college brings 
with him perhaps too sanguine expectations. \Vhen home ties 
are about to be broken and parents and home and the quiet joys 
of the old home life must soon be left, he comforts himself, and 
with great success, by a careful perusal of that section of the 
college catalogue. entitled, "Medals and Prizes." Either forget
ting that other men as brilliant as himself are doing the same 
thing, or else blissfully unconscious of the fact that he has any 
intellectual rivals, he confidently marks all those which he ex
pects to win, omitting none from "Society Improvement Medal" 
to the '·Spenser Prize in Greek.'' Indeed, he means to take 
them all, and sees no reason why he shouldu 't do it, and accord
ingly pictures himself crowned with a halo of go,geous glory 
and a senior cap, and encased in an armor of glittering meuals, 
like a knight of "ye olden time." A year later he is less en
thusiastic on the subject . and a second year of college life suf-

_, 
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fices to work a complete revolution in his opmwns. You ask 
him, "Why don't you hustle around and take SOllie medals?" 
and with an air of deep conviction he informs you that he 
doesn't believe in medals, anyway, and gratuitously proceeds to 
grind out an exhaustive treatise on the evils of offering college 
prizes. 

But this, happily, is not a representative picture. More 
often yet the failures to which all are subject serve not to dampen 
or extinguish the generous ardor of youth, but only to impart 
the knowledge tha t success does not yield itself a willing cap
tive , but is overtakt>n only by the fleet of foot and the deter
mined of heart. This knowledge gained, nerves its posses~or 
with new vigor and determination aud does much to fulfill, in 
part at least , the dreams which he has cherished. 

Perhaps our youth aspires to oratorical honors and longs to 
startle faculty and fellow student by his eloquence on some occa
sion of oratorical competition, and then, college life over, to go 
out into the forum of public life, a veritable Demosthenes of 
modern times. 

As he hopes, yet doubting, that these visions are indeed the 
shadows cast by coming events, Memory paints for him a pic
ture of other days , when as a child he stood up in the little red 
school house on exhibition day and spoke "Rienzi" before the _,. 
assembled visitors , who, passing out, patted his ruddy cheek 
and called him their little orator. The dreams begun there are 
the same which he cherishes today, and whether destined to be 
ful fi lled or to go down in honorable defeat , have in either case 
been sweet and ennobling. 

But the typical college life is one of many-sided develop
me nt, and our college boy wisely does not immure himself in a 
darkened room with only his tex t books as companions. He 
goes out into the world of social life and seeks the cultivation of 
those finer qualities of his social nature. 

H ere there comes to him that brightest dream of all, that 
dream which of all things earthly is most sacred and most 
beaut iful, t hat dream of which Tom Moore sang ' ' There's noth
ing half so sweet in life, '' the dream of a smiling face framed by 
a background of rippling hair, a dream of laughing blue eyes in 
which there is naught of guile or deceit, the dream of a musical 
voice w hose tones are more than music ; yea, the wildest dream 
of all , that perh aps some day he may see in those eyes some-
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thing which no other has seen there, and hear that voice whis
per something for his ear alone; such is the sweetest dream of 
all his college days. 

The hopes of the college boy pervade and beautify every 
nook and corner of his existence, and touch chords that vibrate 
in the innermost recesses of his nature. How they cluster about 
him, myriad in number and kind! How their fairy forms flit
ting round him, confuse his senses in one dream of gaudy wings 
and angel faces, making the dull present joyous for him with 
their bright suggestions of the future! A dreary place indeed 
would the old world be, had not the pleading voice of Hope 
secured its liberation from the Pandora's box of human ills. 

But ever along with Hope in its work of beautifying life 
and inciti~g men to high ideals, goes its inseparable companion, 
Memory. Memory paints in glowing colors, and with skillful 
hand. Upon the walls of the spirit's dwelling-place she hangs 
pictures of the past, the brighter details worked out with exquis
ite care, the less pleasing ones passed over with an artistic touch 
that makes them beautiful as well. 

Sometimes, alas, she can do naught but picture shadowy 
scenes, over which she throws the dim gray light of morniug, 
or the dusk of gathering twiligJ:!t, trusting to the semi-darkness 
to hide from sight the barrenness of the view; but surely she 
may paint the scenes of college life in the splendid light of the 
noon-day, save only where the soft moonlight tells the story of 
a dead romance. 

In the years that shall come, when other scenes have grown 
dim and shadowy in the flight of time, methinks we shall often. 
walk down the long gallery of the past and stand before the pic
tures of our college days, ever fresh and unfading. Even now, 
ere we have left the shelter of the college walls, many are its 
memories that have become dear to us. The friends we parted 
from a year ago, and as we bade them adieu wished them a 
happy season of rest and refreshment ere we should meet again 
at the beginning of a new term, but who have not returned to 
their accustomed places; some of them have been perfected in 
knowledge and are enjoying the unending vacation which the 
Great Teacher gives to all his faithful students. Others have 
gone out into the paths of life, where perhaps some day we shall 
meet them again, and talk with them of the days ot yore. 

That venerable instructor under who e kindly teaching we 

I 
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sat, and from the silent teaching of whose life we learned the 
most beautiful lessons of Christian character; he, too, has left 
us, and the gentle voice that we ever loved, whether raised in 
commendation or reproof, is silent now, and has become a 
memory. 

Sad memories they are, but sweet, and we would not ban
ish them if we could. They teach us continually the lessons of 
fidelity and duty taught by these lives, whose paths for a time 
ran parallel to ours and then were lost to view. Such memories 
are golden links in the chain that binds us to nobler things. 

Other memories there are without number, memories dear 
of us, of high ambitions and tireless strivings after their attain
ment; of the supreme moment of defeat or victory, whose petty 
sorrows or joys alike were soon forgotten in the greater pleasure 
of duty well done; of moral conflicts and victories; sometimes, 
not often let us hope, of moral defeats, oft-times certainly of 
mistakes; memories sweet in the main, but now and then with 
the mingled bitter, all are dear alike to us and precious. 

But in the years to come the dearest pictures that memory 
shall paint for us will be the faces of our college friends, smiling 
at us in the old-time way, and we shall smile back at them, 
wondering the while how the world is faring with them, occa
sionally crossing the path of some one of them, and hearing 
often surely of the noble lives that many are living. 

In a few days the· year's work shall be over, and we shall 
go away to our respective homes. Some are leaving us to go 
out into the great world of work, and will not return again to 
our circle; most of us go but for a season, but we dare not hope 
that we shall all assemble here again when the leaves are blush
ing red with the first kiss of Autumn. Did we know that the 
new year would bring back all the friends that leave us now, 
there would be no sadness in our good-byes, but even as it is 
half the sorrow of parting is taken away by the knowledge that 
we shall be kindly remembered. 

Together we have labored in class-room and society hall, 
together we have shared our joys and cares, and talking of our 
ambitions have watched the growth of hopes into memories, 
and these again as they grew into new hopes, and we have been 
united by bonds of sympathy that separation bas not power to 
sever. 

And when our college days are ended, and we go ont into 
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other fields of labor, we shall find .that we have only passed into 
other· branches of the great training-school of God, where we 
shall go on working and hoping, and ever looking forward to 
the glad commencement season, when reward shall be ours, 
even as we do to-day. 

Then, our school days over, we shall enter into the life that 
lies beyond; where the Future and the Past are only parts of 
God's unending now, and hopes for the one, and memories of 
the other, shall alike be swallowed up in the joys of a boundless 
Present. -R. B. ELEAZER. 

May r8, r897. 

"Rooster, Don't You Crow To-Night." 

Slowly Texas' sun was setting, 
O'er the hilltops far away , 

Filling all the land with dimness 
At the end of one bright day. 

And its last rays kissed the feathers 
Of a hen and rooster fair-

He, with bowed head sad and dreamy, 
She, with down, instead of hair; 

He, with feet and pinions weary, 
She, with eyes, quite large and bright, 

Trying to keep back the whisper, 
"Rooster, don't you crow to-night." 

"Rooster," slowly spoke that chicken, 
Pointing to a great block old, 

With its surface smooth, but dingy , 
And beside, a hatchet, cold ; 

"I'm afraid of such a weapon , 
· I'm afraid sometime we'll die, 
And because Thanksgiving's coming 

I'm afraid our time is nigh; 
But you know they wait till sunset," 

And she turned quite cold with fright, 
As she breathed the husky whisper, 

'~Rooster, don't you crow to-night." 
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"Chicken," boldly spoke the rooster, 
Every word struck her young heart 

Like so many little bullets 
That have had a right good start : 

"Long, long years I've here resided, 
In this cozy sleeping bower, 

Every night long after sunset 
I have told the midnight hour. 

I have done my crowing ever, 
Done it with all strength and might, 

Now, I'm old, I still must do it, 
I must crow again to-night.'' 

Wild her eyes in those black feathers, 
Stern aud black her chicken-brow, 

And because so chicken-hearted 
She now made a solemn vow. 

She had listened while the farmer 
Said, with auger in his eye : 

"If that cock to-night disturb me , 
I shall surely let him die.'' 

And her grief grew deep and deeper, 
Till her head felt large and light 

And she .clung to one short sentence
" Rooster must not crow to-night." 

She, with thoughts so sad and awful, 
Searched her senses o'er and o'er, 

Hunting plans to save her lover 
Who would pass through Hades' door. 

Soon she jumped as if she had it, 
But she did not really know ; 

So she sat there, dazed and wearied, 
As her heart throbbed to and fro. 

Yet again she thought them over, 
Tried to think with all her might ; 

l'hen again, she said, with meaning, 
"Rooster, you shan't crow to-night." 

Now she's reached the height of planning, 
Of her joy she cannot tell ; 
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She has passed those thoughts of Hades, 
No more does she on them dwell. 

Lo! the convent clock is striking, 
'Tis the hour of midnight now, 

And tb:e sound has chilled her bosom, 
· Stopped her breath and paled her brow. 

Shall she let him crow? no, never ! 
Flash her eyes with sudden light , 

And she grasps his throat quite firmly
" Rooster will uot crow to;night. '' 

Down they fell, the rooster striving 
To get loose and from her go, 

For his brains were much confused 
And his name he did not kno~. 

So he kicked, and flapped and fluttered, 
Till his senses dizzy grew, 

But his efforts still were fruitless 
For he 'complished nothing new. 

Still the chicken held most firmly 
To that neck as black as night 

As she gasped in faintest accents, 
"Rooster, you'll not crow to-night. " 

It was o'er, his wings stopped flapping, 
And he lay there on the floor 

With his legs stretched stiff and lifeless, 
He will crow, ah, nevermore! 

And the chicken there beside him, 
Seeing what a deed she'd done 

Wished that she had never, never 
Lived beneath the glorious sun. 

"Still," she thought, "he's better off now , 
And I thought that it was right , '' 

So her heart was still repeating
"Rooster, you'll not crow to-night." 

From the barnyard comes the farmer , 
Renny sees him, and her brow 

Full of grief and full of sadness, 
Is au ashy color now. 
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On the floor he sees the rooster, 
Sees the hen so pale and worn, 

And his heart so sympathetic 
Thinks of what he'd lately sworn. 

As the hen looked at the farmer 
Her heart shrank with fear and fright, 

And she felt so weak and guilty 
That she pined and died 'fore night. 

-A. L. B. 

A Song of Summer. 

(WITH APOLOGIES TO MR. HOOD.) 

Scratch ! scratch ! scratch ! 
At mosquito bites and such, 

Till I would that my tongue could utter 
Some expressions in choicest Dutch, 

If Dutch could express my feelings, 
But that is impossible, quite, 

So I only keep on scratching 
At each and every bite. 

And why these bugs were invented 
Is a wonderful thing to me, 

It always seemed a sin and shame 
So far as I could see. 

But I can only scratch and swear, 
And think with fiendish glee 

That when a mosquito comes roaming around, 
He's sure to get mashed on me. 

-S. K.L. 

Squibs. 

You're the only pebble on the beach, 
A bright and shining star, 

21 
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And no one else can get ahead 
Of you, whoe'er they are. 

At least she says so, oftentimes 
When no one else is near ; 

She loves but me, she swears it's so 
When no one else can hear. 

But let another boy come round, 
And me, she does not mention, 

But listens to whate'er he says 
With very close attention. 

I fume and fret and rave and rage 
And weep at my undoing, 

But that don't cut any ice, at all, 
'When another comes a-wooing. 

-S. K . L. 
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Editorials. 

V. MOLDENI-IAWER, Maryland. S. L. McCARTY, Missouri. 

Shakespeare thought that a young man married was a 
young man marred, but it seems to be the opinion of the present
day theological student that a young man married is a young 
man made, if we may judge their opinions by their actions. A 
well-known preacher, being asked on one occasion to preach to 
his class in Theology on the subject of matrimony, replied : 
"It's no use, they are all engaged." Some one, in speaking to 
us of the matrimonial tendency manifested by our young 
preachers, declared it to be a mania. Now, it is not because of 
any desire to disclose the secrets of the Theologues, that we re
late these dry facts, but only to introduce the question: What 
is there in the study of Theology to produce this so-called craze? 
Theologues generally refuse to discuss the subject and we, who 
are unacquainted with the science, inquire in vain from them 
for the interpretation of the interesting phenomenon. But 
whatever may be the answer to the question, the fact itself is by 
no means discreditable to the Theologues and whether our curi
osity is ever satisfied or not, we heartily wish them well in their 
matrimonial schemes. 

We would that some muse would inspire us that we might 
sing of the joys of the editor's life, but the muses have forsaken 
us, and you, dear reader, must be content with plain matter-of
fact prose. "Blessings brighten,'' we are told, "as they take 
their flight,'' and hardships, too, when they have pass far from 
us, assume finer forms and lighter hues. But there are some 
editorial experiences which must recede far into fhe dim and 
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hazy past before they cease to bring a paleness to our editorial 
cheek and a shudder to our editorial frame. Only he who has 
felt it, can know the joy of the editorial chase. With bright 
hopes and a light heart, he begins his hunt for the material for 
next month's JouRNAL, but, when he returns, alas, how is his 
countenance fallen ! All our life we have heard of the proverbial 
turnip, so noted for its bloodlessness. Squeeze it ever so hard 
and diligently, and when the blood does come, it will be from 
your own hand ; and so it is with the editor ; he may exhaust 
all his energy on his fellow student, but when gets the art~cle 
desired, he writes it himself. But we did not intend to pitch 
our little article to the key of complaint. There are real joys 
connected with such work, and as we take the thorns with the 
roses, so we must take the trials with the pleasures. Our expe
rience, as editors , will furnish us many pleasant recollections in 
the future. 

This is the last issue of the JouRNAL in which the present 
editors will have a part and a large measure of sentiment would, 
on that account, be appropriate, Com111encement seasons are 
highly conducive to sentiment, anyway. 1'he reason may rule 
through the session, but at the end of the term, there surrounds 
us so much of mirth and airy gaiety and there come to us so 
many bright memories of the past and piercing thoughts of the 
vast and shadowy future-thoughts of life and of destiny, that it 
is no wonder the feelings are monarch then. The happy, 
light-hearted condition of our associates and the brightness of 
nature around us, renders either sadness or soberness out of 
place, if not positively impious. But in spite of the all that calls 
us to be glad, regardless of the birds and flowers and sunshine 
and-commencement girls, we are prone to yield to a feeling of 
melancholy. It is with genuine regret, which not even the 
aforementioned girls can expel , that we say "good-bye" to our 
readers. We have found considerable pleasure in the produc
tion of the JouRNAL. A degree of pride ha.c; accompanied every 
imagined success; we have gloried somewhat in every weighty 
deliverance from our editorial columns and in every breezy effu
sion from our pages, and each pleasant compliment has brought 
a flush of joy to our countenance and a feeling of dignity to our 
hearts. But now we descend from our exalted position, close 
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the door of our sanctum behind us, relinquish our claims to stu
dent reverence and pass into dumb and silent obscurity. We 
have no apologies to offer for our work. The demands of the 
societies, that we should do our very best, have been met to 
their fullest. We have endeavored earnestly to awaken in the 
student-body an interest in our magazine; how far we have suc
ceeded,. they alone can tell. It is certainly true, however, that 
hereafter, as always before, the success of the Jou RNAL will de
pend upon the students themselves more than upon the editors. 
Valedictories are incomplete without some advice to our succes
sors, but we have little to suggest to those who take our edi
torial pen. Wise men profit by the experiences of others, and 
we trust that those who have been selected in our place may 
utilize any of our mistakes which may be apparent, and thus 
make the JouRNAL better than we have made it. Now, our 
scribbling is finished and out task is done. Farewell. 
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Exchanges. 

H. L. MICHEL, - Tennessee. 

The Williarn and Mary Monthly contains no fiction this 
month, but makes up for this deficiency with a choice collection 
of essays. A well thought out and careful essay is always an 
addition to a college magazine and is much to be preferred to a 
mediocre story, and sometimes to a story at all; but let's have 
some of both. 

The Atlantis is one of the most attractive exchanges that 
has reached us. Such a "happy c.ombination of prose and 
poetry" is rather unusual, and as pleasant as unusual. "The 
Resurrection Morn," in the April issue, is a poem of more than 
ordinary merit. 

The essay entitled "The Laureate of the South" in The 
Erskinian for April, is good, It is written in a bright, easy 
style, and is very interesting to all, and especially to South Car
olinians. In the exchange department the editor has taken a 
gallant stand for college journals and has written very forcibly 
in their defense. 

The May issue of The Tulane Collegian contains some pleas
ant reading matter, and places this periodical in a fair position 
in college journalism, but we would advise the the addition of 
an exchange editor to their staff; there is much benefit to be 
derived from this source, and we regret to see that the represen
tatives of the Creole State do not avail themselves of the oppor
tunity. 
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The editor of "Easy Chair" in the University of Virginia 
Magrtzine shows some familiarity with the art of "punning." 
This magazine contains some well-written fiction, as well as 
several good short poems. We are sorry to note so little 
original poetry among our exchanges. 

Essays and fiction intermingled make the Davidson Monthly 
an especially bright, interesting magazine. In the April issue 
the exchange department is excellent ; the editor shows that he 
gives much time and thought to his work. The literary depart
ment is very good; one of its numbers, especially, deserves 
praise-"The Riddle of the Sphinx." 

The Emerson Magazine is one of our best and neatest ex
changes. It contains an instructive article on ''The Evolution 
of Expression in .Photography." Another most excellent article 
is a lecture on "Character in Education." "Glimpses of For
eign Shores'' gives a pleasing description of different places in 
England. It will awaken in anyone a desire to visit our mother 
country and see for ourselves its beauties. 

We are glad to have the Wofford Journal come to us. It 
abounds in very creditable productions and will always receive 
a hearty welcome at our table. 

Clippings. 

'Tis sweet to love, but oh, how teasing, 
To love a girl when you are freezing ; 
When the fire is out and the parlor cold, 
And you can't keep warm to save your soul. 

"AS THE PIN IS BENT." 

A school-teacher named Hezekiar 
Stood an hour with his back to the fire, 
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And his rheumatic legs 
Grew as stiff as two pegs, 

And he tired with a pneumatic tire. 

Then he said, "A short rest I desire," 
And he drew up his chair to the fire ; 

But he quickly arose, 
For a pin, I suppose, 

Had Pl!nctured his rheumatic tire. 

THE SCRATCH MAN. 

The scratch man they were waiting for ; 
He'd said he was no match 

For the others, but he itched to race, 
So he'd come up to scratch. 

AT COLLEGE. 

"For stationery, fifty plunks," 
Thus read the little bill. 

"0, what a lot it takes," said Pa, 
"To keep John standing still." 

FROM BAD TO WORSE. 

As on her wheel she swiftly glides, 
I hear from flying rumors, 

She's turned her big sleeves inside out, 
And wears them now as bloomers. 

Alumni Dots. 

-News has just reached us of the marriage of Rev. J. 
Lighton Green. 

-Rev. Robt. Hill, '95, has become pastor of Westminster 
church, Dallas, Tex. 
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-Rev. T. M. Hunter, '94, and wife, are visiting relatives 
in the city. 

-Rev. R. L. Benu, '96, bas resigned the charge of the 
McNeily church, Nashville, to take the pastorate of the church 
at Wartrace, Tenn. 

-On May sth, Rev. J. Leslie Alsworth, '95, and Miss Kate 
Bryan, were united in marriage. 

-Rev. Chas. S. Sholl, '96, and wife, of Avondale, Ala., 
recently spent a few days in the city, to the gratification of their 
many friends and relatives. 
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Locals. 

GEO. SUMMEY, JR., - Tennessee. D. H. OGDEN, Louisiana. 

-Dr. Webb and family and Dr. Lyon visited the Centen
nial during the examinations. 

-Miss Estelle Shoop is the guest of Miss Grace Stacker. 

-Mr. Lucius H Milton, one of the students of the year of 
'92-'93, is expected in the city for Commencement. 

-The Directors present at this Commencement are Dr. 
Caldwell, Mr. Raymond, Capt. Armstrong, Mr. Kennedy, Dr. 
Lupton, Capt. Macrae, Major Hardie, Mr. Anderson and Dr. 
Johnson. 

-Misses Wilkes and Herring are the guests of Miss Elliott, 
on Fifth street. 

-Miss Jessie Wardlaw is visiting Mrs. Lyon. 

-Misses Emma L. Flynn and Robbie Roach are visiting 
Miss Warfield, on Madison street. 

-Miss Alice Warfield is home again after a visit to friends 
in Washington and Philadelphia. 

-Rev. W. M. Anderson, of Dallas. Tex., and Rev. 
Josephus Johnson, D. D., of Victoria, Tex. , are the guests of the 
Chancellor. 

-Miss Teressa Williams, of Guthrie, Ky., a sister of one of 
our seniors, is in the city for Commencement. 

-Dr. Nicolassen and famil y will spend the summer in Vir
ginia. 

-Misses Mary Meriwether, Dorothy Ross, and Mary Logan 
are visiting Miss Armstead. 

,.. 
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-Miss Caroline Summey, who has studied music and elocu
tion in Bo5ton during the past winter, returned last month. 

-Miss Margaret Wardlaw is the guest of Miss Annie Wil
liams. Miss Wardlaw is from Oxford, Miss., being a sister of 
Miss Jessie Wardlaw of the Academy. 

-Miss Hettie Anspach is visiting Dr. and Mrs. Nicolassen. 
Miss Anspach has visited here before and made many friends in 
our college circle. 

-Rev. Robert I. Long spent one day in Clarksville, last 
month. He came to officiate at his brother's wedding. 

-Mr. B. E. Leland, of Water Valley, Miss., will probably 
visit his son during the Commencement season. 

-Rev. C. S. Sholl and wife spent several days last month 
with Mr. Sholl's family. The Faculty and student body gave 
Mr. Sholl a warm reception. 

-Misses Mary Kilgore, Ellen Moldenhawer, Jennie Dun
can, and Edwina DLtncan, are among the Commencement vis
itors, and are the guests of Miss Tate, on College street. 

-It is reported that cards have been issued out of the city 
for the marriage of one of the Theologues. 

-The Class of '98 has made a permanent organization, 
with Mr. E. D. Patton as president. 

-Mr. H. E. Kirk, of the senior theological class of~this · 
year, has been called to the Cottage Presbyterian church, Nash
ville, and he will probably accept the call. 

-Two of the students will make a tour this summer, giving 
X-ray exhibitions. They have first-class apparatus and will 
probably.make a snccess of it. 

-Dr. Fogartie will deliver his inaugural address on Mon
day morning of Commencement. The address to the Homiletic 
Society, usually given at this time, will be given on Tuesday 
morning. . 

-Dr. E. R. Long, professor of English, has resigned his 
professorship here to accept the Presidency of Arkansas College. 
He leaves for his new field during our Commencement season. 
Our best wishes follow him. 

-Misses Graham and Barksdale entertained. a few K. A. 
friends at the home of ,M:iss Graham, last Tuesday evening. 
The evening was an extremely pleasant one. 
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-Mr. J. F. Hood, graduate of '96, is here with his brother, 
E. D. Hood, who is a student of the University. It is with 
great pleasure that we welcome Mr. Hood, and his presence 
brings a flood of memory of the fellowship in the days past. 

-Messrs. Shelhy and McCallie have been elected delegates 
to the Summer School at Knoxville, Tenn. Several other stu
dents are planning to attend this students' conference, but are 
not positive as yet as to whether they will be able to go. 

-The Clarksville Female Academy has given a series of 
musicals, etc., during the spring, which have been enjoyed by 
the students as well as the patrons of the school, for whose ben
efit they were given. Several of the graduates have given mu
sicals and recitals, and the series has culminated in the Com
mencement exercises, which have reflected credit upon both 
teachers and pupils. The Academy Commencement ended 
Wednesday, June 2 . 

-The Commencement program is as follows: Class night, 
Saturday, June 5, 8 P.M.; Baccalaureate sermon by Dr. A. B. 
Curry, Sunday, June 6, II A.M.; Sermon toY. M. C. A., Sun
day, 8 P. M.; Dr. Fogartie's inaugural address, Monday I I A. M.; 
Inter-society oratorical contest, Monday, 8 P. M.; Homiletic ad
dress by Mr. Rice, and Alumni address by Mr. Rhodes, Tues
day morning; Literary address by Mr. Patterson, Tuesday, 8 
P. M.; Commencement proper, Wednesday, I0:3o A.M. At this 
time the Faculty oratorical contest will be held and decided, 
diplomas and certificates will be awarded, and the Chemistry, 
Greek and Bible medals will be awarded to their winners. 

-Our work is over. The policy of the Local Editor during 
the past year has been to exclude all attempted jokes, and to 
strive to dignify the tone of our JouRNAl.. We lwish well our 
successors, and hope that the new staff may realize that the 
University expects from them a better JouRNAl. than has ever 
been published in the past years: 

• 
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Ollicc H ours: 9 a.m. to 5 n. 111. ('LARKSYJLLF.. TI':NX. 



-F'OR-

~Nobbv llats, Cravats.J:-
- AND-

SILK UMBRELLAS, 

- CALL AT--

Stratton's * Shoe * Store. 
TEJ.EPHONE 226. 

Keep constan tly on band a large ann compl ete stcck of pnrc 

Drugs, : Perfumery, : Stationery, :·Toilet : Articles, 
Cigars, Tobacco, Etc. 

SpeCial Attention Paid to Prescriptions. Students' Trade 
Solicited. Give us a Call. 

~all Oi'aa rs receive prompt 
c.nd canr1ul attention 

1108 Chestnut Street.. Philadetghla.. 
COMPARE SAMP-LES AI!ID PRICES 



TO SAVE MONEY ON 

ligh 1Ft 'lothing, 8hoes, lats, 
Gents' Furnishings and Fine Tailoring at Moderate Prices, Visit 

McGEHEE BROTHEs, 
Nos. 9 3 au<l 95 Fran k lin Street . 

.GGrNew York Office 78 and 80 Walker Street. 

- DEALERS IN-

Drugs, : Books,: Paints, :Stationery 
F a ncy T oilet Ar ticles of all K inds. 

PRESGRIP fiONS A SPECIALTY ---FILLED NIGHT OR DAY. 
.T. W. KEJ<:, EE. M. C. NORTHINGTON 

Keesee & North ington, 
-Wholesale and Retail-

Staple and Fancy Grocers, 
A:\)) l >E A LEH S 1:\ 

~seeds, Coal, Corn, Hay, Etc.~ 

- :o:-

.... Your Trade Respectfully Solicited .... 



Grocers and Confectioners. 

We devote ourselves almost entirely to the 

and endeavor to carry the most complete and best . stock of Groceries of all 
kinds that can be had. We carry everything in season, 

Oysters, * Celery, * Pickles, * Olives, 
Sauces, Fruits , a Full Line of Candies, 

and in fact almost anything you can want. Will be glad to wait on you . 
Call and see us at any time. Yours truly, 

NG& 
BUFORD & BOWLING, Try Cooke's 

Headquarters for the Best and Cheapest 

-FOR-
Stoves and Ranges, 

H ouse Furnishings of all kinds, 
Pocket and Table Cuttlery , Watches, +Jewelry, 

Ammunition , Etc., Etc. 

Come and See Us. And Repairing. 

BUCHANAN, 
'It 

Q)~lf~Jt!) l D @J 
(Successor to D. . Nt>ville.) 

68 ~ Franklin St., CLARKSVILLE, TENN. 
Nothing but the finest is turned out by him. See samples of the new 

style pictures, "PLA TINOTYPES," at the Studio. 



.r. 1•' . s II l~L'J'O:\. W . H. SHEUI'O'\ . 

J. F. SHELTON & SON, 
Proprietors Xcw Bri(;k 

Liveru, Feed and Sale 
STABLE, 

208 and 210 Commerce Street. 

Telephone 40. W e keep g<.mtle hOI"JCS anti phre· 
tons fo1·ladies. 

Fenton "V'iTilliams, C lerk.. 

D. M. NEBLETT, l JI~O . RICK, 
THE CoNFECT!oi JER ! 'ina ·Boot& ~hoe MakaF. 
Keep the Freshest Candies and Finest I 

Fruits in the city. · All kinds of Repairing a specialty. 

F h 0 t ,. d C 1 All work guaran teed. Prices very 
res ys ei san e ery reasonablr to snit hard times. 

Give us a share of your patronage. We 
will appreciate it. 178 Franklin St., Op. P. 0. 

E . B . ELY, 

Fancy * Groceries 
- .1" J)--

CONFECTIONERIES, 
Cigars and Tobacco. 

0 I \' E )! I ~ . \. C A L 1.. 

Only White Barber Shop 
1 '\ Tli.F. < 'JTY. 

r ro South Second Street. 

Shaving, 10 Cents. 
Hair' Cutting, 25 Cents. 

.lust fittNI uo in the mos t aporo,·Ni $lyle. 
CH II and :--tw tu P· 

JOHN LOESCH. 

WM. BARKSDALE, 1L.N. Moore & Son, 
~onfo Gfi onaFies and Fruits. 

Cash Paid For Clothi Tl ):!. 

BHggHge Wagon Meets Every Train . 
F resn BBBf, MuttOJ1, PorK, 

No. 535 Franklin Street. SAUSAGE, &c. 
lO.J- S. Firs t ~t. TelE>phonc 123. 



-----------aCTO-----------

LOCKERT* & * ASKEW 
----FOR..----

GFugs, :toilet·. iFtiGles, : looks 
· AND FINE STATIONERY. 

~ HUYER'S FINE CANDIES A SPECIALTY. t<B-

Students' :Trade :Solicited. 

W. J. McCormac, ForCorrect],itand Style 

Practical and Art istiC' -Call on-
. 

Photographer, M. ADLER, 

122! Flu~KJ, I N snmET, Merchant Tailor ! 
Clarksville, - Tenn. I Cl eaning and Rflpairing n, Specialty. 

COAL! COAL! 

F. P. GRI-\CEY & BRO., 
KEEP THl~ Bl!: '1' Q A U T I F.~ OF 

Kentucky, Pittsburg & Anthracite Coal. 
LOW P RICES P R.OM P T DELIVERY. 

' %G-I""E "rlf-IEDa: A ~~IA.Lc~ 



·M. L. CROSS, 
HEADQUARTERS FOR 

~COLLEGE BOYS.~ · 

The only exclusive 

Gents' Furnisher and Hatter 
In the city. My stock is all new. The Latest and Nobbiest Styles to found in the 

city. When looking for something that is "strictly in the push," in the 
Furnishing Goods and Hat line, call on me for it. 

I AM AGENT FOR KAHN BROS., LOUISVILLE, KY., 
the best and cheapest made to order clothes in the U.S. Style and fit guaran

teed. Come and look over my large line of Fall and \Vinter samples. 

~·V,Qp~ss. 
'\l....-.i.\ >;,.~ -~ • 

+EMPIRE 
I 

COAL+ .ll • 

- IS THE ONLY-

BLOCK COAL 
:\litwd in K entu!'kY. I free fro m sulphur. burns up clean to an n~lt. J~q ua l s Pit!sb tll'g in man)· 

t·e~oects . a nd is onlv 13 cents n bu~hc l. 

ICE AND C 
l li GEO. S. BOWLING, Supt. 

AL COlO, Agents, 
Corner Fifth and Franklin Streots. 

-----------------------------------
CLARKSVILLE Ever~·reen Lodg·e 

Shaving + Palace I Flower + Garden. 
Wfd. BUCK, Proprietor. 

Newly fitted up in the latest style. 
Eclips~ Revolving Chairs. F irst-class 
and polite barbers at ~very chair. Will 
thank you for your patronage. 

WM. BUCK. 

Choice ' nt Flowcrr: at all seasons. 
Rose·, Palms, Chrysanthemums, 

our specialty. Catalogue 
free on application. 

J A ~IE~ ~I OltTOi\. Pnlprietor. 



M. \V. QuARLES. D. M. QuARLE • . 

u LE R08@~ 
+&<JEWELERS AND OPTICIANS.~£--

Diamonds~ VVatches, Jevrelry, Spectacles. 

Fine Watch and Jewelry Repairing a Specialty. 

Special atten t ion given to Badge and Medal Work. Headquarters for Cnl
lege BoyR. 

No. 128 F'RA.NHLIN S'T.REET, 

1\Ir:>. Rosenfield'~:' Old Stand 

---,~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

ooooooooooooo i 
Otr;ranslations o 1 

0 Literal-Inlcrline:tr-105 Volumes 0 I 
OJDfcUonard.es o I 
0
0 

German, French, Italian, Spanish, 0 I 
Latin, Greek O , 

o \tutorial Series o · 
0 200 vols. specially designed for coach- Q I 0 ing for exams. i:l all college studies 0 ' 

0
0 ~c~~~~Ar~rl!~s~~!~ 

0
o : 

4 Cooper Institute, :r:Tcw Yc:-k City 

0000000000000 

'\Vebster's 
International 

DiCtionary 
The One Great Standard Authority, 

So wrJ tes Hon. D. ,J. l\rewer, 
Justice U . S. Su1>reme <.;ourt. 

Successor of the 
'' Unabrid~ed.'' 

The Standard 
of the U. S. Gov't Printing 
Ofrice, t he U. S. Supreme 
Court, all the State Supreme 
Courts, and of nearly all the 
Schoolbooks. 

W arJDiy 
comn11v.ended 

by College Presidents, State 

~gc~~~~~~dcE~suC:t~rs s~~~o~!t 
without number. 

It Is easy to find the word wanted . 
It is eaay to ascertDin tlle pronunciation. 
It is easy to trace t he g rowth of a word. 
It is ea~y to learn wlt:>t a word means. 

James H. Kirl~l:.wd , A.M., Ph.D., LL.D., 

n;.s:g~ft:~u0It ~;~nt~~ru~~7/ .~.Jl t~~:n~!!{'; 3~l?,;~[.; 
nnd descrtp.nvc stn.t.ement. lrhe work h<~s so much to 
~.r~!~;rLC:.E~Tt!l~N . ~~t:r,~~M:.J:i ty must bo per~nunent..-

~Specimen pages sent on application to 
G. & C . .'VIJ.'Rl:?.r,LE CO., Publishers, 

Springfic!rl, Jl.fass., U.S.A.. 
<\o-o<><>oO<>O-o-oc-ooo·~ 



:Mens' Fine Shoes. 

$2.00 
-OR-

$2.50 
t 

··' 

.$3.00 
-OR-

$3.50' 
~ . 

0RGAIN & PENNEBAKER, 

Exclusive Shoe Store. 

We Sell the Famous 

London and Paris Made Clothing ! 

which have no equal as to style and fit, and the 'world renowned 

HIGH A:RT CLOTHING! 
who also claim to have no equal. Now we will ask of you to come in and 
decide for yourself. Between these two great lines of Clothing you will be 
able to get a suit equal in every manner to a tailor made suit. We are a 
one priced house and guarantee our. goods. .Will appreciate a call. 

JOS. ROSENFIELD I & co., 
CLARKSVILLE'S GREATEST CLOTHING HOUSE. 

\ . I 



Dyeing, • 
• Cleaning : and • • Repairing 

Done in First-Class Style and at Rock Bottom Prices, by 

J.A.~E IVIC><>:H.E 
AU Work Guaranteed. Special Attention 

Given to College Boys. NO. 78 FRANKLIN STREET. 

15,000 of the Improved No.2 

American Typewriter, - $8 
sold and used in the last 14 months, bringing us daily letters of congratula
tion on its utility, durability and perfection. Four years without a com
petitor. Faster than the Pen. Easier, Neater, Cheaper. It saves paper, 
prevents errors ; makes a neat , business-like letter, a legible sermon, leeture, 
speech or treatise , or a cl'ean , permanent, compact record for doctor or law
yer. Perfect. Low Priced. An educator for young people and an excellent 
Christmas present. For handsome illttstratec! catalogue adJress, 

AMERICAN TYPEWRITER CO., 263 Broadway, New York. 

"Whvt-do 7011 plaut'' 
"Onlu tnhen 1 can 

get a JJ~'"aahburn." 

llo Home ta Really Complete 
Without a uew 1897 Model 

Washburn Ouitar, Mandolin, 
Banjo or Zither. 

Prices have been scaled down as a result of the 
Washburn's enormous popularity so thnt now you can 
buy a genuine Washburn of the very latest design 

From !•s.oo Upward. 
The new \Vao;hbu rn l\'Jandolin is a rndicnl departure 

from former styles. Jt is the neatest, daintiest and 
lightest Mandolin imaginable, and its tone approaches 
very near to that of a fine old Cremona Violin. 'Yash · 
burns are sold at fixed and uniform prices by all first
class music dealers everywhere. 

Washburns nre the acknowledged standard of the 
world. They are used exclusively by the leading 
Artis ts, Teachers and Glee Clubs. Our new 'Yash· 
burn catalogue containing portr:tits of over 100 Artists 
and full in(ormatlon, prices, endorsements, etc., will be 
sent free on receipt of appllcation. If your local dealer 
cannot su pply you we wiJl send 'Vashburns C. 0. D. 
with privllege of examination, direct from the factory. 

A Wa.sbbum Improves with age and make. a 
Olft that lncreues in value as the years go by. 
It is really worth many tirne.s its cost. 

LYON & HEALY, 
COR. WABASH AVE.&. ADAMS ST., CIUCM!O. 
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