


PRO GRAM ME. 

1. Prayer. 

----- M1:TSIC. --------

.. .ltF.Y, E. R. GF..\H.Y. 

~MUSIC.-

2. Oration ........... "The Developments of Si..!irmce," 

Ma. ~L R. \V.\1.u~. 

3. Oration.. . . ' ' National Pi·ogress and Pro.c:.p0rity," 

-!. Oration. 

/'i. Oration . 

MR .• T. C . WHT'l'F,.\KER. 

---- MTJ STC. -

.............. "Pioneering," 

]\lfR. GEOHGF; 8. WAAHRl'RNE . 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Earth's Battle Fiel lls," 

MR. ROBER'!' s. BEAN. 

6. :Music ...... " Come where the W ild F lowers Bloom," 

Mrns IRENA DUNN, Mrns NJ<:TTIE M cCon~ACK, 
MR. FRANK McCAIN, l\tIR. L. G. AnAtu. 

7. Essay and Valedictory .... "Feeling as truly Scien­
tific as Thought," 

l\.'.hss NELLI E A . CoNDON. 

==== MUSIC.====: 

8. A.ddress to the Graduating Cla.ss by 

HoN. :MATTHEW P. DEADY. 

--MUSIC. - -



BY 'f. J. CHE8HIRE. 

\Ve !'It.and within the shadow of these walll'I 
And plant to <lay this monumental tree 1 

And by the act commemorate the birth 
Of this young mother's first-born child. How surge 
Through every heart, and tremble in eacl1 soul 
Emotions whose fruition baffles every 
Tongue ! How fl.ash through every mind prophetic 
Gleams that dazzle every eye! No hea.rt 
But swells with pride- no home but smiles with joy 
At every Mtep this home of Learning take~. 

'Tis but the first of many yet to come. 
From out the forrest's plenitude, strong hands 
Will bear their prize, till ripened centuries 
Will reveal a glorious phalanx, frmn whose 
Midst. thy topmost boughs will wave in tri1 mph 
As the first-born of the train-the pioneer 
Of all the brilliant host. From north and south, 
From ea.st and west, the gentle winds that kiss 
Our Merrate hills will sway thy pliant arms, 
And bear upon their broken billows, words 
Of cheer from those who trained thy tender shoots. 

Those whose words have christened thee to·day, 
And who have climbed abreast the rugged path 
To cbim the honors which this hour brings forth, 
Will leave these halls. The last farewells will fall 
Like tear-drops on the heart. Their pa.rting sighs 
,vm linger in these ha.unts and weave a spell 
Around this scene that Time can never mar. 

On Life's Highway their solemn march begins, 
And phantoms of the desert sands will raise 
Their ghastly shapes- the arid dust will rattle 
On the splendid casket of their dead, a.nd 
Time's broad wings will brush the mold from many 
A gilded cenotaph: But these frail limbs 
Will bloom and hroaden in the sun and stand 

(OVER.) 



A living landmark of the past-the best 
And dearest spot on all the broad domain. 

~hdb!~lf ~r i::~~~:::~h~irnh~!~{ ::%dnse, 
Thy ;whispering green- - when th,y strong roots have 

pierced 
The nether mold. and Strength's brave tenons girt 
'l'hy glorious form, the young with laughing hearts, 
And aged with trembling steps will seek thy shade 
To dream and muse. rrhe eager youths to bathe 
'!'heir souls in glorious day-dreams of the dawn­
rro write their names upon the clouds, and build 
'fheir airy temple to the stars ;:--the old, 
To muse on Death, and gather up the shar<ls 
Witl- which the stern iconoclast has paved 
The way to their long rest within the tomb. 

The poet, wandering on his aimless way, 
Wooed by the whispering spirits of thy shades, 
\Vill seek thy howers 11-nd st~ke ~-i~ go!<len 1:-rP 
In harmony with thee. The daring youth, 
On whom Ambition's magic hand is la.id, 
Will glean the pages of thy past, and fix 
His gaze on names of Fame, and mounting up, 

:~~ ~:ii~~,i~I:h!;~~di!~~i:~r~:\;~:~i~ name, 
\Vill grasp new truths and soaring out to worlds 
Anew, will pierce the dismal veil that hides 
'fheir wealth, and plant his banner 'mid their realms. 

Farewell! May mother Nature guide thy growth 
And give thee strength to dare the winter's blMt. 
Those who give thee to the earth to-day 
,vn1 wa.tc '1 thy growth with jealous eye, 
And as ea,::h year brings 'round this day with skies 
Of blue and wealth of June, will ga.,..land thee 
,vith all the beauty· burdened summer brings. 
And when no more they come- when chiseled words 
Upon the marble slab proclaim their virtues 
To the world-their memory reverenced still 
Will promt strange hands and nious hearts to bring 
Sweet offerings here and lay them at thy roots. 
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