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EDITORIAL JOTTINGS
C.

A.

"Some say that ever 'gainst that season
comes
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated,
The bird of dawning singeth all night long:
And then, they say, no spirit can walk

abroad;
The nights are wholesome; then

no

planets

strike,
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to

charm.
So hallowed and so gracious is the time."

At the end of the First Scene of Hamlet,
when the poet wishes to relieve the minds
of his audience, after the harrowing apparition of the dead king has disappeared,
he can find no better way than by referring,
in these lines, to the peace and the grace of
The real spirit of
the Christmas time.
of
Christmas is that
peace. Wherever the
Sacred Writings speak of the Nativity it is
this that they seem to insist upon. The Mar-

B.,

?10

tyrology tells us that Christ was born at a
time "when the whole world was at peace,"
and the beautiful Gospel of St. Luke relates
that the anthem which the angels sung to
the shepherds was one of joy and peace?"Glory to God in the highest; and on earth
peace to men of good will." And the same
Gospel goes on to say that when the angels
had departed the shepherds said one to another,
"Let us go over to Bethlehem, and let us
see this word that is come to pass." In
fancy we can see them crossing the silent,
snow-clad fields of Judea with the keen
stars shining above, pressing on and on,
their faces still radiant with the vision, and
coming at last, amid all that sacred stillness,
to the cave where they found their God
"wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in
a manger." There were peace and joy
supreme.
In the hurry and bustle of American life,
amid the excitement and fatigue of shop-
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ping, in the anxiety caused by making
presents, with a hundred and one diversions
to draw our minds away, are we not apt to
lose sight of the real significance of Christmas? The peace here spoken of does not
preclude the ideas of joy and gladness, in
fact it is an essential requisite of both, but
it does insist that at least some time be
spent in quiet reflection on the meaning
and the value of the Nativity. The ideal
disposition is that of the shepherds who for
their simplicity and purity of heart were
chosen to share the peace and the joy of
that First Christmas Morning.
*
*

*

We print in this issue a letter from one
of Boston College's sons, Rev. Aiigustine
Dinand, S.J., ex- 95. Father Dinand is at
present engaged in missionary work among
the Crow Indians of Montana, and at the
invitation of the Stylus has written to tell
us of the manners and customs of his
people.
One of the gravest difficulties to be met
and overcome by the missionaries is found
in the maintenance of the schools on which
they place so much hope. The Government
pays not one cent for the support of the
Indians and this fact will become doubly
serious when we learn that not only must
the missionaries provide schools for the
Indian children but supply them with food
and clothing as well. The only source of
revenue by which these and many other demands are met is the money contributed
each year by the faithful.
The work among the Indians is a noble
cause. It recalls to our minds the pioneer
days when the French Jesuits came over
and made their way through the unbroken
forests even before the Pilgrims had landed
at Plymouth. In all the history of American
?

colonization there are no more glorious
names than those of Jogues, Breboeuf, Lallemant, Marquette and the other men who
labored and suffered and died, in many
cases through torture, that they might
bring the saving light of faith to the red
man.
What an honor it is that a son of Boston
College should be called upon to continue
in these days the work of such men. Father
Dinand and those with him are laboring
with the same ardent, Catholic spirit,
though under different circumstances, that
inspired Jogues and the rest, so long ago,
in their missions among the Mohawks, the
Ilurons and the Iroquois.
The Stylus wishes to convey to Father
Dinand and his co-workers by the Big Horn
River the heartiest Christmas greetings of
Boston College, which we feel that he loves
so well.
*

*

Christmas time, to the student and
graduate of Boston College, brings with it
the idea of the Christmas play. Since 1868,
with only a few exceptions, at least one of
Shakespeare's plays has been produced each
year. During that time there have been
given fifteen different plays, which is, as
far as Ave know, the record number of
Shakespearean plays to be produced by
amateurs. In fact, we knoAV of no professional record surpassing ours sa\*e that of
the English actor, Ben Greet, ho has produced twenty of the plays.
the play selected for presentation this
year is Julius Caesar. The rehearsals have
been going on now for several Aveeks, and
Avith veterans of former productions to take
the leading parts Ave look for a performance
that AV ill be Avell up to the standard.
! he ewening set for the performance is
\\ r
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December 29th, and we hope especially to
see a large gathering of alumni present. Before all others, we look to them for support
and encouragement.
*

*

The splendid name which Boston College
has won in dramatics is due in great part
to Joseph H. Willis, '90. Only those who
have had the pleasure of seeing the man in
action can realize how much time and
labor he gives to make the yearly productions the great successes they have been.
During his student days at the College,
Mr. Willis evinced the fine dramatic talent
for which he has become famous. His portrayals of King Robert of Sicily and Hamlet
were pronounced by critics to be of surpassing excellence. Since 1893 he has been in
charge of the Shakespearean productions,
and it is a pleasure during the rehearsals
for the plays to see him assume the various
roles with the ease and grace of a finished
artist.
Apart from his wonderful dramatic
power, Mr. Willis has endeared himself to
all the students by his gentle and sympathetic

5

disposition. He is a Catholic gentleman of
the finest type and an honor and credit to his
Alma Mater.
It is more than likely that the Fulton Debating Society will engage in an intercollegiate debate this year. The last one held
was in 1898 with the Debating Club of Harvard. Owing to an agreement entered into
by both- colleges no decision was made.
The debate prior to that was with the Philodemic Society of Georgetown in 1895. 11
a memorable one in the annals of the Fulton
Society and at the time attracted widespread attention.
For the past few weeks it seemed probable that a three-cornered debate could be
arranged between Fordham, Georgetown
and Boston College, but as satisfactory conditions could not be made the project has
been abandoned. It has been voted to accept the challenge of Georgetown and if the
conditions made prove satisfactory the
representatives of the Philodemic Society
will come again to Boston in the early
spring to cross swords with the best men
that the Fulton can offer.
*

*

THE NATIVITY
Ambrose Hennessey, ?10

Man's work is hushed; beneath the wondering sky
Of night, all noises die;
The solemn grandeur everywhere,
Majestic moon, ecstatic air.
And universal peace declare
The glory of Thy might, O Christ,
The glory of Thy might!

All Nature knows Thy coming; but to man.
Inscrutable Thy plan;

Alone, unheralded, unknown,
Disdaining pomp and worldly throne;
Regal without due homage shown
The glory of Thy right, O Christ,
The glory of Thy right!

For unto you this night is born a King,
The choiring angels sing;
Then enter, King, my eager soul;
Teach me to read life's lofty scroll,
And lead me towards that final goal,
The glory of Thy sight, O Christ,
The glory of Thy sight!

A TWENTIETH CENTURY PRODIGAL
Thomas L. Gannon, ?13

Mrs. Early was a lady of perhaps forty sky a few flakes of snow were hurrying down
years, and it had always been her proud into the silent street.
boast that she could trace her ancestry in an
"Christmas day," she mused, half to
unbroken line as far back as the time when herself and half aloud. "Christmas Day
the Pilgrims landed on the Plymouth coast. without Bobbie!" Just a year ago?only one
Whether she could or not does not concern short year ago how happy we were, John and
us here. We merely touch upon her boast
Bobbie and I! But now he's been gone for
that is the word of her own choosing?as two weeks?kidnapped or lost! Gone !"
For a long time she sat there with her chin
proof of the fact that she was a very modest
woman, contented with her own lot in life, resting in her hands, lost in her sorrowful
and indulgently willing to suffer all others reverie.
"Gone!" she kept murmuring,
who lived in her neighborhood to live as they "gone!"
chose. Otherwise could she not have claimed
A servant entered to announce dinner.
that it was one of her great (to the nth Mrs. Early raised her care-worn face and
power) grandfathers who first set foot on asked eagerly, "Is Mr. Early back yet?"
Plymouth Rock, and would it not have been
"Yes'm," answered the servant slowly, "he
just as easy to prove this as her first contenjust came in; but he's?er?been unable?er
tion? But no. Mrs. Early was above all ?to find any trace of Bobbie."
things modest, and it was glory enough for
"Oh," cried the old lady disconsolately, "he
her to have been descended from one of the must be dead or he'd come back to us today
first rather than from the first white man to of all days. The poor stricken lady buried
arrive in New England. Thus we see that her face in her hands and wept the bitter
Mrs. Early was a very contented woman, and tears of a mother for a wandering boy.
so she must also have been a very happy
It was night now, and as Mrs. Early looked
woman. For do not health and riches and again down into the street she could see the
above and beyond all the knowledge of what lamp-lighter with his torch in hand, lighting
great things one's fathers have done, constithe gas-lights on the sidewalk. For a long
tute all that is necessary for happiness? And time she watched him going his rounds and
did not Mrs. Early possess all of these? But she wondered if he were happy, or
if his heart
strangely enough at the opening of our short were as full of sadness as was hers. Sudstory Mrs. Early was not happy, for the rich denly she clutched the arms of her chair with
have their sorrows as well as .the poor, and both hands and stared away down
the street.
even Mrs. Early was no exception to the rule. She leaned forward and pressed her face
On this particular day of which we are against the pane. Did her eyes deceive
her!
speaking she was seated at a window in her She wiped away the
tears and looked again.
Beacon street mansion as a bleak November
John, oh, John," she cried shrilly, jumping
day was drawing to a close. The long shadout of her chair, "quick, John, Bobbie's outows of evening were slowly settling down side !"
over the roofs of the city, and from the leaden
She heard someone below hurry to the
?
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door. The door is opened. He is in the hall
now! She hears his familiar step on the
stairs. She runs out in a fever of excitement. "Bobbie, oh. Bobbie!" and in another
instant she has him in her arms and is covering him with kisses!
How 1
"Oh, Bobbie, how could you?
longed for you! Where have you been? Oh,

Bobbie!
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Oh, Bobbie!" But to all these ques-

tions Bobbie answered not a word. He gave
three short, quick barks, such as only a little
wooly poodle can give!
And a servant witnessing the affair turned
on his heel with supreme disgust and muttered, ''Curse that whelp, I thought I drowned
him, sure!"

LONGINGS
Peter T. Linehan, ?13

Green the vales of old Messina;
Greener far the hills of Nina,
Where a barefoot boy I rambled in the
golden days of yore.
There my thoughts will always wander,
When on bygone years I ponder.
How I long once more to tread upon the dear
old Irish shore.

Though I'm aged now and dreary,
And of toil my soul is weary,
Still in dreams I climb again the oak-clad
heights of Galtimore,
And when cold the dawn is breaking,
How I wish with heart that's aching
For the wild flowers and the woodlands of
the dear old Irish shore.

Those who've kissed the Stone of Blarney,
Felt thy beauty, fair Killarney,
Ne'er again will see such grandeur on this
side of Heaven's door;
Sure 'tis said the saints have blessed it,
And that angels there have rested,
For they found another Eden on the dear old
Irish shore.

Oh, my friends who are no longer,
Time hath forged these bonds but stronger;
I can see your gravestones rising round the
the little chapel door,
And my thoughts to you are turning
While the heart within is burning
For the long-lost home in Nina, and the dear
old Irish shore.

When December winds are sighing
And the Yule-tide snow is flying,
I can hear the bells of Cashel loud above
Atlantic's roar.
Sure your Christ-child songs I'm singing,
And I'm sweetest kisses flinging
To a turf-heaped hearth that's blazing on the
dear old Irish shore.

John B. Tabb.
John J. Phelan, ?12

One more still and lifeless frame of a true
genius has been laid beneath the sod. And
the intellectual world bows its head in reverence for the departed spirit of a gifted priest,,
a true poet, a noble patriot.
To us who are familiar with the current
events, an account of the early life of the Rev.
John B. Tabb, the poet-priest of the South,
is unnecessary. The days of his youth and
subsequent conversion to the Church, his
patriotic flame which never flickered, his pure
and noble Southern spirit are too well known
to require repetition. With his poetic nature,
however, we are perhaps not so well acquainted ; yet he was indeed a true poet.
In the present day of great activities the
growth of true poetry is often stunted and
arrested?for the true poet must portrav and
interpret not the blurred and confused images
of the whole world, but only that small part
of it which surrounds his very nature and
with which he is most familiar. For in truth
the essence of all poetry lies in that delicate
relation which has been established between
the mind of the poet and his physical environment of life and landscape. So long as this
relation is discernible, so long shall we have
the expression of a true, poetic genius. Thus
the poet must enter into the life of his own
people and interpret nature for them by his
intense understanding of those forms of
nature that surround their daily lives. Thus
it is that the Scot enjoys his Burns,
the
Italian his Dante, and the Greek his
Homer.
Thus, also, in the poetry of Father Tabb, we
find this intense sympathy between the nature
surrounding him and his?the South, her
patriotic sons and daughters? and that poeti*

Poems

Poems,

quoted in these essays are from
Father Tabb's
reproduced by permission of the publishers,

Maynard

&

Co.

Small.

cal imagination capable of comprehending and
absorbing it. The great river hastening between Virginia and Maryland, between that
State in which he gazed on nature in all her
beauty and that other in which e'er his spirit
fluttered aloft, the light of the poet's eyes
was dimmed, never separated him from the
landscapes and the people that he loved. In
all his little poetic utterances we see the picture of his own Virginia where he was born
and where as a happy lad he wandered o'er
her hills. We see her sluggish streams, her
woods and swamps; the joy of her worthy son
we feel, as. he once again pictures his joyful,
boyhood days and the echoes of his playmates'
voices long since silent!

"Children of the distance,
Shall I call in vain ?
From your slumbers waking.
Speak to me again,
As rest in childhood woke your soft Aeolian
strain!
Hark! the wavy chorus.
Faint and far away,
Like a dream returning'
In the light of day,?
Too fond to flee; alas; too timorous to stay!"
And again, as the summer's sun dimly casts
its departing rays, he brings to the ears of the
Virginians the call of their own killdee.

'Killdee! killdee!' far o'er the lea,
At twilight comes the cry.
'Killdee!' a marsh-mate answereth
Across the shallow sky.
'Killdee! killdee!" O Memory.
The twin birds, Joy and Pain,
Like shadows parted by the sun.
At twilight meet again."
"
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The summer's breeze, that soothed his tired
Sometimes, as in many of Shakespeare's
brow when, as a boy, he sat on the family songs, we imbibe pure, lyrical delight with no
porch, he brings back once again in these burden of human reflection. So in the flight
beautiful lines:
of swallows over the river,?

"'Art thou the selfsame wind that blew

"Skim o'er the tide
And from thy pinions fling
The sparkling water-drops,
Sweet child of spring!
Bathe in the dying sunshine warm and bright,
Till ebbs the last receding wave of light."

When I was but a boy?
Thy voice is like the voice I knew,
And yet the thrill of joy
Has softened to a sadder tone,
Perchance the echo of my own."
?

Thus from poem to poem we feel the life
of the poet in its joys and its sorrows, old
friendships, sacred memories, noble and beautiful glances of confident faith into the mysteries of immortality. And thus in his interpretation of nature in the sense of spiritual
truth, in the disclosure of the mysteries of
faith under natural symbols, we are reminded
of the great Newman. Details of observation,
so characteristic of Wordsworth's productions, are dispensed with, in order to concentrate the force of the soul upon the only real
and great meaning of life, the one, underlying
thought of the picture painted by the poet's
hand. Nature is at one and the same time
illumined in her physical aspect and by the
same light interpreted in her spiritual meaning. This interpretation we realize in his picture of the waves dashing against the rocks
of a promontory:
"Not all the range of sea-born liberty
Hath ever for one restless wave sufficed:
So pants the heart. ?of all compulsion free,
Self-driven to the Rock, its barrier Christ."
?

And yet it is for this rapid interpretation of
the natural symbol into its spiritual meaning
that Father Tabb is criticised. The transition is said to be too sudden for the soberness
of natural thought. In the main, however,
the management of his flashing epigrams is
noble and classical.

And again this lyrical joy may come
from nature at all, but from human
Thus the poet sets forth, in Beethoven
Michael Angelo, the greatness of music
of sculpture,?

not
art.

and
and

"One made the surging sea of tone
Subservient to his rod:
One from the sterile womb of stone
Raised children unto God."
Thus from the lyrical expression of pathetic emotion Father Tabb's poetry rises in
grave movements of philosophic thought to
calm and serene contemplation. His philosophic thought we find compressed in a few
radiant words. His poetry indeed posseses
an element of delight truly religious. It removes us from all contemptible thoughts and
base feelings. It makes us grateful that in
our own language, in our own land and times,
we have enjoyed such beauty and felt the inspiration of such a poet.
Well may you be pleased, O South, in the
work of your poet-priests. Sweetly indeed
have you. O Southern Muse, smiled upon
their achievements. Their memories the
world shall ever praise. And now, while you
mourn your latest poet-priest, we extend to
you a sympathetic hand and bow our heads in
reverence for the memory of Father Ryan
and your lately departed, other poet-priest,
Father Tabb.

CHRISTMAS LYRICS OF FATHER TABB
James Gibbons, ?12

The Christmas lyrics of Father Tabb remind one forcibly of the singing of a little
bird. These exquisite lyrics especially are
stamped with the simplicity, sincerity and
grace that characterize all his work. He sings
because he has something to sing about, and
so he is able to cast aside rhetorical artifice
and be natural and spontaneous. Father Tabb
never labors to attach to a noun the greatest
possible number of adjectives in order to gain
effect. He does not need to. He uses one
adjective?not any one?but the only one exactly suited to his need. Of all the lyric poets
of modern times, he best knew how to condense thought without sacrificing force, emotion without sacrificing beauty. He is always
brief and concise, never ambiguous. His
poems are dainty miniatures. He cared more
for a cameo than a Colossus. The following,
which he calls "Out of Bounds," gives an idea
of his delicate touch and his mastery of metaphor. Consider the strength and beauty
gained by calling "the earth" a "ball":

Let my heart the cradle be
Of Thy bleak Nativity!

Tossed by wintry tempests wild,
If it rock Thee, Holy Child,
Then, as grows the outer din,
Greater peace shall reign within.

In the following short poem, Father Tabb
brings out the true humility of Christ with
more force and beauty than a mediocre poet
could have done in a whole volume. When he
contrasts "weak and small" with "God of All,"
he exhibits the power of antithesis, which
characterizes the great poet:
"The Christ Child to the Christmas Lamb."
O little lamb
Behold I am
So weak and small
That even thou
Canst pity now
The God of All.

Another Christmas thought he crystallizes
into this exquisite quatrain: "The Expected
of Nations." Here, by picturing the "stars" as
"Shepherds" and the flock of sheep as "clouds
A little Boy of heavenly birth,
of
sleep, he sketches a whole panorama. He
But far from home today,
combines
Comes down to find His ball, the Earth.
the picture of the sky with the picThat sin has cast away.
ture of the Earth. Christ is the "Morn" of a
O comrades, let us one and all
new and better day than the world had ever
Join in to get Him back His ball!
known. These few lines are beautiful expresIn his "Christmas Cradle," Father Tabb sions of peace on earth :
teaches us the true method of prayer?a heart While Shepherd
Stars their nightly, vigil keep
to heart talk with God. His quickness in perAbove the clouds of sleep,
ceiving the hidden relation of things is here Long-prophesied, behold the Manchild. Morn,
clearly shown by the masterful manner in Again is born.
which he connects the winter of Christ's birth
The Argonauts reveals the spontaneity of
with the winter of our own souls. This this
noble-minded poet-priest in a powerful
melodious lyric is a perfect expression of prayer of bope.
Ihe "Magi" are the "ArChristian confidence in affliction :
gonauts" and "Christ" the "Golden Fleece."
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To Bethlehem, to Bethlehem,
The Magi move and we with them,
Along the self-same road,

Once more upon the western skies
The "flaming sword" appears,
And Eve again from Paradise
Departs in twilight tears.

Still following the Star of Peace,
To find at last the Golden Fleece?
The Spotless Lamb of God.

Of the tragic majesty of the departure from
Bethlehem he writes an appealing poem. Who,
but Father Tabb, would have thought of making the ass speak, for the sake of vividness,
who would have pictured the shoulder of this
humble beast as the throne of God ? By a
half dozen bold strokes the life of Christ is
presented to us.

''The Burthen of the Ass."
On Christmas night at Bethlehem
When shepherds came, I watched with them,
The Mother and the Child,
Who warned from Herod's wrath to flee,
Were unto Egypt borne by me,
Beyond the desert wild.
And back again at Herod's death,
I brought them home to Nazareth;
And when unto His own,
With loud Hosannas to His Name,
As King, the Son of David came,
My

11

shoulders were His throne.

Father Tabb's mind had the quality of
Midas' hand. He turns an ordinary thought
on sunset into purest gold: "Christmas Eve?
Sunset." The dying fires of the sun and the
eve of day call to his mind that other Eve
who tearfully departed from Paradise.

A backward look,?a memory
O'ershadowing afar
A promise,?of her progeny
The sole remaining star.
And dreams that
The glory of a
When, mothered
The Son of

waken in the gloom
morn
in a Maiden's womb,
God is born.

Although not a Christmas lyric, his "Child's
Prayer" gives a glimpse of his purity of sentiment and his refined humor:
Make me, dear Lord, be bright and kind
To everyone, I pray,
And may I ask you, how you find
Yourself, dear Lord, today?

The works of Father Tabb are the mirror of
the man himself. All the humility in his
verses could be found in the poet. He consented to having his poems published, but his
humility would never allow him to give forth
a single fact about himself.
He did not pour forth formidable-looking
platitudes; he did not lecture on his Art. He
was simple, humble, natural. There are no
better Christmas prayers than the Christmas
lyrics of Father Tabb. They are filled with
deep, religious feeling. In making these
lyrics the poet became as simple and humble
as a little child; in reading them we imbibe
this spirit, and we are told on good authority
that this is the way to merit Heaven.

AD REGEM INFANTEM
Francis J. Kiley, ?11
Ave dulcis Jesule!
Dominum adoro Te!
Plenum

dono cor ardoris

Vile quidem; et indignus
Est qui offert, sed sit pignus
Mei erga Te amoris.

Sis per saecula laudatus!
Rex es ditiis nudatus,
Deus Infans Domine!
Toto corde Te adoro
Fac me servum Tuum, oro,
Genite a virgine.

12
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NATIVITAS
Guy Ney,

?11

Tempus erat hiemale
Übi

Infans,

tectus

male,

In praesepi jacuit.
Pavefacta est natura
Videns fracta sua jura

Quia virgo paruit.
Ille autem pellens metum
Edit optumum decretum
"Pax descendat homini";
Inde magnum nobis donum
Fit, nam super omnes bonum
Venit pacis Domini.

Terra aerem precatur
Ut mundetur et tegatur
Stola nivis Candida:
Tam confusa est pudore
Quod praesente Creatore
Tam apparet languida.

THE SPIRIT OF PEACE
John B. Mullin, ?11

Mr. Alton, the superintendent, had selected
The period of financial depression had
for
head of the new shop, Wilson, the foreCompany
passed and the Edgehill Milling
bark,
man of the casting room, in which Davis
tempestcame forth unscathed, as a
tossed though it be, yet, staunch of timber operated a hngh machine. In considering a
and with a firm guiding hand at the helm, successor to Wilson in the position thus made
rides safely through the storm. Now that vacant, the superintendent at once thought of
Davis, whose reliability was well known to
ultra-prosperous times had succeeded, preparations were being made for an increase of him.
Oscar Murdoch, a younger man than Davis,
business, and a large additional machine shop
both in years and service, had attracted the
was on the point of completion.
Fifteen years previously, Henry Davis had favorable notice of Mr. Alton on several ocentered the employ of the "E. M. C0.," as casions, and his name became coupled in the
the men called it. Rain or shine, he was ever superintendent's mind with that of Davis, in
to be found at his post, a genial smile on his connection with the position of foreman of
face and a pleasant word for his fellow- the casting room. Possessed of keen intelliworkmen.
gence and mechanical aptitude, together with
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a conscientiousness as marked as Davis', Murnine weary hours in its daily devouring of
dock appeared to be the ideal man to fill the steel. His thoughts, indeed, were all of himvacancy, and yet the superintendent hesitated self and of his own ease, for he had none
to appoint him, being deterred by the long and with whom to share his joys, no happy family
faithful record of Davis.
to be made happier by his advancement,?he
On the day before Christmas, Mr. Alton was a lone man. Now and then, forgetting
o
was still undecided, and a memorandum on the roar of the engines and the clanging of
his desk brought the matter forcibly to his steel, in his homely, workaday fashion he
attention once more. Disregarding the qualimused on that Heaven-sent message that
fications of the two men, he determined to came into the world with the Lord of
leave the selection to chance, thus securing Christendom: "Peace on earth to men of
himself from the possibility of unpleasant good will."
afterthoughts. As both Davis and Murdoch
Suddenly glancing over at Murdock, the
often came to the superintendent's office for thought came to his mind of what the
promoinstructions, he mentally promised the promo- tion would mean to the younger man, the
tion to the man who should be the first to visit wider range its benefits would have than if
him.
given to himself; and those sweet words so
Meanwhile, discussion became widespread oft repeated through the centuries, kept rein the casting room, when it was learned that curring to him with insistent emphasis:
Wilson was to take charge of the new ma"Peace on earth to men of good will." Davis
chine shop, and the popular vote, as it were, looked over at Murdock again, and, quickly
settled upon the very men considered by the turning away, riveted his attention upon his
superintendent, as foremost candidates for work. His resolve was taken.
the promotion. Murdoch, conscious as he
Soon after, blue point in hand, he opened
was of the opinions of his fellow-workers, the door of Mr. Alton's office, and as he
stood nervously at his bench, working in stepped across the threshold, the superinanxious suspense, hardly daring to hope, and tendent turned toward him with a muttered
yet building his air castles with all the ground"Ah!" The vote of chance had fallen to
less confidence of youth. He pictured to himDavis. As it was late in the afternoon, he
self his little home, the young wife, their speedily returned to his machine, with the
laughing boy and girl, and thought of what a necessary corrections marked on the print,
happy Christmas his success would bring that he might finish the work on which he was
them.
engaged.
Across the room Henry Davis stood guidThe five o'clock whistle sounded shrilly
ing his machine as the drill steadily bored its above the whirr of the machinery, and gradway through plate after plate of steel. His ually the throbbing of the engines grew
mind, too, wandered from his task, and he weaker and weaker and finally ceased. The
found pleasure in thinking of the promotion men gathered around to exchange a word or
so soon to be his, ?for he was confident that two of friendly Christmas cheer, and preshe was to be selected. He thought of what ently the office door opened and Mr. Alton
a relief it would be for him, no longer to be came over to the group, smiling.
forced to watch over that ceaseless drill for
"A Merry Christmas, boys," he said, "and
"

o
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you, Davis, are to have a little extra remembrance. You will take charge of the casting
room the day after tomorrow."
The superintendent was turning away when
Davis touched his sleeve. Proudly conscious
of the trust reposed in him, he said, quietly,
"Fifteen years is a long time, Mr. Alton.
I'm satisfied. I think it had better be a
younger man."
Surprised that he should decline the promotion, Mr. Alton exclaimed, "Are you really
in earnest?"
Davis merely nodded his head byway of
reply, and, walking over to his machine, pre-

tended to adjust one of the steel pins. Shortly after, while putting on his coat, he heard
Mr. Alton's voice: "I'd like to see you in the
office for a moment, Murdoch."
A few moments later, as he walked through
the outer door of the mill onto the icy sidewalk, Davis felt the chilling breath of the December wind upon his cheek, but his heart
burned warmly within, and he heeded not.
Turning northward, he murmured softly,
"I'm glad I did it! I'm glad I did it!" And
the thought of the happiness which the glad
Christmastide would bring to others filled him
with a pleasing sense of peace.

BELLS OF CHRISTMAS
John E. Doherty, ?10

With the waking light of morning
Come in accents strong and clear
Vibrant bell-notes sweetly warning
That a joyful day is here,
That a glorious day is here,
Fairest day of days adorning
All the circle of the year!
?

Once in early mystic ages,
In a land of long ago,
Shepherds old and Eastern sages
Felt the wondrous air aglow,
Felt the anthemed air aglow,
With the praise of angel pages
Waiting on a Child below.

Man with blinded eyes unseeing
Raised his gorgeous temples then

To the gods who had no being,
Who were but the sins of men.
Sins personified of men,
Till the Christ-child came, decreeing
Vision to our race again.
?

Now the bells are pulsing, swelling,
Winging gladness far and near;

In melodic concert telling
That the sacred day is here.
The portentous day is here,
Day of miracle, excelling
All the circle of the year!

?

IS FOOTBALL WORTH THE COST?
Daniel B. Waters, ?11

The crowd had gone. The field was deserted save for a youth or two waiting for
some friend among the players. The grey,
weather-stained grandstands which had held
many a multitude of cheering, frantic enthusiasts, were bare and desolate. Alone I
crossed the field on which for three years I
had struggled with my team-mates to bring
victory to the "Blue and White." I had
played my last game for the old college and
we had won.
In the distance could be heard the shouts
of the college men as they marched through
the streets, drunk with the joy of victory, as
only college men can be. Most of the players were with them but I could not join in.
Although my ears were still ringing with the
cheers and my blood still tingled with the
recollection of that last play as we carried the
ball over the goal line amid the deafening
roar of the crowd, try as I would, I could not
rid myself of the memory of the poor fellow
who had been taken from the bottom of the
pile fatally injured. His strong, pale face
looked up at me. His weak, hopeless smile,
broken now and then by some more than
usually acute pain, seemed to have found a
permanent place in my brain. We had played
hard; victory was sweet; but was it worth
it?
I left the grounds and started towards my
room. On the campus, now, graduates and
undergraduates were celebrating the victory.
Cheer after cheer was given with a will, for
players, for coaches, for the college, and even
for Dan. the colored man of all work. Quietly I stole upstairs to my room, and entering,
dropped into a chair near the window overlooking the crowd below. Now they were
cheering the captain, and his name sent forth

from six hundred lusty lungs sounded pleasant to my ears.
The spirit of the crowd was catching. I
forgot the injured man, and throwing open
the window looked down from the darkness
of the room upon the scene beneath. The
first tongues of flame were leaping up from
the mass of boards and barrels. The dancing,
shouting students appeared weird and fantastic in the alternate light and shadow of the
firelight. Higher and higher rose the flames;
louder and louder grew the cheers; until, at
length, with one last, long tongue of flame
the fire died down. Gradually the crowd dispersed and I was left alone to watch the dying
embers.
Again the memory of the stricken player
assailed me, and again I questioned, "Is the
game worth a human life"? Vainly I argued
that it was. I wanted to believe it, I loved
the game. 1 hated to think that it was wrong.
I told myself that it was the greatest generator of college spirit, and recalled the scene
of the afternoon as six hundred men and
boys, bound by no other tie than loyal friendship and devotion to "Alma Mater," cheered
their fellows on the field to victory. I argued
that it taught manliness and self-control; that
it was no more dangerous than other sports,
baseball. swimming and basketball.
I
reasoned that it brought prominence to the
college; that it contributed largely to the
maintenance of the other college sports. But
no! It was of no use. The more I reasoned
the more vividly did the picture of the injured youth rise up to defeat my arguments.
Football was a manly sport; it was all that
the enthusiasts and I myself had said about
it. But it had cost not one human life merely, but many.

FR. DINAND?S LETTER ON THE CROW INDIANS
St. Xavier P. O., Mont.
Nov. 26th, 1909.
Dear Mr. Birmingham:
With much pleasure, I received your invitation of the 5th inst. to contribute my mite
to the columns of the Stylus, as my heart is
closely bound up with dear old Boston College and its interests. I am not in the least
surprised to learn that you had much difficulty in finding my whereabouts, for I am
buried away out in the middle of the Crow
Indian reservation, many miles from railroad,
telegraph or telephone. Whenever we receive
a visit from a white man, which luxury is extremely rare, we are convinced that he must
have a real affection for us, by the mere fact
that he had to cross the miles and miles of
barren prairies and hills which separate us
from the nearest railroad.
Having finished my tertianship at St. Andrews-on-the-Hudson, 1 was allowed through
the kindness of my superiors to visit
the dear old Church and College of
my youth, viz.: the Immaculate Conception and Boston College. Though it was
but a short time ago, however, it seems
to me now-like some beautiful dream of the
past, for no one knows how I love every nook
and cranny around those sacred spots.
T
took every occasion to wander over the scenes
of my boyhood, even away up into the tower,
for we boys had a special trait about us for
getting into places rather out of bounds. I
lingered long in the chapel of St. Valentine;
there stood the same old confessionals, but
those grand and noble old fathers had gone
with the exception of beloved Father Charlier:
gone home to their eternal reward. Fathers
Fulton, Stack, Dompieri, Boursaud, Russo,

Merrick and Buckley. Oh, what men of God
they were, and we boys of old knew it, too;
yet, thanks be to God, other great men,
worthy successors, now sat in those same
sacred tribunals, bestowing the same divine
consolations upon the crowds of contrite souls
clustered around them, as in days of yore.
Many a once familiar figure I also recognized, as it passed out from the Church
though now weighed down with the weight of
many years, and to whom as yet I was as the
boy of yesterday. Yes, the dear old Church
and its College are close to my heart, and I
feel sure that all of us old boys have that
same tenderness for that noblest of spots.
The only thing we need is to be separated
from it for a number of years to cause us to
realize how tender-hearted we are after all
the rough treatment we have to undergo from
this world about us. But, dear Mr. Editor,
this is not exactly what you desired of me to
write, yet it was in me and I could not lose
this splendid opportunity of giving way to
my feelings; for ex abundantia cordis, os
loquitur. The call of Obedience came to me
whilst in Boston, and though I was at first to
be assigned to the fields of Alaska, yet the
Crow Indian of Montana was to be mv future
charge; and to this field of labor my trunk
was checked and I was soon gazing, for the
last time, upon the beloved scenes of boyhood as they swiftly sped by the windows of
the New York and Albany train, which was
hurrying me away from the confines of civilization towards the land of the Crow. The
dawn of St. Ignatius day found me over two
thousand miles from Boston, at a little depot
in Montana, wistfully looking out over the
vast prairies to catch a glimpse of the stage
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FATHER DINAND WITH CATHOLIC CROW INDIAN BOYS WEARING THEIR FESTIVE ATTIRE

are:

Standing from left to right
Aloysius Holds the Enemy, Aegidius Last, Paul Kills, Joseph
Short Bull, John Sits-down
Spotted, Albert Iron. Sitting : Peter Paul Runs Plenty, John Little Owl, Joseph Spotted
Rabbit

which was to carry me out to the Mission
twenty-five miles overland. It was yet early
and I was anxious, hoping against hope almost, to be able to offer up to the Eternal
Father His Beloved Son in the Holy Sacrifice,
on that day so dear to every Jesuit. From a
little wooden church, not far off, came a
young Indian of the Cheyenne tribe, who
shook my hand and told me that two Ursuline
nuns were on their way overland to the
Cheyenne reservation, about 70 miles away,
and were waiting for me at the little church.
These holy women had just finished their annual retreat at the Mission, and the day previous to my arrival had travelled as far as
Crow Agency, hoping to meet me there,
where I could say Mass and give them also
the happiness of receiving Our Divine Ford,
who would be their companion over the rest

of the long road that stretched oft" towards
the reservation of the Cheyenne. Imagine
my joy! Mass over, the good daughters of
St. TJ rsula shared their provisions with me
and soon were on the road again with their
faithful Indian driver. At i P. M. the stage
started; five of us filled it, the driver, a white
man, an Indian, his wife, child and the late
arrival from Boston. It was a long drive
over hills and prairies without the least shade,
and it was very hot and dusty.
Soon the
driver drew from under the seat a big jug
of cool water which went the rounds without much ceremony. In the distance we could
see a prairie fire raging near the Custer
battlefield; for you know it was on this land
now set apart for the Crow Indian that General Custer and his noble men fell, surrounded on all sides by the overwhelming
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force of the savage Sioux and Cheyenne Indians. Their sad line of march is easily discerned by the little marble stones that dot
the hills and gullies, marking the spot where
each of the poor fellows fell. A mournful
sight even to the tourist of today, for the
grounds remain in the same shape as on the
day of the frightful slaughter, save for the
removal of the exuberant sage brush and the
admittance of a small cemetery for the remains of other valiant soldiers from neighboring forts. Covered with dust and tired
from the jaunt, I arrived at St. Xavier's
Mission on the Big Horn River. Here was
to be my home, or at least where I was to
Two fathers and two
keep my trunk.
brothers were there to greet me, happy to see
their little community increase.
The Crow reservation embraces about 3500
square miles, within which we have three
stations besides the Mission on the Big Horn
River: Pryor, about 50 miles to the west;
Lodge Grass, 40 miles to the east; Crow
Agency, 25 miles to the northeast, another
station being lately added, called Hardin,
about 25 miles down the river.
We have
about 25 boys here attending our school, and
the Ursuline Nuns have about the same number of girls. Both schools are boarding
schools and only for Indian children.
To
keep these schools open is a very difficult task
for the Rev. Fr. Superior, who has to study
how he can turn everything to the best advantage ; for, as you know, the Government does
not give us one cent for the support of the Indians, and what is sad to mention is that our
own Catholic brethren of the East have not
been very generous in the collections taken
up lately for the Indian Missions. Thus it is
we have to struggle on under very trying circumstances to keep open the schools which,
besides other expenses, entails the food and

clothing for all these poor children. To close
the schools means to cut off our best, and, I
might say, our only means to bring the light
of Faith to the Crows, it being the children
who are the means of drawing the older folks
under the sweet yoke of Christ.
To read of the noble redskin of the forest,
so poetically described by some of our authors,
one might, at times, sigh to flee from the haunts
of the white man and seek the imagined peace
in the wigwam of the hospitable aborigine, but
the Indian of fiction and the one of fact are
not very well acquainted. To me it seems
that some of our poets must have formed
their ideas of the Indian from only a flying
trip through his reservation, where he saw
him standing probably near the depot, wondering at the curious number of pale faces
staring at him, robed in his gorgeous blanket,
with his face streaked with all the brightest
colors obtainable.
When dwelling with the poor savage year
in and year out, a rather prosaic idea of the
Indian soon seizes one. His manner of living is vastly different from the white man;
his wants are fewer and are easily supplied;
he is much more given to follow the inclinations of pure nature; he is easily moved tu
sullenness; finds it difficult to bear a refusal;
seeks more rest than labor; is easily influenced and as regards this last sign of weakness. we, missionaries, have much to contend
with, for very many of the Indians, besides
their own faults, have been contaminated by
the vices of the white man, hence we have
a double evil to cope with. The poor Crow
Indian especially is known not to have so
good a record for morality as some other
tribes, yet we must say, that of late much
progress is being made for the better, however there is vast room for improvement, hence
you will not be surprised to learn that they
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are much more degraded than other Indians. and leave a wonderfully big part to the mercy
Originally the Crow Indians were sun worof Our Blessed Lord, for I am convinced
shippers and steeped in low superstitious bethat these poor ignorant people must have a
liefs, which even today cling to a great special judgment, for it is difficult to judge
many. Not long ago I visited a dying child their limited intelligence by ours. Yet some
in its father's tepee; near the couch was the deathbed scenes are consoling even amongst
sacred fire, upon the pillow near the head of the poor Crows. A young man by the name
the little wasted form was an old, ugly weasel of "Not Old" was wasting away with conskin, used as superstitious medicine for the sumption ; he called the priest and made his
child. Along the roads red rags hang from confession. The next morning he was to rethe branches of trees as offerings to the sun. ceive the Holy Viaticum, but during the night
Close by many of the Indians' tepees, or log he became very weak and was expected to
cabins, a familiar sight is the medicine bag die; most earnestly the young Indian behung high on a pole, or fastened to the side sought Our Lord to spare his life till the
of the house. About to visit an influential father brought him Holy Communion. After
sub-chief, I noticed a big medicine bag on a the priest had administered to him the Most
pole near the house, so I turned my horse Blessed Sacrament, "Not Old" took his
around and rode away. Soon the old man's crucifix in hand and, kissing it, said: "Now,
son-in-law, "Ben Long Ear," asked me why my God, I am ready to go." Before dying
I didn't come to see his father, and I told he begged pardon for all the scandal he
him: Your folks don't like me, for you have might have caused and desired that his petia great big sign over your house, "Black tion be made public.
"Not Old" had been
Gown, keep out of here, we don't like you." one of the boys educated at the Mission.
He didn't understand what I meant until I Most of our school children die piously,
explained how the black gown and the medithanks be to God. Moved, no doubt, by "Not
cine bag were on bad terms. The next day Old's" edifying death, another young Crow
the bag was away below half-mast, in fact was heard to say that he wished to die by
out of sight. When an Indian becomes very consumption, so that he could die good.
sick, the medicine man is called in to try his
A peculiar custom of the Crows is that
art, then the relatives are informed of the when some one becomes very sick they move
illness and they come from afar off, leaving him from place to place throughout the resertheir work, no matter how important, to visit vation, hoping to benefit him by the change,
the sick person. They will sit around the inand if he is to die it must not be in their
terior of the tepee, oftentimes for a very long home, as they would have to abandon it for
time, without uttering a word to the sick a long time. This moving about causes so
relative. In time of sickness the Indian much anxiety, for we have to search for
seems to lose all courage and becomes very them in the brush, and oftentimes after havgloomy, especially is this the case with the ing travelled miles to see the sick person,
women, and hardly a word can be gotten out on our arrival at the place where he was last
of them; here again you have an idea of how seen, we find only the embers of an abandoned
trying it is on the priest on so momentous fire, a few rags and the grass beaten
an occasion. Oftentimes I have to stretch my down as signs that the sick person was
moral theology almost to the snapping point. there; but where have they carried him now?
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FATHER DINAND, WITH ALBERT IRON, STARTING OUT FROM ST. XAVIER MISSION FOR CROW AGENCY

As soon as the Indian is perceived to be near
death, he is dressed in his best clothes and
his face is painted, for no one cares to touch
the dead. Having breathed his last, often
within a few hours he is quickly wrapped up
in a piece of canvas or blanket and brought
to the top of some hill, where he is placed in
a box which is covered with stones; it may
be he is left in a wagon or buggy on the hilltop, or he may be fortunate enough to find
his last resting place amid the branches of a
tall tree. The death scene of many of the
C rows is horrible; the most weird and wild
crying takes place around the tent or house;
women with dishevelled hair become most
frantic with grief, finger joints are slashed
off. their bodies are hacked with a knife, this
being done by themselves to express their
deep sorrow. Here one stands aghast at the
horror of superstition. Then the tent or
house is ransacked by the mourners of what-

ever they want, sometimes leaving the family
of the deceased without food. Hardly an old
person around here can hold up a hand with
all the fingers complete. We must say, to the
credit of the younger generation, this immoderate way of showing their sorrow is very
fast falling into disfavor. The Crow is very
outspoken, and if he wants something he will
not hesitate to ask you for it. I had a peculiar instance of this whilst administering' the
consolation of religion to an old Indian
woman, who during the ceremony took a
fancy to my stole, and of course asked me
for it. I suppose she thought I had it around
my neck for the sake of vanity. "If I give
it to you," said I, "you must take my place
and race over the reservation after the sick
people." She understood her mistake and we
all had a good laugh over it. In my endeavors to raise the thoughts of some poor sick
Crow to the things of heaven T have often
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had my patience well tested by being interonce a month, where I have a little log chapel
rupted by the question: "When will the with two little rooms in the rear. It is nice
brother at the Mission kill a steer?" "I don't and cold there in the winter, hence I have
know," I answer, then I try to find a good optermed it "my pasteboard box." Far from all
portunity to get my sick person back to the kinds of conveniences, whilst there I am my
higher plane again if I can; then surely must own cook and housekeeper; the water is
come thesecond and more important petition : about a quarter of a mile away. During the
"Black Gown, when the brother kills the next night the mice and rats have a grand time
steer will you tell him to save for us its playing chase around my cot, adding nothing
entrails? We are sick." Imagine what the to my comfort I can assure you. Such are
missionary has to listen to and smile, since some of the things the missionary has to put
he can't get vexed with any profit. To promup with, and knowing that they are borne for
ise them the entrails of the steer is doing the Good Master, the burden loses much of
these people a great favor. What causes us its weight.
disgust has by no means the same effect on
At Lodge Grass a Baptist minister
the Indian of fact.
has opened a school and has a large numOnce a week I leave the Mission for ber of our Catholic children attending it,
Crow Agency, covering the distance on with great detriment to their faith. We have
horseback. At the Agency there is a Govsucceeded in getting eight from him this
school
for
the
Crow
children;
ernment
year; but the minister has become quite exfor many years the priest was not allowed cited over the loss and has done everything
to have even the baptized children, but of in his power to reclaim them, but the chillate we have had our rights respected, and dren's parents were firm. The mother and
I have thirty-five of the pupils attending Holy father of one of the boys gave the visiting
Mass every Sunday, and Catechism every missionary a good sign of their faith, for
Monday; this obliges me to remain at Crow they came to the little chapel one morning to
Last Holy Communion, having to travel through
Agency from Saturday till Tuesday.
year I had the happiness of preparing a water and mud for about two miles; the man
class of seventeen Crow children at the came barefooted. You can also see how misAgency for their First Holy Communion. guided the minister is, for he has lately told
The day of their First Holy Communion was one of our old students that we Jesuits teach
really grand. I managed to obtain white that it is lawful to tell a lie. if it be for God's
dresses and veils for all the girls through the honor. We wish the poor man no harm but
charity of the Sisters of Notre Dame and the as long as he has one of our children we
must in conscience do our best to withdraw
ladies of the Tabernacle Society at the Constreet,
Boston. I am now it from such baneful influence. The Indians
vent on Berkeley
able to give to some of my little congregation at Lodge Grass have much to suffer to preat Crow Agency Holy Communion at least serve their faith, owing to the inducements
once a month, which is a great consolation to offered by the Baptist preacher, who seems to
me to think over when galloping over the be well supplied with at least much of this
world's goods. Probably our Divine Lord
prairies. I also have to make a trip on horseback of about 40 miles to Lodge Grass at least will soon come to our aid by inspiring some
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charitable soul to help us in furthering the Stylus especially to my old classmates of 95,
good that can be done if we had the material and that its reading may fan into an ardent
flame the missionary spirit which surely must
means.
I trust, my dear Mr. Birmingham, that my be burning in the hearts of many of the studlittle account of some of the things of the ents of my dear Old Alma Mater. Fiat, Fiat.
Yours respectfully in Christ,
missionary life amongst the Crow Indians
entails will be interesting to the readers of the
REV. AUGUSTINE A. DIN AND, S.J.
,

PRAYER IS SO STRONG
Joseph P. McHugh, ?12
Prayer is so strong

It joins our souls forever more, loved one,
Although twixt us death's stream runs fierce
along,
No matter how the storms of life may run,
Prayer is so strong.
Yet man is weak;
He cannot stand alone amid the strife,
He cannot teach his faltering lips to speak,
He cannot even save one little life,
Man is so weak.

But prayer is strong;
Those whom our eyes have lost prayer still
sees clear,
And thought too deep for speech rings through
God's Song,
And prayer alone can reach death's presence,
dear,
And still be strong.

RICHARD WATSON GILDER
EDITOR, PATRIOT, POET
William Billings, ?12

The Angel of Death, stealing noiselessly
into the garden of God's children, with swift
unerring hand has plucked from our midst
a bright blossom of pure manhood, a dominant force in the periodical literature of the
entire country for a generation, a patriotic

of irreproachable integrity, indefatigable endeavor, and the highest ideals,
above all a poet of rare creative genius, lofty
sentiment, and a universal, sympathetic lover
of all mankind, Richard Watson Gilder.
In early manhood, after serving his country

citizen
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in the great Civil War, he gained entrance
to the world of literatnre, his consuming ambition from early childhood, through the ever
open door of journalism. Owing to his
passionate love of his profession, his untiringdevotion to work, and his extraordinary ability, he rose rapidly from the ranks, until in
1871 he became managing editor of Scribner's Magazine under Dr. Holland, a position which for eleven years he held with
characteristic success. In 1881 he resigned
his position to become editor-in-chief of the
Century Magazine, an honor which he retained until death parted him from his beloved labors. He brought to his work as an
editor an enthusiastic love, a keen appreciation of literary values, an even-balanced, conservative judgment, and a wide experience of
men and affairs. He maintained a magazine
of a high standard, and by the class of literature he monthly placed in the hands of the
public between the two covers of his magazine he tried faithfully to impress upon all
people a rule of life which he promulgated
not only by his words, but by the example
of his own upright life:
Keep pure thy soul!
Then shalt. thou take the whole
01 delight;
Then, without a pang,
Thine shall be all of beauty whereof the poet
sang?

The perfume,
mirth

and the pageant, the melody, the

Of the golden day, and
Of heaven, and of earth.
O, keep pure thy soul!

the starry night;

In conjunction with his literary work, and
profiting by the innumerable opportunities
afforded him by his profession to study men
and existing conditions he became an energetic, tireless worker for civic advancement
and reform. He went about his work in a
quiet, fearless, unostentatious manner and
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harbored a deep-rooted contempt for those
reformers who ''blate, babble and groan." His
idea of a success in work and life is summed
up in these words:
He fails who climbs to power and place
Up the pathway of disgrace.

He fails not who makes truth his cause,
Nor bends to win the crowd's applause.
He fails not, he who stakes his all
Upon the right, and dares to fall;
What tho' the living bless or blame,
For him the long success of fame.

His belief was that work and results, not
empty promises and high sounding words, are
what really count.
Among the most con-

spicuous of his multifarious and invaluable
services for the city of New York was the
work accomplished as President of the Tenement House Commission, as a result of which
laws were enacted by the Legislature calling
for a general renovation of the tenement
house district and a material improvement of
sanitary conditions. It was this investigation
which brought forth from the pen of Gilder
that merciless lashing of the members of
Trinity Church Corporation, New York; the
substance of which is expressed in the following lines:
Guardians of a holy trust,
Who, in your rotting tenements,
Housed the people, till the offence
Rose to the heaven of the just.

Guardians of an ancient trust,
Who, lately, from these little ones
Dashed the cup of water; now
Bind new laurels to your brow;
Fling to earth these sacred stones;
Give the altar to the dust!

He was the prime mover of the Kindergarten School, a sympathetic friend and champion of the unfortunate children of the tenements an active spirit in every movement and
society, aiming for the advancement or
beautifying of his beloved New York. The
love of citizenship, hatred of civic infidelity
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of any kind, and the contempt for the political tool was deep-rooted in his straightforward nature. His advice to those in positions
of high public trust was:

Again we see the poet's belief in the power
of love, when emphasizing the fact that happiness is not found upon earth he penned
these lines:

Thou who wouldst serve thy country and thy
kind,
Winning the praises of honorable men
And love of many hearts ?know the true proof
Of faithfulness lies not therein. That dwells
In the lone consciousness of duty done.

But ah! there be that know
Where joy alone doth grow.
Led by one true star,
The journey is not far.
'Tis in a garden in no distant land,
High-walled on every hand;
And the key thereof

His life and example is a shining example
of what good citizenship and fearless
endeavor can accomplish, and a direct refutation of the charge that unselfish love of city,
state and country is completely extinct, for
Following the truth he led his fellowmen
Through years and virtues the great citizen!
By being great, he made the city great;
Serving the city, he upheld the State.

?

Nevertheless, although he typified the great
editor and publicist, and the ideal citizen, it
is as a poet of high ideals and lofty sentiment,
and a lover of all humanity that his name
will be an inspiration to posterity. His sympathetic, comprehensive love of man made
him a really great poet, for many of his best
efforts sprung from his deep appreciation of
his friends and their achievements. He was
passionately devoted to his friends in every
walk of life, and a good idea of how much
he valued friendship may be gleaned from
the following
The

years

verses:

are

angels

that bring down

from

Heaven
Gifts of the gods. What has the angel given
Who last night vanished up the heavenly wall?
He gave a friend?the gods' best gift of all.

Another poem which exemplifies his love
of a friend is his ode to Grover Cleveland,
whose warm friend, personal admirer, and
political adherent Gilder always was throughout his political life, and even after Cleveland
had retired to private life the friendship in
no way abated.

Is love.

Gilder gives a beautiful example of his
pure, sweet, serious nature, with its high
moral standard and deep religious tone, an
insight into his character and habitual trend
of thought, in these few simple verses;
Each moment holy is, for out from God
Each moment flashes forth a human soul.
Holy each moment is, for back to Him
Some wandering soul each moment home returns.

Added to his brotherly love for all and his
nature was a passionate fondness
for music and art. He pays this tribute to

high moral
art:

Following the
power!

sun,

westward

the

march

of

The Rose of Might blooms in our new-world
mart:
But see. just bursting forth from bud to flower,
A late, slow growth, the fairer Rose of Art.

?

1

hrough all the poetry of Gilder runs a
note of hope, a love of the spiritual order,
and a reverence for morality. As a photograph reproduces the countenance, so his
poetry reflects his character.
As we consider the loss to the world by the
death of Gilder, we can find no more appropriate words to describe his passing away than
the words in which Gilder described the death
of Browning:
A soul of Beauty,?a

white rhythmic flame.
Passed singing forth into the Eternal Beauty
whence it came.
?

FRESHMEN CORNER
A CHRISTMAS RECOLLECTION
James

Forty years, a shiftless rover
I have roamed the wide world over,
Far from my old home and kindred, far from
dear old mother's side.

Daley,

?13

When the lights and tinsel twinkled
Through the wondrous tree besprinkled
With a million feathered flakes of
sparkling, scintillating snow.

But this Christmas day returning,
Finds the heart still fondly yearning
For the blessed days of childhood and the
joys of Christmas-tide.

Then within

Once again I

hear the jingle
Of the bells of old Kris Kringle
As he pays his Christmas visit on his
mission of good cheer,

Giving thanks for every pleasure,
And the Yule-tide's priceless treasure
for the Infant God from Heaven
in His cheerless manger laid.

And this tender recollection,
Mingled with sincere affection,
Brings the dreamy, parting tinkle like sweet

Now I'm nothing but a rover,
And my days of bliss are over,
But there's yet a spirit in me which will
not be set aside.

this fairy bower,
Sweetest joy of childhood's hour,
Stood we round the pealing organ as my
gray-haired father played.

music to my ear.

Still the gladsome vision lingers,
Charmed by mem'ry's fairy fingers,
And from recollection's embers flames a
Christmas long ago,

And this Christmas day returning
Finds my heart still fondly yearning
For the blessed days of childhood and the
joys of Christmas-tide.

REVERIE OF AN OLD MAN
Thomas L. Gannon, ?13

There's a sadness steals upon me
When the night is closing 'round me;
There's a sort of wistful longing for the

days

that

used to be;
And my heart is wildly beating.
Dull and cold the city's greeting,
As I listen while my mem'ry sings the music of
the sea.

And it takes me back to places
That I love, and childish faces
In a little world of sunshine that a cloud has
never seen,

Where the thrush is always singing,
And the bee his treasure bringing
Prom the berry blossoms nodding to the minnows
in the stream.

Now I see the meadows waving,
Now I hear the west wind raving,
As it sighs and sobs across the open fields so
dear to me;
Now my eyes with tears are streaming,
As I fancy in my dreaming
That I hear my mother singing in the cottage by

the sea.

JAMES A. COVENEY, 10

LOUIS A. WHITE, 'lO
Cassius

Brutus

JOSEPH H. WILLIS, '9O
Instructor

WILLIAM E. CONROY, 'lO
Antony

DAVID B. WATERS, 'II
Trebonius

?JULIUS CAESAR? AT BOSTON COLLEGE
Charles A: Birmingham, ?10

Among the many plays of Shakespeare "Shakespeare's ideal gentleman," is a
which have been produced at Boston Colpathetic portrayal of internal conflicts He
lege none lends itself so readily to our paris divided by his love for Qesar and his
ticular needs as does Julius Csesar. This is love for Rome. He is grander, gentler,
due primarily to the fact that the absence of more exalted and more picturesque than his
female characters does not in the least hamcompanions, but at the same time he is
per the action of the play. In many of the passive. The action of his will waits upon
plays?Richard 111., Coriolanus, Hamlet, that of Cassius. Indeed it is doubtful if,
and The Merchant of Venice?the presence without the instigation of Cassius, he would
of female characters is well nigh essential. ever have been moved to turn against Caesar.
They are woven into the plots of the various His mind has the equipoise of the philosoplays and about them the action in a great pher. Always he acts from reason and never
degree moves. In Julius Caesar, however, from impulse, his very anger even taking
this is not so. The introduction of Portia on the cold spirit of the Stoic.
and Calpurnia in the second act is not essenHe is never loud or boisterous, but always
tial. The scene between Brutus and his gentle, calm, subdued. His speech to the
wife is intended to bring out the unrest of Roman populace is the embodiment of the
mind and the great tenderness of the hero, same calm and dignified expression that
two qualities which are sufficiently manifest characterizes the man. No apology has he
through the whole course of the play. The to make for his action, but he comes merely
dream of Calpurnia, in which "Fierce, fiery to give the reasons why he could be so
warriors fought upon the clouds," is easily moved against such a friend as Caesar.
announced by Flavius, so that nothing es"Not," he says, "that I loved Caesar less but
sential to the action of the play is lost.
that I loved Rome more." .The world has
Of "Julius Caesar" we never tire. Perhaps known and has never impugned his motive.
His is a character full of refinement, sweetthis is due to the fact that its leading personages are real men of whom history gives ness and melancholy beauty. At Philippi.
when the fortunes of battle had turned
adequate testimony. Perhaps, too, it is because of the interest attached to the events against him. he takes leave of his friends
portrayed, for the poet by his wonderful de- with the same stoical and generous spirit
lineation of character and his fidelity to that have marked his every action.
history, a quality which Shakespeare does "Farewell to you;?and you;?and you, countrymen.
not always show, has crystallized the greatdoth joy that yet in all my life,
My
heart
crisis
in
the
life
of
?the
Fall
of
Rome,
est
I found no man but he was true to me."
the Republic and the Rise of the Empire.
Like Cassius he too falls by his own
While on this subject it may not be amiss
and as his great soul passes the mind
sword,
to say a few words of the three great characters of the play?Brutus, Cassius and of the poet seems inspired by his hero, for
Antony. Brutus, who has been called he characterizes him in perhaps the most en-
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nobling words that his mind has ever conceived, the words of the victorious

as he bends over the body of

Antony

Brutus:

"His life was gentle, and the elements
So mixed in him that Nature might stand up
And say to all the world, "This was a man!"

Quite through

the deeds of

men:

he

loves no

plays,
As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music:
Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort,
As if he mocked himself, and scorned his spirit
That could be moved to smile at any thing."

This is Caesar's view of the conspirator,
and
as an external description it is correct,
By many people Cassius is considered
but
it
does not interpret the man. He has
crafty. The criticism is hardly a just one.
become
embittered through disappointment
There is something sinister connected with
and
reflection
by
on the deeds and ways of
the idea of craft that we cannot apply to the
men but his motives are never petty. He
great conspirator. He is keen, subtle perhaps, but not crafty. He is not as free from is intensely human, dominated as he is by
his love for Brutus and his love for freedom.
prejudice as is Brutus, but his nature is essentially noble, dominated as he is by high Brutus is the great and noble figure of the
motives?his hatred of tyranny and his love play but Cassius is the leading spirit. When
of liberty. Jealousy of Caesar has often been at Philippi. deceived by the thought that all
urged as a cause against him, but it is was lost, he falls upon his sword, we think
jealousy springing from his love for freedom of him not as of a conspirator but as of one
and not from any personal envy of the great who fought gloriously for the right as he
general. He was an old man, had lived in saw it, and we can share the grief of Brutus
the better times of Rome, had known the when he says:
great men of generations before, had en"Thou last of all the Romans, fare thee well!
dured the dangers and privations of war for It is impossible that ever Rome
the Republic, and now to think that the old Should breed thy fellow."
days were at an end, that the spirit which
Antony is crafty. No word, perhaps, bethad driven the Tarquins from the gates of
ter expresses his nature.
He is artful,
the city was to be crushed beneath the desshrewd, treacherous, resolute and fierce.
potic power of one man?a fellow creature
Brutus, from his whole-souled nature,
?quite o'ermasters him and he plans the
speaks of him as "a wise and valiant
conspiracy.
Roman, but later as one ''given to sports,
Like Brutus, he is a philosopher of to wildness, and
much company." Caesar
the Stoic type. He is given much to conrefers to him as one who "revels lone: o'
templation and the fear which Qesar had nights.
Cassius, with the keen perceptions
of him for this reason betrays itself in the
of one who "looks through the deeds of
very words by which he strives to convey men," calls him
a "contriver," "a masker and
the opposite meaning:
a reveller," and, indeed, the place which his"Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look;
tory accords him is not high.
He think too much: such men are dangerous.
In his delirium of grief over the bodv of
But I fear him not.
his
friend he finds time to map out a nlan.
Yet, if my name were liable to fear,
His insinuating speech to the Roman mob
I do not know the man I should avoid
is an excellent example of his prowess. When,
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much;
He is a great observer, and he looks
by his deep humility and deference to Brutus
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and Cassius, he calms their rage against him,
in a broken and sobbing voice he asks their
indulgence.
"Bear with me;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,
And I must pause till it comes back to me."

He covers his face with his hands, presumably to hide his emotion but in reality that
he may look through his fingers to see what
effect he has had upon the crowd. When
he has won them and instigated them to
riot his hypocrisy becomes almost amusing.
"Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up
To such a sudden flood of mutiny."

And so he goes the antithesis in every sense
of the great hero of the play.
-:<

*

*

''Julius Caesar" became a favorite at Boston College very early, having been produced for the first time in 1868. The production was under the direction of Father
Fulton, and among those who took part
were Rev. Hugh Roe O'Donnell, who portrayed Brutus; Rev. Thomas Powers, who
took the part of Cassius; Edward A. McLaughlin, '72, the well-known Boston lawyer ; Drs. Charles and Dennis McGowan;
Dr. William Dunn, recently made a Knight
of the Order of St. Gregory by our Holy
Father; Rev. John Cummins of Roslindale,
and Rev. William Brett, Professor of Ethics
at Boston College.
The popularity which the play had among
the students and professors is evidenced by
the fact that it was again produced in July,
1872, with the following cast:
Caesar
Antony
Brutus
Cassius

Casca
Trebonius
Decius
Metellus

James A. McGeough
Thomas J. Gannon
Thomas H. Kane
William B. Wall
William P. Kelly
Francis S. Wilson
lames Lee
John L. Broderick

Cinna

Octavius Csesar
Titinius
Lucius
Popilius Lena
Servius
First Citizen

Second Citizen
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Patrick H. Callanan
William B. Brownrigg
Henry E. Lappen
John M. Murphy
Michael Glennon
Michael J. Hughes
Havens C. Richards
Maurice J. Tierney

Twenty-five years elapsed before the triumphal procession of Caesar again crossed
our stage. In December, 1897, the play was
given with 125 students participating. This
performance was made memorable by
the fact that five brothers took part. They
were John, Charles, Bernard, Joseph and
James Duffy. The leader of the mob on
this occasion won great applause for his excellent acting. It did not become generally
known until after the performance that the
part had been taken by Joseph H. Willis,
'9O. The cast for the performance was as
follows:
Julius Caesar
Brutus

Cassius
Antony

Octavius Caesar
Casca
Decius
Metellus

Cimber
Popilius Lena
Titinius
Trebonius
Cinna
Soothsayer
Pindarus

First Citizen
Second Citizen
Servius
Flavius
Third Citizen
Fourth Citizen

Francis Browne
John F. Duffy
Charles F. Duffy
William D. Nugent
Leo F. O'Neil
Ambrose A. Dore

Bernard F. Duffy
Martin J. Welsh
Edward F. Crowley
Dennis J. Maguire

Victor M. Pelletier
Daniel J. O'Connell
Arthur J. Fogarty
Harry

Kane

William Long
John J. O'Brien

William Murphy
William Curry
.Joseph Loughry
John B. Prendergast

After six years the play was again produced on December 22d, 1903. with the following cast:
Brutus

Cassius
Antony

Leo Adrian Dore
John T. Kerens
Joseph A. Quinn
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Julius Caesar
Decius
Casca
Octavius Caesar
Metellus Cimber
Poysilius Lena

Titinius
1 rebonius
Cinna
Soothsayer

Pindarus
Servius
Flavius
Lucills
First Citizen
Second Citizen
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Walter A. Lambert
Clovis J. Gagnon
James L. McGuinness
James A. Coveney
Eugene P. Crayne
William A. O'Brien
Joseph A. Murphy
Henry C. Reardon
Florence W. McCarthy
George A. Connors
Augustus F. McAloon
Charles A. O'Malley

Louis A. White
Joseph I. Whalen
Philip F. McCormack
James Kerrigan

After another lapse of six years the great
is again to bleed. Rehearsals have
been in progress for several weeks and a
cast has been made up which promises well

Julius

to maintain the traditions of the past. The
Brutus of this occasion will be James A.
Coveney, To, who took the part of Octavius
Caesar in the production of 1903. Since that
time Mr. Coveney has added laurels to his
fame in the roles of Hotspur in "Henry IV"
and Laertes in "Hamlet." Louis A. White,
10, will play Cassius. In the last production
of "Caesar" he appeared as Flavius and has
since been seen as Poins in "Henry IV" and
Horatio in "Hamlet." The part of Antony
will be taken by William A. Conroy, 'lO,
who will be remembered for his excellent
portrayal of King Claudius in "Hamlet" last
year. Others to take part are William McHale, ro, as Metellus; Timothy Sheehan,
'll, as Caesar, and David B. Waters, 'n, as
Trebonius.

THE SUPERNUMERARY
John E. Doherty, ?10

Blessings on you, namelesss "supe/'
Unknown hero of the troupe!
With your banner, sword, or spear,
\\ ith no look or word of fear,
With no word at all, in fact,
?

Mum of speech, but great of act!
Yours is not to reply;
\ ours to
twice or three times die:
After death you still appear,
Relegated to the rear;

Like the sun of ancient lore,
Changed, but yet the same once

Let the hero swell and rage,
And monopolize the stage:
You have still your work to do,
All effects depend on you;
Stamp around courageously,

more!

Animated scenery,?
Gallant warrior, play your part!
Blessings on your mighty heart!

ALUMNI ACROAMA
Louis J. Keleher, ?10

God rest you, merry gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay,
For Jesus Christ, our Saviour,
Was born on Christmas Day.
The ''College Night," as evidenced by the
recent memorable event, is one of the best
mediums to bring the alumnus and the un-

The passing of the half century mark is but
an incident in a life of labor and accomplishment, it does not mean a turning point nor a
halting place, but renewed energy and advancement. Today, Archbishop O'Connell is
assuredly a maker of history?a guiding
force to whom hundreds of thousands look
for direction, one of those central figures
about whom public opinion revolves, an uplifter and an upbuilder of a community. His
recent public utterances, with their inherent
logic and vigor, masterpieces of thought and
composition, have not been confined by way
of praise and approbation to our local limits;
they have arrested attention everywhere, and
have stamped their author with the marks of
scholarship and leadership. We might especially mention his speech on education, of last
summer's convention, the paper on the Catholic Church, read by invitation before a Protestant gathering, and the sermon on patriotism,
delivered in the Cathedral on Thanksgiving

dergraduate into closer union and cooperation. While the new College is not, at the
present writing, the hard, concrete reality as
is the rocky foundation upon which it will
stand, the time has surely come when the
sons of Alma Mater, young and old. must
stand together in the noble cause, drawing
inspiration from mutual contact, and lending
the concerted effort which can only come
from organization of aim and spirit. To
effect this organization, why not a "College
Night" that will be broad enough to include
the past as well as the present, wherein an enthusiastic spirit can be generated and the
plans now contemplated be presented for
adoption? We offer, then, as a suggestion,
that in future "College Nights" a general invitation be extended to the Alumni, and in
turn we would urge the Almuni to be present,
confident that, thereby, the interests of the Day.
His best years, his greatest work lie before
College would be materially promoted.
Archbishop O'Connell. At this, the occasion
The feast of the Immaculate Conception on of his fiftieth natal day, all his people unite
December Bth had a broader significance in wishing him prosperity and success in the
than usual to the Catholic population of future, praying that God may spare and
strengthen His servant. In this prayer, there
Greater Boston as it also'signalized the fiftieth birthday of our distinguished Alumnus, should be no more fervent voices than those
Archbishop O'Connell. 'BO. No special cele- of the undergraduates and alumni of Boston
bration was attempted. His Grace officiating, College.
as is his custom, at the solemn Pontifical
From the more or less accurate information
Mass at the Cathedral.
at hand, we are able to furnish the append-
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Ed whereabouts and occupations of the class
of 1909:
The following are at St. John's Seminary,
Brighton: Bernard O'Kane, Henry Tattan,
Andrew White, Florence McCarthy, John
Mahoney, James Sliney, Myles McSweeney,
Thomas Buckley, and George Lee.
John
O'Connell had the same vocation but is separated from his fellows, having entered the
Jesuit Novitiate at Poughkeepsie.
John Manning, Raymond Sullivan, Arthur
Suprenant, Daniel Donovan and William
Cronin have gone in for the study of law, the
first four at Harvard and the last at Boston
Fniversity.
The teaching profession numbers some who
are already full-fledged pedagogues and
others who are as yet only in the embryo. In
the latter class fall Eugene Dorr. Peter Landrigan, Dennis Sullivan, William Ryan and
Joseph Whelan, who are taking up the necessary qualifying work at the Boston Normal
School, and Maurice McLaughlin, who is following a special course in pedagogy at Harvard. In the former class are John Savage,
who is teaching in the Christian Brothers'
College in St. Louis, Frank Smith in Boston
College High, and Gerald Shaugnessy in the
Josephite Novitiate. Baltimore.
Ed. Sheehan is at the Harvard Medical
School; Maurice Milan, at Georgetown,is also
an aspirant for the M.D. degree; George
Murray and Edward Coleman are at Tech;
John Sullivan is with the book firm of Allyn
and Bacon, and Eugene Crayne is in business
in Chicago.
If die gentlemen persevere in their present
pursuits, the class roster will include ten clergymen, five lawyers, nine teachers, two doctors, two men of science, and two masters of
finance.

1 he Rev. Dr.

James

A. Supple, 'OO, is giv-

ing a series of seven lectures on the topic,
"Sources of Divine Grace,"' at the Convent of
the Sacred Heart, Commonwealth avenue, under the patronage of the Children of Mary.
The first lecture was held on November 30,
and the others will follow on each succeeding
Tuesday. Last winter, Dr. Supple gave a
course of similar lectures to private audiences
The favor and comthroughout the city.
mendation with which they were received
have, no doubt, prompted him to undertake
the present task.
Another signal honor was conferred upon
a Boston College man, when Mr. James H.
Carney, ex-'BS, was made a member of the
board of underwriters for Massachusetts, a
body of considerable responsibility and one
whose dictum is final in insurance matters.
Though there were many candidates from
various companies, the choice of Mr. Carney
was unanimous; it might also be mentioned
that he is one of five Catholics to ever fill the
position. If anything were needed to prove
that his appointment was the result of his own
hard work and peculiar fitness, we might cite
his connection with the new College, to the
building of which he has been a generous contributor and in whose affairs he has always
been actively and enthusiastically interested.

During the past month there have been several changes in the pastorates of different parishes in the reports of which our Alumni have
figured prominently.
I o be pastor of the new parish of St. William. in the Savin Hill district of Dorchester,
the Archbishop ha» appointed the Rev. James
J. McCarthy, 89, up to the present attached to
the Cathedral, bather McCarthy will be one
of several young pastors engaged throughout
the archdiocese in organizing new parishes
and erecting new Churches.
This work.
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though perhaps not so arduous as formerly,
nevertheless entails a vast amount of skill and
energy. Father McCarthy is well equipped
for the work in hand and should, before long,
give concrete evidence of the wisdom of his

deavors will mean an increase in his literary
contributions. We hope that this will be the
case, and, meanwhile, wish him every success
in his new charge.

selection.

The home of Mr. John Drum, '91, has been
considerably brightened by the advent of a
young stranger. This explains Mr. Drum's
broad smile which his friends have lately remarked on his always-pleasant countenance.

Rev. Francis J. Butler, '80, has been transferred from St. Leo's Church, Dorchester, to
St. Ann's, Somerville. Father Butler is so
well known to Boston College men as to need
no introduction. His activities in the cause of
Catholic education and in the total abstinence
movement have made him a prominent figure
in diocesan circles for many years. His investigations in the latter field added to a desire
to apply some remedy to the evil of intemperance which would be at once practical and systematic, and at the same time rest on religious
motives culminated in the formation of the
The
Holy Family Temperance League.
League, which had the blessing of the late
Archbishop Williams, has especial concern for
the rising generation, and each year a monster
parade of the young children is held, that they
may be enlisted early in the right cause. The
parishioners of St. Leo's part with Father Butler with regret, because his broad qualities of
heart and the splendid work he had accomplished had endeared him to all. But what is
Dorchester's loss is Somerville's gain.
Father Butler's successor is Rev. Francis A.
Cunningham, '84. of Georgetown, who inaugurated his literary activities as a member of
the first board of editors of the Stylus in 1883,
and whose pen has not ceased ever since to
delight and instruct. His articles on "The Religious Crisis in France," are still favorably
remembered: his compositions are marked by
a fluency and vivacity of style and a richness
of expression. It is possible that Father Cunningham's presence in cultured Boston and his
propinquity to the sanctum of his early en-

Air. Thomas F. Murphy, '08, did not return
with his fellow-classmate, George Keelan, to
Porto Rico, this year, hut has joined the Boston College colony at the Boston Normal
School.
Francis J. Carney, '98, has been elected
Grand Knight of North Cambridge Council,
K. of C. The distinction with which Mr.
Carney has filled other offices in the Order
?added to his well-known ability to take
hold of things?would indicate an administration of exceptional efficiency.
The many friends of Mr. James H. Devlin. '97, will sympathize with him in the
death of his mother. The funeral Mass
was celebrated by Rev. Dr. Joseph V. Tracy,
'82. Father Gorman, S.J., was present from
the College, and Mr. Arthur Dolan, '97,
from the Charitable Irish Society, of which
Mr. Devlin is president.
Our sincere condolences are likewise extended to Rev. James F. Cronin, '03, whose
mother recently passed away.
Rev. Augustine D. Malley, '93, chaplain
of the State Prison, has been appointed to
a similar position at the Charlestown Navy
Yard.
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Mr. James E. Supple, 'O7, made a fine impression at College Night. His statement
of what could be accomplished in the way
of securing funds for the new College, and
his own determination to initiate things,
brought out a round of applause. No wonder Jim is acquiring fame as a star reporter
on the Boston Traveler staff.

It would be hard to find a busier man in
Greater Boston than Bishop Anderson, 'B7.
Since his consecration the Bishop has confirmed in the neighborhood of thirty
thousand children. This is, of course, not
his only activity; he is always earnest in
charitable matters and is in frequent demand
at public gatherings, where his eloquence
and logic are as irresistible as ever.

his chief solace amid the many cares that
beset one in his position.
The New York Freeman's Journal prints
a long biographical sketch of Dr. William
A. Dunn, '72, who bears the honored title
of Knight of the'Order of Gregory conferred
upon him by Pope Pius X. Though Dr.
Dunn finds the air of continental Europe
quite congenial, he recently found time to
make a short visit to this country, in the
course of which he called upon many of hi's
friends, by whom he was royally entertained.
The classmates of Rev. John B. Kelleher,
S.J., 'B6. will no doubt be pleased to hear
that he is as active as ever in all that concerns the furtherance of religion and the
amelioration of social conditions. He is at
present attached to St. Peter's Church, Jersey City.

Mr. Edward A. McLaughlin, '72, of the
Election Commissioners, is being widely
commended because of the skilful manner
in which he is meeting the changed condiThe Reverend Charles F. Glennen, '79,
tions of the new Boston charter. His deep
knowledge of the technical provisions of recently made pastor at Avon, received a
the new law has settled many perplexing hearty welcome to his new field of labor.
difficulties and his genial disposition has Father Glennen's parishioners will find him
made him the warm friend of many an ever ready to make sacrifices in their interests and consequently should lend him that
aspiring candidate.
vigorous co-operation which his devotion
Dr. Timothy J. Murphy, 'BB, has the proud and energy deserve.
honor of having a son at his Alma Mater.
The friends of Rev. Thomas J. Coghlan.
William, who is a popular member of
First Year High, is giving daily indication 78. of East Peppered, to show the esteem in
that he possesses the same sterling qualiwhich they hold him, have founded a scholarship at the College to be known as the
ties as his father, whose record of scholarship he seems fair to emulate.
Coghlan Scholarship. As Father Coghlan is
first and always a loyal B. C. man, it goes
Visitors at the parochial residence of Rev. without question that this act of affection on
the part of his friends gives him a feeling of
Nicholas Walsh, '77, have warmly congratulated him on the high excellence of his libsatisfaction that no similar act could effect.
rary. Father Walsh's literary taste is well
known, and it is with his books that he finds
That Rev. John F. Cummins, '72, is al-
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ways abreast of the time is testified by the
many and splendid improvements which he
has made in his church at Roslindale. The
same is also true of Rev. John W. McCarthy, 'BO, pastor at- North Attleboro.
The Rev. Frederick Delaney, '96, formerly attached to the Working Boys' Home,
has been appointed to the chaplaincy of the
Little Sisters of the Poor at Somerville.
David H. Fulton, 'O4, is now instructor
in mathematics at the Mechanics Arts High
School. Dave is making a great success in
the teaching profession; his fluency of
speech and ability to control the unruly, acquired while president of the Fulton (not
named after him) must surely hold him in
good stead.
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Joseph F. Bonner, 'OB, has entered St.

John's Seminary,

Brighton.

We regret to learn of the illness of the
Rev. Lawrence J. O'Toole, '72, and Rev.
Garret Barry, 'BO, and sincerely wish both
clergymen a speedy return to good health.
Thomas Flanagan, 'Bl, has entirely recovered from his recent serious illness, and his
sunny smile is once more in evidence. It
was Mr. Flanagan who served at mass his

fellow-classmate, Archbishop O'Connell, at
the Alumni Sodality services.
Among the first of the alumni to visit us
in our new sanctum was Rev. Joseph A.
Barden, 'O4. Father Barden was ordained a
year ago and is at present attached to Saint
Patrick's Church, Cambridge.

THE NEW COLLEGE
ceived. We have no hesitation in saying that
$500,000 could be gotten in two months, once
the building of the new Recitation Building this plan, conceived and developed by such
was made during the past month, when the loyal Boston College men as James H. Carney
Ways and Means Committee of the Alumni of Roxbury and Edward J. Brandon of CamAssociation held their meeting. Methods of bridge, would be under way. The time is ripe
organizing the contributors to the College for action, for united, organized, generous
loyalty to a cause which has behind it the
Fund were discussed and committees appointthrobbing enthusiasm of New England's Cathto
take
of
the
various
charge
departments
ed
If
the
of
one
of
these
olic thousands.
plan
of this work.
order,
What has been already accomplished? Take
running
committees can be jostled into
but
one look at the unequalled site above Newthere is plenty of assurance that the amount
recpiired will he abundantly procured. This ton reservoir. Already, too, the excavations
plan will enable every Catholic of Eastern are far progressed and work will be begun on
Massachusetts to show his interest in the the building in the early spring. Of course
undertaking in a practical way. Sections of the haste of this building will be in proportion
this part of the State could be organized and to the generosity of those whose loyalty has
canvassed and the names of those interested inspired the purpose of building a greater
Catholic college in Boston.
enrolled, and their pledges of assistance reWithout a doubt the most significant movement towards the realization of the funds for

DOMI
David B. Waters

The present month is an unusually busy one
Besides the regular
for the college students.
class work with its repetitions and examinations,
the real social life of the College may be said to
begin this month, with the Senior "College

Friends of Fr. Keelan will regret to learn that
he has been in the Carney Hospital for several
weeks. At the present writing, however, we are
glad to be able to say that he has returned to
the College.

December is,
Night" and the class banquets.
moreover, the month of the College play, and
every afternoon after school the exponents of the
histrionic art may be heard rehearsing their parts
for what they tell us is to be the best production
in the history of the College.

The present year seems to be a particularly
favorable one for the College societies, and like
all the rest, the "Sodality" is apparently enjoying
its share of popularity. Whether it is because of

By the way, in speaking of the "Christmas
Play," why wouldn't it be a good idea to have all
the auxiliaries taken from the College department,
instead of drawing them largely, as in the past,
from the High School students?
There is nothing which detracts as much from the merit of a
production as the failure of the "soups" to do
their part intelligently and without awkwardness.
In "Julius Caesar" the mob and the armies can
contribute in a great measure to the success or
failure of the performance. We understand that
the Seniors have voted to act as auxiliaries or in
any other capacity in which they may be needed,
and we would urge the other classes to follow
their excellent example and volunteer their ser-

vices in like manner.
:!<

*

As usual, Rev. Pr. Rector continues his busy
round of work in College and out. Indeed, so
ceaseless are his labors that many wonder if
there is any limit to his capacity for work. On
November 8, Pr. Gasson lectured in Orient
Heights, and on the following Thursday gave a
talk to the Knights of Columbus of Lynn.
On
the second Sunday of the month he spoke before
the Knights of Columbus in Bridgewater, and in

the week following before the Foresters of Erin
Court. On Monday, December 6, Fr. Rector was
in Lowell and delivered a lecture in that city.
*

*

*

The lecture of the reverend professor of Junior,
Fr. Prendergast, on the "Merchant of Venice,"
proved very interesting and instructive to those
who had the good fortune to procure seats in the
hall. Fr. Prendergast delivered the same lecture
in Worcester, Thursday evening, December 2.

*

*

*

excellent singing of the members, led by
"Steve" Chamberlin and Louis White, or because of the instructions given by the moderator,
Mr. Meagher, S.J., we do not know; but at any
rate, the attendance at the weekly meetings on
Thursday morning is very gratifying. There are
many more, perhaps, who could come, if only for
the last few minutes of the meeting, and we
would urge these to do so.
(he

*

*

*

On the second Sunday of November, Fr. Brett
preached a very forcible sermon on "The Power
of the Press."
After pointing out the enormous
influence which the press of the present day exerts among all classes the reverend preacher said
that in consequence of its influence there was a
great need of an interpreter of current views and
principles.
This interpreter, he said, we have
in the Diocesan organ, the Pilot.
*

*

*

Fr. Devlin,

professor of Sophomore, is the
newly-appointed chaplain of the Young Men's
Catholic Association, and is tireless in his efforts
to bring the Association up to a high standard of
efficiency and activity. Fr. Devlin finds a most enthusiastic helper in the president of the Association, the well-known, genial Timothy J. Brinnin.
An excellent course of lectures has been arranged by the Association for the winter
months.
The course will be opened by Mr. Joseph Smith,
December 18.

Mr. E. L. McSweeney will also be

heard.
*

*

*

On the feast of the Immaculate Conception. Fr.
Kirchmeyer delivered a sermon in German in the
German church in Boston. Fr. Kirchmeyer's Eng-

lish sermons have already produced a great impression among the people of Plymouth.
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Mr. J. J. McNally, S.J., spoke before the members and friends of the West Newton Catholic
Club Friday evening, November 20. The subject
of his lecture was the life of Savonarola. The
club is under the spiritual directorship of a former
B. C. man. Fr. F. T. Cronin, '96.
*

*

*

The committee on ways and means for raising
funds for the new College have a very active supporter in Rev. W. J. Conway, S.J., of New York.
Fr. Conway is well known in Boston, where he
was born and studied for some time, and is
enthusiastic about the new development.
\u2756

*

Sfc

The College debating societies still continue to
enjoy their great popularity among the students.
The debates so far in the Marquette Debating
Society have been of a very high order and on
very interesting as well as instructive subjects.
The attendance at the meetings of the society is
exceptionally large and assures us that the interest in debating at the College is in no immediate

danger of abatement.
\u2666

#

*

The "Fulton," too, seems to have taken a new
lease of life with the new blood received at the
beginning of the year.
Every meeting, apparently, increases its efficiency and interest. One of
the most popular debates of the month and the
one most fruitful in voluntary speaking was that

on the question: "Resolved, That college football
should be abolished." After much heated discussion the "house" declared for the affirmative side
of the question. On the evening of December 3,
the Society held its weekly meeting before the
members of the Young Men's Catholic Association in appreciation of the very great kindness of
the Association in allowing the "Fulton" the use
of their rooms for the weekly debates of the Society.
The question debated was the following:
"Resolved, That the United States senators should
be elected by the direct vote of the people." It
was voted to retain the present method of elec-

tion.
*

*

*

Fr. Maguire still continues his earnest endeavors toward raising funds for the Daniel O'Connell
Memorial Hall, and was heard by many of the
district branches of the A. O. H. during the

month.

of
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The Italian people of the Church of Our Lady
Loretto, New York City, heard a very forceful

sermon preached by Rev. Aloysius Romano, the
chaplain of the College, on December 8. The sermon was delivered in Italian.
*

*

*

"Too much

praise cannot be given to "Bill" McIlale, 'lO, and his committee for the very enjoyable evening afforded the students on the evening
of December 7. All the fellows, with but very
few exceptions, were present and apparently were
glad of it. In opening the entertainment Mcllale
paid a fitting tribute to the class of 1908, to
which was due the revival of "College Nights,"
and then called upon the first speaker of the
evening, Mr. Francis J. Carney, '9B. After the

cheers which

welcomed

him

had subsided Mr.

Carney straightway proceeded to create more by
his witty anecdotes of the days of "auld lang
syne." In concluding, the gentleman urged those
who were intending to enter professional schools
after graduation to guard against the freedom
allowed in them by reason of the large classes
and to work from the outset for their own sake
and for the sake of the College they represent.
After a few songs by the Senior Class and their
quartet the next speaker was introduced amid
loud applause.
Mr. James Carney, with a few
introductory remarks
about the spirit which
should animate us in all our work and especially
in our endeavors for the new College, confined his
remarks to the question of the business life. He
denied that there was anything like proscription
among business men against Catholic college
graduates, and said that, on the contrary, the
men of today who are doing things are looking
for the kind of men the Catholic colleges send
As a parting word, Mr. Carney advised
out.
against the acceptance of clerking work, and told
the fellows to get out as much as possible among
men. "Jim" Coveney, 'lO, was next called upon
and was encored time and time again.
After
"Jim" came Louis White, and as before, the fellows were not satisfied until Louis had fairly
sung himself tired.
Leo Noonan, 'll, who followed, was wildly received and responded with
a dancing sketch and some of his funny stories.
"Ed." Supple, 'O7, was next introduced and spoke
some very complimentary and encouraging words

about the Stylus and athletics, both of which, he
said, merited the support of every B. C. man. The
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would always remember and endeavor to realize.

class presidents were then called upon and were
followed by "Bill" Greene, 'IB, whose singing was
very loudly applauded. The evening's entertainment was brought to a close amid laughter and
Mansfield's imitation
applause by "Charlie"
sketches.
Again we congratulate the Seniors and their
committee, and we congratulate the other classes
for their splendid attendance and spirit. As Daley
of Freshman said, it gave his classmates an idea
of the spirit of B. C., an idea which, he said, they

Hall. The lecture is in honor of the Fr. O'Sullivan scholarship. Dr. Walsh's reputation as a lecturer and man of letters, it is expected, will attract a very large gathering.

KEEP SMILING

FOOTBALL, ?09

Fred A.

Dunfey,

*

Though it takes a lot of sand
Let this motto ever stand:
Wear a smile.
Let the sun shine through the cloud,
There are others in the crowd
Who with cares are also bowed.
Wear a smile.
If perchance you lose the prize
After you have had your tries,

Wear a smile.
You may lose the race, but then
You've a chance to run again,
Just as well as other men.
Wear a smile.
If you're on the losing team,
Don't quit now, but get up steam.
Wear a smile.
Here's to Victory and Fame,
Dig right in, you'll make a name;
Score your run, and win the game.
Wear a smile.

Even though your chance is thin
Grit your teeth and just begin.
Wear a smile.
Keep your nerve and fight it out,
Never hesitate or doubt,
Put that gloomy cloud to rout.
Wear a smile.

*

On Tuesday evening, January 25, 1910, a lecture
is to be given by Mr. James J. Walsh, M.D., Ph.D.
dean of the Fordham Medical School, on "The
Relations of Church and Science," in the College

James E. Gibbons, ?12

?11

When your thoughts are rather blue
There is one thing you can do:
Wear a smile.
Don't be grouchy, try to grin;
Though there's naught but gloom within,
Keep your courage, don't give in,
Wear a smile.

*

O list to the song of the head coach,
As his minions 'gin to play,
'Mid the warriors' moans and the

bleachers'

groans,

'Mid the clap and the loud hurray!
"Here's glory for you and a bit more for me;
Here's health for your brain and brawn.
We pound frail youth into men, men, men,
Unknown on the tennis lawn."
O sing not of Roman heroes
And the battles of long ago!
The "call of the blood" to these lovers of mud
Would make hares of the Ister & Po.
What's S. P. Q. R. to the sound of the?'rah ??
What's Caesar or anyone?
To the heroes who long for the goal, goal, goal,
For the crash through the line ?and the fun.

You'll recall, hut in faintest resemblance
The gladiatorial shows.
We've the wild ringing yell, we've the gashes as
well
In a widest assortment of blows.
When the back fields slide and the forwards
guide

With a plunge and a lunge sublime.
Oh, the joy of it all when the ball, ball, ball
Is over?and also the time.
Now this is the song of the head coach
As he gathers the bones of the slain,
And bandages eyes of varying size
And sooothes the poor wandering brain:
"Here's glory for you, and a bit more for me!
Here's health for your brain and brawn!
We pound frail youth into men, men, men.
Unknown on the tennis lawn."

CLASS NOTES
SENIOR.

The "College Night" was a success.
The
Seniors have "set the pace," and to the other
three classes now falls the duty of keeping up
with that pace.
The Senior dance will take place on the evening of January 7th.
We expect that Junior,
Sophomore and Freshman will be in evidence
on that date at Catholic Union Hall.
Cosmology examination! And the day after the
banquet too.
Final arrangements are under way for our
fourth annual banquet which will take place on
the evening of December 21st at Young's Hotel.
We will be ably represented

in the Christmas
play by Coveney, White and Conroy, who will
play the respective roles of Brutus, Cassius and

mings, Finn, F. Cummings, F. O'Brien and
Waters.
Ed. Hartigan has been elected captain of the
football team for next year. Congratulations, Ed,
and good luck to you!

On Thursday evening, December 16, the members of the class will hold their annual banquet
at the Riverbank Court in Cambridge. The banquet is always one of the most enjoyable affairs
of the College year, and the class committee, Leo
Noonan, Dan Burke, Tom Flynn, Jim Cotter and
Frank O'Brien are working hard to make this
year's the best of all. The speakers chosen are
Edward M. McDonough, James J. Cotter, Thomas

A. Flynn and David B. Waters. Invitations have
been sent to prominent members of the Alumni.
President "Tim" Sheehan will act as toastmaster.
SOPHOMORE.

Antony.

JUNIOR.
The approaching Logic Specimen is the only
cloud on the horizon of Junior Class. The reason
of its being the only cloud is that it is so large
that there is no room for any other. The worst
of it is "we know not the day nor the hour."
That
"College
Seniors!
Congratulations,
Night" of yours was the best yet. We hope that
your dance will he as successful, and will try
to aid you in making it so.

Junior is well represented in the Christmas
play. "Tim" Sheehan has the title role; "Joe"
Kelley will play Casca., and Leo Noonan and Fred
Murphy will act the parts of first and second citiOther players are Ed. Cumzens respectively.

Soon after the Christmas holidays the two sections of Sophomore will hold an inter-class debate
in the music room. To this debate, which will be
held some Friday evening, the friends of both sections of the class will be invited. The question
to be debated is on the freedom of the press. The
debaters, chosen by vote of their fellow classmates, are: Affirmative?Dennis A. Dooley (Section A), John J. Phelan (Section B). Negative?
Daniel P. Mahoney (Section A), Henry A. Sullivan (Section B).
The Marquette Debating Society will undoubtedly enter into a debate with Clark University

some time after Christmas.
Edmund J. Butler has been elected captain of
the Sophomore basket ball team.

EXCHANGES
S. J.

The Georgetown Journal, for November, contains a very interesting piece of fiction under
the title: "The Clutch of the Weird." If the
writer were a Senior, we would say that he had
delved deep into the mysteries of psychology.
The author shows skillfulness in depicting the
fantastic imaginings of a fever-stricken brain.
The description of the "new seismograph" at
Georgetown, one of the many installed in various

c.
Jesuit colleges throughout the world for the study
of seismic phenomena, is extremely instructive.
The writer of the "Gray Coat," in the Holy
Cross Purple, ought to be forcibly apprehended
for defrauding the public. Just think of making
a man read an interesting short story in which
he is to believe that a young lady plays an important part, only to find out in the end that
the heroine is an Angora cat. Now, Mr. Author,
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if we saw a "giant, foaming-mouthed bull-dog" in
close pursuit of a mere cat we don't think that
we should tempt that dog to hurt our feelings, even if "our pretty friend in the gray coat"
did turn "her beseeching eyes towards us." "That
Indefinite Little Tliey" contains a thought that

might do some of us a deal of good.

One stanza

reads:

prevent the anti-Catholic
uprisings threatening throughout the countries of
Europe. Each revolting country, and the manner
in which the Pope dealt with it, is taken up in
turn, the whole constituting a very absorbing

review.

The Manhattan Quarterly presents a scholarly
the Foundation of True Citizenship." This offering was the Alumni prize essay and must have been truly worthy of the prize.
The Quarterly abounds in good essays, among
them being "Tennyson?The Artist," "The Advantages of the 'Air-Cooled' Automobile," and
"The Catholic Graduate in Politics."
"Literary New York," continued in the November number of The Xavier. is beginning to convince us that New York does have a claim to that
essay on "Religion

"They ought to get together with some spirit,
That things are lacking, I can sure decry;
They ought to?yet I cannot help but bear it,
That little voice is whispering, ' They means I.'

?

"

We congratulate the Purple on its good fortune
in having some real poets. Every poetical offering in the November issue would bear quoting.
A

Holiness" in striving to

critical

commentary in the Mt. St. Joseph
on Francis Thompson's "Hound of
Heaven" reads as follows: "It must be admitted,
however, that the charge of obscurity in the lines
of this poet is a just one.
In many places he
shows the common fault of seeming to forget that
others must know what his thoughts are before
they agree with or take pleasure in them." We
wonder if it ever occurred to our daring critic that
he has attempted to criticise above his powers.
We don't wish to be too severe, but really, if our
critical friend had read the "Hound of Heaven"
two or three times more, he might have reached
the conclusion that the sublimity of Thompson
was far beyond his appreciation, and the poem
in question too great for his pen to touch!
The Dial contains an interesting article on the
Papacy of Leo XIII." The author begins with
the accession to the pontificial throne of Leo
XIII., telling of the task that lay before "His

Collegian

modifying adjective.
The name of Washington
Irving alone is sufficient to warrant the use of
the word "literary." And we certainly are all
indebted to John Howard Payne, made worldfamous through the simple charm of his "Home.
Sweet Home."
"The Ethical in Economics" is the title of an
essay that appears in the Notre Dame Scholastic.
The writer shows the absurdity of the "Marx"
and "Liberal" schools in their respective misconceptions of what the ethical should be in
economics. The "Christian" ethical school he divides into two divisions, the "Secular" and the
"Religious," maintaining that the latter is the
only perfect combination of ethics with economics.
We gratefully acknowledge the receipt of the
Brunonian. Niagara Index. Middlehury Campus

Victorian.
Pioneer.

Ave

Maria.

Old

Penn and

Loret.to

COLLEGE ATHLETICS
D. A. D., ?12

The

month marks the close of the football
work of the college eleven this year
indeed meets with our highest commendation
and deserves the praise of all Boston College
supporters.
Too much cannot be said of the
able and efficient manner in which the team
past

season. The

was captained by George Pearce, 'lO, and in remembering the peerless leader let us not forget the power, or powers,
behind the throne:
the manager, Leo F. Supple, 'lO, and the
coach.
Dr. Maguire.

The college team closed her season with two
victories over our great rivals, Conn. State
"Aggies" and St. Anselm's.
At a meeting of the football players, held after
the close of the season, Edward Hartigan, 'll,
the centre in 08 and 'O9, was chosen captain.
George Leonard, 'll, assistant manager this year,
will assume the managership next season. The
following were awarded college letters for the
first time:
Harrington, Shaughnessy, Donahue,
Barron, Hunt, Cummings. Welsh and Lynch.

HIGH SCHOOL DEPARTMENT
L. J. G., ?10
The preseni month has proved a very busy one
for the students of the High School. In studies
and in athletics we are busily engaged, and if
the work of this month may be taken as an
example, we are assured of a most successful
year.

Father Balcells, the distinguished Spanish Jesuit and astronomer, who is at the College for a
time, is tutoring a number of Fourth Year students in mathematics.
Owing to the large entrance class in the High
School this year, another section of First Year
has been formed and is in charge of Mr. Smith.
The Sodalities are being well attended and look
forward to a successful year. All should try and

join one of the Sodalities and thus gain the many
benefits derived from membership in it.
The spirit displayed by the sections of Third
Year at their banquet is to be heartily commended.
We hope the other classes will establish the custom of holding "class nights" and
thus bring about a closer union between the
various sections of each year.
As we go to press we regret to hear of the
death of Mark Flaherty of Second Year D. The
sympathy of the entire High School is extended
to his sorrowing parents.
BAPST DEBATING SOCIETY.
The fire and enthusiasm displayed in this society are worthy of older debaters.
The regular debates are both instructive and
interesting, and the speeches made from the floor
show evidence of careful preparation. A number
give promise that they will
of men, who

be heard from often,
one of the First Year
A very interesting
question: "Resolved,

have been received from
classes.
debate was held on the

That the illiteracy test be
made a qualification for voting." Much spirit was

displayed, the various speakers showing that they
possessed a thorough knowledge of their subject.
It is hoped that in the near future the Bapst
will be able to announce an interscholastic debate
with one of the Boston high schools.
There are a few vacancies, applications for

which may be handed to Mr. Fitzpatrick,
the moderator.

S.J.,

ATHLETICS.
The football season ended with a blaze of cancelled games. But the fact remains that the team
has made a name for itself and paved the way
for a successful season next year.
The basket ball team opened the season on
November 7 by defeating the College Freshmen.
The prospects for a successful team are bright

and a strong team is assured. Let every fellow
in the High School show up at the games and
evince some little interest in the High School
team.

Speaking of basket ball, there is an inter-class
trophy hanging in First Year B class-room. Why
not arrange a series of inter-class games and
compete for this trophy.
The High School Promoters' Apostleship of
Prayer have reorganized and are under the direction of Mr. Cox, S.J.

IN MEMORIAM
Saturday, December sth, at 10 P. M., Mark
Flaherty of Second D, died at the City Hospital
two days after an operation.
He had complained

intestinal trouble for several months. During
the last week of November the malady passed
into an acute stage necessitating his removal to
the hospital. Here it was that he gave such
marked tokens of faith and piety to all who
visited him. He loved to repeat the holy names,
and was thankful for any devotional suggestions.
Fully resigned to the will of God, expressing a
regret that he had not honored the Blessed Virgin more than he really had done, sending most
touching messages of esteem and affection to his
classmates, he died calmly in the Lord. He was
loved by all for the sweetness of his disposition.
His class recited the rosary at his coffin, and
on the following day was present during the
funeral services at St. Vincent's Church of this
of

city.

May he rest

in peace.

CLASS NOTES
Fourth Year A received its
much hustling on Stone's part.

class pins after

Keohane has taken the hint and has donned
the toga virilis. They look fine, John. McKenzie
is the only "child" in the class, now. Joe Sullivan wants to know how Keenan's side obtained
that box of candy in the weekly contest.
We are glad to hear that Riley, who has been
dangerously ill at the Carney Hospital, will soon
be with us again.
Fourth Year B. History is very interesting,
due to the interest and enthusiasm of Mr. Sig-

i

Second Year D

is glad to welcome Gannon back

into our ranks.
If you have any trouble with algebra consult
Gilmore, the man with the Taft smile.
Mr. Sullivan still cries: "Return that football!"
First Year B.

gins.

Watch for our banquet on the 23d.
A number of this class are out for the basket
ball team. Good luck, fellows.
4 B will soon be represented by full-fledged
orators if the new "symposium" is a success.
Third Year A.

Our basket ball team, under
McCarthy, venit, vidit, vicit the
other classes at the banquet.
Congratulations, Toastmaster Lynch.
Dowling is our Demosthenes.
Good work.
Howling.
Four of our classmates are on the sick list. We
hope to see them back in a short while.
"Smiling" Bill

Third Year B extends its sympathy to George
Barrett. We missed you very much, George, especially in geometry.
Our class diary is fine this year; better than it

was last

Second Year C. This class is considering a
class banquet. Let's get together and make it a
big affair.
We should form a class basket ball team. We
have enough material.

year.

It was lucky that we had a holiday the morning after the banquet, or the class would have
looked deserted.
Congratulations, George Roe. They look fine.
What? Toga virilis. Some others please take the
hint.
Our class loves Tennyson. Don't we, fellows?
Third Year C was represented on the committee for the banquet by Collins, Boland, McCarthy
and Farmer.
Every member of this class was
present on the night of the banquet, even Galvin,
who had been ill and had just returned.
We wish to congratulate our basket ball team,
even though it was defeated.

materialize.

Our class football team did not
We fear the manager neglected bis

duty.
Fongere belies his name.

He does not speak

French.
There are several vacant chairs in our class
as a result of the weeding-out process, applied to
those who did not believe in the proverb: "In the
bright lexicon of youth there is no such w ord as
fail."
Lynch is the class "grind."

r

First Year C. Messrs. Dungan, Sullivan, Diggins and Breau are upholding the reputation of
First C in the Bapst. Dungan has been elected
class treasurer, to succeed Frederick Carey, who
has resigned. This class is to be represented by
a basket ball team.
First Year D. Since the division of classes, we
miss a number of our former classmates. Only
two Murphys left.
A member of the class, accompanied by Mr.
Whalen, visited the new Art Museum and spent
a pleasant afternoon there.
The class was present in a body at the funeral
of Major J. J. Leonard at the Cathedral.
Fred Gallagher has entered the "spectacle
class."
First Year E. Good morning. We are last but
not least, and we hope to be heard from soon.
W alter Conroy has been chosen president; Fred
Ciardner, vice-president; F. O'Connell,

and Arthur Livingston, beadle.

secretary,
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Whereas, God, in his wisdom, has deprived our
William Leonard, of his devoted father,

THIRD YEAR CLASS NIGHT.
The class night was a great success in every
way and served to unite more closely the different sections of Third Year.
Great credit must
be given to the various committees, who worked
under the direction of Mr. McNally, S.J., and
Mr. Egan, S.J., and especially to Edward S.
Farmer of 3 C for his untiring efforts.
Two basket ball games occupied the first part
of the evening, 3 A proving the victor. The banquet then followed. Thomas Lynch of 3 A acted
The faculty speakers were Fr.
as toastmaster.
Devlin and Messrs. Egan, McNally and Fitzpat-

The students speaking were Edward S.
Farmer, Reginald B. O'Callaghan and James A.
Gilbride.

rick.

In the music

room every one enjoyed them-

selves. Various members of the classes contributed to the program, and it was with many regrets that the affair ended late in the evening.
We missed Fr. Rector and Fr. Walsh, but hope
they will be with us at our next class night.

Mr.

JohnB.

classmate,
and

Whereas, In his death we realize the notable
loss to the family of the deceased, and to the
community at large; therefore, be it
Resolved, That we, the members of the class of
First Year D of Boston College High School, do
hereby express our deep sympathy to our classmate in his great sorrow, and our appreciation
of the worthy example of a revered father, a true
citizen, and a valiant soldier, to be found in the
lifework of the late Major J. J. Leonard, and be
it

further

Resolved, That this expression of our sympathy
and appreciation be published in the Boston College Stylus and a copy presented to the bereaved
widow, Mrs. Leonard, the mother of our classmate.
THOMAS J. FOURNIER,
THOMAS J. RYAN,
GERALD

PHILLIPPS,
Committee.

Representing Browning, King
,

407-409-411 Washington Street,

&

Co.

:

Manufacturers, Designers and
of Good Clothing Only

Retailers

Takes this method of notifying his friends of the 'Boston College that he has
an unusually large and well selected stock of Clothing, especially adapted

for the College Man.

TRICES REASONABLE AND EVERY GARMENT GUARANTEED
Telephone, Richmond 1088-3

F. F. DRISCOLL

&

COMPANY

Receivers and Wholesale and Retail

PROVISION

DEALERS

Nos* 17 and 18 Blackstone Market
BOSTON, MASS.

STATIONERY

High Grade Engravings and Original Designs
Dedication, Jubilee,
Ordination Invitations,
Banquet Menus,
Visiting Cards,
Students' Supplies

RADEM/tok^
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..ATiuNERi

TO STYLUS READERS.
If you like the way we
print the Stylus bring us your
own printing. We make a
specialty of Book, Magazine,
Law Brief and Newspaper
printing. E. L. Grimes Company, 122 Pearl Street, Boston.

SAMUEL WARD CO.
57-63 Franklin St., Boston
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WILLIAM J. LOVE
Special Agent

cA Friend

New York Life Insurance Company
No. 60 State Street, Boston, Mass.
What must I pay annually to secure to my beneficiary
(Wife?Mother?Father, or Sister) an income of Five
Hundred Dollars (or multiples thereof) annually for

life

?

Beneficiary's age
is
Send this inquiry and receive details of the above
contract.
Name
Address
Example:
Husband?age 41) Annual Deposit?$139.40
j Purchases Income for I.ife of $500
Wife?age 40
My age

JOSEPH DUPLAIN
FRENCH BAKER
Bread Fresh Every Day

All kinds of Rolls

Telephone Connection
14 SHAWMUT AVENUE

1837

1909

Mr. MICHAEL F. LYONS, Ph.G.
Announces that he has purchased the business of the

THEODORE

METCALF

COMPANY

Apothecaries, at 39 Tremont St., Also Copley Square
Mr. LYONS for twenty years had charge of the Prescription Department, at 39 Tremont Street, and
He has associated with him Mr. Edwin W. Shedd, Pb. G.,
who has been with the firm for twenty-five years, in charge of the Laboratory.
1932

returns after an absence of two years.

