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April Days
WARREN J. CLEAR, ?18

MPATIENT blossoms vaunt their hues;
The honeyed fragrance of the Spring,
The fickle, balmy winds diffuse
And life and laughter round them fling.
Gay, ardent songsters tune their breasts
In one grand harmony of praise,
As love up-builds the wind-rocked nests
And thrills the heart of April Days.

The Arrow and the Lily
JOHN A. LAHIVE,

?15

I.
a quarter of an hour in the privacy of his office
th e managing editor of the Wicksburg Morning
The cigar
Eagle sat before his roll top desk.
clasped in the fingers of his left hand had gone out. He
awoke from his lethargy when the door opened to admit his
son. 'Young Bill Whittade was taking a course in Journal-
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ism at Wicksburg College.
"Well, Dad!" he exclaimed, "I'm picked for the southern
trip. There are ?," he stopped. "Say, Dad," he continued, "What's the trouble? You look as though you didn't
have a friend in the world. What's happened?"
The voice that answered was low and sorrowful. "Just
read that, my boy."
With trembling hands his companion grasped the paper
extended to him. It was one of the State's biggest journals.
The lad's glance turned to the article pointed out by his
father. It read:

"HEWMAN TO START PAPER."
"Charles H. Hewman, the well-known author and magazine editor, has decided to enter a new field of activity. It
is his intention to establish an evening paper in Wicksburg.
Success is a certainty, for Mr. Hewman enjoys an enviable
reputation. The writer has already purchased property in
Wicksburg and will make his home there."
Young Whittade slowly raised his eyes from the sheet
and gazed earnestly for a moment into his father's countenance. Sadly shaking his head, he spoke, "I'm afraid we're
up against it, Dad! Hewman is a mighty clever man and
has plenty of money to back his scheme. Everybody
knows that he goes into everything with his whole heart
and soul. It looks to me like a fight to the finish. But it'll
be a battle, just the same, as Hewman will soon learn."
"Good, my boy! I'm glad to hear you say that. You
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make me feel a hundred per cent, better. Nowadays I don't
feel as well as I used to, and I'm thinking- that in a few
years the 'Eagle' will be in your hands. It will be a hard
start, Bill, but it will make you or break you."
"All right, Dad, I know that it will not be any child's play
to step into your shoes, especially with this new competitor
in the field. But I'm willing to face the music now, Dad.
I've got to run over to the field for practise. You'd better
go home and take Ma and Mary out in the machine. A good
ride will drive away the blues. Good-by, see you later."
Just a month had passed. Hewman had come to Wicksburg and in characteristic fashion issued a very popular and
interesting journal. His plant was up-to-date and splendidly equipped. Try as it might, the Morning Eagle could
not equal the brilliancy of the Daily News. At the very
outset an incident occurred that sowed the seeds of bitter
enmity between the two editors. Approaches were made to
members of the Eagle's staff, and two reporters transferred
their services to the interest of the News. Now and
again an editorial bearing a personal sting would appear
in each paper.
Meanwhile Bill Whittade was pitching winning ball for the
Varsity. He had but little time to devote to the Eagle. At
last it was Commencement Week. It was the 15th of June,
the day of the championship contest between Wicksburg
and their traditional rival, Stonehurst. The game devolved
into a pitching duel, which Bowen, Wicksburg's diminutive
shortstop, won in the thirteenth by a timely working of the
squeeze play. Bowen and Whittade were the heroes of
the day and the idols of Wicksburg.
On the evening of the same day all the society of Wicksburg assembled for the annual Soiree of the Kappa Beta
Tau fraternity, the strongest association in the college. The
young ladies, resplendent in their beautiful gowns, and their
escorts, neatly arrayed in blue jackets and white flannels,
furnished a pleasing spectacle as they gaily whirled througn
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a dance or promenaded beneath the swaying lanterns that
decked the campus.
Bowen and Whittade were greatly in demand. Whittade
was accompanied by his sister, who had made her debut
that very winter. Dance followed dance. During an interval Bowen came forward to introduce his partner and
arrange for a dance.
"Say, Bill,"' he said, "I want you to meet my cousin. Miss
Hewman, Mr. Whittade." Amazed, Whittade started involuntarily. He recovered himself immediately as he saw
the hurt expression in the eyes of the young lady. He bowed
and added, "Allow me to introduce my sister, Miss Hewman." All four now entered on a discussion of the afternoon's game. A burst of music soon broke in upon their
tete-a-tete, and the strangely matched couple fell into a onestep. As though by a mutual agreement neither spoke of
their fathers and their enmity.
Whittade found something very attractive in this shy, demure, dainty little maid, and she in turn saw much to admire in this powerful, tanned athlete. Time and again her
eyes followed him as he appeared here and there in the hall.
After the intermission Bill contrived to arrange another
dance with the Hewman girl. During the dance and its two
encores Bill Whittade and Alice Hewman grew quite intimate. As Whittade left with his sister after the social the
afternoon's victory was not the only thing that occupied
his mind.

11.

Graduation came and passed. Mr. Whittade's health was
failing. Never a strong man, the strain of worry and the
wear of the contest were beginning to show their effects on
him. His son now joined him in his labors. Great as the
obstacle had appeared on that eventful day when his father
showed him the newspaper article, it now loomed up a hundred times greater. Before it had been man against man.
Now a young maiden had entered the arena. Bill Whittade
had grown to know the daughter of Editor Hewman very
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intimately, had met her in many a social gathering, and
would have sought her company to similar engagements but
for the peculiar circumstances that surrounded their friendship.

Still Whittade was bound to attend to business. His enthusiasm and his tremendous energy were of great aid to
the Eagle, but the great influence of their opponent, his
many friends in the literary world and the shares he held in
several syndicates enabled him to publish a paper far superior to the Morning Eagle. Personalities disappeared
from the pages of the two journals. The circulation of the
News was constantly on the increase, while that of the Eagle
rapidly diminished. Young Whittade negotiated with various syndicates seeking their support, but met with no encouragement. Hewman's influence was too powerful. Suscess in business acted like a tonic on the editor of the News.
Alice and Bill now met more often and were seen together
frequently. Both were very popular and respected by all.
So their peculiar friendship was carefully guarded.
Commencement Week came again to Wicksburg College. It was the day of the annual ball game. At the breakfast table Alice sat opposite to her father. The editor laid
aside the copy of the Eagle which he had rapidly scanned.
With a sinister smile, he addressed his daughter, "Well,
Alice, the Eagle's wings have been badly clipped. Ha! Ha!
I have a new scheme in mind that will bring her down to
earth, or rather, to continue the metaphor, I have an arrow.
By Jove! I'll call it the Wicksburg Arrow. Alice, I am making plans now for a morning paper. What do you think of
your father now?" He gazed with love and fondness on his
greatest joy, his sole consolation after the death of his
young wife.
The girl turned white. Shaking in every limb, she rose
from her chair, her eyes blurred, and she fell in a faint. Dumfounded, her father sprang to her side, raised her in his
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arms and laid her gently on a sofa.

He soon restored hei"
consciousness.
"Alice, Alice, what is the matter? Shall I 'phone for the
doctor?" She did not utter a word in reply, but drew from
her bosom an envelope stamped with the insignia of the
Kappa Beta Tau Society. The father opened the letter,
which lie found to be an invitation to the annual dance. It
came from an address which he recognized instantly as that
of the Whittade family. It was signed "Affectionately, Bill."
"What on earth does this mean, Alice? Has this upstart
the impudence to invite you, my daughter, to a dance?" He
stopped short. Alice was shaking as though with the ague
and weeping softly. Without a word Charles Hewman sat
down beside his daughter and clasped her in his arms. At
last the girl quieted down and began to speak. "Honest,
Daddie, I intended to ask your permission this morning,
but?but?when you spoke of doing?that?that awful thing
to

5

couldn't speak?l knew what it would mean to Bill and

his folks?and they are good people, Daddie! And oh,
Daddie?l?l can't help it?I love Bill," and once more she
burst into sobs.
Her father was speechless. He sat erect, still embracing
her, staring straight ahead, seeing nothing and scarcely realizing that she was in his arms. He started as she raised
her face to his and pleaded, "Please, Daddie, oh, please,
don't do it. If you love me, if you love your Alice, don't do
this terrible thing. You have been cruel, Daddie, you have
been cruel. For my sake, Daddie, don't harm the Whittades
any more." As he looked down at her the father saw again
the death-bed of his lovely wife, remembered her words,
"She's a frail, delicate, little girl, Charlie, so be careful of
her. She makes me think of a lily. Be careful of her,
Charlie, be careful of her."
He looked down at his daughter. "All right, Alice, cheer
up. You can go to the dance, but I want you to invite him
to supper. I would like to talk to him. Possibly we may
bring the two papers together after all."

The Weird Sisters ?Macbeth
PAUL HANLY FURFEY. ?17

"What are these
So wither'd and so wild in their attire
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth
And yet are on't?''
?Macbeth i 13139-42.
Macbeth is a drama of night and blood, of huge, contending,
elemental passions. It is a "tragedy of the twilight and the
setting-in of thick darkness upon a human soul"; and the
keynote of all this strange play of forces is struck in the very
first scene with the appearance of the "witches."
These
strange beings, these "secret, black and midnight hags" have
puzzled many a student of Shakespeare. Are they partly
"metaphysical" as Coleridge suggested, following Lady Macbeth's reference to "metaphysical aid," or are they merely "old
women, poor and ragged, skinny and hideous, full of vulgar
spite, occupied in killing their neighbors' swine or revenging
themselves on sailors' wives who have refused them chestnuts," as Professor Bradley contends*? Or are we to believe
Holinshed, Shakespeare's main source for the story of Macbeth, who says the "women" who met the thane "were eyther
the weird sisters, that is (as ye would say) ye Goddesses of
destinee, or els some Nimphes or Feiries."
I think that we can dismiss this last hypothesis, namely,
that these strange beings were on a level with the classical
Parcae or the Scandinavian Norns, because they are represented in the drama as subject to "masters" (iv:i:63).
Imagine a Fate having a "master"! Yet it is interesting to
note in this connection that they call themselves "weird sisters"
(see i:3 132), a phrase which properly signifies a "Fate," being
derived from the Anglo-Saxon "wyrd" or "fate."
But what, then, was their nature? I believe that they were
witches, not witches as the average Englishman of our poet's
time would have conceived them, but spiritualized and idealized
witches, such as Shakespeare's brain alone could create. I
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have called them witches because they possess the characteristics commonly attributed to those beings?midnight meetings, knowledge of the future, and strange incantations; yet
"spiritualized and idealized" because the high poetic genius
of Shakespeare would have scorned to admit into his tragedy
such witches, vulger and foul, as would have been suggested
by the use of that word to his ordinary fellow-citizen.
In the first place Shakespeare represents them as beings of
the spiritual world, materializing themselves only for their
purposes of temptation. "The earth hath bubbles as the water
has, and these are of them."
Secondly, they have power over the destroying forces of
nature. They raise storms and preside over the "hurly-burly
of battle." Macbeth conjures them to answer him,

"Though you untie the winds and let them fight
Against the churches; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up;
Though bladed corn be lodg'd and trees blown down;
though the treasure
Of nature's germens tumble all together
?iv: 1:52-60.
Even till destruction sicken."
Thirdly, the witches besides having power over the merely
material world exert an influence to a certain extent on the
human soul, "but only," as Stopford Brooke observesf "on
the soul that has admitted evil to dwell in it. When the soil
is tainted, their poisonous seeds take root. When a man has
already sheltered a temptation, they come to him charged with
fresh temptation and hurry the already cherished evil into
outward execution of it."
It is the third of these characteristics which concerns the
drama of Macbeth. On that fatal day when the Thane of
Glamis saw the weird sisters on the heath, he had already
allowed his ambition to exceed its proper bounds. It was not
they who first suggested the horrid deed to him. As George
Fletcher very justly points out 4 "The prophetic words in
which the attainment of royalty is promised him contain not
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the remotest hint as to the means by which he is to arrive at
They are simply 'All hail, Macbeth; that shalt be kinghereafter'?an announcement which, it is plain, should have
rather inclined a man who was not already harboring a scheme
of guilty ambition to wait quietly the course of events."
In strong contrast to the guilty Macbeth, Banquo, the
noblest character in the play, is introduced at the same time.
it.

He was a man who had never entertained for one moment
the idea of aiming at the crown through unlawful means. He
loved honor only on condition that he "lose none in seeking
to augment it" (ii:i:26), and therefore he passes unscathed
through the ordeal which made the mind of Macbeth a nest of
scorpions. The witches had power over a guilty soul, but a
soul that was true was beyond their power to harm.
And so the weird sisters set mischief afoot and it runs its
bloody course. When they next meet Macbeth their relations
are changed. In proportion as the guilty man becomes more
steeped in crime, he falls more and more under their sway.
"They no longer need to go and meet him; he seeks them out.
They prophesy, but they also give advice; they bid
him be bloody, bold and secure. We have no hope that he
will reject their advice."§ The fall of Macbeth is now swift.
The weird sisters have effected their fell purpose; they have
"drawn him on to his confusion" and the wretched man dies
a wretched death, yet he lives to curse the foul spirits, those
incarnations of evil, whose prophecies combined with his own
wicked inclinations and led him to his miserable end.
.

.

.

"Be these juggling fiends no more believ'd,
That palter with us in a double sense;
That keep the word of promise to our ear,
And break it to our hope."?v:B:i7-20.
"Shakespearean Tragedy, p. 341.
tOn Ten Plays of Shakespeare, p. 185.
tStudies In Shakespeare.
IShakespearean Tragedy?by A. C. Bradley, p. 345.

Grace
GEORGE C. MACKINNON. ?17

Heaven sent down a beam of light

To pierce the blackness of the night,
My soul awand'ring caught the ray,
As through the gloom it chanced to stray;
It crept into my soul and, low!
I felt its penetrating glow.
And then a sweet voice whispered clear
The secrets that the angels hear.
It told of fountains, sparkling fair;
It told of bliss and beauty there;
It showed me the direction true;
I followed it and came to?You.

Death and the Warrior
WILLIAM GROSS, ?18

was weary. All during the long day, even to
the gloom of twilight, he had hovered over the battie-field, marking his victims, and those he touched
fought no more. Now Night had cast a sable mist over the
dead and the living, and Death was departing. As he glanced
over his shoulder he saw a warrior whom Worldly Glory was
caressing, and Death said, "Him I will have for mine own."
Then his icy fingers chilled the fiery heart of the warrior,
and Pain came to torment him. "I am struck. O Worldly
Glory, do you cheer me; help me." "My successor, Death,
has touched you, and against him I am powerless, but cheer
you, I can. Consider how, though you shall have gone
with Death, I will keep bright your memory. When greedy
Corruption shall have feasted upon your body, your deeds
shall still live fresh and undimmed by the ravages of Time."
Then the small, modest spirit of Mother's Prayer crept
to the side of the warrior. "But your soul?" Her voice
was so weak from incessant and vain appeals that the warrior heard it not, and Worldly Glory, resplendent in its
glittering pride and power, mocked her efforts. Again she
spoke, and her voice grew stronger, "Remember Christ's
Cross." Worldly Glory interrupted, "O warrior, your cross
is not of wood, stained with the blood of One executed as
a criminal; there, pinned over your cooling heart, is your
cross. It is of noble lasting metal and stained with your
own blood, blood shed in the fulfillment of your duty and
trust." Mother's Prayer answered, "But have you fulfilled
your duty to yourself? Remember your Baptism, your profession of Faith at your First Communion, your promise

Confirmation." Enraged, Worldly Glory shouted, "A
nobler act than redeeming these promises, lightly made during irresponsible youth, have you performed. You are dying in fulfilling your Emperor's commission. Does not even
at
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Mother's Prayer assert that 'Greater love than this can no
man hath, that he lay down his life for a friend?'" With a
final effort Mother's Prayer appealed to the warrior. "But
consider the Peace of Heaven which you would forfeit for
the sake of transient Worldly Glory."
The warrior raised himself, and Hate had blurred his
eyes. "I will have none of the Peace of Heaven. Has not
the quest for this estranged me from her with whom I
wished to share the bounty of Worldly Glory?" Heavyhearted, Mother's Prayer raised her eyes. "Send, O God,
what is purest and best in Thy sight to redeem this blinded
soul." And God in His seventh heaven heard the small,
weak voice, and He looked about Him, at His hosts of
Angels and Saints. "None of these will I send; rather, what
is purest and best on earth shall redeem him." And He
chose her, who, in preference to the warrior's allegiance divided between herself and Worldly Glory, had sought the
unmitigated love of her Savior. She came to the warrior,
garbed in the robe of St. Francis, with peace on her lips
and heaven in her heart. Her gentle touch quieted gnawing
Pain; Worldly Glory cowered before her placid gaze; only
Death still stood at the warrior's head. Now Repentance
and Divine Grace replaced Pain and Worldly Glory, and
the warrior smiled with joy as he saw in the distance the
glowing halls of heaven. Then Death spread his black
mantle over the warrior's body and surrendered it to Corruption. The warrior's soul pausing only to bestow a kiss
of thanksgiving on her who had reclaimed it, flew above the
battle-scarred plain, through the dim heavens beyond the
shining planets, flew hand in hand with Mother's Prayer to
its eternal home.

Hopkins, War Correspondent
HOWARD C. MACKENZIE, ?17

August a party of eight of us made a trip to
Calais from Landport in the little steamer Reliance.
1 The night was stormy and the sea was just rough
enough to make sleep impossible for all except experienced
sailors, which we were not. To pass away the time we discussed the only topic of the day, the war, and especially the
audacity of the Germans in laying mines in the very Eng-.
lish channel itself, for the day before an inoffensive tug was
blown to pieces by one of the things.
A tall, well groomed man with a small leather bag in his
hand arose from a nearby table, came over to our group and
made himself right at home.
"Well, friends," he started, "I see you're talking about the
war, like every one else."
Confessing that we were guilty of that piece of poor taste,
he retaliated by introducing himself and assuring us that
this "scrap" was merely an enlarged juvenile quarrel. His
name was Hopkins, the Hopkins of newspaper fame, Hopkins, the well-known journalist and war correspondent, in a
word, Hopkins of the New York "Clarion." He modestly
admitted that, but for him the "Clarion" would be only a
second rate paper; now, however, it contained some of the
best written articles in America on the present war.
"For a really interesting fight," he said, "the Russo-Japanese war was the best in modern history. I was only a 'cub'
at the time, but as the editor realized that I had the makings
of a first-class writer he sent me to cover a certain portion
of Manchuria where the fighting was sharpest. I had many
an exciting day of it there." We all settled back in our
chairs to enjoy this fountain of wisdom and experience. 1
really cannot attempt to reproduce his words, so well
chosen and fluent were they.
He continued to say that on one day as he was doing some
SM AST
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writing in a house within the Japanese lines he was suddenly
surprised by being seized by a squad of soldiers, and without a word on their part, though with many on his (as I
could well believe), was taken before a Jap captain. Of
course, he here expostulated and produced his passport,
but in vain. His documents were laughed at, and he was
told by a native interpreter that he was accused on good
grounds of being a spy. Here was a fine fix. At the very
least it would take three weeks to clear himself, and in the
meantime the whole of New York would be thirsting for

In the meantime he was taken to a large tent, used
temporarily as a guardhouse, with a sentinel stationed at
either door. Being a man of the world, he viewed things
philosophically, and after eating an excuse for a supper went
news.

sleep.
About midnight he was aroused by a commotion outside
of his tent. Cautiously he crawled to the door and looked
out.
About twenty yards away stood a large car of the
racing type, all a-quiver and ready to start at the mere reto

lease of a lever. In a second his mind was made up. Crouching low, he sprang past the sentry and rushed to the machine, and?
Here our entertainment stopped. We all looked up expectantly. He stood up, opened his bag and said in those
tones, never forgotten once heard, "Gentlemen, I have here
a small book which should be in every library. It is written by one of the master writers of America, and in it you
will find, together with other stories, the completion of the
story I just started for you. As a special offer to my friends,
I am willing to sell a copy to each of you for the insignificant sum
"

Walt Whitman ?A Poetic Modernist
PAUL HANLY FURFEY, ?17

AXS CHRIS 1 lAN ANDERSEN was a philosopher as well as a story-teller. Thus it often happens
tliat the same tale which delights childhood conveys a deep moral to age. There is one of his stories especially which is remarkable for its wide application. It tells
of an Emperor, proud and inordinately fond of dress, who
was approached by two weavers. For a certain sum they
offered to make a fabric which, besides being very beautiful, possessed the strange quality that it was invisible to
any one who was either unfit for the office he held or incorrigibly stupid. The money was forthcoming and they
began their task. Standing before the empty looms, they
pretended to weave, but really wove nothing at all. After
a while the Emperor sent a messenger to see how the work
was progressing. The man saw nothing, but unwilling to
confess himself stupid or unfit for his office, reported that
the cloth was very beautiful. Finally the Emperor himself
went, and though he saw nothing, yet he pretended to put on
the clothes, while the roguish weavers pocketed his money
and went away laughing to themselves.
The moral teaches us that not every idol deserves its
popularity. The average man takes his cue from his neighbor and praises or blames accordingly. Many a person is
afraid to express his cordial opinion because it is at variance
with the opinions of the multitude. My object in this essay
is to inquire whether Walt Whitman is not like the
weaver in the fable, depending for his fame on a fiction
which he has himself created and which no one dares deny
lest he be branded stupid.
The first characteristic of Whitman's poetry which we
shall impeach is its vagueness. As he asserts in his "Cala-

mus":
"I will certainly elude you,
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Even while you should think you had unquestionably caught
me, behold!
Already you see I have escaped from you."
The poet fulfills his promise admirably. He is so vague
that not only does the reader fail to understand him, but
the author himself cannot explain his own works.
"I charge you forever reject those who would expound
me, for I cannot expound myself."
Whitman often sings of abstract ideas, as in his "Song
of the Universal," thereby breaking one of the fundamental
rules of poetry which teaches that it is above all concrete.
Besides these defects in matter, we meet much graver
faults in the form of his poems. Whitman has conceived
the novel idea of entirely discarding rhyme and rhythm. A
long line is indiscriminately followed by a short one, and
neither can be scanned. This is one of the most mooted
questions in regard to our author's writings. I believe that
even a very cursory comparison of one of his poems with
any of Tennyson's will convince the reader of the fatuity
of Whitman's methods.
In language, too, the poet is revolutionary, since he continually drags his reader back to earth by the most prosaic
expressions. In "Give Me the Splendid Silent Sun" he says:
"The life of the theatre, bar-room, huge hotel, for me!"
This is an excellent specimen of the rhythm, language
and ideals of our author.
Whitman raises his voice in praise of religion, but when
we examine more closely we find that this friend of Robert
G. Ingersoll has chosen a very illusory, Whitmanesque religion, instead of the religion of Christ.
"There is no trace of this religion in Whitman," boasts
his admirer, John Burroughs, "and it does not seem to have
left any shadow upon him. Ecclesiasticism is dead, he clears
the ground for a new growth. To the priests he says, 'Your
day is done.'
The ethics of our poet are extremely primitive. Indeed,
"
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he very often offends by his unblushing grossness. "Nothing is easier than to convict Whitman of what is called indeceny," says Burroughs. In brief, the more we read his
works the more we feel that he is making a bid for popularity by pandering to the desire for novelty and sensuality.
"Illecebris erat et grata novitate morandus Spectator."
Perhaps the dictum of the Roman poet is as near the
"quick of the ulcer" as anything which could be said. "Grata
novitas" is the keynote of his poetry. Whitman starts with
out of date. Because many departments of our modern life have been revolutionized, he contends that poetry must also suffer a
change. The same tendency is manifest in religion today,
and we call it "Modernism," and because the same principles
seem to govern Whitman's poetry I have called him a poetic
modernist.
These principles are false because art is immutable; it is
founded in human nature. When Alexander read the Iliad
he experienced the same sentiments that you or I feel.
Poetry is not susceptible to improvements in the same
sense that navigation is. Homer is the oldest classic poet,
and he stands without a peer today. Ages may change the
external characteristics, but the principles of poetry are
rooted deep down in the heart of man.
To counteract this modernistic trend we must hearken
back to the classic
"Vos exemplaris Graeca
Nocturna versate manu, versate diurna."

the false assumption that whatever is old is

It is by studying the masters of ages past that we can
ourselves become poets, and we must drink our inspiration
from those fonts which have nourished a hundred generations of bards if we are to hope for a sane and healthy modern literature.

Von Hindenburg
WARREN J. CLEAR, ?18

Pillow like a rock he stands amid the snows?
Jllmmovable!

The Slavic hordes assail
Him as the sea a cliff, but ever fail
To break his adamantine front. He shows
No terror for their flaming waves, but grows
In might and glory as with fist of mail
He smites their ranks and smiles to see them quail
And break?and flee in fear before his blows.
Fight on, great soul! Shake off thy foes and span
The boundless wastes that guard thy giant prey.
Thy mighty deeds must fires of envy fan,
And passion, in Valhalla's Lords, who scan
Thy hard-won fields?while we can only say?(What nobler tribute could great Odin pay?)
Von Hindenburg?in truth thou art a man!

Waiting
GEORGE C. MacKINNON, ?17

>?r S a bird

j___l

m

within its cage

Dost thou muse,

my

soul;

What fair thoughts to thee unroll
On the mighty, mystic page
Of musing hope!

Hope in distant, formless things,
Vague, yet fierce with life,
Half at peace, and half at strife,
Dost thou move thy thrilling wings
In musing hope.

The Price He Paid
JOSEPH G. NEVINS, ?17

OUR o'clock, and all's well."
At intervals the cry was repeated by the sentries
as they paced to and fro through the raging blizzard, which only Russians can describe.
For some time the only sound audible above the storm
was the clink of the soldiers' bayonets as they touched when
each completed his round. Then from the darkness came
the cry:
"Halt, in the name of the Czar!"
There was no answer to the summons; a shot followed.
Then as a cry of agony pierced the air the guard ran forward and bent over the bleeding form on the snow. Quickly
the reserve guards arrived upon the scene, and the corporal
spoke to his man:
"Who is it, Roi?"
"Some tramp, sir."
"Is he badly hurt?"
"No, sir, just hit him in the leg, as he would not stop when
I ordered it."
"Well, boys, take him up to the guardhouse and we will
see him in the morning."
None too gently the unsympathizing soldiers half
dragged the prisoner off to the guardhouse, and pushed him
in among the others. Curses filled the sickening air as the
new-comer walked upon a sleeping prisoner in the darkness, but the guard closed the heavy door, and all was still.
Early the next morning the soldiers brutally drove the
prisoners from a close, ill-smelling dungeon out into the
cold, where they crouched and shivered, waiting for the
court house door to open. Commands were roughly given,
and the unfortunate band of men entered the court.
No sooner had they entered than a limping form stole
through the open door of the guardhouse. For some time
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he stood looking about him, and then seeing an open window in the officers' quarters he went toward it. With much
labor he drew himself up to the sill and crawled inside.
Panting and suffering much pain, the poor fellow strained
his ears to learn if any one was approaching. Somewhere
in the house he heard footsteps. Nearer and nearer they
came. Finally they stopped outside the door, and a key
was placed in the lock. The prisoner reached for his revolver, but no revolver was there. Liquor had taken it from
him, and he no longer wore a uniform of the Czar's army.
The door opened and in came the corporal of the guard. He
saw the man at once, and quickly pulled his gun.
"Hands up!" he commanded.
Feebly the man obeyed the command, and the officer advanced.
"The one we got yesterday, eh? Well, what are you doing here? Be quick now!"
"Don't shoot, sir," begged the prisoner, as he slowly rose
and fell back into a chair.
The officer seeing that the man was helpless, put his gun
away and drew up another chair. For some time the latter
questioned him, but he could get no definite information.
Then in silence carefully he surveyed his prisoner, as there
was something very familiar about him. Sometime after
he asked his name, but the man said his name was Aderfla
Maurisky, and finally asked why the officer doubted him.
"Well," said the corporal, "when I was in India six years
ago a young fellow from this town served with me and we
became firm friends. After the trouble there our troops
returned, and my friend's mother begged him to leave the
army. Finally he left when his enlistment expired, but as
he was not very well fitted for any other work, lie was out
of a position for a long time. Being the only child, his
mother did everything in the world for him, but having
nothing to do, time hung heavily on his hands, and he began to spend his time in places of amusement. One by one
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he made worthless friends, until he became accustomed to
associate with the most worthless in the town. Drink ruined
him, and one night a man was killed in a saloon fight. He
was blamed and fled, and has never been seen since. Now
his poor old mother lives all alone in that little shack away
up there on the hill, and only a few nights ago the doctor
told me that she was dying from a broken heart, and that
only her son's return could save her."
All during the story the prisoner showed no more than

ordinary interest, so the officer felt that he had judged him
wrongly. Undecided about what to do next, the officer rose
and turned toward the window. As he turned the prisoner
sprang and dealt him a crushing blow. Quickly binding
him as he lay stunned, the man took the officer's hat and
coat and left the room as he had entered.
Two hours later the corporal freed himself and sounded
the alarm. Through the deep snow the searchers tracked
the fugitive. The exertion had started the wound bleeding
again and the trail of blood was easy to follow. Up the steep
hill they went, sure of their victim, as they found places
where he had fallen time and again. Straight to the little
shack on the hill the trail led. Opening the door, the soldiers entered. The little room was terribly cold, as the fire
had been out for some time. Quickly entering the other
room, the soldiers saw their man, but did not advance. The
form of an old lady lay dead on the poorly covered bed, and
kneeling beside her was the escaped prisoner. Slowly the
corporal advanced and raised the man's head. Fearlessly
he looked up, and in a dazed manner cried out "Mother!"
Then suddenly becoming violent, the man arose, and the
soldiers were forced to use violence to overcome him.
Back to the camp they led him, and there we find him to
this day, not as the strong soldier of India fame or the fleeing prisoner, but as a harmless, emaciated lunatic.
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Editorial
MAURICE

J. FLYNN, ?15

Spring, that season of the year wherein Mother Nature
tints all the earth with the freshness, the purity of new life,
is indeed a fitting time for the second
t^le P roP ose d gr o uP of buildings
BULLDIN'G
at University Heights to raise /itself
above the earth's surface. As yet, in its uncompleted condition, it has none of that material beauty which the fields
and trees about it have so abundantly. Yet, it is destined
to rise rapidly, not to the mere completion of a beautiful
structure, but for a purpose than which none could be
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nobler, none more beneficial to the country, namely, Catholic education. Nature does well to lavish her beauties upon
University Heights. Indeed, Nature does well; still, while
the blossoms bloom to wither, this blossom of Catholic education shall bloom forever.
It seems but yesterday that we returned more or less
to school that we might resume preparation for
our life's work. The year, as we
glanced ahead, seemed as lengthy as
its content was dubious. We anticipated many a trying moment to come. We foresaw the
long-drawn hours spent with literary works, excogitated
centuries before Christendom's birth. The hustle and bustle
of mid-year repetition we often lived in spirit, and frequently
we trembled before the examinations it preluded. Yet, here
we are beseeching admission into May. Those anticipated
hours of conning the intellectual offsprings of Horace,
Sophocles, Tacitus, Demosthenes and other illuminates have
passed, and not altogether unpleasantly; in fact, too pleasantly for some. We have lived through repetition's wear
and tear; we have braved the dread mid-years and have
come forth, for the most part, with escutcheons undimmed.
Some we lament as having fallen in the fray, but they fell
nobly. Yet they are not absolutely lost. We cherish the
fond hope that soon they will leave the confines of condition's realm and rise once more to bear into the finals a
standard somewhat tattered, yet victorious. The year, all
in all, was not badly spent; in truth, we feel that we rather
enjoyed its all too hurried flight.

joyously

How time plays with us. A week of a Freshman's scholastic year seems to him fully as long as do two weeks of the
same time to the Sophomore or as a
S
month does to the aged Junior or
FUGn\
reverend Senior. To us of the Senior
Class it seems as if our hands had but unclasped from that
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greeting of welcome we gave each other last September.
We had hardly been introduced to the lectin e hall before
the mid-years were upon us, and scarcely had we relegated
them to the mark book before we were face to face with the
finals, and into the eyes of that foe we are now defiantly
staring. The days that seemed interminably long a few
years ago are now tripping over each others' heels in their
haste to leave us. Alas, if the remaining days of our existence are to run their course thus quickly, if it has been so
decreed by Nature's author, then indeed is life but a fleeting thing, and its existence is but a bubble bursting even at
the moment of the conception by time's waters. This thought
?based on fact, according to our gray-haired elders?should
make any man reflect?and especially a Senior?upon the
manner in which he will spend the fleet hours of his tomorrow's existence. The time is brief, the importance of the
work transcends description, the reward is the only goal
worthy of achievement, an eternal happiness. Yet, if we
lose the reward, the punishment will be as lengthy as the
happiness lost,

endless.

A Letter

to

the Editor of the Stylus

Dear Sir:?

There has often been brought against Boston College students the accusation that they do not really enjoy the extrinsic pleasures of college life, and by this is meant the harmless frivolities and keen enjoyment occasioned by the supporting of college activities and the living up to college traditions
?and in some ways this is true. The freshman upon entering old B. C. seems to feel, rather than to see, a lack of true
spirit and love for traditions among the other undergraduates,
and this is especially so if he has had the good fortune to come
from some school where love for alma mater was pre-eminent.
Personally, I have never seen any concerted attempt on the
part of the students to build up traditions or to even bring
back any of the traditions which held sway at James street
twenty years or more ago. There seems to be a great lack of
united action for any purpose whatsoever, and whatever little
is actually done by the students themselves, may be almost
always traced directly to a small group of energetic, hardworking souls, who really have the right interests at heart.
The rest will "knock," criticise and cry out against supposed
abuses, but never do they actually attempt to remedy them.
As Boston College grows and increases in prestige as well
as size, it will be found that this lethargic, "don't care" feeling
will also grow, and, like the barnacles on an old ship, it will
surely drag the college down into a dismal future, at least in
this respect. The future of our alma mater is really at stake,
for, if, as students, her sons do not take an interest in the
activities of the college, it is absurd to expect anything from
them as alumni. And unless our alumni are loyal in the full
sense of the word, the progress of the college will indeed be
slow.
The lack of school spirit, as it is called, is due to a lack of
an organized movement whereby interest in all college activi-
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ties will be fostered. That this organization is lacking is shown
by the fact that not one half of the men in the college have
ever attended a college play; that not one half ever see their
athletic teams in action more than once a year; that not five
per cent, have ever interested themselves enough to go out
and watch and cheer the teams when at practice, and by the
fact that some of those who are really best fitted to take prominent parts in college life, in speaking, writing, acting or managing or playing on the teams, do not care to do so.
Not one man out of ten has ever tried' to have a story in
the Stylus, and as for soliciting ads or seeking to help the
circulation department, the students as a whole quite easily
agree to leave that matter strictly to the members of the staff.
As a striking example of this, let me quote the case of the
June issue of last year. This issue was devoted in its entirety
to the interests of the freshman class, with class pictures and
other items chiefly of interest to freshmen, yet not one member of the 1917 class so much as volunteered to solicit ads or
new subscribers. This is but one case of deficient spirit and
of what poor calibre the interest in college activities really is.
To any one, upon reviewing the case, it at once becomes
apparent that something must be done, and if a beginning can
be made before next September, a great deal can surely be

accomplished for the good of the college.
With this end in view, I propose for the consideration of
the student body, the organizing of a student council, which,
with the approval of the faculty, will be vested with powers
for the regulation of all college customs (even down to the
date of wearing of straw hats) and for the general stimulus of
all college activities. This council, if properly organized and
with the right kind of men at its head, could easily and
quickly bring it about, so that instead of being practically
dragged to a football or baseball game, or to a debate or
play, or urged to write for the college paper, as is the case
now with the average B. C. man, he would do these things
with a sense of pride and with a genuine eagerness.
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This idea of a student council is not a new one, but to say
that in using it we are copying from other colleges would be
as unfair as to say that our athletic council is a steal from
other colleges. This council has certainly done its share in
the past year, and done it well, and I feel sure that if we are
to have any concerted interest for all college activities among
the students, it must come as a result of the student council.
Cordially yours,
W. I. THOUTNAME.

EXCHANGES
JOHN A. LAHIVE, ?15

Good fiction is a thing much to be desired in college magazines. \et it has been my experience that comparatively few
of such periodicals publish short stories that are really good.
\\ eakness of construction, absence of plot, lack of
originality,
and an economy in action are defects only too prevalent in the
present output.

Of necessity, the college short story must be a very short
story. The writer should therefore start ''in medias res" and
arouse the interest at once. His story should then hold the
reader to the very end. Moreover, the plot and its develop-

should be of a character that furnishes a surprise in the
evolution. Of course, there are some tales that depend in
great measure on the setting, the scene in which the events
take place, but this is not so very common. Action, however,
is a primary requisite for the good short story. Nothing else
is truer to life and nothing else commands more attention.
\\ ords should not be wasted and the styles and
the development of the narrative should be suitable to the nature of the
plot. Good dialogue is often of great assistance in the proper
writing of the short story.
As is evident, many of the glaring defects in this line of
literary endeavor are due to haste and carelessness. Time,
deliberation, industry and observation will be of great benefit
ment

to the editors of college short stories. This is a matter of vital
interest to the college magazine, for without good fiction the

paper is usually a failure, especially with regard to its student
readers.
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Redwood.
The magazine published at Santa Clara needs no introduction to exchangedom. This paper has won a high position
in the college ranks and the present issue makes that position
more tenable. The contents of the March number are of a
nature to command attention and are rewarded with more
than a fleeting glance. Fiction predominates and the stories
are better than the average tales reviewed during the past
year. "The Good Thief" has a very timely setting and excites
interest to the very end. Another tale styled "The Conversion''
deserves like commendation. In the matter of essays, a contribution on "The Motion Picture Industry" furnishes the
reader with a very live and interesting topic. Though a selection in verse entitled "Repentance" is worthy of note, this department of literary effort in the Redwood is open to much
improvement. On the whole, however, this publication from
far-famed California merits our warmest congratulations.

Mountaineer.
Most of the college papers for March have won our approval and we are pleased to say that the little paper from
Emmitsburg proves no exception. A narrative called "The
Forester" is somewhat longer than the usual college magazine
story. However, it does not suffer from this fact, for there
is plenty of action and the style is well adapted to the plot.
A short sketch entitled "The Fairy Mound," written in a light
vein, is rather clever and is worthy of mention. The essays
contributed to this magazine are good but the subject matter
is of a trite nature. Something new and more original would
do much to improve this paper. The offerings in verse are
merely ordinary but this is a defect rather difficult to remedy.
Practice and perseverance will nevertheless prove of some aid.
Before placing aside the Mountaineer we wish to commend
the editor on his bright and well-chosen contributions.
St.

John's University Record.
On account of the recent business depression that has swept
over the country the article before us dealing with "The Un-
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employed" is most appropriate. The author has a thorough
grasp of the subject and has furnished the paper with its best
contribution of the month. His advocacy of a "back to the
farm" movement is praiseworthy. A treatise on "The Pagan
Tone in King Lear" is indicative of much thought and study
and together with "My Impressions" completes the prose
offerings that are to be commended. Good fiction, a valuable
"Mt.
asset to all college magazines, is woefully lacking.
Avalanche" is a story that brings no credit to the Record. It
need only be said that it is a crude, puerile composition. We
hope for improvement in this department in the pages of the
Record. "St. Benedict" and "Beauty" are the poems that
afforded us the most pleasure.
Loyola University Magazine.
We always open this splendid paper with pleasant expectations ; and we meet with no disappointment in the contents of
the March number. Fiction, essay and verse appear in abundance. Among the narratives, "The Rabbit" and "Peace of
Paradise Flats" are the leaders. The former furnishes us
with the tragical, the latter with the comical. Both are very
well written and are of a high standard. "On Duty," a satirical
playlet on a proposed remedy for the unemployed, is really
delightful. Moreover, "The Gentle Elia" provides us with
reading of a more serious vein. "Erin's Prayer," "Metropolitan Moods" and "Easter Hymn to Mary'' are apparently the
best poems in the issue at hand. The Loyola has a splendid
reputation and we wish it every success.
Marquette University Journal.
Two excellent tales appear in the current number of the
Journal. "Fifty Five Feet" is a wide-awake, active narrative
of Northern Labrador, and "Single Poem Van der Camp"
contains an original turn that makes it doubly interesting.
Study and research is also evidenced by essays treating of
Shelley and Hazlitt. Among the selections in verse, "Darkness and Dawn" has a special appeal. We note the absence
of the light essay in the Journal and accordingly advise the
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editors to give this matter some attention. Light essays of
the proper nature give a magazine a bright and refreshing
tone.

The Dial.
"The Increase of the Army and Navy" is the most impressive article that the March issue has to offer us, and this
treatise was prompted evidently by the recent disarmament
meeting held by the students of Columbia University. "Meet
My Friend" is rather a unique treatment of the subject, friendship. In the midst of several very creditable editorials, that
on "The College Magazine" stands out boldly. The authorities quoted give exceptional force to the article. In the way
of fiction, an interesting tale is furnished by "Dob, Detective.'
However, we would like to see more stories by members of
the college department appear in the Dial. "Earthly Glory'
is the best poetic selection in a paper well known for its verse.
We are pleased to acknowledge the receipt of the following

publications: Campion, Pacific Star, D'Youville Magazine,
Collegian, New Hampshire, Yiatorian, Loretto, Patrician, Old
Penn, Notre Dame Scholastic, Young Eagle, Niagara Index,
Laurel, St. Vincent College Journal, Holy Cross Purple, Fordham Monthly, Gonzaga, Canisius Monthly, Mt. Loretto Messenger, Wesleyan Literary, Exponent, St. Mary's Sentinel,
Mountaineer, Columbiad, Solanian, Helianthos, Georgetown
College Journal, Villa Marian, University Symposium and the
Redwood.

Reader?s Column
"PEPPER"
By Hohvorthy Hall.
Harvard is fortunate in having among her alumni (sons)
one who has such apparent talent, humor and true insight of
the real undergraduate life as has Holworthy Hall. Mr. Hall
is undoubtedly one of the coming novelists of this country,
and "Pepper" is indeed a valuable addition to Mr. Hall's
"Henry of Navarre-Ohio." His books are clean and cheerful
with the cleanness and cheerfulness of the healthy young

undergraduate.
"Pepper" is an adequate, if picturesque description of the
book which depicts the larks, labor and loves of the Harvard
(or for that fact of any other college) undergraduate life, and
throughout all there is a certain vein of seriousness that can
not be mistaken. "Pepper" also happens to be the middle
name of the chief character, a certain James P. McHenry, an
undergraduate of likeable nature, of resource, of romance and
occasionally of money. "Pepper" is a charming person above
all and is of that rare type of bookish hero whose acquaintance
once made is bound to be resumed from time to time.
Continually helping others and, above all, loyal to his college, he often forgets himself and his own needs until towards
the end he might have been in a bad way had not his own
resource and the luckless good nature of his friends come to
his rescue. It is really not till then that we get a true realization of the broadness and nobility of his character. As we
have said, "Pepper" is charming and natural?then what more
is to be desired?
J. B. Atkinson, 'l6.

If you want the latest things in suits see the H S
clothes at the Continental Clothing House.

&

M

DOMI
GEORGE G. HOLLAND, ?17

MASSACHUSETTS INTERCOLLEGIATE PEACE
ORATORICAL CONTEST.
A Boston College man once more bore away the palm
in the annual oratorical contest of the Massachusetts Peace
Society at Pilgrim Hall, Boston, April 9th. Mr. Frederick
W. Wennerberg, 'l5, following in the footsteps of Mr. Leo
M. Murray, 'l4, who was the successful orator of last year's
contest, victoriously upheld the college's reputation in public
speaking and carried off the first prize of $75 and the honor
of representing the State of Massachusetts in the contest of
the North Atlantic group of states, which will be held at
Clark University, on Friday evening, April 30th. The winner of this latter contest will take part in the national contest to be held at the Lake Mohonk Conference on International Arbitration, which meets at Lake Mohonk, N. Y.,

May 19-21.
Though all the colleges of Massachusetts were invited to
participate in the state contest, but four colleges were represented.
We congratulate the gentlemen from Boston
University and from Tufts College. Mr. J. Alfred F. Lane
of Holy Cross College proved to be Mr. Wennerberg's
strongest rival and bore away the second prize of $5O.
Mr. Wennerberg's subject was: "World Peace, an Ideal
Made Real."
The Hon. Joseph Walker was chairman of the contest,
while the committee of award was made up of Professor
Eugene Wambaugh, Harvard Law School; Mr. Magnus W.
Alexander, General Electric Company, West Lynn; Hon.
Edward L. Logan, Justice Municipal Court; Professor Bliss
You'll find the society clothes and fashion clothes, in fact,
all the best style clothes, at the Continental Clothing House.
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Perry, Harvard University, and Dr. David D. Scanned, Boston School Committee.

COMMENCEMENT SPEAKERS.
The following seniors have been chosen to speak on subjects to be announced later: Maurice J. Flynn, Dorchester;
John B. Fitzgerald, Rockland; Richard J. Quinlan, Whitman, and Edward A. McLaughlin, Jr., Boston.
ORATORICAL CONTEST.
The annual prize oratorical contest will take place on
Thursday evening, April 29th, in the college hall. The
undergraduates, who will compete for a prize of $5O, were
chosen in a trial contest. The orators will be : Stephen J.
Moran, 'l5; Edward J. McLaughlin, Jr, 'l5; Edmund J. Brandon, 15; Robert J. Burns, *l5; Francis J. Mahoney, 'l6;
Leander T. DeCelles, 'l6; Frederick J. Gillis, 'l6; John J.
Connolly, 17; John J. Mulcahy, 'l7; Donald F. Simpson, 'l7;
John P. Flanagan, 'lB, and Warren J. Clear, 'lB.

MARQUETTE DEBATING SOCIETY.

On Thursday evening, March 18th, the Marquette Debating Society held its eighth annual prize debate in Boston
College Hall, James street. The subject was: "Resolved,
That the enforcement of a National Prohibition Act would
be for the greater good of the United States." The speakers for the affirmative were John P. Flanagan, 'lB, Clarence
Day Horrigan, 'l7, Charles J. Twomey, 'l7; for the negative,
Warren Clear, 'lB, Francis X. Quinn, 'l7, and Francis A.
Shields, 'l7. The alternates were Robert B. Fitzgerald, 'l7,
and \ incent Murray, 'lB. The debate was interesting and
particularly close, and the task of deciding was not an enviable one. The board of judges, Hon. William J. Day, 'Ol,
Justice, Mr. James harrell, LL.B., Boston University, and
Mr. Charles F. Stack, '93, awarded the medal to Francis X.
Quinn of the negative. Mr. Quinn's clearness and forcefulness, his thorough knowledge of the subject, and his concise
and logical erudition made a vivid impression. The hall
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was taxed to capacity, and words of commendation for the
excellency of the debate were heard from all sides, proving
that the Marquette still maintains the high standard of former years.

FULTON TEAMS DEBATE ON "SOCIALISM."
On Sunday afternoon, April 11, two teams comprised of
members of the Fulton Debating Society gave a public debate on "Socialism" in the Municipal Building, South Boston, under the auspices of Marquette Council, K. of C. The
members participating were Richard J. Quinlan, Stephen W.
Moran, John B. Fitzgerald, and Joseph M. Norton.
The Georgetown-Boston College annual debate will be
held in Washington, D. C., on May 9th.
EASTER RECESS.
The Easter recess, undoubtedly welcome to the students,
and in all probability not unwished for by the teachers, came
in the nature of the most pleasant surprise of the year. Entering school, Monday, with various forebodings as to the
kindness of the weather-man during the four school days
vacation allotted us by the catalogue, we were all pleasantly shocked at the announcement that the vacation was to
begin that afternoon and continue till April 12th. But speaking of holidays, May 13th, Memorial Day, six Saturdays, six
Sundays, and 27 more school days.
THE RETREAT
the collegiate year, the three
Rev.
days' annual retreat, began on Tuesday, March 23.
John F. Fitzpatrick conducted the exercises, but due to Fr.
Fitzpatrick's illness, Rev. Fr. Rector gave the instructions
on the last day. Friday, March 26, was granted as a holiday.

The

most important event of

LECTURE.
Rev. Michael Jessup, S.J., vice-president of Boston College, gave a scholarly and instructive lecture on Thursday
evening, April Bth. His subject was "Courage." This was
one of the series of lectures toward establishing a Rev.
Matthew Fortier Chair of Philosophy. The concert pro-
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gram, under the capable direction of James M. McLaughlin,
A.M., included selections from Mendelssohn, Handel, Balfe,
Sullivan and Gounod.

DRAMATICS.
On April 14th the third performance of Hamlet was pretredsented under the able direction of Mr. Willis, '9O.
erick W. Wennerberg, 'l5, took the title role and was ably
assisted by a splendid company. The "Melancholy Dane
of Mr. Wennerberg was a fitting climax to his histrionic appearances as an undergraduate. In 19!3 Mr. \\ ennerberg
Macbeth.
took the part of King Lear and in I9 T 4
history, as
glorious
Dramatics at Boston College have a
the following list testifies:
1866
1868-'69
1869-'7O
1870-71
1871-72
1872-73
1873-74
1874-75
1875-76
1876-77

1877-78
1878-79
1879-'BO

1880-'Bl

1881-'B2

1882-'B3

1883-'B4
1884-'B5
1885-'B6
1886-'B7

Sacred
Sedecias, a
Drama.
Richard 111.
Coriolanus.
Henry IV.
Julius Caesar.
lon.
Richelieu.
Robert Macaire.
Merchant of Venice.
Drama,
The
Latin
Philedonus; or, The
Romance of the Rich
Young Man.
Hamlet.
Richard 111.
Richard 11.
King John.
Henry V.
Henrv IV
The Iron Chest.
The Merchant of Veni ce
The Hidden Gem.
Sebastian, the Roman
Martyr.

1887-'BB Richard 111.
1888-'B9 Hamlet.
1889-'9O Coriolanus.
1890-'9l William Tell.
1891-'92 Macbeth
1892-'93 Certamen Ajacis et
Ulixis; Scene de L'
Avare de Moliere.
The School for Scandal.
The Comedy of Er-

rors.

King Lear.

1893-'94
1894-'95
1895-'96
1896-'97
1897-'9B
1898-'99
1899-'OO
1900-'Ol
1901-'O2
1902-'O3
1903-'O4
1904-'O5
1905-'O6
1906-'O7
1907-'OB
1908-'O9
1909-70
1910-71
1911-72
1912-73
1913-14
1914-75

Guy Mannering.
King Robert of Sicily.
Henry IV.
The Tempest.
The Hidden Gem.
Henry IV.

Richard 111.
Twelfth Night.
Richard 11.
The Merchant of \ enice.
Henry IV.
Midsummer Night's
Dream.
King John.
Comedy of Errors.
Pirates of Penzance.
Macbeth.
Mikado.
Les Enfants d'Edouard.
Merchant of Venice.
Bouvines.
Henry V.
Henry IV.
Julius Caesar.
The Merchant of Venice.
Macbeth.
Richard 111.
Henry IV.
Hamlet.
Julius Caesar.
The Merchant of Venice.
Henry IV.
Macbeth.
King Lear.
Hamlet,

ALUMNI ACROAMA
JOSEPH M. NORTON,

?15

HIS EMINENCE AT THE JUBILEE EXERCISES OF
THE CATHOLIC UNIVERSITY.
The silver jubilee of the Catholic University of America
was celebrated on Thursday, April 16th, with impressive
exercises in which the three American cardinals and others
of the hierarchy, members of the faculty of the University
and graduates took part. His Eminence the Cardinal delivered the opening address at the academic exercises held in
the afternoon.

In his address the Cardinal stated the University gives
men a cultural training, sound judgment and noble ideals,
and hence is really a true training school for the whole nation. But it has a more important aim than that, the training of men who will become leaders in the activities of the
country. As such he pointed out it will be a tremendous
power for good. Consequently the nation at large is deeply
interested in its success.
The success of the University, His Eminence noted, is a
vital concern both to the church and to America and hence
we as faithful Catholics and loyal citizens have its interests

deeply at heart.

Both church and country then desire that it should carry
on its mission successfully and send into the nation trained
men keenly alive to the nation's needs and provided with the
best methods and soundest principles wherewith to meet the
needs.
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IN MEMORIAM.
Peter S. McXally, Ex ?89.
Mr. Peter S. McXally, one of the best known newspaper
men in this part of the country, died suddenly at Gloucester,
where he had gone to purchase a seal for the city aquarium,
of which he was director.
Mr. McXally was born in Charlestown and educated in the
schools of that district. Later he entered Boston College
and was a member of the class of 1899. As an athlete he
was at one time the champion long distant swimmer of the
world. He was the holder of the silver medal and the gold
medal of the Massachusetts Humane Society, all the honors
that could be awarded him for the numerous rescues from
death at various times.
He was a member of the Elm Hill Council, K. of C.; past
captain of the body guard of Granada Caravan, No. 3, Order
of the Alhambra, and a member of the Charitable Irish Society of Boston.
The funeral was held at St. Peter's Church in Dorchester
and was attended by prominent members of the clergy and
laity.

CONDOLENCES.
The sincere and heartfelt sympathy of the Alumni is extended:
To Mr. John T. Monahan, 'lO, on the death of his behoved father.
To Mr. John Donegan, 'l2, on the death of his beloved
father.
To Mr. Patrick Higgins, 'l4, on the death of his beloved
mother.
BANQUET OF THE CLASS OF 1909.
The annual dinner and reunion of the class of 1909 was
held at Young's Hotel, with thirty-five members in attendance. Mr. Frank Smith, president of the class, opened the
exercises of the evening, and introduced Mr. William J.
Cronin as toastmaster.
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The entertainment of the evening included music furnished by the class orchestra and class quartet, composed of
Messrs. Maurice McLaughlin, Edward F. Coleman, William
J. Cronin and John Baldwin.
The speakers of the evening included Rev. John J. Flynn,
acting pastor of St. Coleman's Church, Brockton; Rev.
John J. Mahoney, Messrs. Joseph I. YVhalen of Dorchester,
Eugene Dorr, William H. Ryan, Atty. John P. Manning,
Dr. Edward Sheehan and Dr. James Gibbons.

BANQUET OF THE CLASS OF 1910.
The class of 1910 held its annual reunion and banquet in
the Parker House on Thursday evening, April 8. A feature of the occasion was the presentation to Alma Mater of a
handsome bronze tablet to the memory of the late Rev. YY illiam P. Brett, S.J., professor of ethics and political economy.
The presentation speech was made by Leo. F. Supple of
Holliston. The tablet was accepted on behalf of the college
by Father Rector, Rev. Charles W. Lyons, S.J.
The toastmaster of the evening was Stephen J. Chamberlain and the speakers were Rev. John W. Culhane, Rev.
Ambrose D. Walker, Rev. John E. White, Louis A. "White
and James A. Coveney.
PERSONALS.
Rev. Joseph V. Tracey, D.D., rector of St. Colurnb'B2 kille's Church, Brighton, recently organized a total
abstinence society in his parish, which has been adT
mitted to the Diocesan T. A. L nion.
Mr. Michael J. Finn, southern scout of the Detroit
'B4 club, spent several pleasant days at the training camp
of the Boston Red Sox at Hot Springs, Arkansas,
Dr.
Thomas F. Hanna, '96, of Plymouth.
with
Rev. John P. Salem, pastor of the Immaculate Con'Bs ception Church, Salem, recently directed the celebration of the founding of St. Mary's School. The affair was honored by the presence of His Excellency the
Governor and many others prominent in city and state.
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Rt. Rev. Joseph G. Anderson, D.D., V.G., auxiliary
'B7 bishop of Boston, was the speaker at the annual banquet of the Massachusetts State Council, K. of C.,
at the Copley-Plaza Hotel on April 17. In his address the
Bishop pictured the Church as the greatest conservative
force in the world.
Mr. John A. Brett was one of the speakers at the an'BB nual breakfast following the annual Communion of
the Catholic Club of the North End.
F. Kelleher of Allston is making every
to have the annual reunion of St. An'9l
thony's Church a gala event in parish chronicles.
Rev. George J. Krim, S. J., rector of Canisius ColEx.'9l lege, Buffalo, New York, was chosen preacher of the
Young Men's Retreat this year. The tremendous
outpouring of the men of Boston was ample testimony of
the popularity of the preacher.
The parishioners of St. Joseph's Church, Roxbury,
'97 attended in immense numbers the reception given
in honor of their new pastor, Rt. Rev. Mgr. Michael
J. Splaine, D. D. Monsignor Splaine was recently appointed permanent rector of this parish.
The address in behalf of the laity was given by Mr. Richard J. Lane of the class of 1897.
The efforts of Daniel J. Gallagher, State secretary
'9B of the Knights of Columbus, were largely responsible
for the splendid success of the annual banquet of the
Rev.

John

preparation

State Council.
Rev. Joseph M. Fitzgibbons
'O6 Back Bay, who has achieved
ing the membership of the
making plans for the society's first
Rev. Joseph A. Murphy, D.

of St. Cecilia's Church,
great success in increasHoly Name Society, is
concert.

D., professor of Sacred
was
the preacher at St.
Seminary,
at
the
Scripture
'O6
Easter Sunday
West
on
Quincy,
Mary's Church,
morning.

ATHLETICS
F. W. MILWARD

BASEBALL.
"Old King Baseball" rules again. He has taken his sceptre
down from the shelf and minds and hearts are once more bowed
down in subjection to his will. The chill of winter and early
spring has fallen a prey to the warmer breezes of April and May
and the game is on.
The Maroon and Gold schedule, revised and corrected up to
date, is as follows:
April 27?Pending.
April 28?Bates at University Heights.
April 29 ?Georgetown at Boston.
May I?Rhode1 ?Rhode Island State at Kingston, R. I.
May s?Tufts5 ?Tufts at Medford.
May B?St.8 ?St. Anselm's at Manchester, N. H.
May 13?Pending, away from home.
May 14 ?Pending, away from home.
May 15?Harvard University at Cambridge.
May 19 ?St. Anselm's at University Heights.
May 21?Pending, away from home.
May 22?Worcester Polytech at Worcester.
May 27?Dartmouth at Boston.
May 29 ?Holy Cross at Boston.
May 31 ?Pending, away from home.
June s?Mas chuset 5 ?Massachusetts Agricultural College at Amherst.

As is evident, the schedule is an excellent one. When the
dates still open are filled our contingent will have as fine an array
of talent to do battle with as any B. C. team of history. Manager
"Ned" Brandon deserves credit for the results he has achieved.
HARVARD?MAY 15th.
Harvard will cross bats with us in Cambridge on May 15th, in
the first baseball contest staged between the two colleges since
1900, when Harvard defeated us in a close contest. Score, 8 to 7.
Harvard's athletic standing makes the game an important one.
Every effort must be urged to make the game an interesting one
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from our viewpoint, as well as from that of the Crimson. We are
climbing the ladder of athletic success and a sudden fall would
be disastrous.
"Will the Boosters help?"
The coming season will give the "Boosters" a chance to reorganize. As the year draws to a close it would be deplorable if
the "Boosters" did not show activity similar to that of last fall
when valiant service was rendered. The splendid showing made
at Worcester at that time can and will be easily duplicated in the
coming games. Three hundred students should follow the Maroon
and Gold nine to Cambridge. If you were a "Booster" "talk it up."

If you were not, "fall in line."

GEORGETOWN?APRIL

29.

Our old friend, "Georgie" Roe, will lead his Georgetown band
to Boston on the 29th. Georgetown has a fast nine and is anxious
to leave a good impression on Bostonians. This game should attract a large audience and will give the "Boosters" another opporWe will be on hand to see
tunity of showing their worth.
"Georgie" get a surprise handed to him.

TUFTS, MEDFORD?MAY 5.
It
Tufts will supply another feature game early in May.
both
baseseems likely that Tufts will become our annual foe in
ball and football. This is another step in our progress. Tufts
is as local as we are, and consequently will be as eager for success
as we. Some brilliant battles should result. Particularly the coming game assumes large proportions and we all must realize this.
DARTMOUTH AND HOLY CROSS.
Both the above mentioned colleges will send teams to Boston
late in May. Of these games more will be said later. Like Harvard, Dartmouth will contest with us for the first time in many
years.
All these facts show us that a big task lies ahead of us. We
must each add our mite of strength to the general whole which
spells "Success."'
COACH MONAHAN?THE TEAM.
The team with Monahan at the helm bids fair to come up to
our expectations. The genial coach is experiencing one difficulty,
the lack of pitching mateiial. This, however, he hopes to over-

come.
A large number of candidates answered the first call, and since
then several cuts have been made. A number of the men kept
were veterans and several of the new men showed speed. The
most probable line-up for the opening games appears to be: First

BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

FEDERAL TRUST COMPANY
Corner Devonshire and Water Streets, Boston, Mass.

An Independent Institution Whose Affairs are Governed Solely by Its Officers and Directors

Interest Allowed

Deposits Subject to Check. Correspondence Solicited with Those Who
Contemplate Making Changes or Opening New Accounts

on

DIRECTORS
Timothy J. Falvey
John H. Gibbs
John C. HeyeT
Samuel Hobbs
Timothy E. Hopkins

Albion F. Bemis
Theodore G. Bremer
John T. Burnett
Charles L. Burrill
Hiram M. Burton
Timothy E. Byrnes
William J. Carlin
John T. Connor
Peter H. Corr
William J. Daly
William J. Emerson

Arthur H. James
James W. Kenney
John S. Kent
John C. Kiley
Frank Leveroni
Lawrence J. Logan

James Lumsden
James M. Morrison.

Henry P. Nawn
Charles H. Olmsted
Joseph H. O'Neil
Frederick H. Payne
John E. Stanton
James W. Spence
George Holden Tinkham

Edwin Wilcock

OFFICERS
President
JOSEPH H. O'NEIL
Vice-Presidents
JAMES W. KENNET

SAMUEL A. MERRILL
Actuary and Secretary
DAVID BATES

Assistant Secretary
C. B. HOOD

JOHN C. HEYEB

Treasurer

Assistant Treasurer
E. B. LYNCH

$8,500,000

TOTAL RESOURCES

Safe Milk
Is your Milk safe?
ease have been traced
Greater Boston has
almost every year for

Hundreds of epidemics of disto RAW MILK.

had an epidemic traced to milk
the last several years and Every
One Has Been Caused by Raw Milk.
Hood's Milk Is Perfectly Pasteurized, as recommended by the United States Government and by the
best health authorities throughout the world.

Hood's Milk is Safe
FRIENDS

OF

BOSTON COLLEGE KINDLY PATRONIZE THESE FRIENDS
COLLEGE PAPER.

OF

YOUR

BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

474

base, Captain Linehan; second base, Manley and Sullivan; shortstop, Maloney; third base, Mitchell; fielders, Flynn, Daley, Gildea,
Walters and a few others; pitchers, Halloran, Shea and Keefe, and
catchers, Dee and Donnelly.
Coach Monahan has kept the men hard at work, despite the
fact that the opening game does not come until late in the month.
Captain "Jim" Linehan is in good form and has fully recovered
from the operation which separated him from his old friend, "the
pigskin," last year. Naturally it is early to predict what kind of a
team we are going to have, but appearances point to a speedy aggregation.

THE NEW FIELD.
The new field at the Heights is to be ready for the home
games. During commencement week the dedication exercises will
be held and arrangements are being made to have an exhibition
game played.
Nothing definite, however, has as yet been settled,
but a gala event is planned.
INTER-CLASS BASEBALL.
Manager Linehan makes the following announcement relative
to the inter-class series:

The series will be well under way when this issue comes from
the press.
Teams have already been formed in the different classes and
are waiting the signal to begin. The series will be started as
soon as the schedule is completed. The schedule will be announced shortly. It is intended to have the opening games not
later than April 20th.
The schedule has been arranged in league fashion, and the
percentage of games won and lost will be kept in the same Style
so that the team, which at the end of the playing season enjoys
the highest percentage, will be declared the winner. The Student
Association is the doner of the prize, which will be in the form
of medals, to be presented each member of the winning team.
The schedule provides for the playing of two games a day
from the date of the first game till the first of June. All games
will be played either at Rogers' Park or on the Reservoir.
FOOTBALL.
Manager Reynolds is busy with his schedule and already has
six games arranged. Bowdoin, Maine, Tufts, Connecticut State,
Fordham and Trinity will battle with the Maroon and Gold. The
manager is endeavoring to arrange an opening game with New
Hampshire State to be played at University Heights.
At the present time the only colleges with which we can pos-
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sibly arrange a Thanksgiving attraction are the Catholic University of Washington, D. C., and Tufts College of Medford. It
appears to us that Tufts should receive particular attention. By
position, locality, etc., Boston College and Tufts are natural ath-

letic rivals.
Coach Mahoney and Captain Duffy promise to do big things
next fall. Although several of the best men will be lost through
graduation, there will, nevertheless, be a strong nucleus on which
to build a powerful machine.
The graduate board has promised to give due consideration
to the appointing of an assistant coach for the next season. This,
if done, will be of big assistance to the men. It is always difficult
at the same time.
for one coach to watch both lineman and backs
College
Boston
will
be represented
likely
that
It is more than
arrange games
by a fast second team. An effort is being made to
with Harvard, Dartmouth, Brown and others for the second team.

Zinn, the Florist, Park street, has kindly agreed to an arrangement whereby Boston College students mentioning the
Stylus will receive a special discount of fifteen per cent. Remember this and take advantage of it in your shopping. Call
up Havmarket 2435 and reverse the call.

Buy your shoes, hats and furnishing goods. The latest
always at the Continental Clothing House, Washington and
Boylston streets.

