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THE WHY OF A FACT AND ITS

Xo. 4

ANSWER.

A New Year has begun, the old has quickly trickled down and
filled the lower glass. For some of us this means the last half year
of B. C. life is come. Three years, each promising well, have opened
before us in our stay here and now are of the past. Looking back
upon what I have done, what left undone, what I have learned, and
what seen and noted in that time I am struck with a phenomenon
which not infrequently has suggested itself to me before. I see it so
often and so generally that I have come to take its existence as a
matter of course. But now as I near the end and, in a certain sense,
am less concerned myself with that of which I would write, I have
a desire, an irresistible one it seems, for it has developed into this,
to
view in perspective and ferret out the cause of this phenomenon,
so remarked.
The reason of it is what we here seek for the fact is plain to us,
to our friends and to the well-wishers of the College. Nay, it does
not pass unmarked by those who, as far as kindly interest goes, are

at best indifferent to us and our college's success.
There can be no question, then, that sacrifices are being made.
We see and realize it every day, in every phase of College life. Consider first the athletes who represent us on the track, the gridiron
and the diamond. Not a few of those now with us, of those who
preceded them, are of no mean calibre. We break no confidence when
we say, for it is common knowledge, that many of those who are
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decorated with our "B" have put aside the opportunity to earn what
others deem and which, extrinsically considered, is truly a better
mark of distinction. There can be no gainsaying the fact that what
we have at present to offer our worthy ones athletically
meagre

is

compared, and how often the unfair comparison is made, with what
some other colleges have to give, and I say this in no carping spirit.
Some few that are honored with our faith and bear our names have

listened to this one side of the question, have sacrificed w 7hat we
make sacrifices to obtain, and lend their best efforts to those w ho
know them for only what they give. This fact itself
testifies that
7

our athletes are sacrificing at least what others consider w
orth while;
gi eater nominal prominence in the Athletic world, wdiile memory
7

serves, and opportunities "of being taken care of" upon matriculation. Some of these very "stars," w ho listened favorably to the
splendid offers that can be given to those w ho w ill make a return in
the w ay of service, w ere High School mates of those w 7 e now 7 call
7

T

r

r

7

"our own lads." lam not here directly arguing, let it be
understood,
the wdsdom of either's choice, but simply explaining, if I can, why
and for w liat one fellow scorns what another accepts.
7

So much for our classmates as athletes. Other things, desirable
in themsehes, they sacrifice, but I have given enough for my case
that they put by what might be theirs as well as not. Let us, then,
consider for the nonce the sacrifice of the student, which is perhaps
e\ en more than that of the athlete, though, happily, with
us there is
no clear line of distinction traceable between the two; we have
rather athletic students than student athletes.
For all our athletes sacrifice the student puts aside perhaps
more. In a day and in a locality w hich looks upon magnificent and
many buildings and the standing of a college's sport teams as the
T

criterion of what is offered to the young man within its walls, w e
are here in a magnificent but as yet solitary building?and some
marvel at our choice. We marvel at it ourselves, at times, for many
of our number come, amongst other schools, from publicly
r

maintained
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High Schools of Boston and of Cambridge, which are noted for the
fact that, if not officially, they are professorially and traditionally
proclaimed as preparatory schools for a university which thereby
draws many of their graduates. How they wonder at our rejection
of the chance to use the fetish ''Harvard man" and instead strive
and sacrifice to be a "B. C. man," though the charm, if any, be only
local in its operation!
But this initial "sacrifice" in choosing not to go elsewhere is
simply placing ourselves in a position demanding further sacrifice,
mainly of time and convenience. Not yet having dormitories here on
the Heights, we must climb the hill every morning after swaying
and swinging on a strap in the capacious Lake Street car for half
an hour or so. Those handiest to the College have at least a halfhour's journey, while the number of those who must be on the train
shortly after seven in the morning to come from Providence, Newburyport, Lawrence, Lowell, Salem, Rockport, in fact, from many
points in a circle of thirty to forty miles from the College, is indeed
large. That is only the getting here. There are but few of us who
do not busy ourselves with some one or another of the many Collegiate activities, outside of class. For eight long weeks our football

team, regulars and substitutes, night after night remained on Alumni
Field till the chimes in the Tower struck many a series of four, eight
twelve, after the dismissal of classes. Then the shower, the dressing,
the walk down the hill, the crowded car, (for some, the packed
Not a single team they played
train), and tired out?home.
against this year trained under such handicaps, and yet, sometimes,
we find fault. Under less spectacular, less inspiring conditions,
without the pleasure and refreshment of exercise in the open, some
of us would-be Booths and Irvings, I among the troupe, traveled in
town to the High School night after night for nearly six weeks and
there trod the boards and strove to fill an empty, unkindly hall with
full, rounded tones, till nearly five o'clock; and then?journeyed
home. Debates, rehearsals, meetings of one sort or another keep
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us many an afternoon and always at the end of the day?that journey home. Not that a single one of those who ever gave a minute of
his leisure to JB. C. regrets it, but it certainly means something to
do it. There must be a reason for it.

Teams practise, casts rehearse, debaters meet, committees deliberate at other colleges as well as here. But how different it is to
hold the meeting in one's "apartments" and having an hour's travel
on crowded cars and trains to reach home when the work is done.

Indeed, there is sacrifice in all this. Why is it done? .Why do you
sacrifice so much? Why do our parents, whom we are not forgetting
here, deny themselves so much? You and I and they know well
enough?let me put it in words.
All your sacrifice is made primarily because of your Faith. A
correct understanding of the values of things here below, made part
of your being by a true Christian upbringing, has made clear the
reason of your coming here, the claim upon your attendance here,
and the sacrifices are but the price you and yours willingly pay for
what you get. And what are you getting?
You are not receiving, contrary to prevalent, oft-time prejudiced
notion, a religious training. You are not in the scoffer's "religious
school." You are not being trained nor psychologized for the priesthood, though God has deemed many of our number worthy and fit
to serve Him in an especial manner. But you are receiving a Catholic
training. How much have I said in the word?Catholic training!
And how little of what it connotes is known to those who say we
sacrifice a great deal for nothing. Oh! if they could know the

atmosphere, the pure, the healthy character of our surroundings
and of our education.
The very reason for learning at all, as stated in the catalogue,
is a worthy one and is lived up to. It is not a hollow mockery as
"for Christ and the Church" is proving to be. Knowledge in itself
is not the end. We are not here to have facts crammed into our
heads as oil into a machine that it may produce easier. For mere
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amassing of facts and data, money has provided perhaps better
places than our own modest institution; though much always remains for the individual student. The acquisition of knowledge is
not the end all and the be all of our coming here. We are taught
differently, thank God. We are taught that while we have a God-given
intellect to be schooled, we have a soul superior to that intellect and
intended to dominate it. Plainly, Catholic training means that we
are being taught how to live, how to serve ourselves, our neighbor
and so, God.
Such, briefly, is the reason for properly schooling our intellect
and it is to no little pains we go that it may be properly done. Of
worldly wisdom we are not bereft, as many would think us. We may
know, if we will, the story of Greece and Rome, what nations fell
that they might rise, why in the end they fell. Mathematics may be
here pursued to the consummate delight of that particular brain
that revels in it. The sciences of Physics, Chemistry, Astronomy,
Geology, Biology are not shut from us, for all we attend a Catholic
school. Indeed, we know the past and in it we know the future; for
we are taught to see beneath the surface. All these things we are
taught, and how these and all our lessons are taught us! Rot in a
matter-of-fact, learn it or not style, but with that personal touch
which only those who have sat at the feet of men and women who
teach, not for remuneration, not for name or fame, but because it is
their life, their love, can well appreciate. The associations with these
teachers, our friends?as intimate as any we know or want, who
have no interest apart from our best interests, cannot aptly be portrayed by me for the unsympathetic mind. The sympathetic mind
needs no formal picturing of it. That it is part and parcel of a
Catholic training is soon made apparent to the Freshman who feels
its warmth and genuineness. The democracy of the place, the utter
absence of present-day college snobbishness, the recognition of an
equality between all, the lack of a better-than-thou air is plain for
even the visitor to note. This atmosphere, conducive to the making
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of true and so, lasting friendships, is most marked in opposition
to the cold, business-like, material, indifferent surroundings in many
another college, where friendships are formed, in spite of this.
There is as evident difference between the relations of our Professors with us as there is between us as classmates and students of
other colleges with each other. Our Professors are not mental
monstrosities, full of this or that subject and limited by it. They
are still not Jacks of all trades in the intellectual order, but they
are well rounded, well educated educators, who ever keep in mind
the object of the whole Catholic system of education?teaching to
live well and die well. They never lose sight of our common, last
end. The greatest lesson they put before us is the silent, unheralded
lesson of their own lives. Yor yet are they wordy preachers. They
are rather elder brothers who have traveled the same road we are
on, can sympathize with and encourage us in our daily troubles but,
most of all, direct us. They are one with us, not the austere, unapproachable mentors the unknowing imagine them, but brothers with
whom we may fraternize, and we do, as well as with our boon companions. Yet, because of the authorityreposed in them and not for
any mean, personal reason, we are taught ever to bear in mind a
respect of authority and a reverence for their sacred calling. Indeed,
if we have "thrown away" something, how much has been sacrificed

by those who, while they are of us, are yet not of us.
If this article were favored by a perusal from an unsympathetic
reader, he would doubtless say: "That's all very well, but we have
to battle in life before we are to get to heaven, if there is a heaven.
Making a goody-goody boy out of you won't help you to earn your
bread and butter or be a success in life. That's not the modern idea."
We must first of all deny that the unnatural goody-goodyboy is held
up to us as our ideal, though at the same time we admit we fall far
short of the noble ideals presented us, for we are of earth and but
human, and so frequently fail of attaining even to these attainable
heights of goodness. For the sake of maintaining our dignity, we
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must refuse to debate the assertion that being true to ourselves and
our neighbor will not assure final success in our having lived. We
will consider what to some is the all-important thing in life, the
training of the intellect we receive here.
Here again we "sacrifice" something?particularly a wide choice
in the philosophical field. While students at Harvard, to cite the
broadestof them all, can have just what they want, be it Kant, Hegel,
Spencer, Schopenhauer, James or, at last, Aristotelian-Scholasticism, we, by our coming here, have restricted ourselves to the latter.
Thank God, we have done so. What our choice has saved us from!
A helter-skelter philosophy of half-truths; this one presented in the

History class; this, its contradictory, in Biology; a neutral statement in the English class; an entirely original effusion in Psychology lecture; another effusion, also boasting individuality of Somebody, in the Ethics class. All clever verbiage, but debasing thought;
for it cannot at best lead to anything but skepticism. How otherwise, for whom shall he believe but himself and how shall he trust
himself when these "great" ones differ? He is left to himself, to his
own individuality, which must not be hampered, to work out a philosophy of life from the conglomerate of philological combinations
which show keen intellects vainly trying to disprove those very faculties which serve them so well, and just as far as they can, in
bolstering up a case for their Materialism and Pragmatism. Nor is
this portrayal of mine a diatribe from a mind psychologized by dogmatic Scholasticism,?for it must be dogmatic since truth is the
veriest dogma,?and schooled to rail at all opposition to its tenets.
Ko, indeed, for we are not unacquainted with Materialism, Pragmatism and the skeptical writers of those schools. We look into their
matter far more than they think. Their doctrines are presented to
us in stricter logical exactness than the propounders often clothe
them with themselves. And we see them in their own words, as our
text-books bear witness. How shallow, indeed, these imaginings
appear on the same page with the truth and its proof.
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We are saved from this unwarranted skepticism, but what do we
get in its place? Are we only glad that we are not being made mental
shysters, for that is what the clever man easily becomes through the
subtlety, the sophistry of the Materialism of modern philosophy,
propounded by "rabid, yes, flighty, unbalanced, red-flagged extremist professors," to use the words of an authority? No, we rejoice
in positive good fortune. We rejoice in a philosophy which metaphysically proves a Creator, a personal God, a soul in man, an
eternal, a natural law, a future of punishment or reward (this
required by the justice of the Almighty and as a sanction to His law)
an ethical code, which proves morality not to be a question of
thought, but of fact, and establishes, not arbitrarily but philosophically, the standards of right and wrong, not unstable but fixed as
the Eternal Decreer Himself. There, indeed, is a worth-while, workable philosophy of life; not taught to be merely believed, but lived.
In it there is a basis for good action, and hope for that beatitude
which reason declares our nature calls for. In it there is no less
lawful freedom than in the most outlandish Materialism soon to be
imagined. The truth of its doctrines, of necessity, sets limits to our

actions; freedom extends to these, but freedom does not extend
beyond; it is license that does.
Our course, demanding as it does, logical exactness of form and
fact, accustoms the mind to going beneath the surface in considering any question. It is truly philosophical. The mucli-ridiculed
Scholastic form of the "Quibbling" circle, as they sometimes speak
of it, with thoroughness and rectitude of procedure cannot but impress one with the need of looking below the surface of things; and
the prevalence of shallowness of thought and argument, the Materialistic views (the shallowest of the shallow) of many "educated" men
and women of the day?the effusions that pass for thought?impress the circumspect with the need of more of the thoroughness
and rectitude of the procedure of the Scholastic form in so-called
"secular education."
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After having come this far in considering the pros
and cons,
I must confess that I was wrong at the outset in saying
we sacrifice
something. I was speaking as the world talks. Judged rightly, we
cannot say we sacrifice when we receive in a bargain more than ever
we give up. The yankiest Yank amongst us would not ask for
a better
bargain than to get more than he gave. Let us for once
in this matter, if you will, judge as worldly Utilitarians and then, with what
we know, will we say it isn't worth while to
choose as we have done?
I think the anstr er can only be, it is worth more than
we are paying.
Our forebears thought so, for they sacrificed much more
than we are
called upon to do, that the truth might be ours. Nay, when the day
is done I m sure we'll say that the other fellow sacrifices more than
we, and, alas for the world, he's not pitied at all, poor fellow.
?Edwin A. Daly, 'IQ.

THE OPEN ROAD.
An open road and a gusty wind
And a comrade by my side,
A sturdy stride with a free flung swing
On a road that's long and wide;
On a road that's long and wide, heigh-ho!
That holds the seven seas,
Where east and west are met in one,
That follows every breeze.

Oh, full and fair's the fireside
For those whose hearts are small.
But give to me the rolling world
Where highways cover all;
Where highways cover all, heigh-ho!
From peaks to sinking plains,
And ever burn a sun above
And ever drink the rains.

Where is the path that's worth the stride,
If eyes can see the bend?
Oh, give to me the trackless sea
And trails that never end;
And trails that never end, heigh-ho!

But meet and weave their ways
Where 'neath the sun and clouds and stars
We fairly drink the days.

?Archie L. HacKenzie, Jr., 'l9.

THE GOLD JUG.
The Gold Jug was lost by the White Men when they left for
civilization.
As the last muleteer passed out into the shifting sands, the waiting natives rushed the little grove of palms. Ali Sind was the lucky
one who found the Gold Jug. While the rest were fighting over an
old "feringhee" hat, Ali Sind lifted a mangy blanket, through whose
many holes a dull gleam had caught his eye.
Five minutes later he was examining his treasure by the river
bank. No one was near, to his knowledge, and the darkness concealed him, but the watchful eyes of a Bedouin, trained to discern
the blackest objects on the darkest night, caught the gleam of the
Gold Jug!
Ali Sind looked up to see, by the faint moonlight, the Bedouin
creeping towards him. He stooped for a stone at his feet, but did

not secure it. The Bedouin was upon him before his fingers could
close on the primitive weapon. There, in the semi-darkness, they
fought; now knee-deep in the river; now rolling on the yellow sands.
No quarter was expected on either side. It was a struggle for life?and the Gold Jug.
At one time, Ali Sind could have defeated his smaller opponent,
but years of inactivity, coupled with years of dissipation, had robbed him of his strength. Slowly but surely the Bedouin bore him
to the earth and a moment later Ali Sind of Targa lost forever all
interest in worldly affairs.
Ten hours later the Bedouin rode into the camp of his fathers.
Ali Sind's "abieh" enveloped his meagre form, and served to hide
the Gold Jug. One man saw his coming. That man was the Sheik
of Timra. His narrow eyes observed that the Bedouin wore a new
"abieh" and that some object, evidently of great worth, was hidden
beneath its folds. The Sheik thought it well to investigate.
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"Oh, Sun of Morning, may thy years be many," he called out
to the newcomer.
"May thine fill the Prophet's Calendar," sweetly answered the
Bedouin.
"What has my brother beneath his cloak?" pursued the Shiek.
"A present for the children, O Mighty One," countered the
Bedouin.
"Dog of the Desert, dost thou flout thy sheik?" blazed the Narrow-eyed One, drawing his flint-lock pistol.
"Father of Swine, dost threaten me?" howled the other, kicking
the uncocked pistol from the shiek's hand.
"Ohe! Ohe!" shrieked the Mighty One, as the Bedouin flung
himself into the saddle. "Help, my children!"
Three of the Sheik's men quickly overtook the possessor of the
Gold Jug. One of them he shot with the Sheik's pistol, but could
not escape the points of two long knives that sought and found his
vitals.
His slayers caught sight of the Gold Jug at the same instant.
All else was forgotten in the struggle for the treasure that ensued.
The curved knives bit often and deep. The yellow sands took on
a darker hue. Nothing could be heard but the grating of steel on
steel and the hard breathing of two mortally wounded men. Then
?

silence.
The Gold Jug, stained with the blood of four Children of the
Desert, still gleams in the noonday sun. And the superintendent
of the New York Gas Company still laments the loss of a brass)
tobacco-jar, bought in Bagdad for fifteen cents and lost on the banks
of the Jordan.
As the Greeks say, ho muthos deloi.
?Warren J. Clear,lB.

L?ENVOI.
When my oldest sorrows have faded away,
And my youngest joys have died;
When my thoughts recur to the better day
And all but my heart is dried,
I shall think of you men
Who have gone before,
Whose footsteps have led to the nearing door,
And shall dream on the earthly side.

I shall think of a firm and loving touch
That polished a rough-cut mind;
I shall think of a dreamer dreaming much,
W ith a heart that was overkind;
And wait till the door
Shall open stand,
When I'll greet you there in that golden land
Where a single love shall bind.
T

Oh, the voices live that shall some day fade
And rise on a purer coast,
And my years are few as years are paid,
And I've not yet drunk life's toast;
But I'll never forget
The men I've heard,
Who left a gift in a passing word,
And I'll pay to the Lord of the Host.
?

?Archie L. MacKenzie, Jr., 'l9.

THE FASCINATING

MAN.

A Thirtieth Century Romance.

Rat-tattat, ta-rattat, ta-ratattat, tat-tat, went Vernon's willowy
fingers on the glass top of his dressing-table. He ceased, and leaning forward on his elbows, carefully scrutinized his face for the
hundredth time in the French-plate mirror before him. It satisfied
him, for he sighed a short, happy sigh of contentment, and taking
up a well-powdered buffer, began to polish his nails with deft elaboration. He stole a furtive glance at the graceful, creamy-skinned
boy, a charming blonde, who in turn was scanning himself before
a full length mirror, beside him, and Vernon sighed again, now a
prolonged, weary sigh of hopelessness.

"Well, why discuss it," he murmured in a plaintive tone that
seemed to come from the very depths of his weary soul, "Algernon,
you will wear your moustache that way. And it looks perfectly
wretched. It doesn't become you at all. And it isn't the least hit
modish!"
Algernon sighed, too. (It was being done that season, I believe.)
He put forth a daintily shod foot impatiently, and whisked a little
pile of white lacy things into an unobtrusive corner. Then he smiled
at his brother, a forced smile that was infinitely expressive.

"Well, we sha'n't quarrel over it, dear. It's really too bad that
you don't like it, but one can't satisfy everyone you know."
At this Vernon dropped the buffer and took up a pair of cuticle
scissors, which he manipulated languidly.
"Satisfy everyone. Heavens, child, whom are you satisfying,
I'd like to know."
,

"Well, I know some people who rather like it."
Ping! Down went the scissors on the dressing-table and Vernon
swung around in his chair.
"Some people! say rather, some person. That insignificant
nobody of a Smith girl. Whatever you can see in her, I don't know.
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She is the wretchedest dancer, and she's so awfully stupid and backward. The only thing she could ever do was play football, and then
she was only on the second team at college. Oh yes, she made her
'Z.' Don't tell me that again. What else ever did she do? She's
the very stupidest girl in our set, and a very poor catch, Algernon,
for a boy of your attractions, and with your opportunities."
Algernon, meanwhile, moved away from the cheval glass, caught
the tip of his slipper in the frills of a boudoir cap, and swept it
across the floor and into the corner with the other things.
"I'll thank you not to be kicking my things around the room,"
said Vernon, swerving from his tirade for a moment.
Algernon, glad of a chance to waylay him, said, pouting:
"Well, they're only soiled things, anyway."
"It makes no difference, don't," said Vernon, then breathlessly.
"But, you can't deny that she is awkward, Algernon. And the way
she goes hopping and slithering across the floor when she tries to
dance. She hasn't a conception of how to lead one."
"You shouldn't keep your room so untidy, anyway," Algernon
ventured again. "Where is Oscar? Why isn't he more careful?"
"Never mind where Oscar is, and don't try to change the subject, Algernon, or I'll just tell you what I really do think about that
Smith girl. She's an impostor and a schemer. lT>u know she's as
poor as a church mouse, and I do believe that she's just after your
money," Vernon paused.
Algernon stamped his foot imperatively and burst out in hysterics. "Vernon, how dare you? How dare you say such a thing?
I won't stand for it. I'm going to my own room."
His face was very flushed and tears stood in his eyes. Vernon
saw this and forebore. He was prompted to say something soothing, but was not calm enough for that. So Algernon flounced out
of the room, slamming the door, and Vernon shouted after him,
rather weakly:
"Well, go to your own room.
did they?"

No one asked you to stay here,
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There was a sound of another door slamming. Vernon pushed
a button and a wisp of a man-servant, who answered to the name
of Oscar, appeared after a moment. Vernon vented his feelings
freely upon him, and having scolded him severely for not keeping
his boudoir neater, turned again to the consolation of his mirror.
He tried his eyes in various positions, shifting his head to adjust
them at different angles, arched his eyebrows, tweaked his cheeks
gently, frowned and bit his lip, smiled vivaciously, and then took
up a hand mirror and glanced quizzically at his profile. Vernon
was still something of a coquette, though nearing thirty.
There came a sound as of weeping from afar, and Vernon began
to feel remorse. Presently he went to his brother's chamber and
knocked. There was no answer, excepting an increase of sobbing.
Vernon knocked again.
"Algernon, please let me come in, I want to tell you something,
dear."
No response.
"Algernon, please let me in. I'm sorry I was mean."
Silence,?cessation of weeping.

"Algernon, please" (impatiently). "I xcon't ask you again.
Now don't be silly. Please
Silence. Presently a rattling of the key in the lock, and Vernon
trying the door found it open.
Algernon had thrown himself on the bed and was sobbing
again. Vernon went over and sat beside him, putting his arms
around him, brotherwise, and began making amends for his
harshness.
"Algernon, I'm so sorry. I was thoughtless and mean and
spiteful. And it isn't true at all. You know I like Blanche, dear.
Everyone does. But sometimes it makes me so mad, ?to see you
worrying your little heart out over her. She doesn't deserve it.
She is such a big stupid, somehow, Algernon. Anyone could see
that she is head over heels in love with you, and that you are simply
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pining your young life away over her, and yet, somehow, she never
seems to come to the point. Why in the icorld don't you have an
understanding, dear? Heaven knows, she just lacks the nerve to
propose. She just adores you so that she's afraid to speak almost
in your august presence. And in the meanwhile you are trembling
lest some dreadful Vampire of a man is going to suddenly lure her
away. Goodness, child, she'd go on loving you forever, if you'd let
her. But I suppose sometime you must marry her. Well, why don't
you? Why don't you?" Vernon paused.
Algernon dried his tears and sniffed fetchingly: "Yes, go on,
why don't I what.? Propose to her? I can't do that. A man can't
possibly do that. I've made every possible advance and encouraged
her to death. I've done everything a poor man can do. Papa has
helped her, too, and invited her here again and again, and even Ma
has encouraged her, in her bluff, businessdike way. But it's no use.
She never will."

"Well, my dear," ventured Vernon, "I don't see what's to be
done. In two years there will be a leap year, and perhaps then,?"
"Oh, who wants to wait for two years? I've waited too long
already, Vernon. Besides, that's only a joke. Goodness, I wouldn't
propose in a hundred leap years. Never,?not if I have to live to
be a wretched old bachelor."
"Oh, it's not such an awful joke," Vernon said. "I think it's
sensible. It's all a lot of silly conventionality, anyway, dear. There
was a time when men all used to propose and women couldn't. So
there you are."
"Yes, hundreds of years ago. And there was a time when men
used to snatch women by the hair and drag them off to their horrid
caves. But times have changed. A man can't stoop to those old
methods now. I don't think a man who would propose to a girl
now deserves any consideration at all."
"Well, conventionality is a silly thing, anyway, dear," said
Vernon. "Fashion decrees that man must wait, and we are slaves
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to fashion. It's the bane of a poor man's existence. We must sit
down and wait for our lorn lover to come. We must wait for her
to discover for herself. We can never go to her, or send for her, or
write to her, or telephone her, or take the initiative in anything.
We must be subject to her whims and fancies. If we have a lovers'
quarrel, we cannot go and make amends, or lay open our hearts.
We must wait for her. We must not make unseemly advances. We
marry and then we wait. Weary days and weeks, when business
must carry her away,?lonely nights when the club calls. Then the
child comes, and the waiting begins anew, guiding a daughter
through perilous j'outh, so pitfalled with disaster,?a father's
heartaches. Then she wooes some lad and goes off and we wait again,
?for her to come back now and then to console a father's heart.
We cannot go to her. Her cares are another's and the dreadful
father-in-law bugaboo is constantly flung in our faces to keep us
away. It's a man's cross, Algernon, to wait. Alas, in a woman's
world, with woman-made laws and woman-made social conventions,
we poor men fare ill, indeed. And then besides, girls do have so
much better times than we boys do. They can go anyivliere they
want to and do almost anything they please, and it's all right. But
when a man does the least tiny little out-of-the-way thing, immediately gossip, and oh! it's a ruthless, cruel thing, Algernon, gossip.
It haunts and hounds a poor boy for ever. It follows him and finds
him out, and multiplies and magnifies and increases itself prodigiously. Oh, it's terrible." He sighed. "But with a girl it's so
different." Vernon paused and sighed some more.
Algernon was completely consoled and dry-eyed now. And then
there was a sudden change in the wind.
"Oh, I'm a little fool," Algernon blurted out, "a silly little fool.
What do I care for Blanche? What you said is true. She's nothing
but a big stupid nobody. I liate her! I hate her! I hate her! I
wouldn't marry her if she was the last?"
There was a faint tinkling of a bell.

Algernon popped up in

bed and checked the oncoming burst of his pent-up feeling.

THE FASCINATING MAN

185

"There's my telephone," he cried excitedly, "someone must
want me."
"Yes," said Yernon with wasted satire, "Whoever could it be?"
Algernon seized the telephone, fondled it and lounged over it,
and, after pausing a moment and taking a deep breath, said "Yes,"
with rising inflection.
"Quack, quack, quack," went the telephone, and the next moment Algernon was furiously pink and his dimples played frolicsomely on both cheeks, hiding occasionally beneath his moustache.
There was a series of quacks. Then Algernon said: "That
was awfully nice of you, Blanche." He was bubbling over with
delight and affection, and showed it as little as young people in his
set are wont to do. His tone was pleasant, not effusive.
After a few more quacks:
"You were very thoughtful. Don't be any later than you can
help, will you. About an hour?You'll be here about 11.30. (Intermingling quacks)?Yes?Yes?Thank you. Bye."
Silenced reigned for a few moments with all pomp and circumstance. Then Algernon and Vernon, simultaneously and of one
accord, sighed. "She'll be a little late for the masquerade tonight,"

explained Algernon.

"Well, never mind, dear," said Vernon rising, "we'll trap her
into a proposal someway. Sometimes I almost do love her myself,
and if she is backward someways, she has got lovely manners, and
she's in some of the most exclusive clubs. The truth is that she so
fears a refusal that she doesn't dare to chance it."
Vernon turned towards the open door, and gasped. A girl of
about fourteen, togged out in a muddy football suit, stood there,
balancing on one foot, in real girl fashion, and swinging a head
guard around in gradually widening circles.
"Well!" gasped Vernon, "you young scamp, what are you doing
there ?"
"Nuthin."
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"Nothing? How many times must I tell you not to come snooping around our boudoirs this way. Goodness, why didn't you knock
on the door? How long have you been there?"
"Becuz it was open. Not for very long," came the reply in a

slow, girlish drawl.
"Why aren't you out playing football with the girls?"
"They ain't out now?We're through."
"Well, whatever do you want?"
"I wanna have a talk wid you, broth," came the reply in the
vernacular peculiar to all real, out-and-out young girls.
"Well, after you've cleaned up and put on your dinner jacket.
Now hurry."
"All right," and the girl went off, dragging her feet after her
like two tons of lead. Punting her head guard half-way up the
stairs, and then swaggering on up after it with true girlish bravado
in all the greatness of her young soul. Girls will be girls.
Vernon made for the door again. "It's getting dreadfully late,
Algernon, we must hurrv and dress. He turned in time to catch
sight of a small boy, in what had been a dainty white suit, ?now
bedraggled, torn and filthy. Vernon gasped. Next to sighing this
was his greatest dissipation. The lad was gone in a twinkle.
"Well, dear me, what are we going to do with Basil, Algernon,"
said Vernon. "He is such a little girl-boy. Do you know he plays
football and baseball, as well as his sisters, I believe. And he will
not stay with the boys. Dolls do not seem to have the slightest

interest for him."
With a mighty sigh Vernon went to his own boudoir, rang for
his man, and closeted in this dainty fairyland of perfumes and
powders and masculine mysteries, began the mystic ordeal of

dressing.
In no time there came a thumping at his door.
"See who is there, Andrew."
Andrew opened the door and Vernon, in a stealthy glance from
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beneath his long, graceful lashes saw his young sister, with shining
face and hair pasted down with vaseline. In the same moment
Andrew announced:
"Miss Nellie, please, sir."
"Tell her to wait. I'm not nearly ready."
When she was finally admitted and Andrew had gone, Vernon
having reprimanded her again for listening to his conversation
about Blanche and Algernon, Nell said:
"I only heard a little bit of it, but I know'd about it before.
That's what I wanted to see you about."
Vernon was stalled between a gasp and a sigh, and the result
was a short cough.
Nell continued and grew enthused:
"I wanna help them, Vernon, and I gotta plan. Listen, at the
ball tonight, Blanche is gonna wear a pink domino costume," ?she
forestalled interruption?"l know, becuz I show'd her mine t'other
day, and she said 'twas the same as hern. Well, lookit, I'm just
about her size, and I'll have on my mask and my hair up like hern,
and if I went to Algernon and pretended that I wuz Blanche, and
asked him to sit out one of our dances, and got him off in a corner
and proposed to him, he wouldn't know the difference, he'd be so
excited. And, besides, I'd pretend to be excited, too. And then
I'd go off in a hurry for somethin' and then it would be done!" Nell
paused for breath.
Vernon was interested but incredulous.
"But, child, he would know your voice in a moment."
"No he wouldn't, he'd be so excited, and, besides, I been practising see." And the girl mimicked Blanche cleverly. Then she
said:
"But somebody'd have to keep Blanche away, and who'd do
that? And, besides, how would Blanche be wise that the proposal
had been made for her? That's why I came to you."
"It's daring, and it's awfully risky, but I'll chance it," said
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"Thank goodness, she'll be late so that part will be comparatively easy. And then Blanche doesn't need to be told about
it, because when Algernon starts prattling about the date and how
happy he is, the very next time they're together, she will think that's
his way of helping her around the ordeal of a proposal. And then

Vernon.

they'll live happily ever after. Oh, isn't it perfectly splendid."
And Vernon cooed with delight. "But Algernon must not know
that your costume is the same as Blanche's, Nell."
"Yea, I thought o' that, too. I got another one so he can see
me in it first."
Vernon dispatched her, after further admonitions, and she
rambled off with a girlish "All right, broth."
Vernon turned to make the final delicate touches to his toilet.
The door of his boudoir was open and as his mother passed she stopped a moment and tapped lightly. A tall, splendidly built woman of
fifty, with the serious, prosperous air of the successful captain of
finance that she was. A lady of a varied career, having abandoned
business for politics and after being elected congressman, mayor
and governor and mentioned as a presidential possibility in suc-

cession, she retired from politics and turned her energies again to
finance.

"Oh, mamma, I'm so glad you're home early," cried Vernon,
"please do come in, I've something so exciting and so romantic to
tell you."
Mamma smiled, decapitated a cigar which she was about to
light, and said brusquely, "Can't, dear,?sorry. I've six letters to
dictate before dinner. Just stopped to say hello. You tell me
afterwards. Is your father home?"
Vernon pouted, "That's the way with you women. Always
putting business and politics before love. I won't have time to tell
you later." But mamma was gone.
By ten-thirty there was a fair sprinkling of guests, decked in
every conceivable masquerade, dancing in the drawing rooms, and
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the scheme began to operate. And, as Vernon has often remarked,
"it worked like a charm, beautifully." Algernon waited expectantly
for Blanche, who was not as late as he had expected her to be. But
Blanche said that she had been rushing like a wild woman and was
tired. So they sat out their first dance, in the conservatory, of
course, ?half-concealed by clinging vines and flowers of overpowering scent. A full moon managed to flash its mystic light around
them and on the blue waters that dipped and leaped and laughed
and splashed before them, as fountains always do for lovers in the
moonlight. From the brilliantly lighted drawing rooms, came
faintly, as though from afar, sifting gently through the tropical
verdure, the soft strains of a popular waltz. It was beautiful,
poetic, ideal, romantic, ?almost to distraction.
No man could desire a more wonderful proposal than this, and
Algernon had never looked so fascinating. Nell carried it off with
a bizarre excitement, more felt than feigned. It was mature beyond
her tender years. But a young girl's mind has always been a mystery. An apologetic damsel came in the nick of time (thanks to
Vernon's care) to demand from Algernon the dance that was her
due. And the die was cast!
And it did work so perfectly. The engagement was announced
soon thereafter with all due pomp and ceremony and feasting.
After this important announcement dinner, the guests having gushingly departed, Vernon slipped into Algernon's chamber to tell him
for the thousand and first time how "Perfectly w onderful it was."
And Nell stopped to say good night, strangely friendly beyond her

r

wont.

"Nell, shall we dare to tell him what we did?" asked Vernon.
Nell had been waiting for this, and so they told Algernon, each
taking due honor.
"Well, you were clever dears," said Algernon, "but I must
credit myself with a little cleverness, too, because I discovered the
fraud, (Vernon gasped and Nell said 'Honest?') but I suspected
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that someone deeper than just Nell was behind it, and so I played
it out, and waited, and finally it all dawned on me, when Blanche
herself did come. And then, oh! Vernon, I don't know how I ever
did it, but I was just desperate, anyway, and I knew that it would
all be explained sometime, and so I went right ahead and pretended
that I thought it had been Blanche who had proposed, all the time.
And dear stupid Blanche, she was just lovely. She thought, of
course, that I was only helping her, and so?and so?l'm so happy."
Vernon sighed: "Well, after all, poor Blanche was the only
one fooled. But even that does give me the courage to hold up my
head a little
Nell shifted towards the doorway.
"Oh, I don't know if Blanche was so stupid," she said, "or if
she was fooled, either. She told me about the plan and gave me
ten dollars to do it. She got me the pink domino costume and everything. She said she had been trying to get up courage to propose
for a year. I wasn't supposed to tell, but I had to have an accom-

plice."
Vernon grasped dazedly for Nell, but the door slammed and
she was gone. So Vernon sat down and gazed weakly at Algernon,
who returned his gaze through the medium of the mirror on his
exquisite new dressing-table, an engagement present from ma ma,
and they both, ?sighed.
?Edward Lewis Laiclor, 19.

TRIFLES.
Trifles are things which do not amount to a row of pins. And
he who has sat upon a row of pins has a vivid phantasm of the
importance which it may attain.
It is not unusual for persons of some thought to discover that
it is absurd to be put out at trifles. But most of them have failed
to discover which things are trifles. It is passing strange how the
same facts achieve a different significance by a transposition of
individualities. To see a fat man precipitated from his perpendicular position through the agency of a banana peel is a scream,
unless you happen to be the fat man. Again, it is amusing to watch
a persistent fly alight repeatedly upon a fellow human being's nose,
and to witness the human being's frantic?and quite futile?efforts
to assassinate the friendly little creature.
But when our own nose meets with exactly the same adventure,
the humor of the situation fails to make itself evident. Unless we
are possessed of an unusually lymphatic temperament, we commonly
begin to address the circumambient atmosphere in phrases, the vigor
of which is beyond question, whatever may be said of their aesthetic
beauty, or lack of it. Our entire philosophj- is momentarily deranged. Most shameful of all, we lose our temper.
Here is a case where we could literally become as little children
with tremendous advantage. For a baby, upon being tickled physically by a fly, is also tickled psychologically. The infantile mind
can find much food for pleasing cogitation in the manoeuvres of a
vivacious dipteran upon the chubby person of its possessor.
We fatuous adults can conceive of a fly only as a nuisance. A
baby frequently finds it an inexhaustible source of entertainment.
As long as Monsieur Fly (flies are so very French, you know) will
deign to remain in his vicinity, Mr. Baby, Ph.D., finds plenty of
occupation for his budding intellect.
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I hold no brief for the fly. I swat him as loyally as any other
good citizen. But when, for the nonce, he escapes my clutches, I do
not (often) rail at him, for I am certainly more of a nuisance to
him than he is to me. He does not harm me intentionally. I deliberately, and with malice aforethought put him to death whenever
the occasion presents itself.
Let the contest proceed,?but in a sportsmanlike manner. Let
us swat with true American vigor, but let us not hurl opprobious
epithets at our agile opponent. I should certainly entertain little

respect for the fly who would allow himself to be slain without any
attempt at self-preservation. He would be a pessimistic sort of
fly, inappreciative of the ineffable boon of wings, and the merry
blessing of sunshine.
I should emphatically class the fly as a tremendous trifle. He
is one of those trivial things which philosophers profess to despise,
but which in reality are able to present considerable perturbation
to their domes of thought (to drag Macaulay unceremoniously in).
I have never seen one of those individuals who serenely tell us of
the nonsensicality of being put out at trifles, when said individual
was attacked by the jumping toothache.
Consistency, thou art a jewel! And the highest form of created
being which possesses thee is?batter.
?George Collier MacKinnon,

'l7.

THE OPEN FIRE.
There is something in a fire,
Something in its cheery blaze,
That can clothe the past and future
In a soft and golden haze.

Something of Spring's breathing sunshine,
Something of midsummer's peace,
That within the logs imprison'd
Gains at last a glad release.
And the fire upward leaping,
Laughs and sings and gaily roars,
As if bidding proud defiance
To the cold without the doors.
Round the blaze, drawn by its magic,
Gather all?the young, the old,
Some to weave therein the future;
Some to have the past unfold.
There within its radiant circle,
Old hearts are made young again;
There is comfort, peace and friendship,
There unrival'd love doth reign.
Thankful am I for the sunshine,
For my life, my Faith, my friends;
Thankful am I for my birthright,
For my Country's hills and glens.
And I love, I love the fire,
For it shows with tender art
All this gentle grace of living
Limned within its pulsing heart.
?Gerald C. Fitzgerald, 'l6.

Editorial
BROTHERS ALL.

If there is one thing more striking than another about our
college life, it is the general spirit of kindly good-feelingand comradeship which exists between classes. Its presence is scarce noted by
us except when our attention is directed to it, and then it is looked
upon as the ordinary condition of things in colleges generally. Such,
however, is not the case, we are told, in some other colleges. Those
who have come here after attendance at other colleges, where class
lines are narrowly drawn, are surprised and delighted at the ready,
cordial familiarity with which Seniors, Freshmen, Sophomores and
Juniors mingle and talk with one another.
Such intercommunication is traditional at B. C. It sprang up

simultaneously and naturally wdth the first small gathering of B. C.
students on James Street half a century ago. Common faith, unity
of purposes, fraternizing professors, social traits tending to good,
sincere fellowship and cordiality accounted for this spirit then.
ith the growth of the College in town, the spirit happily was
not permitted to die out, but was kept alive in various ways. Concerts, banquets, dances, popular dramatics and interclass public
academic exhibitions gave to the students that opportunity of meeting their college-mates and their friends under wholesome and favorable social conditions, to make of them true friends.
These events served well for the fostering and continuing of
this communal feeling, much to be desired. Just at present it is as
strong as it ever was, but its continuance is now threatened, as we
see things. With the rapid increase in our numbers on University
Heights, with the necessity of hastening away when the day?s prescribed work is done, (for we are out of the beaten path:
though it pays to ride), with the passing of the Junior Prom and of
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the other class dances there will, because of lack of opportunity, be
perhaps a falling away from the old spirit and a limiting of the
interest and concern of the student to his own class, and, necessarily,
this will be a selfish interest.
Some have evidently realized this possibility even before us, and,
with a view to securing for the future this tradition of the college,
have instituted the class "Smokers" and "Home Night." These
serve the purpose of their institution well, indeed, but we think
they are insufficient. There must be something more.
We must admit we are at a loss, at present, to suggest a definite
something or other to carry out our idea, but we are presenting the
difficulty that some of us may, looking into the matter, perhaps
think out something workable. However, it is plain that we must
first use one of the means we have at hand; a greater interest in
things which are at present established. Just now there is the
Passion Play, which, besides other advantages, offers a fine chance
for a large number to get together more familiarly than as classmates. In the spring, we hope the interclass baseball series, begun
two years ago, will be carried through again. Let there be a healthy
interest and rivalry displayed in this, for it is worth while. Isn't
there a chance to hold an interclass track meet this year and aid
in putting on a proper basis here that splendid branch of college
athletics which we have let succumb to difficulties and handicaps,
which football and baseball have overcome? We think it can well
be done and should like to see it taken in hand. The manager of
track is the logical person to make the start in this matter, to find
out if it is feasible and to put the project through.
We are not afraid that anything like a snobbishness will develop amongst us, for our tribe is not given to such meanness. But
we don't want to see one of our greatest assets, our democracy,
our collegiate unity, our fraternity, suffer in the least because of
our not troubling to conserve it against what may at first seem
fatal obstacles to its permanence. May it always be marked, amongst
other worthy notes, that B. C. men, once they enter these doors, are
brothers with us all, not nominally alone, but in spirit.

Inter Amicos
It is a strange thing that writers ?of text-books and otherwise
who pretend to lay down norms for poetic criticisms, very, very rarely
set down the first and rock-bottom principle that common horsesense should teach them. Perhaps it is because many of these scribes
haven't any common horse-sense. The poetry does seem to go to the
heads of many of them, for mostly their critical exhibit is uncommon
nonsense. If they were a little less aerial, one can't see how they
can avoid telling us with the first words off their pen that poetry
and poets ought to be truthful. Not sincere or candid, but just plain
truthful. Nobody likes a poetic liar any more than any other kind
of liar; first of all, because nobody likes to be tricked into swallow?

ing things that aren't so, and, secondly, because no ordinarily decent
man likes a liar, anyway. Decent men happen to be so built that
they just don't like liars. And so, one would think, it is a plain
common truism to say that the very first thing about poetry is
that it should be truthful. In fact, it is such a common truism that
one would also think it hardly needs utterance.
But the fact is?judging from the poetic output of the last
forty years?it does need utterance. For in that time we've had a
whole host of poetic liars. For instance, when Swinburne decks
stalking lust in the exquisitely colored music he had at his command, and so tried to make lust beautiful, well, he lied, that's all.

Lust isn't beautiful, as any pig will testify. And to dress it up in
sweetest raiment and so represent it as beautiful is as much of a lie
as is the man who dresses in woman's clothing?and he is a very
nasty lie. Again, we had a later stage when a ''poem" couldn't get
into a high-class magazine unless it bespoke pantheism. Pantheism
is not only false, it's asinine, as anybody (any ordinary, plain,
work-a-day body) would tell you. Try to convince some traveling
agent or?or ?some policeman of it and see the peculiar regard for
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you that comes into his eye. So to proclaim pantheism is to lie,
and lie like a fool at that. After an epidemic of altruism and
brotherhood aphorisms and such, the latest poetic fad seems to be
to picture the sweeter and gentler pleasures and beauties of this
life as final, things to rest in, sufficient for and in themselves.
Now that is another lie, as any traveling salesman or policeman will
tell you. They don't, people don't and can't rest in those things.
The salesman and policeman, though they don't know it, would make
mighty fine poetic critics.
And so we'd like to say it, shout it, thunder it: ye poets, for the
love of God and man, above all things be truthful.
"Christmas comes but once a year!"

Some sage has so re-

marked, and I, for one, am not prepared to question the truth of
the statement. Yes, the holy feast is but annual in its occurrence,
and so the Christmas exchanges reach our Sanctum but once in a
twelvemonth. This is a regrettable fact, for the said exchanges are
so unusually good that we could wish them to arrive much oftener.
Editors and authors seem to combine to turn out a magnum opus,
a chef d'oeuvre, as it were, on this occasion.
In the first place, the Muses seem to be stimulated to an extra
effort. For instance, The Purple comes to our desk with no less
than ten lyrics; nearly all of excellent quality. Then there is the
Loyola University Magazine. Its editor, Mr. McGiverna, has written a very praiseworthy little poem, entitled "When He Was Born,"
in his own peculiar style, which is characterized by numerous
hiatuses, each filled with several dots; and Walter T. Quigley has
contributed a really exceptional "Ode to Music," which reminds one
of the work of the Romanticists. Perhaps the unusual merit of
Mr. Quigley's poem lies in the fact that he has distinct ideas on his
subject. Too many would-be poets, writing for college magazines,
seem to be content with weaving a fine fabric of words, without
providing a substance of thought for it to rest upon. Not less true
is this of a host of prose writers, who but skim the surface of what
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they write upon. This question of relation of sound and thought
is an interesting one. The Harvard Monthly has something to say
on it in the essay, "Imagists and Gargoyles," which essay defends
this new school of poets and poetesses who discard the laws of
rhythm and rhyme altogether. It would seem to be more reasonable
to concede something to both sides, to endeavor to make one's lines
musical and pleasant to the ear and yet to keep sound subordinate
to sense. The theories expounded in this article happily do not
affect the quality of the Monthly's poetry; for some very good
verses, entitled "Harbor Lights," follow it immediately. We must
also praise "The General Public," by S. V. Benet, in the Yale Lit,
a poem whose meaning is within the reach of the ordinary, unaided
human intellect?a compliment which we cannot always pay to
Mr. Ben6t's work. It is built upon the well-known incident of
Shelley being pelted by his school-fellows. The lines describing the
boy are worth quoting:
"And still
Shelley stood up. His eyes were like a flame
Set in some white, still room; for all his face
Was white, a whiteness, like no human color
But white and dreadful as consuming fire."
The Georgetown College Journal has a pair of weird stories,
"The Box of Fatal Knowledge" and "The Longer Arm." The
latter is worthy of Jack London and is so extremely vivid that one
is almost tempted to question the taste of publishing it in a college
magazine. We cannot omit to mention the absorbing story of psychological interest, "The Career," which W. S. Dell has written for
the Nassau Lit. It is a noteworthy exception to our lament that
there are so few who see beneath the surface. Iu an artful and
thoughtful manner he weaves a fine story around the old question
of the worth of life.
And now we shall make an exception to the really necessary
rule which prevents THE STYLUS from reviewing High School

THE

READER'S

199

COLUMN

publications. We shall make this exception in favor of our own
Prep School magazine, The Botolphian. It is really so unusually
good, so different in concept and scope, that it cannot be passed by
in silence. In the first place, the mere make-up is excellent. It has a
neat dark green cover, while the text is relieved by eight half-tone
illustrations, and an excerpt from the Roman Martyrology for Christmas, printed in gold, makes an appropriate frontispiece. Then the
reading matter itself is well worth going through. John C. Nicodemus, with an introduction that suggests De Quincey, writes
about the woes of Poland. Charles J. McCarthy contributes a
sympathetic paper on Father Bapst. Myles T. McSweeney and
Joseph H. Frates have articles on the mediaeval guilds and Pope
Adrian IV, respectively. There is a touching expression of school
loyalty from the pen of Joseph Gerard Mears. Joseph F. X. Healv,
writing of Christmas under its aspect of "The Little Children's
Feast," shows a keen and sympathetic insight into the spirit of the
season. It also shows thought, a quality, which, we repeat, is too
often absent even in college publications. "My Last Christmas on
Earth," "Joe," "The Christmas Furlough," "A Snowstorm and What
Came of It" and "Through a Doughnut" are the stories of the issue
and their titles serve to give an idea of their general import. The
magazine might have been improved by more original poetry, yet
Michael T. Doody, Albert Terrio and J. C. Nicodemus contribute
some good work. The departments were well conducted, especially
that devoted to Athletics.
?Paul Hanly Furfey, 'l7.

THE READER'S COLUMN.
?1.30 net.
Among the books of the past year, "Loneliness?" stands out
very prominently. The name of the author, the late Monsignor
Benson, is sufficient recommendation, for all his books are excellent,
LONELINESS?

By Robert Hugh Benson.

P. J. Kenedy

&

Sons.

200

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

and this, his last novel, falls by no means below the standard. It
is a story of romance and religion, with Marion Tenterden, a young

lady of musical talent, as the heroine. In her early life she is very
religious, but she goes from England to the continent to study, and,
away from a religious atmosphere, her religious feelings become
less pronounced.
On her return to England she resides with her intensely pious

friend, Maggie Brent. She makes her acquaintance with the son
of Lord and Lady Merival, Max, and after her debut on the operatic
stage, becomes engaged to him. Finding out the position of the
Church on the matter (her intended husband is not a Catholic), she
resolves to marry outside the Church. She is brought to her senses
by the sudden and tragic death of her friend Maggie, and in her
loneliness the old religious feelings come back. The engagement
is broken, necessitating a tremendous effort on her part, and her
faith is whole once more.
The characters of the book are well portrayed, though it seems
to us at times that the heroine is weak, yet at the close of the story
she vindicates herself. It is a book well worth reading, though it
lacks the interest that characterizes "Oddsfish!" and "Come Back!
Come Bope!"
A PRIMER OF PEACE AND WAR.
SO cents net.

By Charles Plater, S. J.

P. J. Kenedy

&

Sons.

During these days of international strife, when the duties of one
country to another are forgotten and international law is trampled
on, it would seem that the consciences of nations were asleep.
At this opportune time, therefore, it is most refreshing to learn of
the publication of Fr. Plater's little book on the subject. Unlike
most treatises on international morality, it does not discuss how
states agree to act, but how they ought to act, and shows that stable
peace in Europe can only be brought about by bringing international relations once more under the moral law.
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The book shows the rights and duties existing between states,
and their character. It gives and explains the Catholic doctrine of
war, rejects the false doctrines, shows the right and wrong efforts
toward peace, and, lastly, gives a complete historical development
of the Catholic idea of war. As well as being of interest to the
general reader, the book is especially of great value to the student
of international law and to the student of ethics.
THE SECRET BEQUEST.
Indiana. $1.25.

By Christian Reid.

The Ave Maria, Notre Dame,

Reading the first few pages of this book, we thought that we
would not like it?the trite story of a poor girl becoming suddenly
rich?but as we read on the feeling completely vanished, and we
were held by a fascination that gripped us until the last page had
been finished.
Honora Trezevant and her beautiful sister, Cecily, were working in New York in poverty, when they learned that their cousin,
Alexander Chisholm, had willed Honora his entire fortune of a
million dollars on this secret condition that she win Bernard Chisholm, his nephew, back from the Catholic Church. Bernard had
been disinherited on account of his conversion.
Rockford, North Carolina, is the place of the Chisholm estate,
and hither the sisters journey. They meet Bernard, and a strong
affection arises between nunora and him, but she cannot move him
from his religion. The call of God to her comes finally, but she
rejects it, for she cannot, she says, deprive her sister of all the
pleasures that wealth affords, which she would have to do, if she
obeyed the call. She is brought to a realization of the truth by the
narrow escape of her sister from death. Of course, the mutual
affection of Honora and Bernard results in their marriage.
The heroine is especially lovable. She is sincere, loyal, of
strong affection, and with little thought of self, her only weakness
being that she cannot follow the dictates of her conscience when the
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result of her doing so would hurt another. Bernard is a very young
character, and, of course, around these two the story centres. It is
to be recommended to all as a book illustrating the great and miraculous influence of the faith, and it surely strengthens the position
of Christian Beid as one of the most prominent Catholic novelists.
?Albert F. Smith, 16.

Alumni Acroama
[EDITOR'S NOTE: Realizing the need of a glace for inter-alumni communications, ice have so arranged that the opening pages of this department shall he
reserved for such matter. As these are beyond and apart from our sphere,
we shall not infringe by editing, discussing or meddling in any way with them.
We shall continue this policy until such time as there shall exist a distinctive
Alumni organ or until some Alumnus shall be empowered to act as Editor of
such matter.]
THE ALUMNI ASSOCIATION.

There are unmistakable signs of unrest in the Alumni body.
That which but yesterday lay moribund has received a transfusion of new blood and the red corpuscles are fighting their
way to the surface, bringing with them the color of life. Men
you have known for years, and passed by with the curt nod of recognition, now stop you 011 the street corners and ask for the latest
news of B. C. Little luncheon groups of threes and fours munch
their midday milk-and-crackers, and talk of themselves and B. C.
At times these drift together and the talks become "kicks." And
once, when the talks and "kicks" were strong, a master mind gathered them in one place, and, behold, something was actually done
for Boston College. Witness the "stands" on Alumni Field. But
the feeble body over-exerted itself, and a reaction set in. Fortunately it carried us back no further than the kicking stage. And
there we are today.
If "kicks" are the results of exterior galvanic action, they deserve and elicit only the gaping wonder of the ignorant. But if, as
in our case, they are spontaneous, and from within, they are most
favorable symptoms, and warrant our fondest hopes for speedy
recovery.
The worst stages are past. Gone are the days of the little selfseeking clique and the House of Lords. Gone, too, is the day of the
lone usurper, who tried his little best, and failed. It is time for a
general consultation.
This does not mean that every quack shall be allowed to administer his nostrum to the poor patient ad nauseam. Nor does it mean
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that some cold-blooded anatomist shall be permitted to demonstrate
his scientific skill in corjjore vilo. We want no bottled concoctions
from long-haired fakirs. We want no clinical lectures on general
medicine. We want no wild theories on the management of a college. What we have before us is the Alumni Association, and our
only business is to cure its ailments.
To whom shall we have recourse? To every one of us according to his knowledge and common sense. To the old general practitioner for his years of experience. To the various specialists for
their expert training and assured skill. To the young and daring
operator for his nerve and courage. There can be no confusion, no
professional jealousy, because only they shall work whose sole
object is the recovery of the patient.
With that achieved shall come the day of great joy and congratulation. Then shall the Alumni Association, sane in mind and
sound in body, be a power in the community, impressing its worth
alike upon its own members and the undergraduates. Yea, Oye of
little faith, if need be, even upon the Faculty.
In that day, the Boston College Priest, Doctor, Lawyer, Teacher,
Business-Man, Politician, grappled together with hooks of steel,
amidst the approving and ungrudging plaudits of all their fellowcitizens, shall take their rightful place in the public and private
life of this old city, whose name we proudly bear.
THOMAS HURLEY, 'B5.
NEWS NOTES.

'72. Bev. John F. Cummins, rector of the Sacred Heart Church,
Ashland Street, Roslindale, during December conducted a most
successful fair to raise money to build a parish school and convent.
Fr. Cummins plans to have the new buildings completed within
two years. For many years the genial pastor used to conduct barbecues, which were widely attended. His assistants, Rev. Eugene
A. Twomey, 'O6, and Rev. W. W. Gunn, assisted in running the bazar.
On December 19th Fr. Cummins celebrated the fortieth anniversary of his ordination. THE STYLUS extends to him its hearty
congratulations.
Edward A. McLaughlin is a member of the Committee of Arrangements of the Loyola Musical Society.
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'BO.

The fortieth anniversary of the establishment of St. Mary's
Parochial School, Cambridgeport, will be held next month. The
pastor. Rev. Michael J. Doodv, has arranged a program of interest,
including a banquet for the alumni and alumnae associations.
Rev. Nathaniel J. Merritt, pastor of St. Mary's Church, Winchester, and chaplain of the Medford-Woburn District of the Catholic Federation, delivered an address on ''The Object and Purpose
of Federation" at the mass meeting held in St. Joseph's Hall,
Montvale (East Woburn) on Sunday, December 12th.

'Bl.

The Boston Alumni of the Catholic University have formed
an organization to be known as the Society of the Boston
Alumni of the Catholic University of America. Already the organization has a constitution, and has chosen its officers. They are:
His Eminence, Cardinal O' Connell, 'Bl, Honorary President; Rev.
Joseph V. Tracy, D.D., P.R., 'B2, President; Rev. George V. Leahy,
S.T.L., 'B9, Vice-President; Rev. Patrick J. Waters, Ph.D., Secre-

tary.
The purpose of the society is to foster and maintain the ties of
friendship and amity among the Boston graduates of the University,
and through helpful action to advance the interests of the

University.

'B2. Rev. William F. Powers, pastor of St. Rose's Church, Chelsea,
was the special guest of Chelsea Council, Knights of Columbus,
at their annual banquet, held in St. Rose's Hall, Broadway, Chelsea, on January 19th. Fr. Powers is chaplain of the counci'. State
Secretary Daniel J. Gallagher, '92, State Deputy Louis Watson,
District Deputy Judge William J. Day, 'l3, District Attorney Joseph C. Pelletier, '9l, Mayor James H. Malone and the members of
the City Council of Chelsea were also present.

Rev. Edward J. Fegan, pastor of the church of the Holy Family,
presided at the organization of the Rockland District of the Plymouth County Branch of the Federation of Catholic Societies. The
meeting was held in the Opera House. Rockland. Fr. Fegan also
delivered the address of welcome to the large audience present.
Rev. Thomas F. Brannan, 'B5, of Brockton, also spoke, describing
the aim of the meeting.
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'B3. At a meeting held in South Natick in the interest of Catholic
Federation, Rev. Henry A. Walsh, pastor of the Church of the
Sacred Heart, South Natick, presided and addressed the assembly
on the subject of ''Federation and Its Work." Hon Joseph H. O'Neil
spoke on "Catholic Men in Business and Public Life," and David
Goldstein, the well-known public speaker, delivered his famous lecture on "Peace and War."

'B5. Rev. Thomas F. Brannan, of Brockton, is now rejoicing over
the completion of his beautiful new church, St. Edward's. Fr.
Brannan personally superintended the construction of the church.
Services are now being held there.
On Friday, December 10th, at the regular weekly Seminar of
the post-graduate School, Michael F. Ward, of Canton, read a paper
on the "Eternal Law." John E. Swift, '99, a lawyer of Milford,
and Edward L. Curran, 'l3, of Boston, criticised the paper, and
praised it very highly.
Thomas J. Hurley wrote an article to America defending the
position of the Irish voter in Boston.
Rev. John J. Graham, permanent rector of St. James' Church,
Haverhill, presided at the annual meeting of the Essex Branch of
the Catholic Federation, which was held in Salem.
Rev. John P. Sullivan, rector of the Church of the Immaculate
Conception, Salem, delivered the address of welcome at the semiannual convention of the Essex County Branch of the Federation
of Catholic Societies of the Archdiocese of Boston. The meeting
was held in Fr. Mathew Hall, Salem. Officers and delegates for
the ensuing year were elected. Rt. Rev. Mgr. Teeling offered the
opening prayer.

'B9. Rev. Thomas J. MacCormack, rector of St. Catherine's Church,
Norwood, blessed the newly-built church of St. George, Norwood, on December 19th.

The parish is composed of Poles and

Lithuanians.
Our Alumni lost one of its most beloved members on December

13th, when Rev. James J. McCarthy, of St. William's Church, Dorchester, succumbed to an attack of peritonitis, which developed just
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after he had undergone an operation for a ruptured appendix. Fr.
McCarthy was born in Roxbury, September 22nd, 1869. He graduated from the Boston Latin School in 'B5, and from Boston College
in 'B9. He was ordained to the priesthood at the Christmas ordinations of '93 in St. John's Seminary by the late Archbishop Williams.
During his priestly life he labored in the Church of the Assumption,
East Boston, St. Francis de Sales' Church, Roxbury, the Cathedral
of the Holy Cross, Boston, and in 1909 was appointed pastor of
St. William's Church, Dorchester. Though the parish was a new
one, on July 7th, 1910, the present church was dedicated. In January, 1915, all the debt was paid, and Fr. McCarthy initiated plans
to build a school and convent. For four years Fr. McCarthy was
State Chaplain of the Knights of Columbus, and faithful Friar of
the Bishop Cheverus Assembly. Truly, to know him was to love
him, and THE STYLUS joins the Alumni in praying that he may be
now enjoying the sight of the Father, in whose vineyard he labored
so hard while on earth. May he rest in peace.
At the funeral Mass Cardinal O'Connell, 'Bl, was present. Rev.
Thomas F. McCarthy, 'B9, pastor of St. Clement's Church, Somerville, was the celebrant; Rev. Peter C. Quinn, '9O, pastor of Our
Lady of Grace Church, Chelsea, acted as deacon, and Rev. Thomas
R. McCoy, '95, of St. Mary's Church. West Quincy, was sub-deacon.
Rt. Rev. Mgr. Michael J. Splaine, D.D., '97, permanent rector of
St. Joseph's Church, Roxbury, pronounced the eulogy. The music
was rendered by a choir of priests, under the direction of Rev.
Michael J. Scanlan, '95, of the Cathedral. At the grave, Rev. John
J. Fletcher read the prayers.
Rev. Francis W. Maley, pastor of St. Joseph's Church, West
End. preached a series of special Advent sermons in preparation
for Christmas on "The Divinity of Christ," "Christ, Divine in His
Teaching," "Christ, Divine in His Life and Death," "Christ, Divine
in His Church."
Cambridge is mourning the death of one of her most skillful physicians, Thomas J. Leahy, M.D. Dr. Leahy died from
an attack of pneumonia. He was forty-six years old. He received
his medical training at Harvard Medical School, and graduated in
1892. He was a charter member of Cambridge Council No. 74,

Ex-'B9.
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Knights of Columbus, and was a member of Bishop Cbeverus Assembly, Fourth Degree. He belonged to the Massachusetts Medical
Society and the Middlesex East Medical Society. THE STYLUS extends the sincere sympathy of the student body and Alumni to the
family of the deceased. He is survived by a wife and four children.

'9O.

Through the efforts of the Bev. Peter C. Quinn, pastor, the
parishioners of Our Lady of Grace Church, Chelsea, enjoyed
an exceptional musical treat on Christmas Day.

Ex-'9O. Rev. John T. Mullen, D.C.L., pastor of St. Michael's
Church, Hudson, was tendered a reception on December 29th,
and was presented with a high grade touring car. Fr. Doody, 'BO,
former Chancellor of the Archdiocese, made the chief address.
Representative George E. Osgood spoke on how much the citizens
appreciated having such a sterling character as Dr. Mullen among
them. Dr. John E. McGrath, medical examiner for Middlesex
County, presented the check for the auto, and paid high tribute to
the beloved priest. United States Marshal and former Congressman
John J. Mitchell of Marlboro also spoke. Many Protestants assisted
the parishioners in collecting the money for the car. Dr. Mullen
was born in Roxbury forty-eight years ago. He was graduated
from the Boston Latin School in 'B6. After two years at Boston
College, he left to study at the Grand Seminary, Paris. He entered
the Jesuit Seminary at Innsbruck, in the Austrian Tyrol, and was
ordained at Brixen, the cathedral city of the Tyrol, in 1893. He
then went to Rome, specialized in Canon Law, and won the degree
of D.C.L. When he returned to Boston, he was assigned by Archbishop Williams to the Cathedral of the Holy Cross as junior assistant. In 1907 he was transferred to St. Michael's as rector.

'93. Rev. William H. O'Connell, who has been attached to St.
Philip's Church, South End, for the past fifteen years, has been
transferred to St. Margaret's Church, Lowell. Rev. Garrett J.
Barry, 'BO, is pastor of St. Philip's Church.
'94.

Rev. Peter J. Foley was the special guest of Court Borromeo,
Daughters of Isabella, at their class initiation, held on Sunday,
December 15th. Fr. Foley is chaplain of this court.
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'95. At the regular December meeting of the Guild of the Infant
Saviour, Rev. Michael J. Scanlan, of the Cathedral of the Holy
Cross, and Director of the Catholic Charities of the Archdiocese,
delivered a lecture on "The Women of the New Testament." This
is one of a series of lectures Fr. Scanlan is delivering before the
Guild.

'96.

Rev. Charles J. Ring, of St. Joseph's Church, Roxbury, addressed the men of the parish at the third of their rallies on
Monday, December 13th, 1915. The rallies were held to attract the
men into the Holy Name Society.
Rev. James J. Redican was a guest at the Christmas dinner and
entertainment tendered to the Catholic Chinese at the rooms of
their mission on Howard Street, South End. Fr. Redican is a
former Spiritual Director of the Mission. John Fang Ying, the
mission catechist, delivered an address in English.
James M. McLaughlin is director of the musical end of
Gounod's glorious oratorio, "Redemption," which is to be presented in the spring by the Loyola Musical Society, under the
auspices of the Post Graduate School.

'97.

Michael J. Dwyer, formerly assistant District Attorney,
who is now enrolled in the Post Graduate school, is one of the soloists in the coming oratorio.

At the meeting of the Diocesan Branch of the Federation of
Catholic Societies, Rt. Rev. Mgr. Michael J. Splaine, D.D., P.R., of
St. Joseph's Church, Roxbury, Chaplain of the Diocesan Branch,
delivered the principal address. Mgr. Splaine, at the direction of
the Cardinal, arranged for the union services, which were held on
January 2nd, in honor of the Holy Name. The Alumni who
preached were: Rev. George H. Quigley, 'OO, at St. Francis de
Sales Church, Charlestown; Rev. Edward J. Campbell, 'O5, at St.
Angela's, Mattapan; Rt. Rev. Vicar General Bishop Joseph G. Anderson, 'B7, at St. Paul's, Dorchester; Rev. Ambrose A. Dore, 'OO,
at St. Catherine's, Somerville; Rev. William H. Flynn, 'O2, at St.
Agnes' Church, Reading; Very Rev. John T. Creagh, J. U. D., '9l,
at St. Michael's, Lowell; Rev. Irving L. Gifford, D.D., 'O6, at St.
Patrick's Church, Brockton; Rev. P. J. Waters, Ph.D., at St.
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Bridget's Church, Arlington; Rev. P. J. Scannell, '96, at St. John's
Church, Canton; Rev. Joseph P. Lawless, '96, at Church of Immaculate Conception, Marlboro; Rev. William B. Whalen, 'Ol, at Church
of Our Lady of Good Voyage, Gloucester.
James D. Russell has twice had a communication in America;
his first on the Irish note around ''little old Boston," and the
second one in answer to Tom Hurley's criticism of his first letter.
It's Tom's move next.

'9B.

Rev. Joseph F. McGlinchey, D.D., Director of the Diocesan
Branch of the Society for the Propagation of the Faith, now
has his headquarters at Branley Street, and invites us all to visit
him and see his wonderful collection of curiosities, gathered from
all parts of the world by his missionary friends. On the invitation
of Rev. T. J. O'Connor, Fr. McGlinchey recently visited the Church
of SS. Peter and Paul, South Boston, and established there a local
branch of the Society.

'O2.

In preparation for the Feast of the Immaculate Conception,
Rev. Frederick Muldoon, of the Church of the Immaculate Conception, Salem, addressed the students of St. John's Preparatory
School, Danvers, on "Mary, Our Ideal."

'O4.

Rev. Patrick J. Lydon has gone to the Catholic University at
Washington to study to be an army chaplain.
The Women's Catholic Union of Charlestown opened its lecture course in its club-house on Friday, December 17th. The
speaker of the evening Avas Rev. James Macguinness, of the Church
of Our Lady of Lourdes, Beachmont. Fr. Macguinness lectured on
the "Songs and Poetry of Ireland."

'O5.

4

'O6.

Rev. Neil A. Cronin is director of the Cathedral Sunday School
Choir. The choir sang at vespers on Christmas Day.

Rev. Henry C. Reardon has been transferred from St. Margaret's Church, Lowell, to the Church of the Sacred Heart, Roslindale, as assistant to Fr. Cummins.
Rev. Joseph M. FitzGibbons has been transferred from St.
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Cecilia's Church, Back Bay, to St. James' Church, Salem. Fr.
FitzGibbons is succeeded by Bev. John J. Fletcher, who comes from
St. William's Church, Dorchester.

'O7.

We extend our deepest sympathy to Rev. Edward J. Hurley,

'O7, and to Neil J. Hurley, 'l4, on the death of their beloved
father, John J. Hurley. Fr. Edward is now stationed at St. Coleman's Church, Brockton, and Neil is studying for the priesthood at
St. John's Seminary, Brighton. Our sympathy also goes out to the
widow of the deceased, and her daughter, Nora. Mr. Hurley for
many years was an active member of the St. Vincent de Paul Society
in South Boston. He was buried from the Gate of Heaven Church.
R. I. P.

'OB. Rev. Joseph F. Bonner, of the Church of the Immaculate Conception, Everett, has been appointed chaplain to the Immaculate Conception Branch of the Ladies' Catholic Benevolent Association. Fr. Bonner is planning a series of informal talks and lectures
for the branch.

'O9.

Rev. Bernard S. O'Kane, of the Church of Our Lady of Grace,
visited our Sanctum during the holidays. Fr. O'Kane is booming athletics for B. C. Prosit.

'lO.

On Friday, December 10th. William J. Mack read a paper at
the regular weekly seminar of the Post-Graduate School, entitled "The Philosophy of Attention." Mr. Mack is a teacher, and
his paper was an excellent one. At the same seminar, Dr. Sl.eehan
of Roxbury read a paper entitled "Eugenics," a criticism of a recent
medical book. Dr. John A. Brewin, '9B, of Everett, discussed the
paper.

'll. Below is a very cheery, breezy letter which delighted our tired
spirits on New Year's Day. It is an account of the banquet of
the Class of 'll, which Frederick J. Murphy very kindly sent us.
You were correctly informed?the famous Class of 1911 did meet at the
Elks' Home on Wednesday, December 29th, for its annual dinner. You do
well to call it the famous Class of 'll, for famed it was before graduation
and it has not lost its reputation since. I remember back in Senior, Father
Tully, of beloved memory, one day said to us:
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"Boys, long before I came to Boston, when I was teaching in the South,
I heard of this class. Now, after being with it almost a year, I want you to
know that it has completely lived up to its reputation."
The fellows in the classes around 1911 would understand this best.
Well, that's only in passing. You want to know about the dinner.
You recall that Wednesday, December 29th, had a very miserable ending : snow, rain and sleet conspiring to keep the men of 'll away from Boston
and the dinner. However, about thirty of the boys braved the elements to
meet again and renew the friendships that amount to most of all, the friendships made and ripened at old B. C.
The dinner was the most successful in the history of 1911. We forgot
the cares and troubles and, yes, dignity of our respective callings and carried
on once more like boys in James Street. Songs and cheers and music were
mixed with the courses of an excellent repast. It seemed no time before we
were sitting back, with big "smokes," awaiting the first speaker, who was
Tom Flynn. Tom made the address of welcome. A poem held our attention
next, a splendid bit of work from the pen of John Mullen. You'll have this
for the January issue of THE STYLUS, for Jim Cotter is going to send it to you.
Leo P. Noonan ("Dabo") followed, and made an old-time impression by
the delivery of one of his famous Philippics. It brought us more than anything else back to James Street and the Fulton, where "Dabo" used to?well
you know ?we all know how he used to hold us breathless while he spoke on
every subject but the one in question.
There were two realistic impersonations of instructors, beloved in the
past. In the midst of all this fun-making, a cablegram was received from
our classmates in Home, bearing their greetings to the boys. I read a paper
adapted from Wallace Irwin's stories. Letters were read from Dr. Edward
J. Cummings of Baltimore and from Edwin J. McCluskey of Atlanta, Ga.
The last speaker was Fred A. Dunfey, who spoke on "Why Stay Single?" You
know he and John Mahoney are the only two who have attempted "the only
life."
After pledging our active support to the baseball team and THE STYLUS,
we broke up, each one wishing his classmates the most successful of years

Yours in old B. C.,
FRED J. MURPHY.

P. S. Jim Cotter was true to his promise, and in the next mail
we found this poem from the pen of John Mullin:
THOUGHTS ON THE SPIRIT OF THE NEW COLLEGE.

I.
Since royal David tuned his strings
In palace halls of Juda's Kings,
Since stately Homer touched his lyre
And waked the world with sacred fire,
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Unnumbered singers with soft strains
Have compassed Music's hallowed fanes;
Be not displeased, if 'mid the throng
I dare to sing?but hear my song.
11.
In far-off time, in far-off land,
As Earth's new day was dawning bright,
The Chosen Twelve, at God's command,
Went forth in wisdom, truth and might.

"Go, teach," the Voice divine had said,
"Teach men to know, teach men to serve,
"For all must hear, of naught have dread,
"Your voice is Mine?let no one swerve!"

?

No second bidding was required,
For strong in Faith and Love and Hope
They dared do all, by Him inspired
To climb stern Duty's steepest slope.
Within the shadows waited still
The myriad host that knew no law
Save that within; that claimed no will
Save man's, for God they never saw.
To these the Twelve God's message brought,
Illumed the darkness, deep as night;
The precious Truth with Beauty fraught,
They showed the blind, and blessed with sight.
'Twas miracle, ?or so some claim
That aught could change, in briefest time,
The changeless earth, remove its shame,
And fill it with a Voice sublime.
?

111.
But as the ages took their way
Into eternal trackless void,
Men rose defiant, 'neath the sway
Of freedom false, by false hope buoyed.
Rebellion raged, and discontent,
Men fought for Error; fighting, died
To prove their cause, dark monument
Of folly, cursed of Him defied.
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anew a valiant band,
That, true as Chosen Twelve of old,
With chief of strong and dauntless hand
Essayed to conquer foemen bold.

Uprose

Manresa's spirit forward urged
The black-robed legions to the fray;?
Around, about them, battle surged,
But victory before them lay.
Their weapons strong, with God's great strength,
Were Faith, and Truth, and Hope divine
To front and flank they pressed?at length
They saw still safe the Sacred Sign.
?

IV.
But hold! 'Tis work for other tongue
To tell of that great army's fight?
How still it fights?what gauge it flung
For God, and Church, and Heaven's right.
Suffice it now for us to gaze
Upon Truth's conquest last achieved,
But just arising from the haze
Of hopes ideal, undeceived.
Suffice it now for us to heed
The lesson it serenely brings?
God's gift to us, our strength, our need?
It skyward mighty flings.

A sermon for the world to see
Of what Loyola's sons hold dear,
Of Knowledge unconfined and free,
Of Faith allied, and lacking fear.
V.
In former time we stood awhile
Within the shade of cherished halls,
Where naught of earth could rout the smile
Of her to whom our spirit calls.

as once in youth,
We seek the shelter, known of old,
The Good, the Beautiful, and Truth,
We find the same?the same we hold.
To-night, in heart

?John Mullin, 'll.
Dec. 29, 1915.
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'l2. A goodly number of the Class of 1912 responded to the call
of President Dennis A. Dooley and appeared for the annual
reunion and banquet at the City Club on the night of December 30th.
The few who were not present were detained by distance, and even
some of these expressed their regrets by letter.
After partaking of an appetizing dinner, which was interspersed
with well-known quotations from professors and students, a unique
but impromptu entertainment was enjoyed. The leading figure in the
after-part was Patrick J. Dee, of Cambridge, who was made the
defendant in a mock-trial. Mr. Dee so far mistrusted his classmates
that he determined to act as counsel in his own behalf. Arrayed
against him were a number of witnesses in the person of Frank A.
Harrington, James A. Gibbons, Joseph A. Barrett, Stephen H.
Mahoney and Dennis A. Dooley, while Harold J. Taylor was in the
role of prosecuting attorney. Leo J. Tracy, the sagacious one from
Salem, was on the bench, and the somewhat curtailed jury was
composed of Baymond W. Lyons, William J. Kooney and John J.
Boyan.
The other members of the class present acted as the spectators
in the courtroom and kept Officer William S. Lenikan busy restoring order. Among these were: Joseph P. McHugh, Charles M.
Herlihy, Thomas J. Hoey, Joseph F. Dennehy, Edward N. Manning,
William A. Bailey, Edmund J. Butler and William K. Billings.
Needless to say, Mr. Dee was awarded a verdict, though neither
the jury nor the audience can understand why.
Edward L. Curran has been elected a member of the Committee of Arrangements of the Loyola Musical Society. Mr. Curran
had Miss Margaret Anglin, the actress, as his guest to visit the
college during her recent theatrical sojourn in Boston.
William J. Day was the guest of Bose Croix Council, Knights
of Columbus, at the semi-monthly meeting, held in Brunswick Hall,
Intercolonial Building, Boxbury. Mr. Day is a judge in the South
Boston Court, and District Deputy of the K. of C. Fr. George, of
the Passionist Monastery, Brighton, was the principal speaker.

'l3.

'l4.

The Class of 1914, Boston College Alumni Association, held
its second annual reunion and dinner at the Quincy House
during the Christmas holidays.
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Frederick T. Doyle, president of the class, was toastmaster, and
the after-dinner speakers included Leo M. Murray and Edward A.
Sullivan. Edward A. Lynch gave piano selections. John J. Hogan
of Lawrence was elected president for the ensuing year.
Among those present were: Robert P. Barry, James A. Brennan, Edward A. Cogan, Frederick Deasy, William J. Desmond,
Francis Devlin, Thomas Devlin, Robert Dunbar, Leo Grueter, Irving
Heath, John J. Hogan, Daniel P. Hurld, John J. Joyce, John "U.
Kapples, Austin R. Keenan, John S. Iveohane, Edward A. Lynch,
Leo M. Murray, William J. O'Sullivan, John M. Stenson and Daniel
J. Young.
The Class of 1915 gathered around the festive board at the
Quiney House on Wednesday, December 29th. Forty members
of the "illustrious" class braved the unkind elements and were presas
ent at this, the first reunion of the class. Edward Farmer acted
member
ga\e
toastmaster, and introduced a novel feature. Each
a three-minute discourse to the boys on his experiences. This provided
considerable fun for the rest of the brethren. Frederick Wennerberg
impersonated famous comedians he had met. Michael O'Yeil and
Donnelly?all the way from the land of the Myostigia?were resplendent in Broadway's latest in shirts and cravats. Leo O'Learv
of Dorchester once more excited an uproar of laughter by reciting
his famous piece about "Your attic is such a lovely place for hanging things." Members of the Faculty were the guests of the class,
and greatly enjoyed impersonations of themselves as given by some

'l5.

of their former pupils.
Edward
The officers for the ensuing year were elected and
Y
ollaston,
John
of
President;
Shea,
of
Lynn,
S. Farmer,
President; John Lahive, of Roxbury, Secretary; William McKenney,
of Brighton, Treasurer.
The party broke up in the "wee sma' hours," with plans already
under way for a smoke talk during the Easter holidays.
?Frederick J. Gillis, 'l6.

are:

Domi
Dramatics at Boston College will be engaged in a
novel field this year with the staging of a Passion
play during the week of March 20th. The Passion play is associated
in the popular mind so exclusively with the magnificent production
of Oberammergau, that the announcement of the staging of other
Passion plays in Europe, and more so in the United States, is received with wonder and doubts as to its accuracy. Such plays are,
however, far from uncommon. To say nothing of other parts of
Europe, there are villages within a few miles of Oberammergau,
three in Tyrol and two in Bavaria, where a dramatization of the
Passion is presented periodically. These plays are, in most cases,
a survival of the Passion plays that were a common feature of the
religious life in these countries before the close of the eighteenth
century.
In the Aew World such a dramatization has not been frequently
attempted; nor has it, when realized, attained to more than a local
and passing celebrity. It would seem, however, that a Passion play
has at length been written by an American playwright, which has
in it all the elements of enduring success.
The play was written for the golden jubilee of Santa Clara
College, in California, in 1901. Its author, Mr. Clay M. Greene, is
an alumnus of the college, and has been for years well and favorably known to American play-goers as a dramatic writer of high
achievement. Upon its first presentation, in 1901, by the students
and Alumni of Santa Clara, the play met with instant success, and
was discussed in California for months. The success was even
greater upon the repetition of the play at Santa Clara in 1901 and
1907. Many people journeyed several hundred miles to be present,
and special trains were run from San Francisco, Sacramento and
other cities and towns to accommodatethe vast audiences that were
assembled.
In 1913 the right to present the play for the first time in the
East was graciously granted by the faculty of Santa Clara College
to the Dramatic Association of Canisius College, Buffalo. One of
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Buffalo's leading playhouses was secured, and after nearly five
months of arduous rehearsing, for which the students generously
sacrificed practically all their leisure time, the play was submitted
to the Buffalo public. The production had been planned on a generous scale. The company numbered in all nearly two hundred,
much of the scenery and many costumes were new, while especial
care had been bestowed on the music and the lighting effects. If
any misgivings arose previously about the prudence of this decidedly
ambitious venture of an amateur dramatic organization, they were
at once silenced by the emphatic success of the first presentation.
The newspapers of the city were unanimous in their praise, one
going so far as to say that the production was one of the most beautiful ever seen in Buffalo. Ten performances were necessary during
the week, the audiences aggregating nearly 15,000 people, and there
has been a universal demand for more repetitions in the near future,
not only in Buffalo, but in Rochester, Syracuse, and other cities of
Western New York, and in Toronto.
There were many reasons for this remarkable success. The
play itself is a brilliant piece of dramatic writing. The life-long
experience of a talented playwright, united to a reverence for the
subject, and to familiarity with it, gained from years of constant
study of the Sacred Scriptures, has combined and enabled the author
to produce a work that many competent critics have hailed as a
work of genius. Written for college youths, there are no female
characters in the play. The figure of Christ never appears, but is
skillfully indicated by a bright light, as in the entry into Jerusalem,
the trials before Herod and Pilate, and during the carrying of the
Cross. Far from detracting from the general effect, this omission
is really the strong point of the play, removing, as it does, any
danger of irreverence, or of disappointment over the inevitable
failure of any human attempt to portray adequately the character
of Our Lord.
The proposal of producing the play here has been greeted with
enthusiasm both by the students and friends of the college. Bev.
Michael J. Ahern, S. J., who staged the 1913 production of
the plav
at Canisius College, will coach the cast which, after competitive
trials, he has selected. Rehearsals are being held three days a week
in Assembly Hall. The following, many of whom have been seen
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before this year and other years in Shakespearean productions,
is the cast for the play, "Nazareth: A History of the Faith":
Paul Kooney, 'lB, D. J. Harkins, 'lB, T. F. Nolan, 'l7, J. J. Holden,
'l9, A. F. Smith, 'l6, Francis Keefe, 'l6, Ed. Kickham, 'lB, Joseph
Forester, 'lB, John Brawley, 'l9, Thomas Bresnahan, 'l9, George
C. McKinnon, 'l7, M. O'Connor, 'lB, John B. Atkinson, 'l6, Joseph
Scolponetti, 'l6, Charles De Lorme, 'l6, J. F. Mulligan, 'l9, C. F.
Sharkey, 'l7, D. W. Horgan, 'lB, William Hallison, 'l9, F. J. McAulilfe, 'l6, F. A. Gately, 'lB, B. F. Geswell, 'l9, John E. Hopkins,
'l6, B. Visnet Quinn, 'l9, Edmund F. Tobin, 'l7, William L. Carney,
'l6, Paul M. Furfey, 'l7, Frederick J. Gillis, 'l6, E. F. Bennett, 'l9,
Edwin A. Daly, 'l6, Augustus Eeardon, 'l9, James Daly, 'l9, B. J.
Crowley, 'lB, Bobert Flannigan, 'l9, William Harrington, 'l9, John
E. Mitchell, 'l6, Francis Whelan, 'lB, and Warren Clear, 'lB.
On Sunday afternoon, January ninth, the Senior
class began its work of visiting the sick. Ten men,
with Bev. John F. Fitzpatrick, S. J., and Frederick
J. Gillis, President of the Conference, visited the Boston City
Hospital, where they went about through the wards consoling and
comforting and shortening the day for the unfortunate sick by ever
so much, even by a minute or two's conversation. On the following Sunday there were double that number of visitors. A plan is
working itself out whereby at least a third of the class will be
engaged in this praiseworthy work every Sunday. Mr. Albert F.
Smith has been appointed Master of Wardrobes, and has the care
of providing the visiting committees with periodicals and pamphlets
for use on their sick calls. Mr. John J. Quinn has been named as
Treasurer of the Conference, and John Sullivan, Secretary.
ST. VINCENT DE

PAUL SOCIETY

The men who are to represent the Society in
its public debates this year have now been chosen
after two trials, in which more than half of the
Society's members contested. From the number of those who appeared December 20th, these ten were selected for the final trials,
which were held January 6th: John J. Mulcahy, 'l7, Joseph Hurley, 'l6, George C. McKinnon, 'l7, Paul H. Furfey,'l7, Francis X.
Quinn, 'l7, Hugh L. Doyle, 'l6, Gerald Fitzgerald, 'l6, Frederick
J. Gillis, 'l6, John J. Fihelly, 'l7, and Francis J. Mahoney, 'l6.
THE FULTON

DEBATING SOCIETY
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The men who will contest publicly for the Fulton medal are:
Francis J. Mahoney, 'l6, Joseph Hurley, 'l6, John J. Fihelly, 'l7,
and Francis X. Quinn, 'l7. Frederick J. Gillis, 'l6, and John J.
Mulcahy, 'l7, are the alternates chosen.
The elections for officers for the second term will take place
on Friday, February 4th, as provided in the Constitution.
The names of Edward A. Sullivan and Edward J. McLaughlin,
the winners of the Fulton medal in 1914 and 1915, have been added
to the long and noteworthy list of previous successful contestants in
the annual prize debate, which adorns the front wall of the Fulton

Room.
Though discussed pro and con many times before in the Society
and out, the question of the abolishment of Xational Support of the
Monroe Doctrine is always sure to produce an interesting debate.
Such was the recent handling of the question by Messrs. Vincent
Petrocelli, 'l7, Gerald Fitzgerald, 'l6, Harry Kiley, 'l6, and Francis

Roche, 'l6. The popular vote of the house decided that the former
two, upholding the affirmative side, had won.
Regularly, on Monday afternoons at 2.30 in Assembly Hall, the Glee Club holds its rehearsals.
Encouraged by the reception it has been given at the "Smokers"
and at the play this year, the members are working hard on an entirely new program. Mr. John E. Hopkins, 'l6, President of the
Club, announces invitations to sing at the Reunion of St. John's
Parish of Cambridge and at the Ball of the newly-formed Philomathia Society, to be held at the Copley-Plaza Hotel, February first.

THE GLEE CLUB

CLASS NOTES.

Acting on the suggestion of the Temporary Committee,
the class has decided to publish a Senior Album. The
Executive Committee, which has been appointed, consists of Joseph
A. McHugh, Editor-in-Chief; Francis Roche, Business Manager;
Gerald Fitzgerald, Treasurer, and Gerald McCarthy, Secretary.
SENIOR
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The following will act as an Advisory Board: William J. Deacy,
George K. Hendrick, James H. Kenney, Edwin A. Daly, Joseph
Williams, Harold J. Fleming, D. Leo Daley, John B. Atkinson,
Joseph A. McOwen, Andrew A. Ramisch, George C. Daley, Percival J. Quill, James B. Linnehan, Jeremiah F. Brennan, James A.
Friel, Thomas F. Murphy, Florence J. McAuliffe and John E.
Mitchell.
The class fully realizes what a trial death has brought to Frank
Reynolds, because it was a good man, a real father, that he lost.
It is a little something more than ordinary sympathy we'd like to
offer him in the following resolutions:

WHEREAS, God in His infinite wisdom, has deprived
our classmates, Francis A. and Thomas A. Reynolds, of
their devoted father, Thomas Reynolds; and
WHEREAS, In his death we realize the great loss to
the family of the deceased, and especially to our classmates; therefore, be it
RESOLVED: That we, the members of the Senior and
Sophomore Classes, do hereby express our profound sympathy to our classmates and to the family of the deceased
in their great sorrow; and be it further
RESOLVED: That this expression of our sympathy be
placed in the Boston College STYLUS, and a copy presented to the bereaved family of our classmates.
THE CLASSES

OF

1916

AND

1918

OF

BOSTON COLLEGE.

Not to be outdone by the Seniors or by the Sophomores,
the Junior class is arranging a "Smoker'' for the entire
college, to be held in February, the precise date to be determined
upon later. The committee of arrangements is composed of John
J. Fihelly, Francis Heanue, Francis Flaherty, George L. O'Day and
James F. Slattern*.
John J. Fihelly has been elected Assistant Manager of Track.
JUNIOR
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Following out the idea of Freshman D in its exhibition in the Ars Poetica last month, Sophomore D is
planning a Rhetoric Academy, which will make its first appearance
some time in February. At this time the work of the past term in
Oratorical Composition will be reviewed. Some of the speakers
SOPHOMORE

have already been selected. They will be David W. Horgan, Francis Cotter, Joseph Forrester, David J. Murphy and Warren J. Clear.
Through an error last month, Arthur W. Murphy, the newlyelected Assistant Manager of Football, was chronicled as a Freshman. Althought we left him in good company, the Sophomores
want him, and so we hereby make amends.

The Class of Freshman B remained somewhat later
than the rest of the college classes on December 22nd,
and gathered together for a general, informal good time. Rev. Richard A. O'Brien, S. J., gave an illustrated lecture on Greece and
Rome. He was assisted by Rev. Michael J. Ahern and Mr. McFally,
S. J. After the lecture a collation was served. The rest of the
evening was spent in singing and talking.
FRESHMAN

Upon the invitation of Mr. Doyle, S. J., of Section D, Rev.
Henry A. Spaulding, S. J., Regent of the Loyola University School
of Medicine, Chicago, 111., visited the class and gave an interesting
talk on his books and his boyhood days on the banks of the Mississippi.
As promised last month, the Freshmen are busily planning
their "Smoker."
The Freshman would like to see an interclass meet. It would
help to get things moving in track as well as in baseball and football, and it should give Freshman a chance to appear to advantage,
for they have among their number "Bob" Simmons, last year's track
captain at B. C. H., MacKenzie, a late star of E. H. S., Barry, "Jack"
Sullivan and Beresford of St. John's Prep. These are but a few of
those whom we may count upon as later winning honors for B. C.

223

DOM I

Those pictures in the corridors still remain unlabelled
and?unknown.
After three years of constant labor, Bro. Schroen's work of
embellishing the Recitation Building is about done. The scaffolding in Assembly Hall has been taken down, revealing frescoed ceiling, and painted walls in all their glory.
The frame-work of the roof of St. Mary's Hall is now in place.
A few short months more and the interior work of the Faculty
VARIA

Building will be rapidly carried forward.
?Paul A. Waters, 'l7.

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 Haymarket 2435
and reverse the call.
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