Co
l
e
g
e
St
y
l
u
s
The Boston
November, 1916

Volume XXX

Number 2

,ft
GvCfCJv
J
BOSTON

OLLEGE and HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS
throughout New England have placed their
thorough endorsement on Morse-Made Clothes.
Our "Academy" Line for Fall, 1916, now ready,
includes the smartest young men's styles in
Suits and Overcoats that have been seen for
many a day.

As measured against the quality, the prices

$l5,

$2O,

$25,

$3O

and

$35

are the most moderate in Boston.

Come to the Morse Store
today and see for yourself

BOSTON

Washington Street, cor. Brattle

Adams Square

Safety First!
Quality, Purity,

and Cleanliness
is the MOTTO

of

the

Acton Farms Milk
Company
PERFECTLY PASTEURIZED MILK AND CREAM.
ALSO FRESH,
WHOLESOME
BUTTERMILK.
PURE AND FRESH GOODS ONLY, PUT UP
UNDER PERFECT SCIENTIFIC AND SANITARY

CONDITIONS. PROMPT AND SATISFACTORY
SERVICE GUARANTEED.

A
All Goods Shipped Direct from the Farms
to
Milk Depot at Boynton Yards, Somerville
D. B. MULCAHY, Pres.

Telephone

A. B. PARKER, Treas.

Connection

THE ONLY ONE OF
ITS KIND

The MULTIPLEX HAMMOND is the only typewriter on the
market that has instantly interchangeable type.
That means that you can write all languages in all styles
type ?on one machine.

of

The Multiplex has many other advantages; such as uniform
impression, perfect and permanent alignment, great manifolding power, etc. Let us tell you more about it.

Special Rental Rates.
Ask ws about the proposition we make to Students.

69th Street and East River
New York City.
Boston Branch

:

101 Milk Street

The Boston College Stylus
EDITORIAL BOARD.
GEORGE COLLIER MACKINNON, 'l7, Editor
PAUL HANLY FURFEY, 'l7
Flotsam and Jetsam

JAMES FRANCIS MANNING, 'l9
Alumni

PAUL A. WATERS, 'l7
Domi

ROB BRASSIL FITZGERALD, 'l7
Athletics

ASSOCIATES.
ARCHIE L. MACKENZIE, JR.

WARREN J. CLEAR, 'lB

BUSINESS DEPARTMENT.
GEORGE A. O'DAY, 'l7, Business Manager
JOSEPH G. NEVINS, 'l7, Advertising Manager
PAUL A. ROONEY, 'lB, Asst. Business Manager

CONTENTS FOR NOVEMBER,

1916

Gearge Collier MacKinnon

55

Archie L. MacKenzie, Jr.

61

Dr. Beckhard's Case

John F. McXamara

63

In Praise of Superstition

Paul Hanly Furfey

70

The Starved Urge

Threnody

The Wharf-Rat
Editorial
DEPARTMENTS

Warren J. Clear 75
George Collier MacKinnon

81
85

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS is published monthly from October to June,
inclusive, by the students of Boston College. Its purpose is to aid in their
literary improvement and to serve as a means of communication between the
Alumni and Undergraduates.
Subscription terms are $2.00 a year, single copies 25 cents.
Offices,
66 HIGH STREET, WORCESTER, MASS., and Boston College, University Heights,
Chestnut Hill, Mass.

(Entered

as second-class matter, January 1, 1916, at the Post-Office at Worcester, Massachusetts, under the Act of March S, 1879.)

The Boston College Stylus
VOL. XXX.

NOVEMBER, 1916.

No. 2.

THE STARVED URGE.
You can believe me or not, but I am very strong. I can
chin
nn self more times than I care to tell,?and upon those epic occasions
when I have been obliged to substantiate my unfavorable opinions
of
indi\ iduals b_\ physical combat, I have not failed to cause impressive
conviction.
One would think that a person of such prowess would be distinguished for successful participation in the manly
sports. However, some hidden devil within has always held me back from
competition in trials of physical skill. The baseball glove has but
iaiel\ encased my not inept hand; the trappings of the gridiron had
not imprisoned my herculean form since childhood's hour, until,?
but of this anon.
Last spring something snapped; and I found myself one
blithe
afternoon in June adorning hyself with the inspiring
habiliments
of the football warrior. I was at last "out for football,"
and the
spring practice was the occasion of my first appearance in the role
of gladiator upon Alumni Field.
I was shortly loping down to the green in full array, breathing
in with greedy ecstacy the superb air of the Heights, rejoicing in
the
fact that garbed as I was I could gambol and prance about the sward
without exciting that invidious comment which is, I think, of all an
average person's hetes noires quite the noirest.
How I envy the mortal whose surroundings in life are such that
he may, without being subject to circumstances calculated to destroy
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his peace of mind, frisk upon the clean, verdant earth when he wills.
I read that inspired description of pastoral Greece by which the
celestial Keats opens his "Endymion" with a pleasure which is

mingled with a very real and wistful yearning.
All this may possibly appear to some to be a long way from
football, ?but it is vitally near.
Some day I intend to write a paper lamenting the progress of
the human race, ?that progress which has given to us cities, shops,
motion-picture houses. I do not, of course, assert that fairyland
has no existence in shops and motion-picture houses, but it is a
poverty-stricken, pathetic fairyland,?a Serbian sort of fairyland.
T can be satisfied with nothing less than the Faerie whose golden
streets are for all,?the Faerie of enchanted forests, veined with
laughing streams, studded with nymph-filled glades,?the Faerie of
sun-kissed slope, of greenest fields, of shepherd and shepherdess,?
not the Dresden variety, but the true, tremendouskind, ?merry from
health, healthy from merriment.
Well, I pranced,?if it was only for once. If I ever succeed in
making my fortune, I shall some day procure a short, Ballet Russe
sort of affair, garb myself therewith in lieu of the conventional dress
which Kennedy, George, etc., advertise with such frenzy, and, leaping into my motor-car, drive away, away to the country. Once there,
I shall abandon the wretched contrivance which has conveyed me
from the abomination of desolation of which it is the product.?
and immediately proceed to gambol about and disport myself, like a
faun. If there be a summer boarding-house nearby whose inhabitants are disposed to look askance at this faun, ?why, bless their

hearts, let them look askance, to their souls' content.
It strikes me, as I meditate my delightful design, that I might
be instrumental in the formation of a cult of dancers-on-the-green.
Perhaps, because of my independence from the silly conventions of
the mob, some future day may see our clerks and stenographers,

shop-girls and laborers, etc., etc., spending that portion of their noon
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hour which is not utilized for the consumption of food, in gayest
tripudiation upon the soft grass of Boston Common, of the Public
Gardens,?in short, of every bit of green that the plague of buildings
has spared.
Picture the deliciousness of such a scene! All that distressing
dignity, with which we fools of the modern world have chosen to
encumber ourselves, banished from our fair city like the traitor to
human happiness and virtue that it is,?and the emancipated Bostonians frolicking to the strains of the combined orchestras from
all the motion-picture houses in the city. (Such places will, of
course, have been previously destroyed by mobs of enraged citizens.)
Is not this a charming prospect?

I started this paper with certain thoughts pertaining to football. I can hardly conceive that the connection between this sport
and my observations herein set down is obscure to anjr one of my
readers. Yet, in view of the importance of my theme, I deem it well
to avoid all possible misconception. Accordingly, let me point out
briefly that we have, in those blessed sports which give us fossilizing
humans an opportunity to be men rather than molluscs, a great
arena wherein the physical man can exult and be glad, and men can
grow in virtue, and power, and happiness.
It may be objected that between the execution of a carmagnole
upon Boston Common and the execution of a war-dance upon the
countenance of a football opponent a wide gulf exists. But the objection is merely specious. For while man, released from the shackles
of his imbecile dignity, enjoys whole-souledly being truly aesthetic,
there are yet times when he intensely enjoys being txuiculent.
It is to be expected that in my Terpsichorean Utopia one gentleman will sometimes enquire of another as to whom he is shoving.
It is also likely that the one so accosted will thereupon perform that

pugilistic manoeuvre which is, I believe, vulgarly known as "squaring/' This manoeuvre is, if I do not mistake, considered by men
of spirit to be sufficient cause for vigorously expressed resentment.
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Men must pound one another to a certain
extent. Men being prevented by foolish laws from contusing each
other's features when the mood is on, your warfare, that idiotic
shambles, tends to replace piping peace. The odious civilities of
But what then?

the scheming diplomat are always the most studied when relations
between his own and the country where he is stationed are strained.
Had Serbians and Austrians mixed it up in the streets, and had the
Austrian prime minister pulled the nose of the Serbian consul with
the proper violent consequences, a general shaking of hands could
have followed, with each side vowing the other a better sort than they
had believed.

It is the cold, unemotional, restrained hatred which does the
mischief each time. In fact we may attribute rightly most of our
wickedness and folly to that cursed dignity of ours.
In what dignified fashion Adam must have taken his bite of
apple. He had to be dignified; it was his reliance, ?for he knew that
he was doing wrong. It is probably with the same sort of dignity
that the Austrian men of destiny went about preparing war on
Serbia. And fancy the overwhelming dignity with which the Kaiser
affixed his royal signature to the document which announced that
Germany considered herself in a state of war with the Russian Empire. All of which considerations are intended, persevering reader, to
impress you with the importance of my action as I went towards
Alumni Field at a happy dog-trot, and girded for the fray.

Presently I was under the eye of our sterling coach, and, together with my fellow aspirants for football honors, was put through
the paces which coaches are wont to exact of their charges. Mine,

however, was not the lot of the ordinary football candidate. For
had I not an experienced friend to take me aside and impart football knowledge to me?
My thanks are due to Harry Kiley for initiation into most of
the higher mysteries of the football art. For example, Harry introduced to me a salutary exercise calculated to improve tremendously
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my general ability as an exponent of the
robustious sport. This
exercise is performed in the following manner. The victim, upon
a
football being rolled along the ground at a distance of
about fifteen
yards, precipitates himself with great violence towards the pigskin,
and, provided that the wind is not knocked so completelv out of
him that he remains incapable of motion, he seizes it in his arms
and holds it tightly, while he rolls over and over.
Cheered by Harry's encouraging comments, I devoted myself to
this exercise until I sort of wondered just who I was, and what was
This strangely vivacious environment of mine, which danced and
whirled so merrily and so rapidly about me. This was but one of
the ceremonies that I enacted upon the green. I kicked my left leg

high and repeatedly into the air (thereby causing to myself the
sensation that it was merely a subtle substance of some sort that
joined my head to mv body) in order that Brickley might determine
whether I could be developed into a punter. When he opined that I
could, however, all the agony of those heavenward kicks was more
than compensated for.

I also participated in dummy scrimmage,?which I was glad
was dummy scrimmage,?whereby I became much bruised. I ran
down on punts, which caused great distress to my cigarette-poisoned
lungs. I caught punts;?about one out of every four that I tried

I ran races with the rest of the squad up and down the
field, gasping for breath.
Finally, after aeons of heart-rending toil, I found myself trotting up from, ?much less springily than I had down to, ?Alumni
Field. I stripped from my form my dirt-encrusted garments. I
to catch.

wooed the invigorating shower. I assumed my prosaic, workaday
clothes, and plodded homeward, aching with the keenest pangs in
every limb.?And as I went my painful way my heart sang, and I
rejoiced exceedingly.
O that circumstances had not prevented my continuance as a
member of B. C.'s football squad!

And O the boon of getting just a
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bit,?even a so very little bit, ?nearer to nature's warm heart!
There is the glory of your athletics. It is a road to the mighty?though ever so distant?land of real manhood, ?the manhood which
walks hand in hand with the Mother of mountains, of seas, of skies.
That we may one day trudge that road to the end!

?George Collier MacKinnon.

THRENODY.
I wept for my withered El Genneli,
My island garden of dreams,
Where a reef of blood-red coral
Dad softened the ocean streams
As they kissed the glistening -seashore
And skipped on the silvery strand,

Leaving a thousand playthings,
Taking a grain of sand.
The laughing leaves and the sunlight,
Soft strains of Aeolian wind,
The infinite vista of visions,
Such faith, Ah God! 'twere blind,
Or mayhap being nearer to heaven
Than ever down through the years
In the torturous walks of the living

My infancy knew no fears.
I gazed and saw through a rainbow
Whose lucent arcs shone bright,
And read on the fleecy cloudlings
Paeans of future flight,
In the morning, dew-pearled, filmy,
The purity of truth,
On the sward of rolling fallow
An everlasting youth.
?

But the pallid blue of heaven
Dried cold and sere with age,
And I found 'neath a cypress, ravaged
By a midsummer storm's swift rage,
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Grey death embracing my fancies,
A flaw in my flawless sphere.

My crystal dreams were splintered,
And the sea crept near, ?Ah! near,

Faith, how my hopes have shriveled,

?

The aureole faded from life.
My dulcet trebled chorals
Have harshened to songs of strife,
A wild and clangorous ocean
Reared on the cost and spun.

?

Gone!?came the torn-crowned message
In the low-hung fetid sun.

Oh, untaught life, thou fleest
Along with the scudding clouds;
Too soon I feel the pressure,?
The tossed uncaring crowds.
Art cold, my heart? Art fearful?

Yeia, for the truths of Fay,?
All broken, ah, life, how broken!
And I wake to the wakened day.

?Archie L. MacKenzie.

DR. BECKHARD'S CASE.
During my service as medical examiner for the city, I had some
unusual experiences; but of all these there is one which I know I
shall never forget.
About one o'clock in the morning of May the second, two years
ago, a telephone call came for me to rush to a surburban police
station. A murder had been committed; and the murderer, caught

red-handed, was taken without resistance to the jail.
"Then why do you need my services?" I snapped, irritated by
being disturbed at that hour of night.
"lou must come. The fellow's mind seems affected, and we are
afraid of a reaction. Get a taxi and rush."

I jigged the hook; and, after some waiting, managed to get
connected with the taxi office, whereupon I roared my orders to the
answering clerk and slammed down the receiver.
Every minute's delay made me more nervous and angry. There
was something restless and eerie about the air, and the short message
I had received on the phone served only to excite me more. I felt that
the case to which I had just been summoned was an unusual one.
It was such a foreboding as many of us have for no apparent reason
and yet are unable to shake off.

In spite of the speed of the machine, I felt that I should never
reach my destination. My nerves were all on edge, and the endless
chain of speculation, which crowded my thoughts, served only to
increase my doubt and consequently my agitation.
At last I reached the station, which was located in a block of
stores not far from the center of a wealthy residential section. I
rushed up the steps and into the office, where I beheld the criminal
sitting meekly in the middle of the room, even the light rings around
his wrist seeming needless.
He was tall, well-built, and had quite a handsome face; but with
the vacant, pitiful stare and drooping mouth of an imbecile. He
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took no interest in tlie others, but looked straight ahead at the blank
wall with eyes which seemed to see nothing. I spoke to him, but he
did not respond. Only when I touched his arm did he look at me,
and then it was with a stupid, idiotic smile, which soon faded away,
and he resumed the former insane stare. As far as mental powers
were concerned he was hopelessly lost.
After a short examination, I wrote my report recommending
that he should be sent to the state sanitarium to await trial. And
it was not until then that his whole startling history was revealed.
About sixteen months before the murder, he was an inmate of

the state sanitarium at Westborough, where he had been left when
a child by a poor widowed mother, who died a few years later. The
examinations made by the house physicians showed that an abnormal growth pressed against his brain, checking its development. All
hope for sanity was given up until he came under the notice of
young Dr. Beckhard, who was already recognized as one of the leading authorities in the country on diseases of the brain.
It was an important day for medical science when Dr. Beckhard

operated on the youth. His theory was, that if the growth could be
removed by a skillful operation, the brain would have a chance to
resume its normal development.
Such an operation would have to be made with consummate
accuracy. The slightest slip of the knife or a thrust a fraction of an
inch too deep would mean death for the patient.
But the doctor was determined to fight this battle of skill and
nerve; for if he won it would mean that he had accomplished such a
triumph of surgery as would assure him of a leading place in the
profession.
And he did win. Those who witnessed the operation say that
rhey will never forget the wonderful performance. Beckhard was
as cool as if he were dissecting a beetle. Unconquerable determination and self-possession seemed to rise from his massive chin; and
his keen gray eyes snapped defiance at Death, through the most try-
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ing moments. He fought every inch of the way until the
final stitch
was taken in the wound and the patient removed to his bed.
The youth's recovery was slow, even though he received
the best
of care. A sort of daze seemed to hold him back as if his
former
imbecility were not completely cured. This delay irritated Beckhard; and as soon as he was well enough to be moved an X-ray
examination was made of the brain, which the negative showed to be
entirely free from any physical defect.
Puzzled, and beginning to fear that he had failed, the doctor
studied the case deeply in order to make a thorough analysis of it.
it was not until now that he realized the nature of the problem which
he had brought upon himself.
Here was a young man with almost perfect physical develop-

ment, whose brain was that of a week-old infant.
There was no one responsible for him except the state; so Beckhard decided to adopt and educate him. His, therefore, would be
the weary task of training the fellow step by step, until his mental
capacity and initiative should be equal to his years and physical
development. But the doctor could not bear to think of waiting all
these years to realize his success.
"There must be a shorter way, and I'll find it."
It was this determination that won for Beckhard all his victories, and he now proposed to succeed in the case before him as he
had in so many others.
When James Hadley, for this was the name the state records
gave the patient, was sufficiently strong, he was removed to Beckhard's beautiful suburban home and his training begun. A patient
but firm young tutor was hired to bring his mind from the state of
a child's to that of a boy by a rapid review of elementary studies.
This took about six months, every morning spent under his supervi-

sion, while Beckhard gave a few of his precious hours each afternoon
to building up the personality and will-power of the youth. The
latter quality had been decidedly lacking, even with the intellectual
advance.
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What a stupendous task to instill into a being of but a few
months conscious existence the tastes, the emotions, and the judgment of a man. It was at this stage that Beckhard began the hardest

part of his work. He had given much attention to the psychical as
well as to the material side of the brain and had practised hypnotism
extensively. His vast scientific knowledge combined with his indomitable will made him exceptionally effective with this method,
and now he was to give his powers the greatest test of all, that of
instilling his own personality into young Hadley.
So heedlessly he plunged into the task. After having brought
his subject to a state of partial hypnosis, he would take him into
the city, where they would visit theatres, hotels, libraries and all
other places frequented by men. And all the while thinking and
acting with the brain of the doctor, Hadley's mind began to take
to itself the feelings and opinions of the other. At the opera he felt
the same emotion produced by the music as Beckhard; at the musical
comedy he laughed with the same appreciation of humor and was
enlivened by feeling the swing of the rag-time in the same manner.
His epicurean tastes were cultivated by those of the doctor when
they were dining together after the show. This method was also
carried on at home and often for longer intervals. So, after several
months of the unusual treatment, his life was regulated by feelings
identical with those of his master.
The doctor's preparations were at last completed, and he was
ready to give them the supreme test, the practical test. He got
Hadley employment as clerk for a neighboring lawyer. This position was suitable for the time, as Beckhard wished to keep his
patient under close supervision until the experiment should prove
successful.
Daniel Webb, Hadley's employer, being an intimate friend of
the doctor and interested in his work, treated his new clerk kindly
and patiently. With this consideration the young man soon fulfilled
the highest expectations which Beckhard had placed in him. Webb
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was hardly less delighted than the doctor, for, as the latter was
engaged to marry his only daughter, he felt a fatherly interest in
his success.

Everything went on smoothly at the lawyer's office until one
beautiful day in May, after Hadlev had been working for about a
month. He was so busily occupied at his desk that he did not
notice the entrance of a young lady. She was dressed in the height
of fashion with a very successful attempt at harmonizing the colors
of her dress with her rich olive complexion. Her finely tailored suit
was of golden-bronze silk which seemed to heighten the rosy flush
of her cheeks as it shimmered in the sun. The sweeping lines of
her large hat set off her delicate profile exquisitely, giving an additional lustre to her thoughtful dark eyes. As she spoke, Hadlev
started up to inquire her business, but on seeing her standing so
gracefully in the radiance of her beauty, he became confused and
embarrassed. It was the first real emotion he had ever experienced

with his own faculties.
Without apparently noticing his confusion, she introduced herself as Miss Margaret Webb and stated that she wished to see her
father. As in a daze he ushered her into the inner office, and returned
to his desk; but try as he would he could not subdue his emotion.
Even after she had left, the vision of her remained before him so
vividly that work was impossible to him.
He trudged home that evening completely absorbed by his reflections. At the dinner table the doctor noticed his abstraction
and questioned him about it. Hadlev cringed beneath his searching
glance and trembled as he replied that he was merely tired out after
his work. For the first time in his association with Beckhard he felt
a strange fear in his presence. He had formerly looked upon him as
a child would upon an indulgent father, but now an indescribable
hatred crept into his heart. He did not know that Beckhard was
affianced to the girl with whom he was now so completely in love;
but a voice within him, which he could not repress, told him that

this

pian

stood in his path.
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The doctor's influence over him had been so extended and complete that after he was returned to his normal faculties his actions
the former's thoughts. His tastes, as has
were often regulated
been mentioned, in all things were identical with those of Beckliard.

In choosing his clothes, which he was now permitted to buy, he invariably selected the styles and colors that were the favorites of the
doctor. He was fond of the same flowers and the same food. The
same kinds of poetry and art delighted him; and now the greatest
of all emotions which affected the doctor the most, tore his heart
with love for the same woman. It was not his own love but that of
his patron, yet it burned with all the strength of the original.
Here was a result that Beckliard had not foreseen, but one which
bade fair to overthrow the toil of months. As long as their similar
tastes could be gratified nothing disturbing happened; now that one
dear object was the passion of each, trouble made its dismal
appearance.
He brooded long and darkly and the trend of his thoughts was
that this man, who had brought him from the darkness of insanity
into the light of conscious existence was his enemy. As yet free
from the iron shackles of the fear of God and untempered by the
horror of crime, which the conventionalities of the civilized world
fix deeply in the heart of all those who have lived since childhood

in its midst, he felt as does a beast in the jungles when at bay, the
fierce desire to spring at the throat of his adversary and crush out
his life in one fearful embrace. Indeed, the desire to rid himself
of the obstacle was stronger than the thoughts of gaining the end.
With the brutish cunning which is often found in insane people,
he waited until all was quiet in the house. The light iu the doctor's
chamber was extinguished, and all the servants had retired. The
clock on his mantel seemed to tick more loudly now than when the
noises of the world awake reduced its petulance to comparative
silence. The wind sighed in the cedars, the branches of which were
so close to the house that at times they clicked against the window
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panes. An ordinary person in such a state of mind would have been
agitated by the great silence of night, which was only increased by
the contrast of these minor sounds; but Hadley's nervous system
was impervious to any thrill save that of the one supreme passion.
At last he glided from his room into the corridor, which led to
Beckhard's chamber. He was on his way to destroy the life of a

man; and more the life of one whose mind fed his, giving to it its
strength, passions, and above all intelligence. Like a man suspended
over a yawning abyss by a rope, who, chafed by the contact, seeks to
cut away the annoying strands which hold him safely?thus was
Hadley. Another clock in the hallway struck the half-hour. He
hesitated but a moment and then crept on. The family cat, asleep
on a bearskin rug, tied down the hall, startled by the approach of
this awesome prowler, and disappeared into the darkness beyond.
On reaching the door of the room wherein Beckhard was sleeping,

Hadley paused to listen for a moment. Then he noiselessly entered.
Suddenly there was a rushing sound and a shriek of agony,
followed by the crash of some heavy article falling on the floor. In
an instant the house was in commotion. The servants, roused from
sleep by the horrible cry, after having gathered together?for none
dared to proceed alone?hurried to the doctor's chamber. They
looked in, and then stood horrified. Beckhard's skull was crushed,
evidently by a heavy brass candlestick which lay on the floor, and
the blood was still streaming from the wound. Beside the bed,
gazing down at his victim, stood Hadley;?but the cunning malice
in his eyes had given place to a look of the utterest blankness. The
doctor's life was ebbing fast, and with it seemed to go the sensibilities of the murderer. And as Beckhard gave one last convulsive

gasp?the stern, eternal last?Hadley sank helplessly to the floor,
once more an imbecile,?and this time forever.
?John F. McNamwa.

IN PRAISE OF SUPERSTITION.
Why have we moderns such a superstitious horror of Superstition? A man may deny the existence of the material world and his
opinion is received with grave attention; but if he declares that the
Moon is made of green cheese he is suspected of attempting a rather
dull joke. It is considered ridiculous to say the Moon is made
of cheese, but highly logical to say that it does not exist. Right here
I find myself violently at variance with modern thought. I am
calmly certain that the Moon exists; I am not so certain about its
composition. It looks like green cheese, anyway.
We have lived to see the apotheosis of Science. Any theory is
worth listening to if it comes vested in scientific garb. No theory
is worth listening to if it so much as savor of Superstition. Now
here again I have never been able to reconcile myself with contemporary thinkers. I have learned to speak of Science with the most
indecent irreverence. To me the Iliad will always seem to be invested with a deeper truth than the Voyage of the Beagle. For the
Iliad finds something unspeakable and mystical in the reader's heart
to which it responds. That is why it has been read for three thousand years, while the Voyage of the Beagle is already being relegated
to the bookshelf?or, to be more exact, to the five-foot bookshelf.
A system of thought based on Science alone always seems to me
cold and inhuman. It leaves out of account the pulse and joy of
life. You can give me a scientific hypothesis to account for the
development of the world, but you cannot give me a scientific reason

why I should wonder at it; and, after all, the world is a very wonderful place,?much too wonderful to be reduced to a scientific

formula.
There is a curious tradition which has been handed down from
the seventeenth century and is still accepted with simple faith by the
worshippers of Science. It is the belief that somehow or other it is
a sign of intellectual freedom to take a materialistic view of the
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universe.

The followers of that theory have exulted in the name of
Thinkers. Now, as a matter of fact, there is nothing particularly free about Materialism. Monism has its dogmas as well as
! ree

Christianity. The only restraint under which a Catholic labors
consists in the fact that he cannot deny the doctrines of the Church
and remain a Catholic?exactly as a man cannot deny the principles
of Materialism and remain a Materialist.
Indeed there are many cases where the Church gives broader
scope to her followers than does Materialism. I shall instance a
case which my opponents would accept with glee?the mooted point
of miracles. Now, it is often said and even believed that in this case
the Church compels her adherents to accept something against which
their reason rebels. The truth is precisely the opposite. It is your
Scientific Materialist who, laboring under a weight of dogma, is

compelled to reject the testimony of his senses. A Catholic may go
to Lourdes and examine the cures performed there with the utmost
impartiality. If he can find natural causes to account for them, he
is perfectly free to say so; if not, he is equally free to pronounce
them miracles. The philosophy of your scientific Materialist, on the
other hand, cannot account for miracles; so he is forced to set down
the dogma that they do not happen. He goes to Lourdes and sees
people suddenly cured of the most grievous diseases,?instantly supplied with new tissues; yet in the face of all this he is forced to keep
on asserting that there is no such thing as a miracle. And this is
known as Free Thought!
It is idle to talk of excluding faith from one's philosophy.
You cannot build a system on reason alone. It is an act of faith
to assert that reason has any validity at all; for to prove that reason is trustworthy is to test reason by reason?to argue in a vicious
circle. We must take our first principles on faith or, if you prefer
so to term it, on common sense. If you wish, you may accept that
particular series of principles on which Monism is based, rather than
ihe series on which Christianity is based, but do not think that there
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is anything especially free 01* liberal in your action! Both systems
make use of faith; but this I do know. I know that the Catholic
has much better grounds for his belief than his opponent. I am
quite convinced that he is more rational than the Rationalist.
Just why I am so convinced shall appear later, but to lead up

mention the question of Church and Science. It is a
curious fact that some persons consider it a most crushing argument
against the Church to assert that she has been opposed to Science.
to that let me

Good Catholics have answered this charge by proving (what is a
matter of fact) that the Church never has meddled with Science
particularly, or, for that matter, with anything else which did not
concern her directly. This is an excellent answer, but Ido not think
that Catholics need have gone to the trouble of demonstrating it.
To me the obvious retort against Science seems to be: What if the
Church did oppose Scieuce? What is there so holy, so venerable,
so inviolable about Science that, like a spoiled child, no one may
raise a finger against it? What enormous benefit has it bestowed
that would entitle it to more reverence than any other institution?
Rationalists have been accustomed to chuckle at the reverence which
religious people show toward the Church; yet these same Rationalists can think of no more crushing accusation against the Church
than that she has opposed Science. My most crushing accusation
against Science is that she has opposed the Church.
Today the Church is sneered at as a harborer of Superstition.

I cannot resist the fancy that in some distant future age she will be
arraigned for opposing Superstition. If that should ever happen, it
would not be the first occasion on which the Church has been denounced for two mutually exclusive reasons. I can easily imagine
some orator in that more rational, less rationalistic age arising with
a metaphorical finger of scorn pointed Romewards and exclaiming,
"The Church of Rome is no true friend of humanity. Why? Because
she has ever and consistently persecuted that most innocent source
of human joy called Superstition. The beautiful mythology of
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Greece and Rome, that had inspired the lute of Homer and Horace,
of Aeschylus and Euripides, crumbled before her impassive rationalism. The marvelously beautiful folklore of Celt and Teuton, with
its Woden and Tlior and its wonderful legends of gods and heroes,
faded in the cold light of her scrutiny."
It is easy for me to imagine such a denunciation because it
would imply the recognition of one very fundamental fact?and it
is this great and elementary truth which constitutes the element
of reality in all Superstition and has originated the folklore of the
ages. It is the neglect of this same fact that accounts for the element
of insanity in the very coldest and most scientific Rationalism. This
fact is very difficult to explain. It is so elementary that it is hard to
find terms of comparison. Nevertheless, I shall try. What I mean
is that fundamental sense that the world is a very much more wonderful thing than we can ever comprehend. The cosmos is brimming

with marvels. It is that unspeakable feeling that we are just brushing against some tremendous truth which is always barely evading us.
I can think of nothing else in the world to compare with it so well
as the sensation we sometimes have on entering an empty room that
someone has just left it. It is the feeling of intense awe and reverence in presence of the vast wonders of Nature, of stars swimming:
'

o

in immeasurable firmaments in accordance with the most painfully
exact laws. It is the sense that makes us realize that Nature is
much too wonderful to be reduced to a formula and makes us hunger
for truths that we cannot prove. This is a very elementary fact in
human nature and one which flowers forth in the beautiful virtue of
faith. For faith is not something foreign and unnatural to man,
as the Rationalists would have us believe. It is as natural to him
as the air he breathes. His nature cries out for faith as eagerly as

it does for food. Men are ready and anxious, rank upon rank, to die
for a king.
There will be no mart} rs for the Evolutionary
Hypothesis.
I am sure no reader has contrived so totally to misunderstand
T
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me that he would miss the fact that by Science I have been meaning
in this article Science as a philosophy, the Science of Huxley
and Haeckel. Of course no one would seriously maintain that there
is no legitimate field for scientific investigation. Science can reveal

facts to us; it can tell us how Nature works; but mere physical
Science must not trespass on the realms of Philosophy. It must
check its ambition short of accounting for the Cosmos, for the Cosmos is much too gloriously inexplicable to be summed up in a mere
scientific formula. If it ever could be summed up it would be in some
such story as Jack and the Beanstalk.
?Paul Hanly Furfey.

THE WHARF-RAT.
The Wekonee was sliding gracefully over the long swells, with
every sail set, when Captain Proctor approached the forecastle.
Most of the crew were gathered about the forehatch, playing
cards and rolling dice?it being the second dogwatch, an hour consecrated by centuries of sea usage, to repose and recreation?and
the guttural dialect of the Jamaican negro was borne far over the
waters by the cool evening breeze.
Captain Proctor's reputation made it difficult for him to ship
white men of any degree of respectability, and most of his crew were
negroes from the Bahamas and Jamaica, or the slums of New
Orleans. At the foremast, aloof from the others, Billy Bayles and
''Bed'' Havlin, the only two white men in the port watch, stood to-

gether in talk.
Bayles, small of stature, weazened of countenance, with the
brand of the Liverpool Wharves in his every move and posture, lifted
to the setting sun a scarred and calloused hand. The back of it had
been laid open by some sharp weapon and even now blood was oozing
through the dirty bandage.
"Hi says," he was explainingto Havlin, "Hi says that the water
was na' fit to drink. 'E was whittlin' a capstan-bar and 'e looked
at me. Then 'e ups with the bloody knife an' throws it in me face.
Hi sees it comin' an' puts me 'ands up an'?"
Havlin cursed volubly, glaring at the lacerated hand that
quivered with pain. He was a huge brute of a man, about thirty
years of age, with the head and shoulders of a cave-man and the
arms of a gorilla.
"An' after the knife got me," Bayles began again, with a softening of his hard features at the recollection, "Hi sees the daughter,
standing' by the weather-rail, begin tub cry. Hit's a bloody shame

she's on this?this ?"
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Having no fitting adjective to apply to the ship, he stared
empty-eyed across the sullen waste of waters.
It was the captain's daughter to whom he referred, a radiant
girl of nineteen, who was rarely, if ever, seen by the men in the

port watch.
''Hit's a bloody shame," Bayles broke out suddenly again, when
Havlin touched his arm and told him to "shut up."
From behind the mast, walking with swift and noiseless steps,
came Captain Proctor. His bull-strength and ferocious cruelty
were in no way belied by his outward aspect. A bullet-shaped head,
covered with coarse black hair, was set on a pillar-like neck, and his

cold grey eyes glared malevolently at the men from beneath beetling
brows.
"Look at the niggers, will ye," whispered Bayles to his companion.
The negroes on the fore-hatch held their breath as Captain
Proctor passed, then began to nod and smile behind his back.
Not one among them but had felt the weight of the captain's

heavy hand; not one of them but feared to breathe his name. Now
they shook tarry fists and made gestures significant of throat-cutting
as he walked toward the bow.
"They'll get him yet," muttered Havlin, and Bayles grinned
maliciously. It was Captain Proctor who had hurled the knife at

him, and the bitter sweetness of revenge was something to be
hoped for.
The captain, having inspected the gear, started aft, followed by
the furtive glances of the negroes. Passing the corner of the deckhouse he surprised the cabin-boy in the act of throwing overboard
a bucket of scourings. Panic-stricken at the fierce aspect of the
skipper, the unfortunate boy spilled the greasy water on the freshly-

holystoned deck.
Bellowing with rage, the brute snatched the heavy iron bucket
from the boy and hurled him down the galley stairs. The lad's yell
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and the crash of his body 011 the galley floor brought all
the helmsman, to the hatchway.
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Peering down, they saw the unfortunate scullion writhing below, while a dark-red stream made its grisly way to the foot of the
companionway. No one spoke as the captain turned and walked
towards the wheel and a full minute passed before Bavles made his
way to the now motionless form of the cabin-boy.
He lifted the little body till the uncertain light from the hatchway fell upon the crinkly black hair and the boyish brow. Then
the negroes, peering wide-eyed down upon the scene, began to gibber
and point.
Buried deep in the lad's breast was a heavy knife, its shattered
handle clutched by the lifeless fingers that had striven vainly to
draw the blade from its gory sheath.

Bending lower, with horror-stricken eyes, Bayles recognized in
the weapon the knife that Captain Proctor had hurled at him that
morning.
"God!" he mumbled, as Havlin jolted down the companionway,
"The kid picked up old Proctor's dagger an' 'id it in 'is shirt. He
must a fell on't."

Between them they carried their hideous burden to the deck
and half an hour later the unfathomed seas closed over a pitiable
little form, sewed in old canvas.
Morning broke clear and cold. Bayles, taking his turn at the
wheel, heard Captain Proctor giving his orders to haul and belay in
his usual harsh and merciless tones, and, as he listened, the whole
ship seemed to crepitate with conspiracy.
The Wekonee was rolling slightly when the skipper came aft,
his face dark with passion.
"Keep her head up, you dirty wharf-rat," he roared, kicking with
his sea-booted foot at the brooding helmsman. Bayles side-stepped
just in time to see the huge hands of Red Havlin close around the
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captain's throat. In a moment both giants were down on the wet
planks, fighting for their lives.
For minutes they battered and slashed each other, now rolling
in the scuppers, now smashing against the wheel, and Havlin, ox-like
though he was, began to weaken beneath the hammer-like blows of
the captain.
"Bash him," he gasped at Bavles, who was slithering around
trying to get in a kick.
Then, as they rolled over, the skipper's head met an iron stanchion and he promptly lost all interest in fighting?and the
Wekonee.
"Wot'll we do with the blighter?" was Bayles' query as Havlin
rose unsteadily to his feet.
''Heave 'im over," snarled the giant as the negroes came
running aft.

"An' the gal?" Bayles whined.
Havlin looked up. A dainty figure in white came running across
the slippery decks, and before either man could move, had lifted the
captain's head from the hard planks and pillowed it in her arms.
It was a weird tableau they made, little Bayles, the gigantic
Havlin, the gorilla-like negroes, and the delicate girl bending lovingly above the inert mass on the planks.

Havlin, rude, unemotional, was the first to speak.
"Come here, gal!" he growled, seizing her slim shoulder in one
great hairy paw, "We've got th' hound down and we're goin' to
finish him."
The heartless words and merciless tones roused the vengeful
negroes to action. A huge Jamaican, silent-footed as a cat, leaped
forward and with naked torso, brown and glittering, bent over the
unconscious man.
While Havlin held the girl in a grip of iron, the negro, with a
tensing of his mighty arms, bent his eager fingers around the captain's throat.
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''Dear God!" screamed the hapless girl at the sight of the murderous thing to be perpetrated.
Her cry roused Bayles from his stupor. Suddenly in his eyes
she was pathetic, infinitely pitiful and helpless?and infinitely good.
The helpless brute outstretched on the deck was no longer the savage
murderer?the hated oppressor of seamen. He was Her father?
Her protector. He dead, she would be the prey of these brutes.
Bayles leaped to where the mulatto was strangling his victim.
Upraised in his hand he held a belaying pin. It descended 011 the

negro's skull with terrific force and the huge brown body dropped
inert upon the deck.
There was no sound, no cry, then: '-Red, fer God's sake 'elp me!"
Havlin, hurling the girl from him, ran to where the negroes
were closing in on Bayles.
"Bash 'em!" he shrieked in Berserker rage, '"Bash tli' divils!"
He fought madly, systematically. He seemed to be made of
oak and steel, with fists of iron.
The negroes were all around him, wild and lusting for blood,
and his every blow found a mark.
Groping hands sought his throat; jabbing fingers feeling for
his eyes, tore strips of ttesk from his face. The brutish faces became multitudinous until it seemed that the decks swarmed with
enemies. His bleeding chest heaved as he breathed in long agonizing
sobs. He swung blindly?and missed. Then a great roar sounded

in his ears and all was night?and peace.
Captain Proctor, a smoking revolver in his hand, struggled painfully to his feet and looked upon the shambles.
Leaning on his daughter's shoulder he kicked the bruised and
battered Havlin into consciousness.
"Take the wheel, you damned thug," he snapped, "and none o'
your funny business."
"Aye, aye, sir," responded Havlin decorously, dragging himself

to his knees.
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The skipper, looking upward where the great masts towered
superbly, heard au auimal-like shuffle behind him and turned.

Behind him stood a fearful-looking figure, half-naked. Startled
by the apparition, he did not see the friendly look in the bloodshot
eyes or the cracked smile, disclosing bleeding teeth. He saw only
the blood-clotted belaying pin in the torn hands.
The gun spoke once?twice. "Take that, you damned little
[/
wharf-rat," he barked, as the belaying pin slipped from stiffening
fingers and slid along the reeking planks.

That night, in the shadow of the deck-house, a voung girl praved
softly for the soul of Billy Bayles.
?Warren J. Clear.

Editorial
WE REFUSE TO BECOME EXCITED.

Whilst the collegian, reposeful amid the academic calm of Alma
Mater's precincts, is inclined to hold aloof from the din and frenzy
which so unfortunately distinguishes the world political, he is yet
by no means uninterested in the activities of that vigorous sphere.

It will not, therefore, be inappropriate to set down a few views,
which are, observation has led us to believe, fairly typical of the
attitude of thinking college men.
We shall begin by stating that we hold no brief for Woodrow
Wilson. He has not, in our estimation, shone as a statesman. Indeed, such have been his methods of presidential procedure as to
cause in our heart a feeling of despairing disgust. A man who has
completely reversed his attitude with regard to Panama Canal tolls,
a tariff commission, standards of neutrality, and the Lord knows
how many other questions of national interest, is certainly not an
ideal person,?to be very restrained, ?for the most important office
in this important country. A man who has repeatedly warned
Americans to leave Mexico, and who has yet refused to warm them

from armed merchant ships belonging to warring powers, is really
a distressing sort of person to have in the presidential chair.
Yet, in spite of President Wilson's paltering indecision and
amazing inconsistencies, we are not of the hosts who make admiring
outcry when the name of Charles Evans Hughes is mentioned. Because the present administration has been miserably unsatisfactory,
we do not propose to be hoaxed into forgetfulness of those manifold
Republican imperfections which have been the occasion of rage and
abhorrence in the past. And we despise the assumption by the

so-called Grand Old Party of a virtuous indignation against the errors, and what have been designated as worse than errors of the
Democrats during the last four wretched years.
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In short, we are of the conviction that both of our great political
parties have been often flagitiously delinquent in the matter of their
duty to the American people. Pork is not peculiar to the devotees
of the donkey. Military and naval increases were not unheard of

Mexico was no halcyon paradise previous
to the time when the present administration began messing around.
And we will add that the horrified exclamations of Republican orators at the wrongs done to our troops by Democratic stupidity, fill
before Wilson's regime.

us with the most intense detestation,?of said orators.
Follows a description of the "embalmed beef" of the SpanishAmerican War. It is not pleasant reading,?but we think it salutary
reading, nevertheless. "I regret to say that I cannot adequately
describe to you the appearance of the stuff," writes Karl Herrman

of the Independent Regular Brigade, in a personal letter. "I will
simply say that it looked filthy, was covered with a sort of slime, and
emitted a nauseous odor." What sickening cant the Republican
spellbinding appears in the light of such abominations as this!
So, while we are not of those pious persons who are wont de-

voutedly to "thank God for Wilson," we yet do not choose to salaam
before his befringed opponent.
It may be mentioned in conclusion that although these strictures
are being penned before election day, that exciting period will have
passed before they greet the eyes of any reader,?except the proofreader. Which impresses us as being an ideal condition of affairs.
For our observations 011 the aloofness of your college man from the

sounding brass of political band-wagons will be recalled. Also it
will be perceived that the message we have striven to convey is one
which does not have to do with a single election. It is a mightier
message than that.
PLAIN, BLUNT TALK.

It is not surprising that persons whose desires are, from the
important standpoint of B. C.'s welfare, eminently worthy of consideration, have been highly exasperated at the manner in which college
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news has been misstated and even manufactured by certain of our
undergraduate journalistic lights. Indeed one would need to
possess the tranquillity of a superman to remain unruffled when confronted by some of the twaddle purporting to be chronicle of college
activities, which has disfigured the columns of Boston newspapers.
We do not know whether the cause of this disgraceful business
lies in lack of gray matter or good will. We trust that the former
is responsible. For a man cannot help being a fool; but he can and

ought to help being a wretch.
Some of the men who are reporting our activities for the newspapers are, we rejoice to say, exercising a care and discretion worthy
of their Alma Mater. There should, however, be no exception to the
standard of excellence which they have been at pains to set.
It may not be out of place here to suggest that measures quite
sufficient to cope with this mean little evil will be forthcoming at
no far distant time. The pity is, however, that such measures should
be in the least called for.
eulogium.

It is as well to be frank; hence our heading. The pleasant fiction
that editors of college magazines are full of wisdom shall never
receive our connivance. We have no stomach for penning ponderous
pages of criticism merely. It is not our taste to be always ridiculous. We crave to express ourselves, at least once in a while, freely
and unaffectedly. And upon this occasion we intend to give that
craving scope. This is not one of those dreary and usually quite
remarkably stupid things to which the editors of college magazines
so much confine themselves, under the impression that they are
performing properly their most important function, the writing of
editorials. Of course we do not contend that we shall escape being
boresome because of great efforts; on the contrary, we expect

to spare our readers from such an affliction by eschewing all effort
soever.
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Having thus introduced the theme which our title suggests, let
us proceed to justify that title. We are going to talk briefly about
our football team.
The phrase "glorious in defeat" is an old one. It is a good old
one. And it never applied more aptly to anything than to that eleven
of ours which did such sturdy deeds on the Tufts Oval.
Your servant arrived at the field of conflict ten minutes after
the game had started. As he took his place among the spectators,
he inquired in quavering tones if Tufts had scored. He was informed
that Tufts had not scored. From that moment he was a leaping,

shouting, singing maniac.

We think, after all, we had best be brief. We cannot, therefore,
open the floodgates of our admiration. Also, we suppose, an editor
must make some concession to tradition. We
from the attitude of blase superiority. This,
For the exhibition of dauntless pluck, of
you inspired B. C. hearts with admiration, we
our compliments. Let the gift of every effort

cannot too far depart
then, is our word:
skill of elan by which
of the college pay you
and energy which our

team bestowed so whole-heartedly be a symbol of our

united, limitless

loyalty to our dear and glorious Alma Mater.
?George Collier MacKinnon.

FLOTSAM AND JETSAM
"Why is a College Paper?" inquires an editorial in the De Paul
Minerval; and then proceeds to answer it in a manner which indicates a high standard of ideals. "A college paper is a necessity/'
it continues. "In every issue of the ideal college paper questions of
vital importance are treated. Moral, religious, and economic problems and principles are discussed; philosophical theories are examined ; historical facts and fictions are analyzed." Now, this quotation
expresses rather accurately what a college paper ought to do.
Thought is the great desideratum. It is unworthy of a college
publication to try merely to amuse its readers. Such an object may
be left to Life and Judge; college magazines must mix the utile with
the dulce.
MINERVA AND THE "MINERVAL,"

When we say that thought is the
great prerequisite, we mean thought

with an element of originality. Thought borrowed from someone
else is not thought at all?it is only a makeshift to avoid thinking.
We cannot dignify by the name of thought a poem written around
a threadbare theme, a story which rehashes an outworn plot, nor
an essay which is merely a summary of facts gathered from a convenient encyclopedia. It happens that this very issue of the Minerval
gives a fairly good example of this defect. There are several essays
which merely reproduce the facts anyone could gather from half
an hour's perusal of a text-book. For example, take the essay entitled "Induction." It is written rather well; the language is choice;
the style is crisp and clear; yet one would sooner expect to find it
among the examination papers after a test in Logic, than between
the covers of a magazine. As a piece of literature it is utterly hopeless. The whole essay, for all the originality it contains, could have
been copied from a text-book of Logic.

It misses the fundamental
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point of writing, which is to tell what yon think about a thing, not
merely what the thing is. If the writer had tried to prove that
induction is used too much in modern life, or not enough, or that it
is untrustworthy, or that it is not untrustworthy, then the article
would have been worth while, but to spend five pages of perfectly
good paper merely telling what induction is, is to try to usurp the
function of an encyclopedia; and that is a hopeless task. There are
other articles of the same type in the same issue. "The Puritan
Movement" reads like pages from a History.

"Wealth, Poverty and

Pauperism" is only slightly better.
"LECTOREM

DELECTANDO

PARITERQUE

MONENDO"

There is yet another objection to this
kind of work. It has a tendency to become
insufferably dry. It is the fashion just now

in certain quarters to decry cleverness; and not entirely without
reason. A clever style, which was once only a manner, may become
a mannerism. Men like Shaw and Chesterton may possibly have
carried the thing too far. But this much is certain?Shaw and
Chesterton are being read, and, after all, that is the main object of

writing. If one is not anxious to spread his views, why should he
write at all?
We are not mentioning the many good features of the Minerval,
because they are fairly evident to anyone; but this lack of thought,
even where it is conscientiously striven for, is an error which may
not be quite so plain. We hope this criticism meets the demands
of the Exchange Editor, who assures us that he (or is it she?) does

not "wish to appear to advise our fellow exchange editors how they
ought to conduct their department," and then proceeds to give a
solid page of very specific advice on this point. Criticism is to be
tolerated, it seems, only on the supposition that "mistakes are pointed
out openly, fearlessly, sincerely, without malice, without roasting,

in a friendly, kindly spirit." This is really very much like saying
to a prospective guest: "It is entirely immaterial to me what you
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wear to my reception. Nothing could be further opposed to my
wishes than to seem to advise you in any way about your clothes;
but you will, of course, wear a dress suit with a nicely laundered

shirt, patent leather pumps and black silk socks, your jewelry will
be of the simplest description, you will wear cuff buttons of simple
design and I hope you will not have the bad taste to wear that
horrible ring you have at present on your finger. Be sure your overcoat is of a good quality of dark material and accompanied by the
conventional silk hat. Your gloves will be similar to these now in my
hand; but any details such as matters of dress I leave entirely to
your discretion."
The average college magazine goes to the
opposite extreme from the Minerval and makes
no effort to handle serious subjects. The most ordinary concept of
such publications seems to be to amuse the readers with trivialities.
THOUGHT IN POETRY

This lack of thought extends to poetry. Thought in poetry is of a peculiar kind. In a lyric we expect to find one thought that expresses a
mood. Nor are we averse to an element of originality in the thought.

In view of this it is disheartening to see the quality of poems on Autumn. There is no valid reason why a college student should not
write a good poem on Autumn, but so many have been written that
it is unusual, to say the least, to find any originality in such compositions. The Holy Cross Purple is a magazine which has somehow
become associated in our mind with good poetry. We cannot think
on the spur of the moment of any college paper that pays so much
attention to verse. Yet even the lyrical Purple gives three convenTional compositions on that very hackneyed subject. One of them,
let us add, has a split infinitive, which is unpardonable. So it is
with the other magazines. We hope sometime to come across a wildeyed radical editor who would make the startling innovation of
publishing an issue without a poem on the season. The Canisius

Monthly and the Saint Vincent College Journal are two other papers
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with this same type of lyric, and as they happen to be lying on our
desk as we write, we mention them. We can forgive the latter much,
however, because it contains a remarkably good humorous department and this covers a multitude of sins.
The College Spokesman quotes with approval
SPEAKS ON VERS LIBRE
a protest we once made against conventionalism in college poetry. In the course of
these remarks we said, "Why doesn't someone experiment with vers

THE

"SPOKESMAN"

libre? Why do students so seldom try metres of their own instead
of the conventional sonnet and iambic tetrameter." On this point
the Sjiokesman takes issue and exclaims very justly, "Let us get
away from the tedious quatrain and the tame tetrameter, let us, if
the spirit moves us, experiment with vers libre till we have produced
something worth while; but we have no need to turn from such
artistic things as the sonnet and kindred forms in order to give the
world a song that sings." He complains, in another place, that "the
Stylus offers but a paltry substitute for conventionalism when it
suggests vers libre as a medium for poetic expression." Between us
and the Spokesman, there is really no quarrel. Evidently we did not
make our position quite clear to him. We have no desire to see the
sonnet abandoned. What we do protest against and protest against
very violently is the use of the sonnet because it has been used by
great poets, and not because the writer really feels the value of it.

In such a case we say it is far better that the poet-in-embryo should
use even such a medium as vers libre, if he thinks it suits him. It
is a literary sin to go on writing stupid sonnets because other people
That is conventionalism. It is a literary virtue to write even
vers libre if you really think it suits you. That is divine originality.
do.

?Paul Hanly Furfey.

ABOUT BOOKS.
THE SUNDAY MISSAL. For all the Sundays and the Principal Feasts of the
Year. With Introduction, Notes and a Book of Prayer. By the Rev.
F. X. Lasance. New York. Benziger Bros.
THE MASS.

The Holy Sacrifice with the Priest at the Altar on Sundays, Holy
Days and Days of Special Observance. From the Roman Missal. By the
Rev. John J. Wynne, S.J. New York. The Home Press.

These two books are particularly interesting to me because they
may be said to be representative of a movement. I refer to the great
movement towards eradicating the abuses that have insinuated
themselves into the Church's liturgy.
Since the days of Dom
Gueranger and bis ''lnstitutions Liturgiques," it has been steadily
progressing. We have bad the reform of the Breviary and Missal
under Leo XIII and Pius X, a new Gradual to supplant the inaccurate Medicean edition, and the slow but continuous spread of the

plain chant under the stimulus of the Solesmes monks and the nowfamous Motu Proprio. In view of these facts, it would be surprising
if there were not a tendency to popularize the Missal among the
laity. ''Of the many ways of assisting at Mass," says Bishop Riddell,
"the best way is that in which each person, by saying the words of
the Missal more closely, allies and associates himself with the priest
who is celebrating." Of course the best way of doing this is to use
a Latin Missal. Xo one who has accustomed himself to the vigorous
diction and exquisitely musical rhythm of the original Latin, would
willingly abandon it for any other. A translation is, at best, a makeshift ; but since all cannot read the Latin language, it is a necessary

makeshift, and therefore Catholics owe a debt of gratitude to the two
priests who have brought out these translations. The books before us
are translations of only those parts of the Missal which pertain to the
Sundays and greater feasts; but both translators have either published already, or about to publish versions of the Missal for the
whole year. These books, however, will serve very well as a basis of
comparison.
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In translating those parts of the Missal which are taken from
the Vulgate, the Gospels and Epistles and other lessons, both compilers have followed the Douay Version rather closely. But in the
case of the antiphons, Introit, Gradual, etc., which, as every student
of liturgy knows, are more usually taken from the older Latin edi-

tion, the Itala, the translators have followed different methods.
Fr. Wynne gives a translation almost wholly his own, while Fr.
Lasance uses the Douay Version as a basis, making changes when
necessary. In translating the other parts, each relies, of course,
more on his originality.

The difficulties of making a good translation are many. If the
version is too literal, the purity of the English will suffer. If, on
the other hand, the translator allows himself more freedom, we miss
that peculiar force and directness which are the great charm of
ecclesiastical Latin. That we may see how the compilers have overcome these difficulties, I add their versions of the Collect from the
Mass of the Fourteenth Sunday after Pentecost and also the original
Latin for the purpose of comparison.
MISSALE ROMANUM,
ORATIO.
Custodi, Domine quaesumus Ecclesiam tuam
propitiatione perpetua:
et quia sine te labitur
humana mortalitas, tuis
semper auxiliis et abstrahatur a noxiis, et ad
salutaria dirigatur. Per
Dominum.

FATHER LASANCE.
PRAYER.
Guard Thy Church,
Thee, O
we beseech
Lord, with Thy continual kindness; and, because without Thee human frailty falleth, let
it, by Thine assistance,
ever be both withheld
from harm and guided
to what is salutary.
Through Our Lord.

FATHER WYNNE.
COLLECT.
Let us pray: Keep,
we beseech Thee, O
Lord, Thy Church perpetually in Thy favor:
and since without Thee
human infirmity is prone
to fall, may it be withheld by Thy aid from
what is hurtful and bent
on what will save it.
Through

.

.

.

Fr. Lasance's translation includes a copious introduction, besides Morning and Evening Prayers and Devotions for Confession
and Communion. Fr. Wynne's book restricts itself closely to the
translation of the Missal. Fr. Lasance's version has the further
advantage that it contains more of the office of Holy Week than does
the other, which contains only the Masses for those days. The type
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in Fr. Lasance's book is ideal for church use. Both books are published in a variety of bindings.
In closing, we cannot recommend too highly these editions of
the Missal, and hope to see them attain the popularity they deserve.
It is certainly a consummation devoutly to be wished for that the
faithful should become acquainted with the great treasures of our

liturgy, and should learn to address God with the selfsame words
which have been on the lips of the Church's great heroes and saints
back through century after century even to the remote ages that
preceded Gregory the Great.
?P. H. F.

Alumni
"o. L. G."
We had in mind, in this month's issue of THE STYLUS, to confer the degree of "O. L. G.," a worthy distinction for some alumnus
of B. C., but we feel that there may be a greater question as to whom
the honor belongs that at first appeared and we would welcome assistance in determining the matter. Reference to the College Catalogue
or Alumni Bulletin (1908) brings to light that the first class to
graduate from B. C. was the Class of 1872, although the college in
that year does not seem to have actually conferred degrees; yet it
was authorized to confer degrees as in the cases of other colleges in
the state, except medical degrees. There appear to be five living
members of the Class of 1872 and we venture to suggest that the
distinction of being the oldest living graduate of B. C. belongs to
Rev. John F. Cummins, of Roslindale. Are we right?
TICKET ARRANGEMENTS FOR HOLY CROSS GAME.

The Holy Cross-Boston College game will be played at Fenway
Park at 2.15 o'clock on the afternoon of Thanksgiving Day, Thursday, November 30th.
The Graduate Athletic Board has inaugurated an application
system for tickets for this game. Edward W. Manning, '12, has been
given by the Board full charge of Applications, the allotment of seats
and sale of tickets.
Blank applications have been mailed to the Alumni and friends
of B. C., and distributed among the undergraduates. Applications
close on Saturday, November 18th.
All applications should be mailed to the down-town office of the
Athletic Association at 40 Court Street, Room G21; and checks or
money orders accompanying the same should be made payable to
Boston College Athletic Association. A card will be sent acknowledging each application, and should be retained until your tickets
are received.
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The corner stone of the new St. Paul's Church, Cambridge, Rev.
John J. Ryan, 'B5, P.R.. is to be laid Sunday afternoon, November
12th, by His Eminence Cardinal O'Connell.
PERSONALS.

'BO.

The evening school, conducted by St. Mary's Catholic Association of Cambridge, began registration, October 2nd, in the Boys'
School. Rev. M. J. Doody is pastor of the parish and Rev. P. J.
Lydon, 'O4, is in charge of the evening school.
The new parochial school connected with St. Ann's Church,
Winter Hill, Somerville, of which Rev. Francis J. Butler is pastor,
was dedicated October 22nd with impressive ceremonies. Rev. John
T. Mullen, D.C.L., of Hudson, preached on "The Law of God." Rev.
M. J. Doody, 'BO, P.R., of St. Mary's Church, Cambridge, officiated
at the blessing of the school. An address, "Love of Country," was
delivered by Daniel J. Gallagher, '92, Assistant District Attorney
of Suffolk County. In the eveningVery Reverend Charles W. Lyons,
S.J., president of Boston College, gave an address on ''Religious
Education."

'BB.

Timothy J. Murphy, M.D., President of the Advisory Board,
sustained a very painful injury, October 20th. He was hit upon
the face by a hammer which fell from the new building which is in
process of construction at the corner of State and Washington
Streets. Dr. Murphy was confined to his home for a few days, but
we are glad to announce that he has recovered.
On Wednesday evening, October lltli, the new home of Pere
Marquette Council, Knights of Columbus, South Boston, was
dedicated with appropriate exercises. Among the speakers were
Joseph C. Pelletier, '9l, and Judge T. Day, 'l3, of the South Boston
Court.

'9l.

'97.

Columbian Assembly of Boston held a large meeting in St. Rose
Hall recently. Several new members were initiated. Rt. Rev.
Mgr. M. J. Splaine, D.D., P.R., chaplain-general,received an enthusiastic reception, to which he responded, expressing his thanks.
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'B5.

Cambridge Council, K. of C., held its twenty-first annual banquet at the Hotel Westminster, Wednesday evening, October
11th. The event was one of the most notable the council has ever held.
Among the speakers were Eev. John J. Evan, 'B5, of St. Paul's
Church, the council chaplain, Hon. John J. Douglass, '93, of East
Boston, Eev. Charles W. Lyons, S.J., president of Boston College, and
State Deputy Daniel J. Gallagher, '92.

Ex-'O5. William A. Tray, assistant editor of the Boston Sunday
Post, was married, October 13th, to Miss Sarah E. Killion of
Jamaica Plain at St. Thomas Church by Mgr. Edward J. Moriarty.

'l2. Patrick J. Dee is living in Providence, where he is engaged with
the Armour Packing Co.
'l3.

William E. Lyons of Brookline was married to Mary E. Stanton, daughter of Mr. James N. Stanton, at Salem on October 17.

'l6.

1916 suggests that it was a case of twiddle-Dee or twiddle-dum
in the catching of the punts at the Trinity game on October 28th.

'2O.

"Alumnus," wrote the Freshman on his examination paper,
"is a near relation to aluminum, remarkable for its lightness."
?James F. Manning.

Domi
ST.

MARY'S HALL.

St. Maij s Hall, which is now almost ready for occupancy,
is the building, of the ultimate group of twenty at Boston College,
designed for the use
of the faculty. In several respects it is the most beautiful
and unique buildng of its kind in the world. Of
Gothic lines, in conformity with the organic
architectural scheme of the assemblage, its tawny grey walls rise to a
towering height from the tree tops on the steep slope
of University Hill with a
grace and majesty that is inspirational.
The portion of the University site
which was chosen for the building is probably unexcelled in the
metropolitan district. I rom the hillside beneath it stretch the twin lakes

and the
woodland shores, with their long, sweeping curves, and beyond, Brookline, its
valleys and ridges, its mausions perched on overhanging precipices in every
conceivable position lending an old world atmosphere, and in the distance
ihe steeples and towers of Boston dominated by the dim, phantom-like campanile of the Custom House.
It is not the lofty elevation and the superb perspective alone which
make its situation unique, but the assurance that almost the entire scene in
the immediate foreground is under the conservation of the Metropolitan Tark
s>j stem. Rarely has an American community so great a range
of landscape
free from the usual hazards of commercial and industrial intrusion. And
on the surrounding hillsides lie the spacious estates of the
Fisher Hill and
Chestnut Hill sections of Brookline. Boston College enjoys the somewhat
rare distinction of having a frontage on both of Boston's two oldest and most
sacred boulevards, Commonwealth Avenue, and Beacon Street.
Ihe sheer grey walls of the Faculty Building are relieved as you come
nearer, by elaborate Gothic traceries, by massive carved plaques, with their
lavish symbolism, and by the graceful arches and leaded glass of the huge
Gothic windows, which encircle the lower floor of the house. And the main
doorway facing the East, w ith its arches and piers, its concaved, ribbed
ceiling of hand-wrought stone, and its slender loftiness, has thrills which are
all its own.
Probably the most unique feature of St. Mary's Hall is the roof garden.
Extending almost the entire length, and breadth of the building, it lies behind the main ridge of the roof, giving absolutely no suggestion of the
existence of such a feature from below. The floor of this is four feet below
the ridge line and is paved with red quarry stone, contrasting richly with
the green and brown of the tiles on the sloping roof. The roof garden is
accessible by staircases at both ends and by an elevator. Here of course
is obtained the ultimate advantage of the magnificent perspective. And
here at night, with the barest murmur of the city coming softly as though

T
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from afar and not only from beyond the woodland and the rippling lakes
below, above the tree tops and the shadows, with just blue sky and stars
overhead, the greatest advantage of the roof garden will be realized.
The portion of the lower floor of the house which is uncloistered comprises the inner and outer vestibule, the porter's lodge, live small reception
rooms near the main entrance, with access from a minor corridor of the
building, the Rector's office, the Treasurer's office, and the chapel. On the
first floor also are the main corridor, which is of vast proportions, the large
refectory, and the Fathers' recreation room.
The piece de resistance of the entire building is St. Mary's Chapel, which
is at the north end of the main corridor. This is designed by the architects,
Maginnis and Walsh, whose reputation for their achievements in cathedrals,
cloisters and chapels is country-wide, to be one of the handsomest chapels in
America. Its graceful proportions, the effect of loftiness, its subdued architectural splendor, all produce an impression at once amazing and profound.
Its proportions are such as to give an effect of great length, although it
actually measures but a little over 100 feet long, including the sanctuary
with its octagonal shape. The chapel occupies two stories in the height of
the building, so that an effect of impressive loftiness is contrived. The
moulded arches and piers, as well as the high wainscot of the chancel with
its crested top, are of light brown stone.
The main, or Blessed Virgin's Altar occupies the entire chancel, and
rises in a slender, graceful spire of rich brown Botticino marble to a sheer
height of twenty-one feet. Eight altars are provided in the length of the
nave, recessed in narrow aisles or ambulatories on both sides.
Five of
these on the north side of the chapel are beneath huge stained glass Gothic
windows, of which they seem to be a component part. These mural altars
as well as the wainscot of the chapel are of Botticino marble, which gives
a rich but very subdued and restful effect, and they are designed with the
utmost simplicity so as to become subordinate to the general effect of the
chapel. Embossed in triple gold on the front of each is the name of the
saint to which the altar is dedicated. On the main altar is embossed the
single word, "Mary," with the Rose of Sharon and the Lily of Israel on
either side. The six candlesticks and the crucifix on the main altar, and
the two candlesticks and crucifix on each of the mural altars are of triple
plate gold and were especially designed by Maginnis and Walsh.
Contrary to the custom in vogue in this country but in conformity with
the significance of the name Emmanuel, "God with us," there will be no altar
rail separating the chancel and the nave of the chapel. Another departure
from the ordinary custom is the elaborately stained glass lamp, resting on a
bronze tripod plinth at the side of the altar, which replaces the usual hanging sanctuary lamp.
At the west end of the chapel are two confessionals with a tiny staircase leading to the choir loft overhead. An ornate paneling of hand-carved
solid oak, stained a dark .brown with delicate traceries, rises from the
floor to the choir gallery. The loft itself, the confessionals, the pews, espe-
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cially designed by the architect, and the massive beams cf the ceiling rising
from carved marble corbells on the piers, are all of solid oak. The floors
and steps of the chapel are of Tennessee marble. The heating is rather
interestingly contrived by radiators placed beneath the mural altars, and
of their presence there is no outward suggestion whatever. Only a small
seating capacity of about three hundred is provided for in the center of the

nave.

The doors leading from the chapel into the main corridor running north
and south are of massive, hand-wrought bronze, beautifully panelled and
set with leaded glass. It was intended originally to use huge bronze gates
here, but the plan was abandoned because it entailed a too open exposure
of the chapel.
The Rector's office is in the southwest corner of the building and the
Fathers' recreation room in the southeast, with a view over the reservoirs.
Next to the latter and on the same side of the building is the large refectory, GO feet long with a serving room, and communication with the kitchen
below. These rooms and the main corridor are panelled two-thirds of their
height with straight dark oak. The arrangement of the table in the refectory, in accordance with the Jesuitic custom, is after the traditional form
of the table of the Last Supper.
At intervals in the main corridors are semi-niches designed to contain
the busts of historic members of the Jesuit order. The ceiling is beamed
with arches of oak, which rest on carved corbells on the walls. The south
end of the corridor terminates in a massive Gothic window of wonderful
arched tracery and leaded glass, having the traditional southern exposure,
through which stream great beams of sunlight the entire day.
The second, third and fourth floors are given over to sleeping apartments. On the north end of the second floor is the library, which like the
rest of the building, is exclusively for the use of the Fathers. It will contain a select collection of about seven thousand volumes, mostly theological
and classical. The room, which is finished in quartered oak, will contain
dark green book cases of steel covering the four walls; large arm chairs,
study tables and reading lamps.
At the opposite end of the building is the Cardinal's suite, with two magnificent bay windows overlooking the reservoirs. This, in contrast to the
monastic severity of the rest of the floor, is sumptuously decorated and furnished, and is reserved for the use of visiting church dignitaries.
On the third floor, just above the Cardinal's suite and commanding the
same prospective, is the infirmary suite, and the infirmary chapel. This
chapel, which is almost tiny hi dimensions, will be elaborately decorated
and furnished. There is a small, deep-set Gothic window of stained glass
specially built over the altar, which lends a wealth of color to the room.
Tlie individual sleeping room is 15 by 20 feet, with a large electrically
lighted dressing room provided with a bowl having hot and cold water.
The furnishing of the room as designed by the architects is of the barest
simplicity, and consists of a bed, a desk, a revolving book case, a head-
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piece rocker, wall book cases, a priedieu, and a crucifix. All the woodwork
throughout the building is oak, and the walls are tinted a light cream.
The fifth floor is a spacious attic so arranged that it may eventually be
divided into 17 additional rooms. There are at present 45 living rooms in
the Faculty Building. It is rather an interesting observation that the original plans for the building drawn up several years ago arranged for the accommodation of only 16.
The basement is given over to the kitchen and sculleries, pantry, refrigerator, refrigeration plant, a solid fire-proof concrete vault with a tiny winding staircase leading to the Treasurer's office on the floor above, small
workingmen's dining room, boiler and coal rooms, storage room, and carpenter shop.
Plans are being drawn up for a hundred-and-seventy-five-foot terrace of
trees and plants, which will be built on the lower or reservoir side of the
building. This will require a filling in of land to a depth of twenty-five feet
over a large area. An interesting feature of this terrace will be a 175-foot
underground causeway leading from a road in the rear into a sub-basement,
ft will be used for carrying supplies into the sub-cellar store rooms.

Edward Lewis Lawlor.

The Brosnahan Debating Society reassembled
on October 20th under the direction of Mr.
Joseph F. Beglan, S.J. The following officers were elected for the
first term:?President, Gerald Kelleher; Vice-President, William
Lyons; Secretary, Edward Quinlan; Treasurer, Francis Murray;
and Censor, John C. Whitecamp. An open debate for the purpose
of trying out the members was held on October 27th, the subject
being ''Resolved, That Capital Punishment Should be Abolished
in Massachusetts." Many live and interesting subjects have been
chosen for future debates.
FRESHMAN SOCIETY

On October 25th in Assembly Hall a meeting was
held of those students who are to take part in college
dramatics the current year. About fifty men were present and
were addressed by Professor Joseph C. Willis, who has successfully
directed dramatics at Boston College for the past several years. The
management has decided to produce "Julius Cmsar" this year.
URAMATICS

AN INSPIRATION

It was really an inspiration at the Tufts game
to hear the old "Bos-ton" yell go booming across
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the field against the great crowd of Gray and Light Bine rooters.
Cheer Leader Hoefling, ably assisted by Francis L. Gately, did excellent work in leading the large B. C. cheering section.
We are pleased to note that "Jack" Sullivan of the Freshman class, center on the
football team, who was stricken with a severe attack of appendicitis
at Hanover on the morning of the Dartmouth game, has returned
to his studies. He will be out of the lineup for the rest of the year,
although he will doubtless help "Bob" Fowler 011 the track.
SULLIVAN RECOVERING

The Director of the Museum of Fine Arts
extends an invitation to Boston College students to visit the institution during the current season of 1916-1917.
Free tickets of admission may be procured at the ticket office at
the entrance to the museum.

FREE MUSEUM TICKEXS

Reverend Father De Butler, Professor of French, is fast recovering
from a broken arm sustained in a serious fall just before the opening of the school season. His injury, however, has not been allowed
to force his omitting any of his classes during reeoverv.
FATHER DE BUTLER RECOVERING

A meeting of the College Glee Club was held in the
College Hall on Friday, October 13, under the tutoring
of Mr. Joseph Hurley, 'B5. Thirty men responded to the first call
with an enthusiasm and zeal for immediate work that promises
much for the coming year. The officers elected for the coming year
are: President, Mr. Thomas Hurley, '18; Vice-President, Edward
Tracey, 'l7; Secretary, Frank Tracev, 'lB. Meetings are scheduled
for every Monday afternoon in the Assembly Hall.
GLEE CLUB

The initial call for candidates for the college orchestra was given on Friday, October 19, and a goodly number responded. Mr. Francis Kelleher, 'lB, last year's orchestra
leader, was among the first to answer and no doubt will lead the
organization again this year as efficiently as he has done in the
past. With all the men of last year's orchestra back in training
ORCHESTRA
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and the addition of many new men, the outlook here, as in the Glee
Club, is very promising. As in other activities, here also Senior s
promotive energy is manifested in the person of Joseph Keegan,
Walter Durnan, Arthur Dougherty, and Joseph Kevins. It is sincerely hoped that Mr. Kelleher can see his way towards giving public rehearsals, after the manner of the Friday Symphony, once a
week or every two weeks, for the benefit of such of the student body
?and there are many?as would care to attend.
FULTON

President Francis X. Quinn recently called a meeting

of the Fulton Debating Society to consider the advisability of allowing the Freshmen and Sophomores to become members of the society. The proposal was vigorously denounced as a
pernicious inroad on precedent, and was unanimously rejected.
THE STYLUS is glad to applaud the Fulton's decision, especially as
a force among the student body making for a saving conservatism
is surely a good in these days when the college is expanding so extensively in all departments.
On Friday, October 6, applicants for membership were required to demonstrate their oratorical ability before a committee
consisting of John Mulcahy, John Fihelly, John Connolly, and
Paul H. Furfey. About fifty men competed. We wish to call the
attention of our Alumni to the fact that the enthusiasm in debating
circles is by no means abating from its old-time vigor.

A Literary Committee has been appointed by the President,
which consists of the following: Thomas Nolan, William Kerrigan,
and John Fihelly. Mr. McNally, S.J., has been appointed by the
faculty to act as moderator.
On Friday, October 13, the first regular debate was held in the
Fulton room on the question: "Resolved, That the Adamson Bill
will be More Injurious than Beneficial to the United States."
On Monday, October 30, trials were held to select the men who
are to represent the society in the coming dual debate with Holy
Cross College. Six men will be chosen, three on the negative and
affirmative respectively.
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Before a committee of judges appointed by the faculty the Marquette held its annual competition for
admission of new* members. A great number of Freshmen and
Sophomores entered the contest, of whom the successful competitors
were Messrs. Smith, Finnegan, McShane, Linuehan, Burns, Robinson, Troy, Heiser, Lucy, Desmond, Quinn, Iviley, O'Halloran, Mulligan, King, Fitzgerald, Dumas, McNamara, Riordan, and Sullivan.
MARQUETTE

THE STYLUS would like to offer its congratulations to
this class for the splendidly energetic way it has taken
hold in starting things.
SENIOR

On the evening of October 20th, in the College Gym on James
Street, the class tendered an informal reception to the Freshmen.
It was a very appropriate and opportune event, coming as it did, 011
the eve of the Tufts game, and, being tendered the Freshmen, gave
the upper classmen a chance to extend welcoming hands to the

newcomers. The program consisted of songs, speechmaking and
vaudeville. The speakers of the evening were: Fr. Rector, Judge
Thomas F. Dowd of South Boston, Mr. John J. Walsh, a prominent politician and lawyer, Francis Mullen, president of the Alumni,
and Bob Fowler. A musical entertainment by the Senior orchestra
was also enjoyed. This orchestra consists of Joe Keenan, Walter
Durnan, George O'Dav, and Frank Flaherty.

Various individual Senior activities are as follows:
To promote the Athletic Association's subscription-book collection of money to help meet the season's heavy expenses. Senior has
appointed a committee of furtherance as follows: Mr. William Kerrigan, chairman, Joseph Dee, Roland Mahoney, and Paul A. Waters.

Joseph Dee was recently invited by THE STYLUS board to act
as temporory athletics editor for Robert B. Fitzgerald, whose regiment has not yet returned from Mexico.
This year Seniors have decided to appear in cap and gown at
every college function, an excellent precedent, which we hope succeeding classes will stabilize into a custom.

An executive committee for promotion of college activities and
enthusiasm has been appointed by the class president as follows:
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John Macarthy, chairman, Nicholas Petrocelli, Cyril Lydon, Joseph
Keenan, Joseph Nevins, Joseph Mulvey, Maurice Dullea, Charles
Myron, Frank Heanue, and Paul Furfey.
On Saturday, October 21, at Carney Hospital, the
gentle soul of Fr. Alphonse Charlier, S.J., went back
to God. As we are in the stress of going to press we refrain from
any hurried obituary here. Next month, we shall try to say something, as worthily as we can, of Our Lord's and the poor's beloved
old priest. K. I. P.

FR. CHARLIER

The election of class officers for the coming year in Junior
resulted in the following: President, John O'Loughlin (reelected) ; Vice-President, Bennett Murray (re-elected) ; Secretary,
Thomas Hurley; Treasurer, Edward Sullivan; Cheer Leader, Frank
Gately.
JUNIOR

On November 24th, in the college gym, the Juniors will entertain the student body with their annual smoke talk. The committee
already at work making up a program, which, they say, is going to
surpass that of the Seniors, consists of Dan Murphy, Myles Connolly, Frank Galligan and Thomas Hurley.
?Paul A. Waters.

Athletics
BOSTON COLLEGE 19?NEW HAMPSHIRE STATE 0.
On Columbus Day, the N. H. S. eleven, accompanied by 300 supporters
and a band, visited University Heights only to suffer defeat at the hands of
our eleven, which for the first time this year showed signs of aggressiveness, and a determination to win by playing hard, clean, and consistent
football.
Coach Brickley shifted his lineup somewhat for this game, and when
the opening whistle blew Tommy Dee had replaced Regan at quarter, while
McCarthy was found in Foy's position at left guard. The team showed
plenty of pep and aggressiveness, which was sadly lacking in the Dartmouth game, and as a result piled up nineteen points. Our team's interference was very strong, and most evident in Fitzpatrick's long run of 75
yards for a touchdown. The line presented a very strong defense, and as a
result N. H. State was able to gain but three first downs. The offensive
play was very strong, and Dee varied his style of attack to good advantage.
Lowney was the biggest ground gainer in this well executed offensive play,
and also was a bulwark on defense. The playing of the line was good, but
they were rather slow, in getting down the field under punts.
Lineup:

Boston College

New Hampshire State

r. e., Leavitt
Trowbridge, Urban, Curry, 1. e
r t., Jenkins
Tierney, Wolneic, 1. t
r. g., Morrill, Graham
McCarthy, Fagan, 1. g
c., Howell
Callahan, Brawley,
h
E. Bell
Collins, Foy, r. g
Capt. Dullea, Horrigan, r. th t., Waterman
he., Hazelton, Blair
Ourley, Kirke, r.
Q- h., Irvine
Dee, Fitzgerald, Brickley, q. b
r. h. b., Shuttlesworth, M estover
Fitzpatrick, Yachon, 1. h. b
1. h. b., Broderick
Hanlon, Halloran, McKenzie, r. h. b
f- b., hi. Bell
Lowney, McKenzie, Carr, f.
-

Hart, Schaffner
Marx's guarantee on colors and fabrics holds
good.?All Suits and Overcoats are guaranteed to be satisfactory or
money refunded. ?Model Fifty-Five Suits and Model Six Hundred
Overcoats are the swell styles for fall. ?1 ou 11 find a large showing
here. Continental Clothing House, Washington and Boylston Sts.
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TUFTS 13?BOSTON COLLEGE 0.
Brickley's
In this contest
eleven sprang the season's surprise on sport followers and covered themselves with glory for three and a half periods, clearly
cut-playing and out-guessing their rivals. It was a case of the B. C. line fighting themselves out. Toward the end they seemed to tire, and as there was
a lack of good substitute material the result was that Doane and Westcott
plunged through the line for big gains, tearing through the line where previously they were thrown for losses. Tufts' two touchdowns were gained in
the last seven minutes of play by straight old-fashioned football.
In the third period B. C. was on Tufts' 15-yard line, Dee, aided by Downey's gains, bringing his team from his own territory down to this point
only to have one of his backs fumble.
In general the team showed a wonderful improvement, and gave a
remarkable exhibition of football, bearing out the fact that Coach Brickley
possesses all the faculties of a developer and organizer of team play.
Lineup:

Boston College
Curley, r. e
Capt. Dullea, r. t
McCarthy, r. g
Callahan, c

Tufts
I. e., Hopkins
i. t., Brown
1. g., Morrison
c., Prior

Collins, 1. g

r. g., Alger
r. t., Hagerty
r. e., Sanborn

-

O'Leary, Horrigan, 1. t
Trowbridge, 1. e

Dee, q. b
Fitzpatrick, 1. h. b
Hanlon, r. h. b
Downey, f. b

q. b., Drumny
1. h. b., Keefe, Mitchel
r. h. b., "Westcott
f. b., Doane

BOSTON COLLEGE 21?TRINITY 7.
On October 25th, our squad journeyed to Hartford, where a victory over
Trinity was gained with no great difficulty. The pep with which our aggregation started the game mysteriously evaporated after one touchdown had
been gained against the Trinity team, after which pleasant feat they exhibited a very erratic sort of football. The Connecticut warriors took advantage of this lapse to score their first touchdown of the year. The manner in
which this tally was gained would not be pleasant reading. Two more touchdowns by B. C. completed the scoring.

Zirm, 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
and reverse the call.
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Boston College.
Trowbridge, Urban, 1. e
Horrigan, O'Leary, 1. t
Collins, Brawley, 1. g
Callaban, O'Leary, c
McCarthy, Hall, r. g
Dnllea (Capt.), r. t

Trinity.
r
T

Whooley

t .,'

r. g., M Jackson
.

Breslin
g

L t

Curley, Fitzgerald, r. e
Dee, Brickley, Ryan, q. b
Fitzpatrick, McKenzie, 1. li. b

.,

Jackgon

Nordstrom

Astlett
b ' jarviS
b b Curtis
Hanlon, Halloran, r. h. b
L h. b., Murray
Lowney, f. b
f b Highland
Score?B. C. 21; Trinity 7. Touchdowns?Hanlon (2), Jarvis, Fitzpatrick.
Goals from touchdowns?Fitzpatrick (3), Nordstrom. Umpire?Lowe of
Dartmouth. Referee Dr. Newton of I niv. of Penn. Head linesman ?Cotter of
Brown.
e

TRACK.
Now that Bob Fowler in his recent talks has explained to the student
body the advantages derived from Track Athletics, there should be a large
increase in new candidates. There are some who have been working daily
under Bob's direction, and no doubt there will be more, as the Inter-class
games on November 3 are bound to afford a great deal of excitement.

BASEBALL.
The election for the baseball captaincy resulted in the election of "Beef
Gildea, whom we herewith congratulate.
?Joseph Dee.

Et Quibusdam Aliis
O TEMPORA!

'Twas night.
From off the sea a salt breeze came,
A moisture laden breeze;
And overhead the stars shone brightly.
Beside me She sat, ?She and I together,?
And silently we watched the trembling surf
That crept along the sand.
But hush!
Amid the weary moaning of the sea
Tender strains steal forth?dulcet strains
That tell of Joy, ?of Peace,?of Life
And Love.
A tinge of silver tints the distant sky;
The stars grow dim with expectancy,
And lo! a tiny patch of gold
Creeps o'er the margin of the sea.
The August Moon!
Her glory steals across the trembling waves,
Across the glimmering sands,
And shines in the quiet eyes beside me,
In the deep, grey-blue eyes beside me;
I tremble.
For more than the glory of the moon
Shines in those quiet eyes,
And peace is on my soul.
Her fingers quiver in mine
And I draw her to me,
Nearer, ?nearer,
.
.
Nearer
?

?

?

?

?

.

I sat up,

And looked out the window,
And far and wide the hills, and fields,
And tree-tops
Were white with glistening snow.
It was bitter cold;
The chimes rang clearly in the sharp air.
Class began;?
And I was called on,
tLnd flunked.
?

?

?Myles E. Connolly.

We

are

the Representatives of

S'tfrtrttj Brattin (Hlotfyus
IN BOSTON

\ou will find a full assortment of models, textures and patterns here. We believe them to be the finest clothes made
for men.
Look them over?compare them with any others?try
on?and see if you do not agree with us.

them

S2O OO to %? 50
College Men Have Approved
the Country Over

of them

Jordan Marsh Company

The Harrigan Press, Inc.
Printers and Publishers
Printers of the Boston College Stylus
68

High Street

Worcester, Massachusetts

The Horace Partridge Co.
MANUFACTURERS OF ATHLETIC GOODS
Represented by JAS. M. LINEHAN, 8.C., 'l5

Outfitters to the leading Colleges, High Schools, Academies, and
Independent Clubs.
Special wholesale prices to B. C. Students and Alumni.
Discount cards may be secured at the Athletic Office
OFFICE AND SALESROOM, 75 HAWLEY STREET, BOSTON, MASS.
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We know how it is, Myles!

We know how it is!

Mr. Edward Lewis Lawlor, the w. k. author, entered our sanctum a short
time ago in a towering passion. This means that Ed's tones and visage almost
betrayed emotion.
Ed had just been striving, with the tenacity of desperation, to obtain
nourishment at our popular lunch-counter, and he had failed signally.
How good may come out of woe, and hardship, and anguish! Gentlemen,
become acquainted with Mr. Lawlor as a satirist:
ANOTHER
I CAME down stairs
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

I WOULD naturally
\u2666

*

*

*

\u2666

BUT I didn't
*

*

*

BECAUSE NO ONE
*

\u2666

*

GOT BEHIND me,
*

\u2666

*

*

SEEM TO push
\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

AND SOME one
*

*

*

*

*

*

ON THE shoulder
*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

WHICH WAS black.
*

*

*

AND HE said,

MOVE in.
*

*

OF MY coat,

AND I thought
*

*

SPREAD SOME butter
*

TEN MINUTES,
*

*

*

FOR ABOUT
*

*

VERY FAR.

AT THE counter
*

*

BUT I didn't
*

OF THE mob

*

*

TO PUSH ahead

*

NEAR THE edge

*

*

*

*

AND I stood

*

*

SO I started

TO GET some lunch,

*

*

\u2666

*

IN A hurry

\u2666

*

PUSHED ahead of me.

*

*

BUT EVERYONE

*

ONE DAY

*

THRENODY.

*

*

\u2666

*

*

"WHY DON'T YOU
WATCH
\u2666
»

*

"WHERE YOU'RE
GOING?"
*

*

*

Federal Trust Company

Corner Devonshire and Water Streets,
BRA

N CH: OPP.

Boston, Mass.

COMMONWEALTH PIER AND FISH WHARF, SO. BOSTON

ANNOUNCES THAT IT HAS ESTABLISHED A

Savings Department
In which deposits are expected to yield

at

the

rate of

4 Per Cent

Open

Savings Account Now

a

Deposits go

on

interest from last day of each month

lnstitution Whose Affairs are Governed Solely by its
Officers and Directors.
Interest Allowed on Deposits Subject
Check.
Correspondence Solicited With Those Who Contemplate MakingtoChanges
or Opening New Accounts.

President, JOSEPH H. O'NEIL
TOTAL RESOURCES

-

-

$9,000,000

Thermograde and Van Auken

Modulation Systems
of Heating
A\D

Vacuum Systems of Heating
INSTALLED IN
St. Elizabeth's Hospital, Brighton

Boston College, Brighton

Consolidated Engineering Co.
Thermograde Valve Co.
247 Atlantic Avenue,

BOSTON

I

77tD&l
BOSTON- 1
BOSTON STUDIOS
161 Tremont St.
Tel. Beach 858
164 Tremont St.
Tel. Beach 2687

NEW YORK STUDIO
306 Fifth Ave.
For the Holiday season we shall
extend a special price to all Students
of Boston College. What could be

nicer or more appreciated by your
family and friends than a good photograph for Christmas; a dozen
photographs solve at once a dozen
perplexing problems and are the one
thing you can give them that they

cannot buy themselves.

Class Photographers for
BOSTON COLLEGE 1916
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AND I began

AND I ONLY
*

*

*

*

TO GET peeved.

SMILED.
*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

S

*

"I THINK your hand
*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

«

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

\u2666

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

t

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

CAME along
\u2666

*

THROUGH MY hair.
*

*

AND A chap
\u2666

STARTED TO run
\u2666

\u2666

MY WAY out.

AND something warm
*

*

I HAD pushed

OF MY head
*

*

AND I found
*

ON THE TOP
*

*

THROUGH THE crowd

*

A PLATE
*

*

AND I broke

AND SOME one laid
*

*

SOME MORE.

*

TO SWEAR,?
*

*

LIKE THE deuce

*

AND HE started
*

*

AND I pushed

HIS OWN pocket."
*

*

EVERYWHERE.

*

IT WASN'T in
*

*

AND I struck out

\u2666

DID HE KNOW
*

*

IN THE nose,

"HOW THE heck
*

*

WALLOPED ME

*

AND HE said
*

*

AND some one
*

IS IN my pocket."
*

see
£

LIKE THE deuce,

NEXT TO me,
*

*

BUT I pushed

WHO WAS standing
*

*

ANYTHING,

TO A chap
*

*

AND I couldn't

AND T said
*

*

*

\u2666

AND HE said

*

\u2666
i

*

*

Clothes for
College Men
Correct style ideas interpreted especially for college
men; fabrics of the highest
quality, and patterns and colorings selected exclusively
for young men.

IHacullar

CD

Company

Clcifimfl

Men's and Boys' Furnishing Goods
400 Washington Street, Boston

.O.
OruvTTu^\o-rTver

LOOK!

READ!

SOT597

Farren-Curtis Press
Printers

s?

Sold by Dealers Generally
S. S. PIERCE CO., Distributors

Coleman & Donovan
Registered Pharmacists

Boston, Mass.

Large Variety of
FIRST-CLASS GOODS
At Lowest Prices

10c to $lO

THINK!

ACT!

2 STORES:
705 Tremont St- eor. Rutland
Washington Street,
Under Langhnm Hotel,

1681

BOSTON.

Sq.
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"PASSAGEWAY!"
*

*

AND A CROWD

*

\u2666

*

AND HE WALKED in
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

"BUY YOUR STUFF
\u2666

*

*

*

"AT THE counter."
*

*

*

*

AND I started

ASKED ME
*

*

"IT AINT."

*

AND A woman
*

*

FOR THE team?"

"GAZOOT!

IN THE KITCHEN.

*

*

*

*

TO PUSH out

IF I
*

*

*

*

WAS A manager
\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

SHE gave
*

*

*

A PLATTER
*

*

*

*

*

AT THE counter.

I WAS some manager.
*

*

TO GET

*

AND I said

AND

*

*

*

I WAS standing

\u2666

*

AND SHE SAID

*

\u2666

*

*

*

AND I FOUND

#

*

HALF A fish

*

*

*

*

*

AND I said,

THROUGH THE crowd

*

*

*

*

*

*

if

*

MORE than

\u2666

AND I passed
*

*

"AIN'T THIS

"PASSAGEWAY!"
*

*

*

AND I said
*

*

AND SHE said

WITH A plate
*

*

AT A TIME.

AND CAME out
*

*

TEN FISH,

*

NEAR THE end,
*

*

AND I couldn't eat

MOVED ASIDE
*

*

\u2666

*

*

WITH about

*

*

me

*

*

AND SOMEONE
*

*

SHOVED me back
\u2666

*

*

AGAINST THE stove,
*

*

*

*

BROWNING, KING

CO., Inc.

&

407 TO 411 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON

EXCEPTIONAL VALUES IN

Fall and Winter Suits and Overcoats
s 2s'°°

s 2o'°°

sjs.oo

Latest Styles in Furnishings and Hats
Just

Ready?The

Book of the

Day

The Catholic's Ready Answer
Among the l'p-to-Date Questions
Treated are: Mixed Marrlnges, 1)1voree. Working Men's Conditions,
Labor Unions, Strikes, Socialism,
Eugenics, Cremation. Evolution, Science nnd the Bible, Free Thought,
Free Love, The Higher Criticism,
Christian Science, Apes and Man, Eve
nnd the Serpent, Celibacy of Priests,
etc.
BA" REV. M. P. HILL, S. J.
Bvo. cloth, net 52.00
MATTHEW F. SHEEHAN CO.
17 Beach Street

Hargedon

&

Lynch

Hatters to Boston
College
689 WASHINGTON STREET
Opp. Globe Theatre
171 HANOVER STREET
Near Blackstone

Mr.

J.

C. is Our Friend,

and is helping us.
So is Mr.

J.

P.

Why Don't You?

W. J. Feeley Co.
Religious Articles
Prayer Books, School Supplies,
School and College
Text Books
205 EDDY STREET
PROVIDENCE, R. I.

TEL. CAMB. 20

Wesby's Bindery

Grecian Iron Works
28-30 Tudor St., Cambridge, Mass.

Good Bookbinding Since 1845
GRAPHIC ARTS BUILDING
WORCESTER, MASS.

Manufacturers and Designers of

Ornamental Wrought Iron
and Bronze Work, Bank Rails,
Grilles, Fences, Altar Rails
Chapel Doors in St. Mary's Hall
Furnished by Us
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IN THE air,

AND MY hand
*

*

*

*

*

LIKE A SHOT

*
*

ON MY neck

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

LIKE A hull
*

*

AND I heard
*

*

*

*

*

BUT I DIDN'T care
\u2666

*

*

THEN.
*

«

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

THROUGH THE door.
*

*

*

*

*

*

SPILLED
*

*

*

*

*

*

OF COFFEE
*

*

*

*

\u2666

ON MY leg,
*

*

*

*

*

*

"NEVER MIND,
*

BOTH MY arms
*

*

AND HE said

SO I held
*

*

HALF A cup

SOMETHING tear
*

\u2666

AND A fellow

THAT SAW red.
*

*

AND THE mob rushed

THROUGH THE crowd

#

*

A BELL RANG

AND I DOVE

*

*

AND JUST then

PRETTY mad.

*

*

HALF STARVED.

*

*

*

AND I was

AND I GOT

*

*

TWO cookies.

*

*

*

*

*

ON MY vest.

*

*

WHEN I got out

THAT I had

ANY BUTTONS

*

*

*

AND THERE
WEREN'T

*

*

AGAIN

ANY MORE,

*

*

*

*

*

*

AND I found

*

\u2666

*

*

HAVE a collar

*

*

A PLATE.
*

*

*

CHECK.
*

*

*

*

*

BUT I DIDN'T

*

*

*

*

*

*

AND I got

FROM A GUN.

*

\u2666

SOMEONE ELSE'S

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

AND GRABBED

*

*

*

*

THROUGH THAT
crowd
*

*

*

AND I swore

SO I WENT

*

*

*

PRETTY HOT.
*

*

TOOK MY check

AND IT felt
*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

AND SOME ONE

GOT BURNT.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

"I DIDN'T have time
*

*

*

The B. C. St. Blase Set
The most satisfactory contriv-

ance for blessing the throats on

OPEN A CHECKING
ACCOUNT

the Feast of St. Blase.
Safe, Convenient and Decorous
SOLE

The WILL

SURPLUS

$1,000,000.00

Fine Stationery

High Grade

Engraving

EXCHANGE
TRUST CO.
21 Milk St.

CANADA

&

SYRACUSE, N. Y.
Branches:
New York
Chicago
Boston

INSTITUTION
AND

S. AND

BAUMER CO.
The Candle Manufacturer

WITH A GROWING

CAPITAL

AGENTS U.

124 Boylston St.

Dedication, Jubilee, Ordination
Invitations,
Menus,
Visiting Cards,
{ill
Students'
Supplies.
57-61 FRANKLIN ST.

JAMES W. BRINE CO.
Athletic Supplies
Outfitters to Boston College
Sweaters, Jerseys, Football Uniforms and Supplies, Basketball, Gymnasium and Hockey Goods, Etc.
Special Prices to Boston College Students.
HARVARD SQUARE,

CAMBRIDGE, MASS.

10c CIGAR

TME

DEXTER

Londres Shaped 5c Cigar
R. O. SULLIVAN, IVlfr., Manchester, N. H.
Largest Selling Brand of 10c Cigars in the World
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"TO DRINK that
*

*

*

*

*

AND I RUSHED
*

*

*

*

*

"IN THE way?"

"ANYWAY."
*

"DON'T YOU get

*

*

*

*

AND I started
*

*

*

TO FOLLOW him

OVER
*

*

*

AND GOT a cup
*

*

*

OF CHOWDER,
*

*

*

AND IT was red hot,
*

*

*

AND BURNT my mouth
*

*

*

LIKE EVERYTHING.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

SAID TO me,
*

*

\u2666

"DON'T YOU know
#

*

*

"THAT YOU'RE late?"
\u2666

*

*

AND HE pulled me
*

*

*

*

*

AND spilled the soup
*

*

*

ON ME.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

ACROSS THE room
*

*

*

WLIICH WAS empty
*

*

*

AND HE RAN
*.

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

TO MY room
\u2666

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

AND THE Prof.
*

*

*

SHUT THE door
*

*

*

IN MY face.
*

*

*

AND HE said
*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

AND I went
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

*

*

A NOTE
*

AND IT said
*

*

*

"REPORT for jug
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

\u2666

*

IN MY pocket
*

"WHY THE HECK
*

*

AND PUT my hand

AND HE said
*

*

AND I CAME

OUTSIDE

FELL DOWN.
*

*

AND I WENT

AND WE both
*

*

*

OUT OF SIGHT

"AT TWO-THIRTY."

INTO ME
*

*

AND I GOT

CAME RUSHING along
*

*

DOWN STAIRS

AND A chap
*

\u2666

BUT HE GOT

"GET A NOTE."

ALL AROUND
*

*

KIND OF weak

OF MINE
*

*

AND I felt

AND A friend
*

\u2666

UP THE stairs

*

*

*

*

AND I found
*

*

*
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AND WEPT

IT WAS full
*

*

*

OF COLD
\u2666

*

*

*

*

And I LEANED
\u2666

*

*

ON THE stairs
\u2666

*

*

*

*

*

THE WOOD

BEANS.
*

*

AND KNAWED

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

ON THE
*

BANISTER.

?Edward Lewis Lawlor

Mr. Furfey is eager for us to chronicle the fact that shortly after performing this last recorded feat, Mr. Lawlor applied himself to the consumption of
his (Mr. Furfey's) lunch, with apparent relish.
W e cannot feel, however, so very indignant with Mr. Lawlor for this
rather unconventional act, as we ourself find Mr. Furfey's lunch most palatable, and have frequently exhorted that ingenious person to bring more copious
quantities of those delectable esculents of which said lunch is so felicitously
T

composed.

?Fletus.

Compliments of

Joseph Hines

Telephone Connection

JACK'S
Hatter and Haberdasher
Up-to-Date Men's Furnishings

TALBOT COMPANY
395-403 Washington St.
Boston

Student Clothes
Sale Agents

Rogers, Put Company
Best N. Y. Clothes

239 WASHINGTON ST.

BROOKLINE, MASS.

BECOME
ADDICTED TO
OUR
ADVERTISERS

