C
o
l
e
g
e
S
t
y
l
u
s
TheBoston
November, 1918
Volume XXXII

Number 2

To S. A. T. C. Members
Having been uniform makers, as well as New
England's leading civilian clothing manufacturers for over sixty years, it has been
only natural that the House of Morse has
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Headquarters
for officers and men in all branches of the
service.
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QUALITY
isEverything
Naturally, having, spent many
years in the making of portraits,
we have very positive ideas on
that subject.
To our mind a
quality portrait should have distinction of pose, originality of
mounting, that virility of deline-

ation which makes the onlooker
say to himself: "A Perfect Likeness," and to our mind a quality
portrait should sell at a reasonable price, AS OURS DO.
Class Photographer to Boston
College 1915, 1916, 1917, 1918.

Quality Printing
The kind you ought to use and
when you ought to have it, that
is when you really need it. We
have contracted the habit of satisfying all our customers. Our
work as a business getter is of
the highest quality. You need us.
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THE TEAR AND

NUMBER 2.

THE SMILE

Ensconced in the hazy mists of the blue Atlantic lies a little
patch of verdant soil. West of the mother state it nestles, windswept
and wave-tossed. Rising from the white, sea-waslied shores, jagged
and gutted by the torrent, the sunlit shrubbery looms up to the

incoming sloop or passing steamer like a dreamy mirage. Like a
bas-relief, it stands out on its pedestal of marble beach, silhouetted
against the evening sky.
They call it the "isle of the tear and the smile." For the soft
beams of the golden moon disappear, and the flickering stars fade
from the murky sky, as the curtain of night rises and leaves in its
stead a heavy damp mist. The little isle is enveloped in the watery
veil. Steadily, heavily the vapor gathers, shores are enshrouded,
lakes are hidden, roads are lost. No sign of life is visible. The timid
inhabitants wander about their early tasks, more by instinct than by
sight or touch. Few dare the deathly, treacherous clouds. The
entire atmosphere is depressing. The impending clouds hang like
a thickening sorrow.
Then slowly, imperceptibly, the dampness lifts. And through
the rifted clouds the high sun peeps. The warm beams dry out the
dew-kissed vales. The people flit hither and yon in rollicking crowds.

The whole isle smiles and the tear is gone.
Day in and day out, night in and night out, year in and year out
this same phenomenon takes place, and loses none of its weird, sad
charm. And like the wondrous melancholy of its nature has been
the history of this little plot of isolated green. Heavy, clouded,
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ignorance and barbarism enshrouded the beautiful hills. Then came
the light of Christianity. Slow, deadly persecution and oppression
stamped through vale and glen for years and years. Then came the
resurrecting hands of justice. Next the scourge of plague and
famine stalked in and out among the white-washed cottages, and
left its print of death on every hand. Then came the day of plenty
and the path of love,?relief on every hand, ?new laws, new rulers,
new schools, new churches, ?new hopes. And the little isle forgave
and forgot,?forgot the past,?the tearful past of history,?and only
looked to the future, and the smile it promised.
Its page of tearful history has gone, even as the misty cloud of
night has gone before the morning sun,?and the smile has come, ?to
stay. For the present beckons a happy future. The little isle for-

gives and forgets.

The tear?gives way to the smile.
?Thomas N. Foynes.

ON HEMLOCK HILL
I know a kill where hemlocks tall
Are green in spring and green in fall;
Where crimson grosbeaks weave their nests
Within the slender hemlocks' breasts,
And peering timidly below,
May see a crystal water flow.
Where bursting rhododendrons glow;
And near at hand are jonquils rare,
Roses and jasmine blooming fair;

An elfindand of comely flowers,
Of jutting ledge and pine-arched bowers.
One day within the June-time's still
I sat alone on Hemlock Hill.
A bluebird rested 011 a tree
And poured a golden threnody
That thrilled of joy and trebled love
As heaven's choristers above.
And though I be but fair of men

I heard in me a whisper then
That seemed to say, "O weak of heart,
Thou hast but known a meagre part.
If this be wine to thy gray soul,
Couldst thou but think what wouldst the whole?"
The blithesome bluebird fled away
And left me with the dying day
A wiser man with stouter heart
Resolved to live a nobler part.
?Henry J. Ghillen.

THE GOLD STAR
The growth of Carlton into a city had even exceeded the expectations of the most sanguine. During the second year of the war a
band of visiting experts were surprised at the possibilities of the
place; almost in a day a city was built, and a thousand industries
helped to bring in the golden flood. Of course, many anomalies
came to pass. After the first wild scramble for building lots, desirable property, and excellent locations for transportation purposes,
it was found that a steel works occupied the space designed for the

city hall, and a high explosive plant, the site proposed for a public
library. The city hall itself was at length moved next door to the
explosive factory and across the street was the monster garage in
which the trucks, that carted the ammunition, were stored.
The high explosive plant was looked on as a necessary evil by
the majority. Everybody knew the chances of an explosion; a little
carelessness in watching the temperature of the mixing vats, or a
slight explosion of the proper timbre, or some sympathetic sound
waves. Still they were willing to take their chances; they trusted
the scientists. Some of the calamity howlers admitted that the town
was making good, but graphically called the town a wheat field over
a slumbering volcano; others of a different brand, smoked their
pipes beneath the windows of the plant, and hourly awaited the

explosion that would resolve the city into atoms.

"Wait till the

old fellow wakes up," they said.
Karl Steinmann, the manager of the garage, Patrick McSorley,
a German brewer with a suspiciously Irish name, and Jeremy

Tubner, the mayor, were the real bosses of the city.

These three
outside
the
hall
one
of
the officials
city
watching
were standing
unfurl the honor banner of the fourth liberty loan. It was due to
the unceasing labors of this triumvirate that Carlton had gone over
the top in the last drive. On another staff was a second flag?the
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service flag, with its numbers in the thousands, and close to it an
empty staff which usually flew the colors of the city. On the top of
the building the American flag was supreme. After the new banner
had been fixed to its place, the three city magnates began earnestly

to discuss the new Red Cross drive.
There was one man in town who was well known to everyone for
his queer character, and who had not changed in the least, when all
else had shown signs of prosperity. He had the reputation of being
the wealthiest and the closest man in town. Jonathan Sorrell just
now was trying to cross Main Street. For the past five minutes
there had been a constant stream of ammunition trucks along the
thoroughfare. These trucks usually carried their wares in the early
morning hours when no one was stirring. But now beside the usual

morning trip they were liable to be called into service at any
moment. At length came Sorrell's opportunity?a gap in the long
line. With painful steps he darted across the street and stood
coughing and panting on the curbstone of the near side. Even at
that he had just missed being struck by one of the trucks and seemed
wholly unconcerned at the line of emphatic language that was
levelled at his head.
the driver.

Still he noticed the peculiarly harsh voice of

Jonathan was a small creature, flat chested, emaciated from the
lack of good food, with a face pit-marked and sallow. His clothes
were faded and patched with different samples of cloth; his shoes
were shabby and out at the heels. He never wore a hat; his hair
was white; he had a habit of shrugging his shoulders and rubbing
his hands. Some critics of the finer type said that there was something inspiring about his eyes. The rest of mankind laughed at their
verdict and gave Jonathan the name of Miser and Skin Flint. There
was much diversity of opinion about his age; he was anything from
thirty-five to sixty. He shuffled along the street with his painful
gait, and passing the group of politicians on the corner, he looked

at them with undisguised contempt.
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He was not out of hearing when Steinmann, who had been the
leader in the last liberty loan, shouted angrily:
"There goes the Slacker; he wouldn't give a red cent of his own
to the country when she asked for help; he is not going to be a
Slacker in this Red Cross drive. There are too many of these cowards over here w ho let our boys die over there."
"I wish I had your good patriotic spirit, Steinmann," said the
mayor, "but you are right there; we'll make the Miser pay; we'll
T

make an example of him."
"Put the screws on him," said Patrick McSorley.
"Who is this fellow, anyway?" asked Steinmann, who was more
or less of a stranger in Carlton, "I don't like his looks."
"He came to us about six years ago," answered the mayor. "He
drove a high power car into town, sold it to some one, then settled
down in a miserable cabin outside the city. There's no doubt about

it, he has a whole lot of money, and has turned miser. Some say
he ran away from his wife. That's all I know of him, he never did
any work."

"Well, I wouldn't give him any," said Steinmann. "He asked
for a job about three weeks ago, he wanted to drive one of the ammunition trucks." Then seeing McSorley evidently interested, continued : "I gave him a trial. He drives a truck beautifully, only I
don't like his looks."

"Well, looks or no looks, he is going to shell out for this next
drive if I have to search his dirty cabin for his hoard of gold,"
shouted McSorley.
The idea of coercing the Miser into contributing his share for
the Red Cross drive was considered a patriotic duty by the three

political leaders. They drove out to Sorrell's cabin intent on getting
a large donation. The gate of the property was broken down, the
walk was covered with weeds, and in a narrow plot before the house
were a few dirty stalks of corn and a row or two of yellow potatoes.
"The old chap's patriotic," said McSorley.
Hoover after him for storing food."

"We ought to get
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"We'll get Steine after him for storing money," commented the
mayor.
The Miser's house was a tumble down structure?a cabin with
the rot showing between the logs of wood that made up the frame
work. Jonathan was standing at the door, a dingy blue apron about

him; and soap suds were clinging to his hands. His face was a little
harder set than usual. He knew that they were after his money.
"Sorrell," said Steinmann, "you didn't do the right thing by
us in the last liberty loan. There's no use of us beating around the
bush; this town is assessed for so much in the Ked Cross drive and
we want you to help us out. If you do it in a generous manner we
will let you alone; if not ?" and Steinmann looked at him
significantly.
The Miser was silent for a time, looked around, saw the terribly
earnest faces of the delegation, reached in his pockets and at length
handed them a two-dollar bill.
"That's all I can spare," he said.
McSorley opened his mouth in astonishment, then broke out into
one of his fits of laughter. Steinmann was plainly angry.
"You can't buy us off this way, Sorrell; you'll make good when
you multiply this by two hundred, or by Sam Hill, we'll publish this
scurvy trick in every paper; we'll raise your taxes; we'll get you

kicked out of town."
"That is all I have to give," answered the Miser, rubbing his
hands and looking at the money in a strange fashion.
"Give?" shouted Steinmann, as he threw the two-dollar bill on
the ground. "Give? It's the likes of you that let our boys die on
the battle field; let's see you make good in a hurry or the whole
world will know of this."
The Miser stooped painfully, picked up the bill, turned his back
on the delegation, closed and bolted the door.
On Wednesday morning, two days after this affair, he was passing through the town on his way to the fish market. On every side
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he heard the words "Slacker," "Miser," "Skin Flint"; the children
threw stones at him. The men in the market paid no attention to
him for a long while. Again on his way home the Miser passed
through the same abuse, only this time the abuse was worse. It was
mixed with threats.
It was only when he reached home that he noticed the date of
the newspaper that was wrapped around the fish. In glaring headlines he read: "The Biggest Rich Slacker in Carlton. Jonathan
Sorrell Contributes Two Dollars to the Red Cross Fund." The
Miser carefully read the article to the end: how many hospitals
could be outfitted for two dollars, how many stretchers, how many
beds and ambulances. The editor made the event his leader and
called for vigorous action.
The Miser was seated on a rickety chair, his eyes staring in the
distance. The only room of the cabin was wretchedly furnished.
The walls were stuffed with withered grass; a torn rag carpet
covered up part of the rotting floor; a table was propped against
the wall, and a cot was pushed in the far corner. The room was
soon reeking with the odor of frying fish, and besides was soon filled

with the smoke that escaped from the rusty stove pipe. Rousing
himself from his reverie, Sorrell opened the drawer of the table and
took out a picture. It was a stained photograph of a young man
and woman. Underneath was the inscription: "Mr. and Mrs. Sorrell?Their wedding day." He glanced at it for a moment and
something soft and strange, then hard, came into his eyes. Then
he placed the photo on the table and beside it put the newspaper
with its burden of depressing news. After his meal he carefully

extinguished the fire and went out of doors. He had never been
stirred to such depths before.
The journey to the nearby woods was longer and more painful
than usual. Dragging one foot after the other, he crawled along
the well defined path. After a while the shadows became darker
and longer; the breeze died down and twilight swiftly crept through
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the woods. Reaching the side of the wooded hill, which he often
frequented, he found his accustomed haunt?a cave.
When darkness at length settled in, he still sat, gloomily turning over his thoughts. It was only after a long stretch of time that
he was aware of a second party near at hand, a peculiar note in
each speaker's voice stirred something in his memory. Then his
wits gathered about him, and he realized with a shock that one of
the speakers was Stienmann, and after a moment of puzzling, that
the other was the driver of the ammunition truck, the driver who
had used such strong language not so long ago.
"This is the greatest game ever," said Steinmann. "Not a single
plan has gone wrong. I tell the people that my name is German,
but I point to my share in the liberty loan and the present Red Cross
drive. There is not the slightest suspicion."

"I guess you are right, Mr. Steinmann. But why was Ito meet
you away out here? I don't get you at all."
"The Secret Service, Dieges, you never can tell when they will
pop in on you. This is out of the way and on my route to Scarborough."
"I guess you are right again, Mr. Steinmann, let's in on this

plan of yours."
"This time bomb is set for three o'clock in the morning. As
you always drive the first machine, slip this little package among
the boxes as you load up. At 2.45 A. M. you will start, and when you
come to my garage, stop your machine. That will hold the whole line
up. Get off the truck; come into- my garage; there you will find a
high power car at the back entrance. That will give you ten minutes
to clear out of town."

Dieges was silent for a moment, then he spoke impatiently:
"That plan of yours is a 1776 model; where do you come in;
how about the inquiry; suppose the bomb doesn't explode?"
"We have an alibi for everything," answered Steinmann. "This
evening, as I said a moment ago, I will be in Scarborough talking
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up the Red Cross drive. I won't be back until tomorrow at ten
o'clock. That lets me out. Then about the inquiry, the only weak
point is you; you've got to get out of town and out of the country
as soon as possible and destroy that car ; if the bomb doesn t go
OFF?well, hang around the outskirts of the town until 3.10 A. M.
Then come back?nobody will monkey with your truck, Say that
you are sick or something, you are a good liar."
There was again a moment of silence, then Steinmann concluded: "The whole line of trucks will go up; when your truck
explodes that will make every truck in the line go sky high; you
know how a small explosion sets off a large amount of this stuff;
S0 ; ?the next in order to go will be the dynamite factory?for the

explosions will be right under the windows?then when the factory
goes up that will mean the end of the steel plant, the khaki concern
and the bayonet factory. When things quiet down and the inquiry
is over, and the city is built up, it will be my turn to set the match,
then I will clear out."
The meeting broke up.
"Auf Wiedersehen," said Dieges.
"Auf AViedersehen," answered Steinmann.
The Miser sat hunched up, dazed, the sweat clinging to him like
burning needles.
German
"The
German spy!" he muttered. "The
spy; and if I was to tell the authorities no one would believe me.
Steinmann would swear that I put the bomb there."
And swearing and muttering he arose and painfully crawled
homewards. That night the Miser burned more oil in his lamp than
ever he could remember. He was writing laboriously. At one
o'clock he placed the written document near the photo and the newspaper; smiled bitterly, then blew out the light. Sleep was impossible, so he wandered out of doors once more. It was raining lightly
and pitch dark.
At 2.30 A. M. Sorrell was standing a hundred yards or so from
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Steinmann's garage. A policeman stopped and looked at him suspiciously, then moved on.

At length the trucks started from the

factory according to schedule. The Miser hurried to the garage and
waited outside in one of the dark shadows. The headlights of the
long line flared dully. According to plan, the leading truck stopped
and held up the whole line. Dieges got off and hurried into Steinmann's garage.
"I want some oil," he shouted.

"Be back in a moment; wait

for us."
The word was passed down the line.

As these were days of

saving, all the drivers stopped their engines. The Miser peered into
the haze of the garage and saw the high powered car speeding out of
the back entrance. He also noticed the time: it was six minutes to
three. His heart beating furiously he kept in the shadows, cranked
the car and started the engine. There was no time to lose. Looking
behind him he noticed the boxes of dynamite piled to the roof of the
car, and saw how hopeless a task it would be to find the time bomb.
The precious seconds were counting out the minutes and still he
tarried. Did the town deserve it?
"I care not; I am an American," he said.
His plan was simple; after the truck got moving he would turn
down River Street and make for the country. The street was a long
steep grade of asphalt. As he turned aside he heard the cry of the
man in back of him.
"There's something wrong with this car," Sorrell shouted. "A
time bomb."
There was a cry of horror by those that heard.
"Get it out of the way, Dieges, get it out?" That was all that
Sorrell heard; they had mistaken him for Dieges.
At first the heavy truck moved slowly; then it gathered speed
and fairly flew down the steep hill. Sorrell noticed the driver's
clock, it was three minutes to three. Then he smiled; he knew that
the country road could be reached in that time. Perhaps there would
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be a second or two for him to make his escape. But he was not
thinking of that. The wheel required too much of his attention.
The houses of settlers and squatters flew by; he rattled over a concrete bridge, the country road was only a hundred yards away. A
shout of joy came to his lips, a strange light was shining in his
eyes. Then quite inconsequently he shouted:
"Hurrah for the Bed Cross Drive!"
He looked at the clock to see if he could save his life, but the
clock on the city hall was ringing out the hour of three.
The clock was ringing out the hour solemnly. Afar out in the
country there was a dull explosion, muffled as if in a forest. The

ground shook with the explosion; windows rattled for a moment
and then the noise died away. The town still slept quietly; the steel
works flared and rumbled; the dynamite factory quietly pursued its
accustomed labors.

At eight o'clock, earlier than usual, Steinmann was home,
plainly troubled. Crowds were in the streets, a newspaper was
thrust in his car. He read:

DIEGES!!

SAVIOR OF CARLTON

HEROIC DRIVER GIVES HIS LIFE THAT
CARLTON MIGHT LIVE
The facts were summarized on the first page:
"Dieges had gone into Steinmann's garage for
some oil. On coming back he had found out the
trouble. He had heard the clicking of the time
bomb. He had shouted to the next driver there
was a time bomb in the truck. Then he had taken
his truck out to the country and given his life for
the people of Carlton. All the drivers swore to
this fact, though it was not clear why Dieges
had come back so quickly. At that time there
was no one in Steinmann's garage. But it had
been Dieges; the drivers swore to it."
Steinmann took in a deep breath.
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"The
fool," he said, "and I never even dreamed that he
was a quitter. Thank God, he left me out. I'm still safe."
That night the people were crowded around the city hall;

speeches were made; two brass bands continuously played the national airs; the mayor spoke; Steinmann spoke, rather nervously
at first, but then he warmed to his subject and carried all before
him. There was never such a Red Cross speech; the money poured
in; the people were more than thankful for their escape. The
crowning event of the night was the service flag?red border?with
a white field?in the center of which was a huge gold star?with
the name "Dieges."
For two days nothing else was mentioned; many arrests were
made. Then at twenty minutes to four on the afternoon of the
fourth day a secret service man tapped Steinmann on the shoulder.
"You are wanted," he said, "your game is up."
A half-hour later the mayor was sitting in his office. The newspapers were getting out extras after extras.
"The Real Hero' was the Star's caption. The mayor, too, had
a habit of looking at the summary of the news.
1

"At one o'clock today McLaughlin, our reporter,
walked into the Miser's cabin. He had a clue from
a policeman. On the Miser's table was a newspaper, a photo and a written document. The document was long, here were the principle items:
Look for Dieges in San Antonio?(Dieges was
found and had confessed).
Search Steinmann's cabin in the woods?some
clock works and dynamite were found.
Then came a solemn declaration.
I, Jonathan Sorrell, called the Miser, swear that
my personal property amounts to nothing more
than two dollars and fifty cents, that I am not a
miser. The cabin that I own I willingly bequeath
to Mrs. Sorrell, my brother's wife; and should
this document be found before her death, tell her
that I forgive her for marrying my brother, who
swindled me out of my possessions, and left me
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to die when I was paralyzed with inflammatory

rheumatism."

The mayor dropped the paper; there was 110 need to read how
Sorrell intended to save the town, what were his plans and what
were his fears. He sat there staring out the window of the city
hall at the huge service flag with its gold star and the name of

Dieges.
?Aloysius Robson.

IT MATTERS NOT
It matters not, it matters not
If the dull hours flag or flee,
In time's unyielding tangle caught
Pain's nettles torment me.
It matters not, it matters not
If life be long or brief
Will-o-the-wisps, the things I sought,
Lured me to ruthless grief!
?

It matters not, it matters not
If my heart feels love's sweet touch,
For beauteous things all fail and rot
Within my yearning clutch.
Yet I have known a few sweet things?
The beauty of the dawn,
The ecstacy of a song-bird's lay
And new stars nightly born.
The wild fierce joy of an autumn day
With the heaven's vault above,
The sweetness of some friendships kind
And yea?a touch of love.
Then on I'll drive, on, on to rest,
Where sneers and grief are vain,
Till still and peaceful is the breast
Convulsive once with pain.
?Francis J. O'Reilly.
American E. F.

PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
Boston seemed strangely deserted as the Pilgrim walked out of
the North Station. It was a Saturday night, during the influenza
epidemic. The theatres were closed, public gatherings were forbidden, the ban was placed on dance-halls, and the only normal

notes of the city were the shrill cries of the "newsies" as they darted
hither and yon to press their unsold stock on a greatly diminished
patronage.
The Pilgrim, driven to wandering by lack of amusement, slowly
crossed the street. On the opposite corner a subdued gas-burner
reflected its gleams on a polished mahogany bar within, and a
glistening brass rail without. The boisterous racket of the customary bibulous crowd was lacking. The garish electric lights no
longer spread their halo about the presiding genius of the bartender,
affable, threatening, cajoling, as conditions and customers demanded.
The ban of the epidemic had temporarily overshadowed the bane
of alcohol.
The Pilgrim stopped, undecided. To the east lay the garlicsmelling haunts of the North End. To the west the no less uninviting odor of a little Jerusalem. Small wonder, philosophized the
Pilgrim, that with these conditions on either flank, and the wharfinfested Charles at its rear, Boston had decided to grow south.
Following this trend of thought, the Pilgrim turned in the latter

direction, further enticed by the beckoning hands of the tower clock
on the Customs House. His choice of directions brought him into the
heart of the market district. The market was having its day?or
night, and the multiplicity of attractions or distractions on every

hand swayed the curious crowd to and fro, and the Pilgrim swayed
with them.
The minute hand had treaded its snail-like trail, and now the
cobbled streets were closed to the express teams, heavy trucks and
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beef laden drays which had crowded them by day. Truckmen, teamsters, meat-carriers and other auxiliaries had gone, along with their
tired "higher-ups," to the rest and comfort, and slippers and papers
of their suburban retreats. With them the busy day had ceased?to
give way to a busier night.
Shops and stores and markets had festooned forth mushroom
like growths of stalls, stands and booths, and carts, laden with

goods exceedingly cheap in price, and cheaper still in quality. About
these were their proprietors, as varied as the goods they sold. Here
was an Englishman, blutf and bullying, there an Italian hawker,
grasping and cautious, and next to him his Jewish neighbor, oily,
suave, and sharp, full of promise and assurance. Pushing, jostling,

examining, rejecting, haggling, seldom buying, but everywhere?was
the crowd?Latin, Teuton, Celt, Slav, every people, every race, every
color and creed poured into the Melting Pot.
Above, the buildings, dark, silent, shadowy; below, the street,
brilliant, noisy, garrulous. The shrill discordant notes of hawkers,
the catch phrases of some clever barker, the close, bargaining tones
of salesmen, all were joinedin a harsh, joyless symphony in praise of
mighty Mammon. His altar was lighted by the piercing brilliancy
of electric lights, while gas torches, spluttering and flaring in some

peddler's team, burned incense in his glory.
Scarcely aware of these impressions, but lost in the imaginings
they entailed, the Pilgrim came back to earth with a start. He had
passed through the noise, the lights, the crowd and bustle and was
pacing a deserted street. Before him loomed bulky warehouses,
grim, black and forbidding. With a shiver of dread or of loneliness
he turned to retrace his steps. But led astray by the maze of narrow
tangled streets, he wandered idly about through many repetitions
of the scenes in this Carnival of the Market.
While enshrouded in the shadows of Faneuil Hall, the soft peal
of the chimes measured out the hour of eleven. The Pilgrim abandoned his historic reveries and started for the subway.

Quickly he
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through the thin-

caught up with the hurrying commuters dodging
out
ning crowds. The scene was rapidly changing. Lights winked
mushthe
away,
one by one, a stand is taken down, a cart rattles
The theatres of the city
room growth disappears,
closed, but the play of life still went on.
.

.

?

?Paul E. Troy.

OUR ANSWER
The poppies nodding in the wind
Would bow their heads in shame
If we who grasped the falling torch
Should dim its glowing flame;

In weary flight the larks would lag
And still the coming dawn
If we refused the summons clear
To carry bravely on.
Fear not, ye valiant Flanders dead,
Ye have not died in vain:
Your spirit ever spurs us on?
Your glory ne'er will wane.
We'll seize with joy the gleaming sword,
We'll tramp with martial tread,
Until your honor is avenged
On Flanders field of red.
?William J. Bond.

AFTER TAPS
I'm thinking tonight as I lie in my bunk how commonplace our
life in these barracks is. The same plain food to eat, the same old
pals to see, the same?the same everything. Nothing changes. No
life, no hope, no romance. Just an existence.
I lie here tonight, as I have lain, nights innumerable, and roll
and toss and think. The barracks are darkened. The room is still.
The cots stretch out like countless waves upon a white-capped sea,
with here and there a black head or restless arm to break the white
monotony. All is quiet, save the rustling of a sheet or squeaking of
a spring as the twitching nerves and subconscious minds readjust
the oppressed bodies to the tortuous mattresses. But all is quiet,
and they sleep, yes?they sleep, contentedly. And only I am tortured by the somber dreariness of the place.
Now I turn from the shadows of the room into the deeper
shadow outside. The first snow is falling. It sifts gently, lazily
down and screens from view the dark, black lakes below. It's pretty,
too, but sad, this first snowfall. It calls to mind Mount Auburn. I
recite a few lines to myself,?
The snow had begun in the gloaming,
And busily all the night
Had been heaping field and highway,

.

.

.

Then memory fails me. I watch it a while as it flutters slowly,
aimlessly down past my window. Down to the earth below, where it
too will rest, like the fellows about me,?content.
I turn tired and wearied by the dull monotony of its constancy.

In the bunks on my left and right two men, cousins, as much alike
in feature and physique as the sands of the desert, but as different
in mentality as the colors of the rainbow, lie sleeping.
The one, Jack, great, big, healthy, jovial, is from Kentucky.
Born and raised in the Bluegrass, he is as big and happy and con-
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tented as the mountains of his virgin soil. Many times I have
listened, enraptured, to the tales of his mighty hills, and lakes and
woods and cataracts. Often has he recounted the history of the
family feuds, the battles of clan against clan.

What a treat to hear
him talk of his people, to listen as he drawls out in syncopated
syllables, in the idioms and vernaculars of his country the stories
of his loves and lost loves. He is still a boy in our code, but the
peoples of the Hills are old while they are still young. They learn
the mysteries of life through close association. Nature teaches and
cares for them as she does for the lithe cat on the rough crag and
the wild eagle in the clouds. Then, too, Jack is a philosopher. He
is an apostle of the Hills, and his theme is Freedom. Born and

bred amidst the great wide open stretches of his mountains, he has
imbibed their imposing freeness. Every nerve of his body, every
tone from his throat, every thought, vibrates with the freedom of
his native fastnesses. Strong, thoughtful and contented, he has only
one regret. His father, he has told me, is pro-German. Coming from
a land of oppression, he thought to be free, to be subject to no law,
save that of God. But early in his new home his family still was
taken by the revenue officers, and he was imprisoned. From that
time forth he had been opposed to the national government. He
opposed our entrance into the war, and rebuked Jack for enlisting.

His dying prayer would be that Jack avenge the affair of the still.
On the other side is Jim. Jim is different. Born in socialistic
and anarchistic New York, his view of life has been seen through
the tainted haze of the East Side sweat shop. He is as much opposed

to our government as his Yankee father is in favor of it.
Now I turn and both cots are empty, the clothes tossed up as
though in restless protestation. I have a letter here from Jack.
He's been in France for months.
"It's wonderful, this life," he says. "Last night the battle
raged, rockets glared, bullets whizzed and zipped, shells roared, men
yelled and cursed and prayed and died. We rushed and ran the
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boche back into his den. We were losing men heavily, but the boche
was losing more. W e rushed and stopped and rushed and stopped.
T

The Hun was ready to quit. Then, suddenly, our artillery failed us,
lost the range through some miscue. Then, ?God, the havoc that
was wrought. The Hun in front, snarling, bristling, ugly, savage,
and overhead and behind our own misled artillery.

Joe, it was

butchery, fiendish, terrible butchery,?murder. Our own men were
killing one another, driven mad by fear and shock. A few of us got
back, Joe, but we weren't much good. The rest of them, Joe, they're

dead, and somebody's to blame. A miscue in the thick of battle
costs dearly, Joe. If it is not an error, but?treason, it costs more.
Last night,?it wasn't an error.
"Tonight I got two letters, Joe. One was from dad to me, the
other was for Jim. I opened both, his by mistake. You remember
our initials are the same.

"I am weak tonight, Joe, and tired. And I thought a letter
from home would cheer me. But it didn't. It's the same old story.
Dad can't see,?he'll never see. But in tonight's letter he is worse
than ever. He wants me, Joe,?he wants,?me ?to play traitor. I
shiver as I think of it. Poor dad. He asks me, his only son, to turn
traitor to the Flag I'd die for and to the men I love.
"How different it is with Jim's father. His letter soothed my
nerves. He wants Jim to fight to the last drop of blood. Jim calls
it foolish sentimentalism, and damns the service and the government.
"Do you wonder that tonight I am so lonely and tired, Joe?
My dearest friends would have me turn traitor and crush the dear
old Flag. I'm despondent tonight. I feel in my heart that something terrible is to happen to me."
For days and weeks our boys had been fighting like fiends in
the sector before Metz, with little or no success. At first it seemed
that Fate was against them. They would advance steadily, and with

success just ahead of them things would run off kilter,?a broken
line of communication, a misinterpretation of orders or the wrong
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Fate was blamed for these misfortunes till
one night an officer saw a form skulking in the rear of the communication lines. When challenged, the form slunk along the ground
into our own front line trenches. Immediately another miscue took
place. This time, the root of the evil had been found. The original

order,?then?disaster.

message had been intercepted between the rear and front lines, and
transformed so that the advancing skirmishers ran into their own
barrage. After that night a heavy guard was placed along the lines
of communication.
Two nights after this discovery, another incident took place,
recorded in the files of the War Department as follows:

"Adjutant General's Office.
"At 12
on the night of Sept. 30th, 1918, Commander
of the Guard of Division 101, before Metz, reports:
'On this black night the sentinel on Post No. 12 saw the form
of a man crouching over the telephone wires crossing his post. He
called the corporal of the guard, and did himself set out toward the
suspected man. In the meantime, an officer caught up with the
sentinel,?ordered him back for aid, and pursued the culprit alone.
o'clock p. M.

"

When the sentinel returned w ith the corporal of the guard and
others, they found an officer (the guard swears it was the officer who
aided him in the chase) lying dead on the ground. Immediately the
sentinel pursued the fleeing assailant, commanded, "Halt! or I fire!"
The guilty man continued to run. The sentinel fired. When the
y

party came up to the fallen man, they found him dead. He was an
officer. Gripped tightly in his right hand was a small identification
disk, stamped: "Jack A. Huntley, Lone Pine, Kentucky, U. S. A."
The disk about the first officer's neck read, "James A. Huntley, New

York, N. Y., U. S. A."

' "

Shortly afterwards three letters reached America.
The first to Jack's father from the High Command on the other
side of the Rhine read:
"Your son died nobly, conspiring against the American pigs, for
the Fatherland. You are a noble German father."
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The second letter, to Jim's father in New York, was from the
General Staff, in the Field, A. E. F. It read:
"Sir: On the night of Sept. 30th, 1918, your son died in the
gallant performance of duty. He has been awarded the D. S. O.

May this assuage in part the grief that must be yours in the loss of
such a gallant son."
The third letter was for me.

It was mailed from the front
line trenches under date of September thirtieth. It read:
"Dear Joe: For a long time I've known who the traitor in our
ranks has been. Tonight I am going to finish him. I'm tired of
life, Joe, so don't be too severe if I kill two birds with one stone.
"Tonight I plan to catch Jim at his dirty work, change identification disks with him and let things happen as they will.
"Dad will be pleased and I'll be pleased. And you, dear pal,
will know that I died fighting."

A gust of wind blew the blanket off my chest. It was still snowing outside. Jack and Jim were in their own cots on either side of
me. The romance that I could not find in my waking hours had
come to me in my fitful sleep.

?Thomas A 7 Foynes.
.

SACRIFICE
Individuals, states and nations have unceasingly striven with
one end in view?that of attaining a great national ideal, be it
or freedom. Some have succeeded; many have
failed. Yet whether persons or powers have won or lost in the great

commerce, territory

strategy of life, there is one predominant, undeniable characteristic
that marks all their efforts: they were eager to stake their all for
victory, ready to forfeit all in defeat. No matter at what page
of history one may glance, the inevitable word "sacrifice" is emblazoned thereon in indelible characters. "Ne'er the rose without
the thorn."

Consider the sciences. Lives of study have given to the world
some meagre knowledge of the laws of chemical and physical phenomena. The unceasing toil of thousands in the medical profession
has disclosed remedies for diseases that in ages past threatened to
depopulate entire lands. Literature owes its rhythmic flow and

magic style to the labor of centuries. Towering superstructures, the
proud monuments of civilization, were erected by the felling of
forests, the blasting of quarries and the wresting of earth's latent
metals. Beautiful statues with their graceful lines were so formed
by the harsh blows of the sculptor's chisel. The priceless diamond
owes its value to the rough polishing of the wheel.
Mere inanimate things are not the only illustrations of sacrifice.
Study the lives and characters of the world's greatest men. Every
branch of achievement has its apostles who were men of unlimited
self denial. Long years of careful preparation and sacrifice, repeated
failures and disappointments finally moulded them into leaders to

whom the world owes an unrequited debt. Our own homes are
glorious pictures of sacrifice. Willingly does mother make her
continual round of self-privations, and "dad" goes to his monoto-
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nous toil uncomplainingly, for "the best is none too good for the
little ones." Surely, here is sacrifice in the noblest form that poor
humanity can shape it. Truly "upon such sacrifices the gods them-

selves throw incense."
The corner stone of America was sacrifice. Founded by a
people who left their native land to endure the hardships of an
unknown world, erected by the sufferings and deaths of heroic
pioneers, fortified by the mandates of world-despised statesmen and
purified by the blood of the Revolution, the great American edifice
finally gained recognition as a power among the world of nations.
And when this great fabric of freedom seemed about to totter and
fall either from the open aggression of foreign foes or the undermining doctrines of state supremacy, there were those who stepped
to the fore and paid with their life's blood the awful cost of a
nation's existence. The recent war with its terrible toll of human
lives, broken hearts and shattered hopes has clearly shown that
once again America placed the pride of the land, her ideals, men
and treasures ?her very all?on the altar of Mars. She made the
supreme sacrifice for one great heaven-sent ideal?world democracy
and freedom. Though the sacrifice is appalling: the victory is

overwhelming.
?Francis J. Roland.
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Editorial
The fickle finger of ficklier Fate has touched us,
and we who bear the mark retrace our steps to
of life and duty. Boston College men in the past
paths
follow new
have ever been honorable. We needed no threats or coaxings. It
was not drilled into us. We had but to breathe in the sweet environ-

NOBLESSE OBLIGE

ment of Jesuit guidance, to review the achievements of Boston
College men and to understand the prestige and esteem accorded
our institution to become honorable, chivalrous and manly. No one
could ever claim himself to be of our college who differed from the
standards that were ours.
New men have come amongst us. They also in their short
residence here have felt the influence, a voluntary, kind, persuasion
that enshrouds a man and gives him pride in this college, that makes
her triumphs our triumphs.
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We have been students and gentlemen. We should be soldiers
and gentlemen. The time of khaki is not the time to disregard rules
and transgress the rights of those who have respected us. It should
be an occasion to manifest more self-restraint in our actions?in a

word, to act as men.
We have a splendid corps. We are the cynosure of the eyes of
Boston. For are we not Boston's college.
Let us act the part expected of us. We can be enthusiastic
during the moments given for enthusiasm. We must study when
called upon to study. This is to our own advantage. It is not the
individual only who will be judged by his success or failure, but the
entire corps; the men, the personnel, the college itself. We are

responsible.
GOD IN THE

TEMPLE

Away back in 1890, Maeterlinck sensed what he cliaracterized as a "spiritual epoch," an era of time when
"the soul must have drawn very near to the surface of

life." I think we live in such an era today or are more truly participants in the culmination of Maeterlinck's epoch. Surely now if
ever the soul has drawn very close to life ?it lives. Too long have
we been the creatures of mere action, guided by fact and fancy.
Today we feel, we vibrate, we know as never before that we have
a soul. And not perhaps since the Middle Ages when Christianity
guided nations, its principles, the laws and accepted faith, not since

then has any age but ours approached that grand perfection.
But how stangely different. Ideals in the midst of materialism,
ideals of justice and honor, ideals of religion, Christian religion,
portrayed in sacrifice and love of neighbor. The soul within had
been stunted and crushed. It died, was sterile and dead. Yet a
flash of fire, a thunderbolt of mighty force launched by a nation?soulless as we would have been without our soul?roused us to life.

Truly it is a spiritual epoch, an unanticipated revival. Ideals in
the midst of the material. God in the Temple. How bewildering
the change?and paradoxical.

Upper?lnduction Scene

(B.C.Studio)

Hon. Edwin O. Childs, Mayor of Newton
Hon. David I. Walsh, Senator-elect
Rev. Charles W. Lyons, S. J., President
Col. John S. Parke, Commandant
Lower ?View of Barracks from the East
Middle?Speakers:
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AGAIN THE
STYLUS

No doubt THE STYLUS of last month has received its
perennial share of scrutinization. No doubt we have

been at fault in our essays, stories and poems. That
concept of originality known in Bohemia as chic and super-modern
and regarded among the common clay as wild and weird may be
lacking?we hope we are immune from "good literature" of this
type. For we write not for Shavians, Iviplings, Beerbohms and
Ibsenites, but for a sensible student soldiery.
THE STYLUS is not for the staff, but for the subscribers. We
utter this omnipresent truth without qualification, horrible as it
may appear to the few who forget that the staff is for THE STYLUS.
Whatever we create and publish is always our best and the best of
the contributions we receive.
What we would enjoy and talk about the rest of our days would
be to have a real embryo contributor knock fearlessly on the ponderous portal of our sanctum, present us with a manuscript or
several, in fact, and then in indifferent tones ?basso or soprano?request us to peruse, blue-pencil and publish.

We expect this of the regular college students. They have the
time which after all is the only necessary material for writing something?of worth or mediocrity. The enlisted men are doing their
part. They have responded financially almost to a man. We thank
them. Several of them, lives ones, have offered to contribute articles
or assist in any way when called upon. That is the spirit. It is
now up to the regular student body to help us.
first to come forward?

Who will be the

?Henry

J. O-illen.

Domi
During the past month we were favored by a visit from
members of the British Educational Mission, who, under
the leadership of President Lowell of Harvard and as guests of Fr.
Rector, made an extended tour of investigation around the grounds
and the buildings. The visitors were Doctor Shipleigh, Professor
of Zoology at University of Cambridge; Sir Henry Meyers, YiceChancellor of University of Manchester; Rev. Edward M. Walker,
Librarian at Oxford; Dr. John Jolv of Trinity College, Dublin; Sir
Henry Jones of University of Glasgow, and Lieutenant J. Beverly
Nichols, Secretary.
On October sth a number of French Bishops visited the college.
Fr. Jessup, formerly dean of the college, now a lieutenant-chaplain in the Army, paid us a visit during the month. He is very
enthusiastic over his work and hopes to be assigned overseas in a
very short time.
VISITORS

The first military Mass at the college since the inauguration of the S. A. T. C. was celebrated in the Mess
Hall on All Saints' Day by Rev. Gerald C. Treacy, S.J., former
United States Army Chaplain at Camp Greene and Camp Mills, and
at present a member of the faculty. All students who were not at
home on pass were present at the Mass and heard Fr. Treacy give a
very interesting talk on the obligation of hearing Mass at military

FIRST MASS

camps.

At the meeting of the board of directors of the
Pliilomatheia
Club held to make plans for the seaCLUB
that the October meeting be
agreed
son, it was
postponed, and the new season be initiated in November on the
regular meeting day, the second Friday. Mrs. Augustus L. Tillson,
president of the club, announces that the club meetings will be
supplemented with educational conferences, wherein current events
and parliamentary law will be features.
PHILOMATHEIA

DOM I
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The club, organized as an auxiliary to promote the interests of
B. C. students, will find a mammoth extension of its work in cooperative measures for the welfare of the S. A. T. C. boys. Fr.
Treacy is the new director of the club, and it is expected that under
his leadership the club will have one of its most successful years.
On Tuesday evening, November sth, the students of the
S. A. T. C. gathered in the assembly hall to hear a very
interesting illustrated lecture on the Hawaiian Islands, given by
Professor George 11. Barton, director of the geological department
of the University Extension. Professor Barton helped to survey
the islands in 1881; in this way he secured many interesting pictures
of the territory and the inhabitants. The talk was of particular
interest to students in the aviation course, treating especially of the
geological formation of the islands. Professor Barton closed with
a highly interesting account of the people and life in Hawaii. This
lecture is the first of a series which Fr. Ahern plans to hold, probably every Tuesday evening, for the benefit of all members of the
S. A. T. C. unit.
LECTURES

On Thursday, October 24th, there was a mass meeting
MEETINGS in the mess hall at which Fr. Meagher, Athletic Director,
spoke at length about college athletics and especially in
regard to the proximate game with Camp Devens. He urged every
student to stand behind the team and stated that the profits derived
from that game and from every athletic contest would go to establish
a battalion fund. At the close of the speech every man pledged to be
present at the coming game and to support the team to the utmost.
Cheers were then practised under the leadership of Captain Frank
Morrissey.
On October 30th there was another monster mass meeting. Rev.
Fr. Rector in his usual frank and earnest manner expounded the
ideals of Boston College. He explained what B. C. had been in the
past, what high standards were hers and what all must do to uphold
her glorious reputation. Gentlemanly conduct was expected and
exacted from all. None but those who showed ability and hard work
would be recommended for officers' schools.
At the close of Fr. Rector's talk, Captain Kelly read the general
MASS
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orders which contained the very important announcement that hereafter no one could leave the grounds without a special pass or
furlough.

In compliance with the President's plea and in
accordance with the desires and heartfelt prayers
of every true patriot, the "Fighting Fourth" Liberty Loan has been gloriously oversubscribed. As usual Boston
College has done "her bit." Countless students have long since departed, many of them never to return. Her priests have gone to
administer to the sick and the dying. And now the plea for funds
is readily, gladly and generously answered. B. C. has subscribed
|50,000 to the Fourth Loan. With less than eight hundred men in
her unit, the college has neverthless done her little bit and nobly
backed up the boys at the front.
FOURTH LIBERTY
LOAN

For the first time in its history, B. C. possesses a military band. Although the opportunities for practice have
been few and many of the men are inexperienced, still the members
have shown rapid progress and the band is indeed a credit to
the college. Its purpose is not only to furnish the music for
military ceremonies, but also to provide recreation for the
student body. Impromptu concerts have been given with great success, and no doubt similar entertainments of a more extensive
nature will soon take place. The band is under the direction of Mr.
Parsons, S.J., of the faculty, and Carey Martin, both of whom deserve great credit for the remarkable showing made thus far.
Although fairly large, still the band has not yet gained its
desired strength and an appeal is made to all musically inclined
men in the college to report to Mr. Parsons, S.J., for duty. Besides
receiving valuable musical instruction, the men have the same
chance for a commission as have the members of the regular unit.

THE BAND

As a means of furnishing entertainment on free evenings, a moving picture machine and a booth has been
installed in the senior corridor and connected with the
balcony of the Assembly Hall. We are deeply indebted to the generosity of the Knights.of Columbus for the donation of a Simplex
MOVING

PICTURES
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moving picture machine, which is the best machine of its kind now
being manufactured. The K. of C. has also established a fund which
will furnish the students weekly pictures that will rival Loew's best.
On designated evenings there will be two shows, one-half of the
unit being admitted to each, so as not to overtax the capacity of
the hall.
SCHEDULE

Study

7.30
8.00
9.00

Drill
War Aims

Section I
Section II
Section II
Section I

Study

Mathematics
Section I
Section II
Study
Study
English
Study

Section I
Section II
20 years
18, 19 years
18, 19 years

Mon., Wed., Fri.
Tues., Tliurs., Sat.
10.00

Mon., Wed., Fri.
Tues., Thurs., Sat.

Tues., Wed. 1.30, Thurs., Sat.
Mon., Wed., Fri., Sat.
Mon., Wed., Fri., Sat.
Tues., Wed. 1.30, Thurs., Sat.
11.00 Mon., Tues., Wed., Thurs.
Mon., Wed., Fri.

Tues.
1.30-2.30 Mon., Tues., Thurs., Fri.
Mathematics I, Study II 1.30-2.30 Wednesday
Military Law and Study 2.30-3.30 Mon., Tues., Thurs., Fri.
Elective
2.30 Wednesday
20 years
English, French, German, Biol-

Drill

Geology, Navigation,
Chemistry, Physics.
Physics, Biology, French, Navigation, Chemistry.
Physics, Chemistry, French,
German.
Mon., Wed., Fri.
ogy?

19 years
18 years
Sanitation
Economics

20 years

18, 19, 20 years

5.00

Tuesday
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Study
18, 19 years
Study
Air Service

MOIL, Wed.

7.15-9.15

Navigation
Physics
Quartermaster Corps

Ten hours per week
10.00 A. M.
4.45 P. M.

11.00 A. M.
7.15 P. M.
Fourteen hours of class each week and twenty-eight hours of
study and no more, exclusive of Military Instruction and Drill.
Men proficient in Trigonometry or the Mathematics of their
grade or in English may consult the Dean about the selection of an
elective in his group to take their place, in addition to the elective

Economics

Accounting

hour on Wednesday.
ORDER OF TIME

5.55 A.M.
First Call
6.05
March
6.10
Reveille
Assembly immediately
after
6.25
Mess
6.30
Assembly
7.00
Fatigue Call
7.30
Study
Drill Call
7.50
8.00
Assembly
Recall
8.50
School (Study, Class,
9.00
Laboratory)
9.30
Sick Call
12.00 M.
Recall

Mess
12.10 P.M.
12.15
Assembly
Drill (Mon., Tues.,
1.30-3.30
Thurs., Fri.)
Recall
3.30
1.30-3.30
Class, (Wed.)
Recreation
3.30-4.50
5.00
School
Recall
6.00
6.10
Retreat
6.15
Assembly
Mess immediately after
School
7.15-9.15
9.15
Tattoo
Call to Quarters
9.45
10.00
Taps

Until entire Corps remain in barracks:
Study for those going home
Study for those remaining
Those going home report back

7.15-8.15 P.M.
7.15-9.10
7.50 A.M.
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S. A. T. C.

GROUP A
(20 years old)
Prescribed
War Aims
Military Instruction
Sanitation and
Hygiene
Mathematics
Pl. Trigonometry
Logarithms
Military Map-Making and Reading
Surveying
Elective
Military French (m)
or
German (m)
or
Biology (m)
or
Geology (m)
or
Navigation
or
Economics

GROUP B
(19 years old)

GROUP C
(18 years old)

Prescribed
War Aims
Military Instruction
Military English
Mathematics
Trigonometry
Surveying

Prescribed
War Aims
Military Instruction
Military English
Mathematics
PL Geometry
Trigonometry

Elective
Mechanics and
Physics (m)
or
Chemistry (m)
or
Biology (m)
or
Military French
or
Navigation
or
Economics

Elective
Mechanics and
Physics (m)
or
Chemistry (m)
or
English Composition (m)
or
German
or
Military French
or
Economics

Directions: Mark in one group only, the group for your age.
Place a cross (X) against the Elective subject which you wish
to study in addition to the prescribed branches. Sign and bring to
your Group Director in the room to be designated at General Assembly, 10 A. M. Thursday.
One major subject (m) must be elected from each group. Mark
a second (minor) with a question mark. You will be allowed to
take that branch also if time permits.
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The pre-medical course, under the personal directiou of Fr. Ahern, S.J., science professor, has proved
COURSE
difficult
to be an extremely interesting and also a very
intensive
inspecial
class
receives
branch of the curriculum. The
the
completion
After
Chemistry.
struction in Physics, Biology and
of their studies, the students will be unconditionally admitted to
any one of the best medical colleges in the country. The end of this
need
war, as does the end of every war, has brought about a crying
the prefor medical men, and these youths who are now taking
work of
factors
in
the
great
doubt
be
mighty
course will uo
PRE-MEDICAL

medical
reconstruction.

One of the courses which seems to be fast gaining favor
with the student body is the one in aviation under the
COURSE
direction of Fr. Ahern, S.J., and Mr. Delaney, S.J. The
lectures are attended by a hundred "aviators," and it is possible that
the number may be increased. The class work consists in the theory
of flight, navigation, observation, wireless, etc. Besides the class
room work, a Ford motor is being installed and a Liberty motor is
expected for purposes of practical instruction. If practicable, the
War Department may assign the students a plane, which, of course,
would crown their ambitions.
AVIATION

7

Of all the special courses at B. C. the Engineering
branches seem to be favored. There are about sixty
COURSE
men taking the Chemical Engineering course, and
thirty in the General Engineering class. Both these courses are for
beginners as well as for advanced students, and are intended to prepare the men for work in the various chemical branches. The course
takes in all kinds of chemistry, is under the personal supervision of
Fr. Ahern, science professor, and was mapped out by him.
These engineering courses are under the same plan as the Premedical course, and will probably take up the entire year; at the
end of that time the War Department will direct whether or not
further training is to be given the student, and if so, where it will be.
ENGINEERING

As a branch of the aviation work, Mr. Delaney, S.J.,
decided to continue on a much larger scale the "Radio
Club," formed last year under Mr. Logue's direction. Owing to the

RADIO CLUB

SOME OF THE B. C. MEN AT PLATTSBURG
(Names opposite)
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large membership, the club is divided into two sections with meetings on Tuesdays and Thursdays at 11 A. M. for Section A, and
5 p. M. for Section B. With the throw of a switch in the Physical
are
Laboratory the electrical connections on the twelve large tables
put in circuit with a concealed high frequency buzzer that simuof
lates the note of the wireless through the receivers. With this use
from
wires
drawing
the
of
difficulties
the laboratory connections
work
table to table and the consequent obstruction to laboratory
wireless,
of
practice
are avoided. The work of the club is merely the
the theory of which will be taken up in the aviation class. The
practice consists in taking down and assembling the receivers, connecting them in series, and then in the actual sending and iecei\iug
of code messages. This will give the operator speed, accuracy and
confidence, which could not be otherwise obtained. Besides the
regular meeting hours, the members are privileged to put in some
study periods and their spare hours with the keys and phones.
At the business meeting, which was held on Thursday, November seventh, the following officers were elected: President, John J.
Clifford; Vice-President, Vincent Bresnahan; Secretary-Treasurer,
Thomas J. Bunyon.
PLATTSBURG
PICTURES

Upper row?W. Kirby, Ivellv, L. Rooney, Kennedy,

Roland, McMorrow, Sheehan.
Lower row?Shea, Shaw, C. McCarthy, Kilev, J.

Kirby, Kane.
Upper row?Argy, Higgins, McNamara, Hannon, Cooney, Wellings, Scanlon, Salmon, O'Brien, R. McCarthy, Foley, Flynn.
Middle row?Lyons, Cronan, Burke, Barry, Gorman, Colonel
Parke, Fr. Ahern, S.J., Simmons, Coan, Fitzpatrick.
Lower row?O'Connor, Ring, Joyce, McLaughlin, Urban, Collins, Tobin, J. Rooney, Grimm, York.
o. T. c.
CANDIDATES

Boston College S. A. T. C. candidates selected for
Officers' Training Camp, Camp Lee, Petersburg, \ a.:
Company A

Raymond A. McCarthy
Joseph J. Doyle
William A. Dunn

Boston College
Boston College
Regis
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English High
Boston College
Boston College
Holy Cross
Boston Latin
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College High
English High
Dorchester
Latin
Regis
Boston College

Richard D. Grant
Henry C. Fisher
Stephen A. Velardo
Eugene A. McCabe
Francis J. Ryan
Herbert J. O'Rourke
Leonard W. Dolan
Harold F. Delaney
Thomas A. Salmon
John F. Maher
Timothy M. Tully
Edward F. Bell
Joseph F. Nolan
Francis L. McGrath
John F. Dolan
Henry J. Smith
Richard Taylor
Eugene A. Bernardin
John J. Maguire
William J. Kelleher
Joseph P. Casey

English
Boston College
Charlestown
Boston College
Boston College
Company B

John Robert O'Brien
Norman F. Fermoyle
John Walker Kennedy
Leroy V. Cooney
Thomas F. Shaw
Edwin D. Gallagher
Daniel J. Keefe
William C. Jones
Bernard J. Duffy
Eugene T. Maloney
Morgan T. Ryan
Francis L. O'Connor
Arthur James Donovan

Boston College
Revere
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
English High
Boston Latin
Boston Latin
Commerce
Boston College
Boston College High
Boston College
Company C

James I. Rooney
Walter D. Collins

Boston College
Boston College
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West Roxbury
Boston College
Commerce
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College High
Mechanic Arts
Boston College

John R. Reilly
John P. Brawley
Leo A. McLaughlin
James R. Brawley
John F. Collins
William F. Foley
Walter L. Kiley
George J. Gallagher
Anthony Panora
F. J. Morrissey
Company D
Edmund A. Higgins
Arthur A. Grimm
Daniel I. Lucey
John J. McMorrow
Francis D. Shea
John J. Kirby
Frank J. Hannon
Cornelius M. Flynn
William B. Bridges
Philip L. Corrigan
Boston College
Boston College High
Boston Latin
Regis
English
Dorchester
Commerce
West Roxbury
Revere

Charlestown
Mechanic Arts
Holy Cross
Infantry

Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
Boston College
English High
Boston College
37
3
J
2
5
1
2
1
1
1
1
1
59
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Machine Gun Candidates
Company A
Boston College
Victor N. Rochette
Lowell
Dewey G. Archambeault
Boston College
William J. Cunningham
Company B

Somerville

John Thomas Haggerty
John J. Magee
Walter J. McGill
Roland G. Jones
Walter G. Shay
John A. Harrington

Boston College
Boston Latin
Arlington
Goddard
Dorchester
Company C
Boston College

Daniel J. Harkins
Boston College
Lowell
Somerville
Boston Latin
Goddard
Dorchester
Arlington

4
1
1
1
1
1
1

The companies have at last begun to awake from their
unexplainable stupor. Finally they have realized that
they are important factors in the college life and to them
the college looks for at least some display of initiative.

COMPANY
NEWS

Company A
A Company did not forget the words of Senator-elect David I.
Walsh on induction day, "to go forward, forward, forward," as is
evident from their response to the Fourth Liberty Loan. They went
over the top with a subscription surpassing that of the other companies by a large amount.
A formation of an orchestra and glee club is already under way
and many distinguished musicians and talented singers reported to
Private Gulesian at the first rehearsal. Private Gulesian is an able
leader and also an accomplished ban joist as any member of A Company will testifv.
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At the call for O. T. C. men, A Company again went to the
front with the largest number of competent candidates for commissions.
A Company is well represented on the B. C. S. A. T. C. football
team by such men as the Kyans, Bowler, Kelleher, Urban, Brophy,
McCorry and Doyle, and so far this season these men have given
a good account of themselves.
Another athletic branch in which A Company seconds none is
tennis. Despite its late start, the Company tennis team has shown
great skill and speed, and Sergeant Doyle sends a challenge to the
other companies of the battalion.
Although boxing gloves have not been obtained by the Company
still we feel safe to say that the reputation of the Company in this
line will be upheld by J. C. Regan of Noodle Island, who is a clever
boxer as well as an able instructor.
Private Frenchy Fontaine while walking his post the other
evening challenged a "non-com" in the following manner:
"Halt! Look who's here. Advance to be vulcanized."
After hearing the lieutenant say that the person challenged
should always be advanced by the same title that he answered when
he was challenged, Private Eddie Bell lived up to what he heard
and the following is his first challenge that night:
Bell: "Halt! Who is there?
Answer: "Officer of Post and my wife."
Bell: "Advance, Officer of Post and my wife to be recognized."
There is one command Corporal Grant will never forget after
last Tuesday night, and that is "Fall out!" As a result of his obeying the command, the doctor told him the next day to "get out!"
Private Rice threw up his job in the army because he couldn't
get a raise of pay.
"Non-com," addressing the company: "Now don't forget to
keep Devens in the back of your head."
Buck Private: "We would if we had a head as big as yours."
Menu suggestion from A Company:
Never mind shellacing the bread.
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Company B
The earnest appeals of Lieutenants Rhodes and Roddy found a
ready response from the Company and we helped to send the Fourth
Liberty Loan across.
The Government owes a man $3O. He in turn owes $5 for
Liberty Bond, $6 for insurance, $l5 for allotment, $7 for books.
Find how much the man has left? Answer: Be a politician and
take the Poor Debtor's oath.
Our football team held Company D to a scoreless tie a few days
ago. Gallagher did all our gaining.
"Fat" Mulready has received many alluring offers from rival
film companies.
Of all the bonbons we ever "sent down the hatch" that pea soup
is "the works."
The "loot" believed in giving the kids a chance when he held up
the twenty-first squad as the best drilled in the Company. Give them
credit, long boys, they do more double time than the whole company
trying to keep up with you.
The human element shows itself even in cadet officers. Shaw
and Cooney are making nightly observations of the topography of
Newton.
Gus Whelan gives a nightly demonstration of aesthetic dancing
in the barracks.
We would enjoy our planked steak more if it were not mixed
up with so many other meats so often, caterer.
Company C
We thank the thoughtful gentleman who so wisely purchased
the boxing gloves. We are now able to prove our pugilistic superiority over the rest of the corps with injury to none.
It would be highly appreciated by those seeking slumber on the
wires if one Leo McLoughlin, when he next feels like dying, would
choose some other place than C Company orderly room at 3 a. m.
Famous sayings:?Snap it up! Fall out! Pipe down! Cut
the talking!
Sergeant Black caused no little worry to his fond friends. He
seemed to be suffering acute agony. Some one skilled in medicinal
lore suggested he had just given birth to an idea. On further in-
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vestigation it was found he had merely swallowed his chewing gum.
Different heights in Company C:
The height of impossibility: Sergt. Fitzgerald trying to keep
Sergt. Foynes quiet after taps.
The height of folly: Trying to keep "Fat" Collins from getting
his allotment of "grub."
The height of despair: Red Glennon after being refused a pass.
The height of caution: Haskins trying to sneak up in the
"chow" line.
The height of absurdity: Cusick as a corporal.
The height of ambition: The morning after.
Two heights: Con O'Brien and "Peanut" Geegan.
Sentinel: "Who's there?"
Buck Private Connell: "Me."
Sentinel: "Advance, 'Me,' to be recognized."
Connell: "Ah, what's the use, I've only been here a week, and
you wouldn't know me, anyway."
Company D

"At hease!"
"All's well that ends well"?McMorrow?"Smissed."
Officer to R. Foley: "What is your rank?"
R. Foley: "Rear rank, No. 2, sir."
Many places will be left vacant in the near future, affording
good chances for promotion, so "knuckle down, boys."
Lil' Pal Dohertv's rifle feels like a Customs House tower to him,
but lie can pull the trigger just the same.
D Company came to the top in that battalion review. (A, B
and C; try again.)
The temporary loss of Privates Barlow and Foley, who were
taken to St. Elizabeth's Hospital, is deeply felt by the Company. In
fact their illness is so serious that the nurse is too constantly on
the job????
Sentinel: "Halt!!! Who's there?
Private Roger F.: "Me."
Sentinel: "Advance, 'Me,' and be recognized."
Private Roger F.: "Aye, aye, sir!"
Sentinel: "Turn out the guard, Roger Foley."
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Some fellows act like old-timers at night, going upstairs "shoeless." Good thing they don't have to find the keyhole, eh, Mac?
If Wheeler can fight like he can drive an auto? (Let Higgins
and Mac dope it out.)
The Company lost its backbone when Muscles Murphy was sent
home.
The second floor bunkers enjoy a concert every night. Private O'Daly can play all sorts of tunes in snoring.
Get that football team going, fellows, and also those new Company songs.
Hey! Wheeler, go easy, that's supposed to be a Russian rifle,
a
not "pop gun."
Common Conversation: Got a match? Nope! Cigarette?
Nope! Chew? Yep!
?Francis J. Roland.

Alumni
The student's life at Boston College has experienced a great
change during the last month. Boston College has become an Army
post?its students are soldiers in the service of the United States.
According to present plans, battalion review, formal guard mount
or some like ceremony will be held every afternoon. The Alumni
are invited to be present and see for themselves what the students
are doing. This invitation is officially extended, and you are urged
to accept it, and visit Alma Mater, and see how she is doing her
share in the war.
The number of Alumni in the service has increased so rapidly
that we have not been able to follow all of the enlistments. Changes
in address, promotions and new enlistments, if brought to our
notice will be greatly appreciated.
UNITED WAR WORK DRIVE

At the request of the Metropolitan Committee of the United
War Work Drive, the Catholic Alumni Sodality of Boston arranged
and held in Symphony Hall the openingrally of the Greater Boston
drive on Sunday, November the tenth.
The program consisted of a concert by the eminent American
tenor, Arthur Hackett. Musical selections, among which was a new
patriotic ode, were rendered by the Apollo Club, and the Harvard
Radio School Band furnished entertainment. The speaker of the
evening was Lieutenant Vincent de Weirzbicki, sent by the French
High Commission in Washington. Ex-Lieutenant-Governor Lake of
Connecticut, sent by the National Committee of the United WarWork Drive, also addressed the assembly. Judge de Courcy of the
Supreme Court presided.
At the college Fr. Michael Ahern, S.J., chaplain of the Sodality,
directed the sale of tickets. Material assistance was also rendered
the committee by the Philomatheia Club, the Ladies' Auxiliary of
the 101st Regiment, and the Catholic Union of Boston.

104

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

The rally was a great success and reflects credit on the members of the Sodality, a large number of whom are graduates of
Boston College.

O'BRIEN, D.D.
Rev. Andrew Joseph O'Brien, D.D., 'O6, professor of Dogmatic
Theology at St. John's Seminary, died at St. Ann's Rectory, Hull,
DEATH OF REV. ANDREW J.

where he had been stationed during the summer months. His death
was due to pneumonia following an attack of influenza.
He was a native of West Quincy, a graduate of the Willard
School and Adams Academy of Quincy, of Boston College and of the
North American College at Rome. Both during his course at Boston College and in Rome he received the highest honors in his
studies. He was ordained at Rome 011 September 24, 1910, by His
Eminence, Cardinal Respighi.
He returned to the United States about five years ago and was
assigned to the Diocesan Seminary at Brighton by His Eminence,
the Cardinal, who appointed him to the chair of Professor of Dogmatic Theology, a place he filled up to the time of his death.
The funeral was 011 Monday, with Mass of Requiem celebrated
by Rt. Rev. John B. Peterson, D.D., president of St. John's Seminary. Owing to the prevailing epidemic only relatives and clerical
friends were permitted to attend. The Gregorian chant was sung
during the Mass by the Choir of St. John's Seminary, led by Rev.
Joseph Murphy, D.D., 'OB. The Mass was at ten o'clock and the
burial was in St. Mary's Cemetery, West Quincy, where the Office
for the Dead was read by Mgr. Peterson.
ORDINATIONS AND ECCLESIASTICAL CHANGES

His Eminence the Cardinal ordained twelve young men at St.
John's Seminary. He was assisted by Rt. Rev. John B. Peterson,
president of the Seminary, Rev. George V. Leahy, S.T.L., and Rev.
Richard J. Haberlin, D.D. The ordination which was private was
advanced because of the demand for priests in the diocese due to
vacancies caused by deaths and appointments to the Army and
Navy as chaplains.
The following men were graduates of Boston College: Rev.
Thomas P. Frawlev, Lowell, 'l4; Rev. Richard A. Burke, Somer-
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ville, ex-'l5; Rev. Timothy C. Gleason, Lawrence, 'l4; Rev. Neil J.
Hurley, Roslindale, 'l4; Rev. John J. Joyce, West Quincy, 'l4; Rev.
Robert E. Manning, Roxbury, ex-'l5; Rev. Eric F. MacKenzie, Dorchester, 'l4; Rev. Leo M. Murray, Revere, 'l4; Rev. William McGrail,
Cambridge, ex-'l4.
His Eminence the Cardinal has made the following appointments : Rev. Mark E. Madden, '92, from St. Philip's, Boston, to
rector of St. John's, Canton; Rev. John F. Kelleher, '9l, from Sacred
Heart Parish, Groton, to Administrator of St. Bridge's, Lexington.
FATHER WALSH GAINS HIGH HONOR

Rev. Edmund J. Walsh, S.J., since last May Dean of the Department of Arts and Sciences at Georgetown University, has been
appointed regional inspector of the colleges of New England, which
have Student Army Training Corps, and will have his headquarters
at Harvard University. His new duties come under the direction
of the War Department. Father Walsh will have the status of a
Major in the Army.
CONDOLENCES

The students and the Alumni extend condolences to Harry
Kiley, 'l6, and Raymond Kiley, '2O, on the death of their father.
Mr. John Sheerin, a seminarian, passed away at his home Friday, October 4th. He graduated from Boston College in 1915. Entering the Seminary in 1915 he received successively Tonsure and
Minor Orders, the last only in March of this year. He lacked only
a short time to ordination. The funeral was from St. Joseph's
Church, Union Square, Somerville, a Solemn Mass of Requiem being
celebrated by Rt. Rev. Mgr. John B. Peterson, rector of the Seminary. Members of the class of the deceased acted as officers of the
Mass and as pall-bearers. The interment was at Mt. Auburn Cemetery, Watertown. THE STYLUS offers sympathy to the family of
Mr. Sheerin.
J. Bernard Flynn, teacher in junior work in East Boston High
School, died at his home on October 6th. He graduated from Boston
College in 1915. He was a member of the Marquette Debating team
in his freshman and sophomore years, and of the Fulton Debating
Society in his junior and senior years.
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We offer our heartfelt sympathy to Rev. Thomas A. Flynn, 'll,
assistant at the Sacred Heart Church, Maiden, brother of the deceased, and to the afflicted family.
PERSONALS

Thomas D. Lavelle, former assistant district attorney of Suffolk County, and widely known in the legal profession, has
received a commission as captain in the Army Service Corps. He
will assume his duties at once. Mr. Lavelle was president of the
Alumni Association last year.
The Army Service Corps is a new corps, established since the
outbreak of the war, and has to do with a number of units, more
especially the Quartermaster's Corps. Mr. Lavelle's commission is
interpreted to mean that he will, with others, handle the legal aspects of the Quartermaster's Department, not necessarily in this
country, but wherever the Secretary of War may direct.

'Ol.

John F. Baldwin received his commission as lieutenant in the
Army Aviation Corps. He was graduated from the Military
School of Aeronautics at Cornell; from there he went to a reconstruction camp at Dallas, and from there to Call Field, where he
received his training in flying. While at Boston College he was
prominent in athletics.

'O9.

'll.

George J. Leonard of Beachmont is a lieutenant, junior gTade,
on the U. S. S. America. He was graduated from Boston College in 1911, was manager of the school football eleven and its
quarterback and took a prominent part in college affairs.

'l5.

Lieut. Edward A. McLaughlin has been appointed an artillery
instructor at Fort Monroe, Virginia, following months of service in the artillery on the front lines in the Toul sector. Lieuten-

ant McLaughlin was trained at the early Plattsburgh camps.

Lieut. John F. Gillespie of the 101st, recently returned from
France to become an instructor at Camp Devens, gave a vivid description of scenes at the battlefront. At a musical entertainment
and war talk given in Boston College Hall by the Glee Club of the
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Young Men's Catholic Association to aid the 101st Infantry, the
Glee Club was led by Thomas J. Hurley, 'B5.
Word has just been received of the promotion of Jack Atkinson from Second Lieutenant to First Lieutenant in the newly
organized Motor Transport Corps.

'l6.

Ex-'l6.

We note that Captain Edward Killion of the 1914 baseball
team was wounded in action.

'l7.

Timoth}' J. O'Sullivan received a commission in the Field
Artillery upon completing the course at Camp Zachary Taylor.

A wherry race, competed for by the United States sub-chaser
squadron in distant waters, gave the championship to the crew of
Sub-chaser 261. The coxswain was George G. Holland, seaman first
class, of the Class of 'l7, Boston College.
William A. Walsh, 8 Carlton Street, Peabody, has been made a
lieutenant in the Quartermaster's Corps, U. S. A. Lieutenant
Walsh made a flying trip home and has returned to his duties as
statistical officer at Newport News, Va. He enlisted as a sergeant
on August 3rd, 1917.
He was a graduate of Boston College, 'l7. While at B. C. he
was vice-president of the Marquette Debating Society.
Of all the non-commissioned officers who took the examination
for entrance into the officers' training school, Walsh received the
highest mark, getting ninety-two per cent.

Ex-'lB.

Word has reached us that George Scully received a commission in the Quartermaster Corps.

Ex-'2O.

Tom Dee, quarterback of the Naval Radio School football
eleven and quarterback for B. C. for the past three seasons,
probably is out of the game for good. An old back injury, received
in an automobile accident last summer, was reopened in a game
against L T S. S. Kearsarge, and he was forced to retire. His condition became worse under treatment, and he was taken to the Naval
Hospital at Chelsea. In his present condition, Dee is unable to
stand unaided.
.

M. J. Stokes of last year's baseball team has received an
appointment to West Point with orders to report immediately.

Ex-'2l.

?Francis J. DeCelles.

"SOMEWHERE" BUREAU
CORRECTIONS AND ADDITIONS

U. S. N., Aviation Corps, Bay Shore, N. Y.
U. S. Naval Station, Rockland, Me.
Brunning, Raymond, 'lB,
U. S. N., Ensign School. Harvard
Birmingham, Leo, 'l5,
U. S. Naval Reserve, Burnkin Island
Bresnahan, Thomas H., 'l9,
U. S. N., Officer Material School, Harvard
Burke, William 8., 'l9,
u Naval Unit Harvard
Canavan, John A., 'lB,
Mass. Inst, of Tech.
Carey, William J., 'lB, U. S. N., Aviation Corps,
Pelham Bay, N. Y.
School,
Cashin, William M., 'lB, U. S. N., Ensign
Carney's
Point, N. J.
School,
"U. S. Tech
Caverlv, Walter H., 'lB,
U. S. N. R. F, Burnkin Island
Cochran, John J., 'lB,
Army Medical Corps, Newton High School
Conlev, James, 'l5,
U. S. N., Harvard Ensign School
Connolly, James J., '2l,
U. S. N, Sqnantnm
Connolly, Myles E,
Army Aviation
Lieutenant,
Cote, Charles L., 'lB,
Crowley, Richard J., 'lB, U. S. N., Ensign School, Pelham Bay, N. Y.
Camp Devens, Ayer
Daler, David F? 'lB,
U. S. N., Ensign School, Harvard
Dee, Joseph, 'l7,
U.
S. Naval Base, Bar Harbor, Me.
J.,
'lB,
Donahue, Charles
J
Donavan, P. J., 'l6, U. S. Ordnance Corps, A. E. F., Am. P. O. 7<
School
Harvard
Ensign
Doyle, Fred, 'l4,
U. S. N., Officer Material School, Harvard
Evers, Henry J., 'l9,
Ensign School, Pelham Bay, N. Y.
Facey, Frank J., 'lB,
Officer Material School, Harvard
N.,
U.
S.
'lB,
Flaherty, Frank N.,
S.
Officer Material School, Harvard
N.,
Fleming, William F., 'l6, U.
Ensign, Asst. District Paymaster, U.S.N.,
?Gibbon, James J., 'l3,
Little Bldg., Boston
U. S. Naval Station, Burnkin Island
Granelais, Joseph, '2O,
Harvard Ensign School
Harrington, Charles, 'l9,
Bateman, Roland, 'lB,

-

Henderson, Ray

Holden, Joseph J., 'l9,
Hopkins, James P., 'l5,
Kerrigan, James, 'l7,

>

Officer Material School, Harvard
Officer Material School, Harvard
Harvard Ensign School
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Ambulance Corps, A. E. F., Am. P. O. 745
Leary, Daniel, ex-'lB,
Officer Material School, Harvard
Lyons, J. Dennis, 'l9,
'l7,
U. S. N., Ensign School,
MacKinnon, George C.,
Pelham Bay, X. Y.
U. S. S.Thatcher
Magann, Leo, 'l9,
Inst, of Tech.
Mass.
Naval
Aviation
Corps,
John,
U.
S.
'l7,
Mahoney,
U. S. N., Commonwealth Pier
Mahoney, John A., '2l,
U. S. N., Asst. Paymaster
McCormick, William, 'l7,
U. S. Naval Station, Bumkin Island
McShane, Richard, '2O,
Officer Material School, Harvard
Mulcahy, John J., 'l7,
Ensign School, Pelham Bay, X. Y.
Murray, H. Bennett, 'lB,
Lieutenant, U. S. S. North Dakota
Murray, J. Vincent, 'lB,
Officer Material School, Harvard
'2l,
William
A.,
Niland,
Sgt. Inf., A. E. F., Am. P. O. 745
O'Keefe, J. G., 'l6,
Officer
Material School, Harvard
'lB,
H.,
Pike, Clarence
Officer Material School, Harvard
Quinn, Richard A., 'l7,
Asst. Paymaster, Fore River Works, Quincy
Ryan, Edward T., 'lO,
Naval Aviation, Bay Shore, X. Y.
Shea, John J., 'l9,
Cadet, West Point
Stokes, M. J., '2l,
Fordham
Naval Unit
Edward,
ex-'lB,
Sullivan,
Reserve
Naval
'2O,
Thayer, Paul J.,
Illinois
Grant,
Training
Camp,
Camp
A.,
'l7,
Officers'
Waters, Paul
So.
Carolina
Jackson,
Field Artillery, Camp
Shea, Fred, 'l9,
Field Artillery, A. E. F.
O'Reilly, Francis J., '2O,
Det. Medical Department, 301st Amm.
P ash by, William F., 'l9,
Train, A. E. F.
Coast
It. Heath, V inthrop
Artillery,
J.,
U.
S.
Joseph
'lB,
Forrester,
C.
Ft.
A.C.,
Heath, Wiuthrop
'lB,
Frazier, Francis P.,
Ensign School
Harvard
Gildea, Thomas A., 'lB,
Harvard
Ensign School
Greene, Clarence W., 'lB,
Lab. Asst., Chem. Warfare Service
Groboski, Edward F., 'lB,
S. A. T. C., Boston College
Harldns, Daniel J., 'lB,
S. A. T. C., Boston College
Heislein, Edward C., 'lB,
Naval Reserve
Hoban, John J., 'lB,
Bumkin
Island
U.
S.
N.,
'lB,
Kane, Martin F?
Engineers,
Battalion,
M.
P.
Kiley, Arthur J., 'lB, Co. A, 2nd Prov.
Ft. Benjamin Harrison, Indiana
Lynch, John P.. 'lB, U. S. Naval Aviation Corps, Mass. Inst, of Tech.
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S- A. T. C., Harvard
U. S. N., Commonwealth Pier
Harvard Ensign School
Ensign, Pelham Bay, N. Y.
Ensign, Newport, B. I.
Ensign, Newport, R. I.
U. S. Naval Reserve
O'Connor, Michael L., 'lB,
Bumkin Island
Station,
U.
S.
Naval
F.,
Thomas
Pyne,
Bay, N. Y.
Pelham
Ensign
School,
Francis
C.,
Ramisch,
Harvard
Naval
Unit
Reynolds, Thomas A.,
C.
Boston
S.
A.
T.
College,
Riley, Charles E., 'lB,
Winthrop
Heath,
C. A. C., Ft.
Ritter, George, 'lB,
U. S. N., Brest, France
Schuver, Remi, 'lB,
Ensign School, Pelham Bay, N. Y.
Sexton, Charles T., 'lB,
Sheeran, Thomas F., 'lB, U. S. Coast Artillery, Ft. Heath, Winthrop
Smith, Edward C., 'lB, Medical Students R. C., Harvard Med. School
Ensign School, Pelham Bay, N. Y.
Walsh, Thomas J., 'lB,
Wholley, Arthur A., 'lB,
Lieut., U. S. Coast Artillery
McCarthy, John F., 'lB,
McNamara, John J., 'lB,
Murphy, Daniel J., 'lB,
Murphy, Arthur W., 'lB,
Murray, George, 'l7,
Nevins, Joseph G., 'l7,

Letters
June 2.
Today is Sunday, and for the first time in several weeks I'm headed for
Mass. The cathedral here is wonderful ?a marvel. I don't know and nobody
here seems to know when it was built, but there are dates on the stone slabs
in the floorway back in the early thirteen hundreds. The main altar is much
like the altar in St. Patrick's Cathedral, New York. The organ is behind the
altar. Off either side aisle are many little chapels with their old, old altars
and queer, awkward looking statues. The two towers on either side of the
great entrance seem to be climbing to heaven. But unlike ours at B. C.,
these are flat on top. Yesterday the bearded curg was holding a catechism
class with about eight thin little boys and six giggly little girls. This Mass
will be a high Mass with a French choir (naturally), bearded priest, many little
boys dressed as Cardinals, inside the rail, a sexton with a cloak such as I
saw in Montreal two years ago, to pass the box?and the congregation will be
American soldiers, a few French soldiers, and many women and children.
Almost every day there is an exhibition in the Place de la Republique of
this city, of the ruins of at least one of the Boche planes that was brought
down the previous day. Many fall not far from here. To witness an air
battle is to see the greatest individual battle of the war?but they fall
awfully fast.
Yesterday the Mass at the Cathedral was a treat?first time for some
weeks for me. The verger or sexton or wTioever he is was all dressed up in a
remarkable uniform of bright, bright scarlet ?with much gold braid on it in
every possible place?and marvellous gold epaulets. His trousers were very
big and baggy and loose?white silk socks and shiny leather slippers with large
silver buckles and medium sized tongues. He wore a short sword during the
entire ceremony and to top off this elaborate costume was a hat this shape
with much ermine around it. His sword always seemed to be tripping him.
Before Mass he walked all thru the church with the tiniest little girl following
him. She was very plainly dressed, very tiny, very pretty, and had two queer
Here she is.? Up to the beginning of
pig-tails sticking over her shoulder
the Mass the red-uniformed one had his left hand free to manage his sword,
but after the priest in the uniform of a French sergeant had vested, and two
little boys dressed as cardinals had run all over the sanctuary and finally were
satisfied that the roses, the candles, the lilies and the benches and the Book
and everything else were in the proper place, the little procession appeared in
this order: the red-costumed man leading, with the spear you see above in his
right hand, ?instead of genuflecting he would lower his spear; then the two
miniature cardinals, very tiny and probably very warm in their heavy long
?
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priest, a
red cassocks, with lace surplices and little red skull-caps; then the
powerful,
with
Marne,
thin,
tanned, rugged looking veteran of Verdun and the
eyes
his
down-cast
love,
faith
and
was
mixture
of
Arm
just
a
a face that
proclaiming humility. And it was sweet to hear Mass again. Oh, it was so
peaceful in church, and I did feel so happy. This was at eleven o'clock.
There had been a procession at the previous Mass, and the aisles and the
sanctuary floor were almost hidden under rose petals and ciushed lilies, and
even though the two little boys swept the sanctuary before Mass and gathered
whole basketsful of crushed flowers, the air was sweet with their fragrance
and with the scent of incense seemed almost holy. The little girls were on
benches without backs (the benches), way up front, between the step to the
rail. The little boys must have gone to some other Mass. There were all
kinds of uniforms?French officers with their blue coats, much decorated, and
their gay red trousers, with a black stripe down the side, shoes and puttees
shiny?other French officers with their dark olive suits, black caps with red
tops, their mustaches carefully tended, ?a few 7 Italians, snappy, black-eyed
youngsters, their uniform a sombre dark grey, and an Italian aviator in a
black uniform which was really handsome and very attractive; the silver cord
that trimmed the black made the whole a picture. There were few English
or American aviators ?from the whirring of the engines that were flying around
the towers of the Cathedral, I guessed they were all on duty, or at least on
the alert. Several French soldiers in their plain greyish blue suits came in
just as Mass started and stood at attention when the rest of the congregation
kneeled. Then there were a few Frenchmen, very few, in civilian clothes, tight
striped trousers, queer black coats, high collars, awful ties, canes and terrible
hats. Many women were there. "Some in rags, some in tags, and some in
velvet gowns" describes them well. A brass plate at the place I occupied
informed me that I was sitting in the seat of Mademoiselle Jouin?that the
place next on the left was for Madame Jouin?the place to the left of that
Monsieur Jouin. Since Mile. Jouin didn't appear to drive me out, I had her
seat all the time I was there. On the way back to the hospital I happened to
notice a sign on the Rue de la Publique which said, "M. T. Jouin ?Ferblantier."
?So Mr. Jouin is a ferblantier.
When it was time for the sermon, the red-uniform one appeared again, and
led, not the celebrant, but a tall, thin, red-bearded priest who had a wonderful
lace surplice over his loose cassock, down to the pulpit. After the announcements for the week, he read a long letter from Cardinal Mercier to the prelates
of France, asking that next Friday, the feast of the Sacred Heart, be made a
day of public prayer in Belgium, France, Les Etats-Fnis, England and Brazil.
Then he read the letter from the Archbishop of Toul and Nancy, to the pastor
of that church, and the pastor's plans for that day. I hope I'm still here.
After the announcements, the red one with the spear took another long-handled,
war-like implement in his other hand, and preceded the pastor while he went
around with the contribution box. At every occupied pew, the red one would
scrape the tip of this new thing on the stone flag?a gentle reminder. After
the

priest

with the deen box

came

the tinv niece of feminitv

that I

nainted
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see, there was
She had a silver plate and caught me unawares. You
nothing but empty seats in front of me, so I only allowed for one collection
and little Miss Prim surprised me and I didn't contribute to her plate. What
many
she did with the money, I don't know, but the result of her passing

above.

copper pieces of dix centime value.
The
After Mass I climbed one of the towers of the Church, 365 steps.
and
caretaken
down
whole
church
have
been
statues in the niches round the
fully stored away. About every fifty steps one could go on a balcony and see.
My guide
At first I was a bit dizzy, but when we reached the top?wonderful.
at
the foot
had
his
bed
in
the
little
room
"simple
soldat,"
who
was a French
showed me the
of the tower stairs (his bed being a board and a blanket) ; he
"caserne" and the river Moselle, the direction of the different cities, and the
American aviation field and the hospital where I was staying, and told me the
I lightened my
edifice was built in the tenth century. When we came down
pocket by begging Monsieur to drink a bottle of wine on me, and he and his
comrade bowed and "merci, monsieured' me for as long as I was in sight.
Poor brave soldiers, when they are on leave they can earn a few francs that
way to help out their family treasury, and I know that more likely Yvette had
some new little thing to wear than had the soldiers their wine with the little
bit I gave them.
FRED J. GILLIS.

September 13, 191S.
My Dear Buck PRIVATE :
Notice that word spelled with capitals? That is my opinion of the way it
should always be written, and if you ever meet a buck private who has fought
in the infantry over here, take off your hat to him, and give him your last cent
and your shirt if he wants it. There is nothing in the world can stop our
infantry?at least the infantry of this division, and I will admit the others
are almost as good?and it is the buck private who makes the infantry. Keep
your eyes on the papers and you can judge for yourself.
Today I received your letter written August 6th, the first chance I have
had to struggle with your scrawl for ages and ages. I know you feel easier
in your mind now that you are in camp, and know you will make a success of it.
Play it like a game. It is the greatest game you will ever take a hand in.
If you are successful at camp, and are an instructor at the college this year,
If the government wants any more from you they
you will be doing your bit.
you
are called, go and give the best you have in you.
will call you, and when
on the run. He will get winded soon and we
and
I
have
the
Kaiser
Joe
will have him by the pants, then, fini la guerre tout de suite." Ask Father
De Butler if he does not think my French is improving.
I hope you will have the good fortune to have Lieutenant
in your
company, as he will make a mighty fine instructor, and is a good fellow to
boot. He gives a fine imitation of the French instructors we had when we
first arrived in France. He must have been mixed in his dates, as the last
"
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time I saw him must have been about the seventeenth of June, and not July
Bth. On July Bth I was in the hospital and just beginning to get interested in
things

once more.

You know by this time that I was not sent back to the infantry, but have
been assigned to the 103rd Field Hospital. So far I have been leading the life
of Riley, with nothing to do but sleep and eat, as we are not opened for business at present. I am feeling fine, and have a safe, easy job, so there is no
need for anyone to worry about me.
Well, I think I have wasted enough ink and paper on you for this time.
Keep on writing and give me all the news.
Censored :
EDW. B. SHEEHAN, Ist Lieut.,
M. C. N. G.. 103rd Field Hospital.
Sunday, October G, 1918.
:
DEAR D
Have been pretty busy the last week or so, and haven't had much time
write.
Since my last letter I made a little tour, and saw everything worth
to
seeing. It w as all wonderful and is now like some hazy dream to me. You
doubtless have had all the news in the papers and know what the boys did and
are still doing. By comparing dates you ought to be able to tell where I was.
It was a sight that paid me, and paid me well, for all I've gone through in
the last year and a half, and the next time I see it I hope I'll be playing a
bigger part. There's nothing like it, and there's nothing in the world can
stop these boys. They have more pep and nerve than all the rest of them put
together. If you could only see the spirit of them?throw off their packs and
coats, some of them even roll up their sleeves, grab their rifles and start with
a determined, and I might almost say happy, expression on every face. They
sure have given them hell, and are still doing it.
I'm now back at this school for three weeks and from here go back and
join my regiment (south of the big city). I have met a couple of officers here
from the 101st wdio knew Ed, and have told me some wonderful things about
him. He certainly did his work and did it well. I get a letter from him every
week now, and he is o.k. and, as he says, has a "soft job now." There's a
slight chance that I'll be able to see him on my way back from here.
There's a slight chance, too, that I may see C
on my way back, as
he is not many miles away. My trip back also takes me through the big city,
and I'll have about twenty-four hours there?time for a real bath and a real
meal in a real hotel.
I'm now in one of the buildings the Y. M. C. A. have taken over, and
have just had a nice big bowl of chocolate and crackers. I also have my
pockets full of cake, chocolate and cigarettes, so you see this isn't a half bad
war after all. As far as I could find out there was no place for me to hear
Mass, and after listening to a "preacher" preach here for a few minutes, I
decided my time would be better spent writing.
I realize this is a terrible letter and disconnected, but my fingers are
cold and I'm a little tired, so we'll let it go at that. Are you satisfied? I

r
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haven't had any mail for a couple of weeks because it probably hasn't been
forwarded to me. I expect a big batch when I get back to my outfit.
LIEUT. J. H. SHEEHAN,
303rd U. S. Inf., Amer. E. F.
DET. MEDICAL DEPT., 301ST AMMUNITION TRAIN,
AMER. E. F., August 31, 1918.
DEAR MAC :
It is so long since I have heard from you that I guess by this time you
have grown up. It is so long since I have written to you that I think somebody should introduce us.
Mail has begun to float in. I received a letter on the twenty-ninth which
had been mailed just one month before.
A faciori you probably are rapidly becoming a shining light in gumma philosophica when you receive this (Labor Day is Monday). Me, ?maybe I'll be
a shining light in heaven ?maybe, you never can tell. The "active" which you
note in the prologue is not to be construed as "going over the top." However,
you never can tell, I may see something rough.
You see, we ran across a fellow from Devens who left in May, got into
a regular outfit and now is convalescing from Chateau Thierry. That was
some fight. The Americans must have walloped the Germans pretty well.
I do not remember what I wrote you in my last letter but repititio est
pater et mater educationis." We had quite a ride in England and arrived at
a so-called rest camp. Then we had a speedy trip from England to France.
After a long hike on shore we arrived at another rest camp and tears of joy
rolled down our cheeks, we were so glad to leave England after twenty-four
hours. Then we took a short trip in cattle cars lasting over two days. As a
result of our training, from eating and quarters on the boat, trains, and rest
camp, the uneven tile floor of a butcher shop was the most comfortable place
I ever slept (barring the economics class).
We have been hanging around
this petite ville ever since. Our equipment is slowly arriving.
They have a neat way of butchering animals. A man paraded a herd of
bulls and a flock of sheep through this place a few times and sold them.
Well, they got the bull into the slaughter house, blind-folded him, and the
bull did not notice that in the blind-fold there was a spike. So one of the
men just banged the spike through his forehead. The bull did not move.
They took a sheep, bound its four legs together, threw it into a barrow
and wheeled it into the slaughter house. There it was placed in a convenient
place on the dissecting table. One man held its head and shoved a knife
through the sheep's throat. Then he held the head in a comfortable position
and the blood gushed forth.
In removing the hide, they first cut a hole at the knee of the left hind leg,
and poked an iron rod inside to loosen the hide. Then they used bellows and
the sheep began to look like a toy balloon. But after the entrails had been
yanked out the carcass looked o.k. When I get home, Mac, will you let me
"
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part.
as get killed in the navy yard, and it would be entirely unselfish 011 your
over
on
that
side.
they
Hill?
I
hear
re
Seen any submarines off Bunker
Well, if you have you have nothing on me.
Well, Mac, how is the school coming along? You know you are only a
twig in the bending process. Look at me. In this oufit of twenty men, I
have the company of a Tufts graduate who was also a school teacher, and
also a Harvard grad. One night we discussed the qualities of poetry ! ! ! Do
to tell me the army doesn't make them crazy:
Near here in the grounds of a chateau is erected a replica of the grotto
of Lourdes. There is a statue of Our Lady, and you can turn 011 the water.
The rocks and everything must have been put there, but it looks like the
genuine article.
Mail comes here once in a while, so 1 hope to hear from you. "Bong swar."
Your Spiritual Adviser,
BILL.
(Priv. William F. Pashby)
you

mean

ON BOARD THE S. S.

DEAR

.

:

1 have been reading with much pleasure on this "overseas voyage" two
copies of THE STYLUS, especially the War Supplement.
Acting upon the suggestion of the "Editor's Note" as to the whereabouts
of B. C. men in the service, I might say that at present, I am "somewhere" (?)
between the good old U. S. A. and France on the high seas. However, we hope
with the help of God and our successful convoy, to land on old "terra firma"
within a few days.
I have been in Florida since I enlisted last Fall, having spent my last
two months, May and June, in the Quartermaster's Training Camp, from which
I received a commission as a Second Lieutenant, at the completion of the

course.
I hope to join "Pershing's Band" in a few days, where I expect to meet
some of my B. C. men, especially of my class 1913. Nevertheless, they're all
good fellows no matter what class they might be.
I would like to receive good news of the college, and occasionally a STYLUS,
if possible. Kindly give my regards to Fr. Jessup and Fr. Devlin, my old
professors, and with my best wishes for all B. C. men, believe me to be,
Always for B. C.,
RAY HENDERSON,
2nd Lieut., Q. M. C. N. A.,
AMUR. E. F.
SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE, June 22, 1918.
:
DEAR
Just as I used to put off and put off my themes and then write them in
frenzied haste with able assistance from
and
so have I
neglected with oft repeated promises and continued intention to write to you.
,
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I liave slighted you since the day of my enlistment, October 23rd, and I am
now trying to make some slight amends by writing you one of my first letters

from France.
About a month ago I completed an ocean voyage of thirteen days, the trip
being a treat from the government. The Atlantic is undeniably beautiful, and
a sea voyage is supposedly a tonic, but I found that the beauty soon becomes
cloying and all is monotony and dreariness. I assure you that the sight of
land was like wine to jaded senses. I can utter no complaint against the
weather. The seas were surprisingly calm and the sun was comfortably warm.
On two days only were the seas rough. Then things did happen.
We wallowed in the trough of mountainous waves. Our starboard and
then our port side would cradle over and well nigh kiss the seas. Caught b>
surprise the cooks allowed the dishes, (and worse luck) the eats with them,
to slide over the rail. Many a poor wretch was reattached by the nausea of
seasickness. I marvellously escaped during the entire trip. This was quite
contrary to my expectations and my former experiences.
The beauty of the scenery in this country is such as to catch the breath
with the wonder of it. I had thought that the soft, rolling, verdant, treeless
hills of Virginia were marvellous, but the fields of rich deep green, with their
hounding hedges and their trees that look like flowers in a vase infinitely

surpass them.
The antiqueness of this land is in the main amusing. I can see nothing
pretty in it.
The French youths are being well trained by the Americans over here.
As we marched some time ago along a country road, with heavy packs, thro
blinding, choking dust, four little gamins regaled us with the Marseillaise and
then sang one of our own popular songs. It quickened our pace.
This is an opportunity to learn French which is too good to cast aside as
I did during my French course in school. So during those intervals of listless
indolence that lie like restful valleys between hills of hardest work, I sallied
forth to act as if I had Saint Vitus dance and to edge in a few words between
contortions. But really lam coming along famously. The French demoiselles
are my teachers. Though Iby no means scorn the extremely young or old of
either sex. But buxom beauty lends a spice and interest to conversation that
greatly augments one's progress. Yes?l'm young and foolish ?tho legally I
became a man (21 years) on June 6, 'lB. Became a man in France! I hope
so! When I shall actually attain manhood is problematical.
Two demure young damsels were approaching us on the road one night.
There were three of us in the party. A chap who speaks some French and
myself, "Je parle tres peu," and an egotistic prig who thinks himself somewhat
of a lady killer.
When the girls were a quarter of a mile away we began to prepare him
(at his request) to encounter the young ladies. He knew a very few words of
his French but we played on his ignorance. (Of course we weren't interested
in the young ladies ourselves.) One of them carried some roses, so we taught
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him to ask for one in this fashion, Donnez-mai tin baiter." He knowing no
better learned this perfectly to his own and to our satisfaction.
Then he approached the young ladies and said Bun Sore" (Bon Soir).
One of them wrinkled her forehead and said, "Je ne parle pas Anglais, Monsieur." But the other had caught his meaning, though the pronunciation had
been weird, and she returned with a mellow "Ban Soir."
Then our student followed up with his lesson and held out his hand in
expectation of the rose. Both of them walked off in high disdain and pretended anger. I laughed so much that I had to drape myself over a fence so
as not to drop over with laughter.
I am getting on familiar terms with the French language, and where my
efforts at first looked like a gymnastic exhibition, they have now assumed more
natural proportions. One pretty demoiselle called me a tease, the other day,
and when a man can jolly the girls he's beginning to learn the language.
Don't you think so?
This is a wonderful educating experience and unless I fall heir to a patch
of French Real Estate (six by two is the size, I believe), I will have gained
me some little wisdom from this experience.
I have acquired a bald head and a rummy tan. All of us made the first
declaration of war against the cooties by getting clipped. When we sit down
to mess, it looks like the front line trenches at a burlesque.
I think that I've exhausted both yours and the censor's patience. Therefore I will quit, hoping to receive a friendly line or two from you and assuring
you that when I can I will write again.
Your sincere friend,
"

"

WILLIAM P. DOHEBTY.
(Priv. Wm. Doherty, Evac. Hosp. 5,
Amer. E. F., via N. Y.)

Athletics
The football outlook at Boston College this fall was a pretty doubtful one.
Inasmuch as the team was to represent the S. A. T. C., its birth, span of life
and death were up to the War Department.
At first it was not known whether
Boston College would be represented on the gridiron or not. Then when it was
finally decided that football was to be encouraged many difficulties arose.
Beside the question of arranging a schedule which fulfilled the requirements
of the War Department, there was the fear that the very limited amount of
time allowed for practice would seriously handicap the team and that the
prestige of the Maroon and Gold would suffer. Moreover, the regulation that
members of the S. A. T. C. had to be under twenty-one years of age caused the
weight of the burden to fall on the shoulders of men just fresh from high
school. However, when so many of our veterans from last year turned out to
be under twenty-one years of age, namely, Captain Morrissey, Corrigan, Collins,
Hannon, Paul Ryan, Con O'Brien and Luke Urban, et al., our prospects immediately became brighter. With these players forming a very capable nucleus,
and the high calibre of the new men, a successful season was confidently
expected.

Notable among the new candidates are "Billy" Bridges of English High
School fame; Connell, a big back from last year's Mechanics Arts team; Fermoyle, an athlete of reputation from Revere High School; MacElaney, from
High School of Commerce; Bowler, a centre from Medford; "Frankie" Ryan,
from Latin School; Doyle, a lineman from Latin School; Cusick, formerly of
Mechanics Arts; Young, a clever end from Somerville High School; Kelleher,
from last year's Boston College High School, and Swan and Mullen, both members of the 1917 High School of Commerce team.
Great trouble has been experienced in arranging a schedule, but the
energetic work of Cadet Managers Shaw and Kiley has met with success. The
following attractive schedule has been arranged.
Nov. 2?B. C. vs. Brown at Braves' Field (Cancelled)
Nov. 9?B. C. vs. Norwich at University Heights
Nov. 16?B. C. vs. Fordham at University Heights
Nov. 23?8. C. vs. Harvard at Stadium
Nov. 30?B. C. vs. Tufts at University Heights
BOSTON COLLEGE 13?CAMP DEVENS 0.
The Boston College S. A. T. C. presented a very formidable eleven on the
field, a worthy successor to the team of 1917, in the opening game of the
season with Camp Devens, Saturday, October 24th.
Camp Devens brought a heavy, powerful team to Braves' Field, only to
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outclassed by the

lighter but much the faster andl superior: team

hnal score, 13 to 0, does not do
work of the Maroon and Gold team. The
Devens.
Camp
justice to Boston College's superiority over
tllp
Ifhml h the
great success, although
with
game
Each team worked the overhead
lacking.
was
and Gold team
wonderful open play of the 1917 Maroon
by the numerous penalties imposed on
Boston lost a few chances to score
-

technicalities.

showed many hashes of
Corrigan, the peppery quarter of the winners,
runs,
and running back of
end
sensational
brilliant work, pulling off some
smashing many plays
line,
fine game in the
punts. Captain Morrissey played a
"Cupid
Collins, the giant
by
ably
assisted
before they were started. He was
lineman veteran of last year.
large gains. In one
??Billy" Bridges from English High hit the line for
yards. Lou I rban
twenty
for
elegant
style
play he breezed through center in
every attempt to skirt his extremity.
stopped
end
aud
at
prowess
showed his old
was only equalled by
Frank Hannon's power to crash the opponent's defence
College m position
Boston
placed
clever
work
that
Bridges. It was Urban's
.
to make first score.
Camp team, which is coached
There were seven officers in the lineup of the
two ends, Grayson and
by Captain Hoban, the former Dartmouth star. The
formerly of
Currier, played a fast game. Malone, the clever halfback,
The
punting.
line
and
also
did
some
romps,
away
a few uice
Syracuse, got
Corrigan booting some nice
punting was one of the features of the game,
spirals.

.

Cusick kicked oft
Boston College scored three minutes after the whistle.
thirty-yard stripe. Boston was penalized
ou
the
who
was
downed
Ryan,
to
Urban scooped the oval up
for offside, but on the next play Cottrell fumbled,
three-yard mark
and carried it to the ten-yard line. Bridges nursed it to the
and Frank Hannon plugged over for the flrst score.
Morrissey kicked the goal.
to
Corrigan punted to the forty-yard station. Malone returned the kick
Corrigan
made
thirty-yard
mark.
Corrigan, who was downed on his own
Corrigan to L rban, brought
twenty yards around right end. A forward pass,
the ball to the twenty-yard line. The period ended.
At the opening of the second period Boston College aided by a penalty
pow
succeeded in putting the ball on the five-yard line. The next play mas a
missed
Morrissey
touchdown.
erful plunge by Bridges, resulting in another
the goal. Score 13 to 0.
Towards the end of the first half Devens lost a chance to score. Malone,
visitors,
the Devens right halfback, made the longest run of the day for the
netting twenty yards. A fifteen yard penalty imposed on Boston College,
together with a forward of twenty-five yards, gave Devens the possession of
the ball within the danger zone. Again a forward was attempted Burke
heaving the pass to Coughlin over the goal line. He failed to hang on to the
ball, however, and immediately after the half ended.
Again shortly after the third period opened, Devens with the aid of a
-
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penalty and a long forward, Burke to Grayson, succeeded in placing the Gall
five yards from the Maroon and Gold line. They lacked the punch, however,
and were held for downs.
Corrigan kicked out of danger. Malone booted the ball back. Corrigan
received the kick and was downed on the fifteen-yard line. Here Corrigan
ripped off a forty-yard run around right end, only to be knocked out when
tackled, the ball rolling from his grasp. A Devens player pounced on it. Two
short forwards in rapid succession brought the ball inside the twenty-yard line,
but Boston held again.
Devens made another unsuccessful attempt to score just before the end of
the game. Mainly through the medium of forward passes they worked the
ball to the ten-yard line, but on the next attempt the pass was intercepted by
Frankie Burns, who intercepted it on his own five-yard line and romped back
for twenty-five yards. The game ended after the next play, with the ball in
Boston's possession on the thirty-yard line. The lineup:

BOSTON COLLEGE
Young, I.e.
Cusick, McCorry, l.t.
Collins, Doyle, l.g.
Bowler, Falvey, c.
Morrissey, Lyons, N. O'Brien, r.g.
C. O'Brien, Foley, r.t.

Urban, r.e.

CAMP DEVENS

r.e., Seeley, Grayson
r.t., Davis, McGrath
r.g., Cobb
c., Howard, Dill
1.g., Chaffee
1.t., Ryan, Holt

1.e., Currier, Thomas

q.b., Burke
Corrigan, Fermoyle, Brawley, q.b.
r.li.b., Cottrell, Coughlin
Connell, F. Ryan, Cleary, l.h.b.
1.h.b., Malone
Bridges, r.h.b.
f.b., McGuire. Brady
Hannon, P. Ryan, f.b.
Score?Boston College 13, Camp Devens 0. Touchdowns?Hannon, Bridges.
Goal from touchdown ?Morrissey. Referee?Pendleton, Bowdoin. Umpire?
J. J. Hallahan, Boston. Head linesman?A. J. Rooney, Boston. Time?Four
12-minute periods.

BOSTON COLLEGE O?NORWICH 0.
Our second victory of the season was staged at University Heights at the
expense of the Norwich University eleven. The Maroon and Gold found the
visitors a much stronger proposition than a year ago, and several times had
hard work to stop the attacks. Both teams gave exhibitions of old-style football. The overhead game was only called into use a few times. B. C. showed
a powerful line attack, while Norwich succeeded in working a few forward
passes.
Captain Frank Morrissey, Corrigan and Bridges easily starred, the first by
his exceptional defensive playing, and the last two by repeated line plunges
and end runs for long gains.
After the kickoff and effective plunges by Swan and Bridges, Corrigan
smashed through the line for fifteen yards and a touchdown. The try at goal
failed. After the second kickoff and an exchange of punts, B. C. carried the
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ball from the thirty-yard line to the opponent's one-yard line, only to have the
visitors stiffen and take the ball on downs. Norwich then kicked out of danger
and the first period ended.
In the next period the ball see-sawed up and down the field between the
twenty-yard lines, but in the third period Martin intercepted a Boston forward
pass and was downed on the Maroon and Gold's thirty-yard line. McElaney
then intercepted a Norwich pass and was thrown on his own seven-yard line.
B. C. kicked out of danger and Norwich rushed the ball back to the twentyfive yard mark, only to lose it through a fumble.
In the last quarter two B. C. rushes brought the ball to the Norwich fortyyard line. The home team then fumbled and before the visitors attack could
be stopped, the ball was on the twenty-yard line. The Maroon and Gold then
stiffened, held Norwich for downs, and worked the ball past midfield before
the contest ended.
Between the halves Company C held formal guard mount. Lieutenant
Ramage was the reviewing officer and the S. A. T. C. band furnished the music.
The lineup:
BOSTON COLLEGE
Urban, Mullen, I.e.
O'Brien, l.t.
Doyle, Collins, l.g.
Bowler, Foley, Heaphey, c.
F. Morrissey, Kelliher, r.g.
Cusick, Lyons, r.t.
Ryan, Young, r.e.
Corrigan, Fermoyle, q.b.
Bridges, McElaney, l.h.b.

Swan, r.h.b.

NOKWICH

r.e., Hyland, Crawford
r.t., Barret
r.g.,

Herrick

c., Waite, Edwards
1.g., Albrituck, Wallace

1.t., Walker
1.e., Cole
q.b., Dalton
r.h.b., Martin
r.h.b., Hilton, Sullivan
f.b., Sparrow

Ryan, J. Morrissey, f.b.
Score?Boston College 6. Touchdown ?Corrigan. Umpire?Redding.
eree?O'Brien. Head linesman?Pendleton. Time?l 2 minute periods.

Ref-

BOSTON COLLEGE 38?BUMIvIN ISLAND 7.
Boston College S. A. T. C. team completely outclassed the naval eleven from
Bumkin Island by a score of 38 to 7at Alumni Field, University Heights. The
B. C. eleven was far heavier than its rival, and at no time during the game
was the Boston line in danger except in the fourth period when Martin, the
former Yale freshman, intercepted Corrigan's forward and ran through the
Boston College subs 80 yards for a touchdown.
Boston showed great class in the overhead game, several successful passes
going for touchdowns. Most of the Boston College gains were made through
the center of the line, where the navy was apparently very weak. Bumkin
played a defensive game, except in the last quarter.
Captain Frank Morrissey, playing what will be his last game, together
with Cupid Collins, was responsible for the large openings through which
Connell and Bridges were able to plunge. Corrigan played his usual fine game,

ATHLETICS

123

advancing the ball for Boston many yards on end runs. His forward passes
were perfect and for long distances, and with Louis Urban and Hannon on the
receiving end, the combination had the sailors completely baffled. Broderick,
former New Hampshire State captain, with McCarthy, an old B. C. player,
put up a great fight.
In the first period B. C. kicked off to Broderick, who caught the ball on
the eight-yard line and darted back to the 25-yard mark. Here Hannon
tackled, and after two unsuccessful tries to gain the sailors kicked offside. On
the next play Bridges failed to gain; then Corrigan took the ball for 20 yards
around end, but was forced offside at the 15-yard line. Plunges by Hannon
and Connell brought the ball to Bumkin's one-yard line, but here the sailors
tightened and Boston was held for downs. Broderick punted from behind the
goal line to the 30-yard line. From here, standing on the 40-yard line, Corrigan hurled a forward to Urban on the two-yard mark, where he was tackled.
Connell failed to gain, aud Corrigan was then thrown for two yards on a tackle
play. On the next attempt Corrigan went through right guard for a touchdown. Captain Morrissey kicked the goal.
Boston kicked to the navy again. Lattanzi ran it back to the 25-yard line,
where, after two plays in which the navy failed to gain, Boston got the ball
on a fumble. A forward to Urban was unsuccessful. Connell then went six
yards through center, bringing the ball to the 14-yard mark. Hannon made
eight yards on tackle, and Bridges hit the center for four more. Then Connell
went across the line for a touchdown. The try at goal failed. The period
ended with Corrigan and Connell gaining consistently around end and through

center.
The scoring came quick in the next period. From the 35-yard line mark
Bridges dodged through tackle for 20 yards, placing the ball within 15 yards
of the navy's goal. A forward pass, with Urban on the receiving end, resulted
in a touchdown for Boston within a few minutes after the openiug of the
period. Morrissey lifted the pigskin over from a difficult angle.
The navy kicked to Boston College and, after several plunges by Hannon
and Bridges for considerable gains, Corrigan, starting on the 23-yard line, went
around tackle for IS yards to the five-yard mark. From here Hannon swept
the sailors off their feet with a center gain of five yards and a touchdown. The
try at goal failed. One of the features of the end of the period was, after
Hannon had recovered a bad pass and gained five yards, that Bridges, catching
a forward on the 40-yard line, ran the length of the field for a touchdown.
The score did not count as he stepped offside at the 50-yard line. The next
play, a pass to Urban, failed. Directly following, however, Ryan took a forward on the 40-yard line and dodged through the sailors to the goal line, going
offside on the one-yard line. The period then ended.
The navy kicked to Boston and. in a series of plunges featuring Bridges
and Connell, together with an end run and a forward pass of 17 yards by Ryan,
Boston advanced the ball well into the sailors' territory. Hannon and Connell
brought the ball to the goal line and Bridges hit center for a touchdown.
Boston failed to kick the goal. Boston kicked to the navy and on the run back
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the sailors lost their best man, Broderick, who was knocked out. Two tries
at a forward failed and Murphy punted to Corrigan on the 45-yard line. Hannon gained five. Connell hit tackle for 15 and Corrigan made eight on an end
run. Here Hannon was held, but on the next play he went through for five.
After a loss of seven yards by Boston Hannon took a forward over the line
for a goal. Again Boston College was unsuccessful at a try for goal.
The feature of the closing period happened when Martin, the Yale freshman, intercepted a forward on Boston College's 20-yard line and raced ahead
of Lyons, the Maroon and Gold tackle, 80 yards for a spectacular touchdown.
Cuddy Murphy kicked the goal for the losers. The game closed with the ball
on the navy's 20-yard line.
BOSTON COLLEGE
BUMKIN ISLAND
Urban, Mullin, I.e.
r.e., Garvey
O'Brien, T. McCarthy, l.t.
r.t., Kyle
Collins, Doyle, l.g.
r.g., Oliver, Pope
Bowler, Heaphy, c.
c., McCaffrey, Turtle
Morrissey, r.g.
1.g., Murphy
Cusick, Lyons, r.t.,
1.t., McCarthy
1.e., Power
P. Ryan, r.e.
Corrigan, Fermoyle, q.b.
q.b., Wright
Bridges, l.h.b.
r.h.b., Broderick, Sullivan
Connell, J. Morrissey, r.h.b.
1.h.b., Cass, Martin
Hannon, f.b.
f.b., Lattanzi
Score?Boston College 38, Bumkin 7. Touchdowns ?Corrigan, Connell,
Hannon 2, Urban, Bridges, Martin. Goals from touchdowns?Morrissey 2,
Murphy. Referee?F. L. O'Brien, Boston Latin. Umpire?Redding.
Head
Linesman ?Lieut. Renahan, Conn. Aggies. Time ?12 and 10-minute periods.
Among those chosen for the Officers' Training Camp we note the following
gridiron warriors: Bridges, Collins, Corrigan, Fermoyle, Hannon, Kelleher,
Morrissey, Ryan.

?Robert G. Simmons.

Holiday Remembrances
For Men in the Service
Our Military Section is filled with conveniences and comforts for the boys in uniform. This is the place to buy
useful gifts that will be appreciated.
Wool Hose
Wool Gloves
Wool Helmets
Wool Scarfs
Wool Wristers
Wool Underwear
Sleeveless Sweaters

Toilet Case?Fitted or
Unfitted with Toilet
Necessities

Money Belts
Writing Cases

Fountain Pens
Spiral Puttees
Pipes, Photos and
Card Cases

Cigarettes

Tobacco
Cigarette Cases

Wrist Watches
Metal Trench Mirrors

Treat Kits

Jordan Marsh Company
Regulation Military Uniforms and Overcoats

THOMAS
PURVEYORS OF FINE

Sea Foods
WASHINGTON SQUARE
Brookline
Sold by Dealers Generally
S. S. PIERCE CO., Distributors

-

Massachusetts

Phone, Brookline 6000

Special Discount
Mr. J. P. is Our Friend,
and is helping us.
Why Don't You?

We take the medium of THE
STYLUS to advise the students of
Boston College that we will be
pleased to allow them a special
discount on all purchases made
at our store.

Matthew F. Sheehan Co.
(Catholic Book Store)

12-19 Beach St.

-

Boston, Mass.

WHITING-ADAMS

BRUSHES

Schools, Public Buildings
and Residential Buildings Require

elastic bristles. Sanitation demands that dirt
Sweeping ind Dusting brushes which sre made of good quality.stiff,
Floo!
dIS?t2acti.l Veinoved. Soft brushes,which mat down, will not serve the purpose.
BRUSHES,
BRUSHES
DUSTING
WHITING-ADAMS FLOOR
it should be done. Reliable and ecouoml
and other bruahes for Household. Mechanic.!I and other purposes, do the work
Send for lUuatrated Literature. Dept.
Boston, U.S.A.
COMPANY,
JOHN L. WHITING-J. J. ADAMSOfficial
Panama-Pacific
191*
Blue
the
Award

and

*

.

as

Whiting-Ad tni*

Bruthe. Aw»rd«d

Gold

Medal »nd

Ribbon.

Highest

at

.

ExpoAiuon.

Keep a Vigil Light Burning for

YOUR ABSENT BOY

Clothing for the Family

Jewelry

Talking Machines

Cash or Credit

American Supply Company, inc.
801-803 WASHINGTON STREET

BOSTON

Compliments of

D. MADDALENA
CATERER

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.

"mStoSTm as?'-

MILITARY SUPPLIES

c.

".8a.D01r5Aess

.

Compliments of

A FRIEND
Wesby's Bindery

You Can Buy

o wneij's

Good Bookbinding
Since 1845

kocolatej

7

GRAPHIC ARTS BUILDING

WORCESTER, MASS.

Coleman & Donovan
PRESCRIPTION

DRUGGISTS
TWO STORES:
705 TBEMOST STREET
Corner Rutland Sq.

1681

WASHINGTON STREET
Under Langham Hotel
BOSTON

College Lunch Room

Hargedon & Lynch
Hatters to Boston College
«89

WASHINGTON STREET
Opp. Globe Theatre

171 HANOVER STREET
Near Blackstone

Compliments

of

Hon. David I. Walsh
CUT*
r*<

jl

400

"Washington Street
BOSTON

MAKERS AND

RETAILERS

OF

Best Clothing
READY TO WEAR AND TO ORDER

FINE HABERDASHERY
STETSON HATS
<Made to Order

Compliments

of

A Friend

OFFICERS' UNIFORMS
For all branches of the service, Army and Navy,

All Insignia and Accessories

Macullar Parker Company

Morgan

&

Kane

Members N. Y. Stock Exchange

66 BROADWAY, NEW YORK
Telephone Rector 5741
Harry J. Kane
Charles Morgan

J. L. Hammett
Company
School Supplies
Represented By

JAMES J. GALLIVAN
Cambridge
Kendall Square,

Compliments of

Edward B. O'Donnell
TALBOT COMPANY
UNIFORMS OF ALL KINDS?READY TO WEAR

AND TO ORDER
ROGERS PEET COMPANY CLERICAL CLOTHES
395 Washington Street

The Store of Individuality

E. T. Slattery Co.

Boston

Compliments of

JOHN P.

MANNING,

Jr.

Boston College, 'O9
\u25a0?and?

JOSEPH MANNING
Boston College, 'lO

Distinctive Apparel for
Women, Misses and
REMOVAL NOTICE

Children

154 158 Tremont Street
-

Opposite Boston Common

The Catholic Church Supply
House
Publishing
Marlier
Company
We have moved back to our
former location
21 TO 29 HARRISON AVENUE
EXTENSION
Between Essex and Bedford Sts.
Rear of White's and Woolworth's

THE OLD CORNER BOOK STORE
INCORPORATED

STANDARD AND NEW BOOKS, MEDICAL AND
SCIENTIFIC BOOKS
SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED FOR ALL ENGLISH AND AMERICAN
PERIODICALS

Boston, Massachusetts

27 and 29 Bromfield Street,

Telephone 7069 or 7070 Main

Browning, King

&

Co.,

Inc.

Suits and Overcoats for College Men
We Specialize in Cadet Uniforms and Overcoats
With full lines of Khaki Wool Shirts, Hosiery and Underwear
407-411 Washington Street

OPEN A CHECKING

Boston

Compliments

of

ACCOUNT

With a Growing Institution

W. Bixby & Co

Exchange Trust
Company

IMPORTERS

Capital and Surplus?sl,ooo,ooo

153 HANOVER STREET
118 BLACKSTOXE STREET

21 Milk St.

124 Boylston St.

9 MARSHALL STREET

HARDING UNIFORMS
/OR
&

ENLISTED MEN
MILITARY TRAINING SCHOOLS
AND RIFLE CLUBS.
& CAMP SUPPLIES.
MILITARY BOOKS
SEND FOR CATALOG

ARMY OFFICERS

?HARDING~
REGALIA

UNIFORM

AND

22 SCHOOL ST.
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