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NIGHT OF NIGHTS
As Mary and Joseph passed slowly across the plain of Sion,
night crept close to the town and from the hilltop, the lights of
Bethlehem blinked fondly down through! the evening mist. Four
days had slipped away since the morning when they had started
down from the hills of Zabulon to register in accordance with
Caesar's whim as members of the tribe of David. The journey had
been long and arduous. Winter was full upon Judea; the roads
were rough and windswept; the nights spent 011 the open plains of
Esdrelon and Sichem were cold and comfortless; and the thoughts
of the great distance yet to be crossed disheartened the timid travellers. Mary, the gentlewoman, unaccustomed to the hardships that
were theirs, had wearied early in the pilgrimage and now lagged
far behind her more robust brethren. At last the refuge of Bethlehem was opened to them, and Joseph urged his donkey to greater
efforts up the heights to the town.
The village reared its head from the crest of a low sloping hill
and a narrow road curving from terrace to terrace beneath the clustered fruit trees added tedious steps to the weary band from Nazareth.
Each one hurried past, eager about his own business. Joseph and
Mary climbed the incline in silence. Their hopes of shelter left
them at the walls. For even now those AVIIO had pushed ahead were
returning with the dire reports, "No room, 110 room, the square is
overburdened." Though Joseph heeded these exclamations, he
passed inside the gates and picked careful steps amid the throng.
Apparently the night was one of festival. Shops and stalls
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were crowded with thoughtless buyers. Wily vendors of breads and
wine, laces and trinkets, stole from family to family urging purchase.
Here in some bv-passage, an unkempt mountebank held forth with

arts of hand and cards. Little child-beggars piped in shrill tones
their ribald lyrics to the snickering penny-givers. Now and again
the crowd parted to give passage to some of the more noble of the
tribewho pranced by arrogantly on their bespangled steeds. But no
one heard the pleas of Joseph or gave sympathy to the humble
Virgin. The inns were filled with the wealthier kinsfolk; the rude
porticoes and galleries had been possessed by earlier arrivals; even
the filthy pavements were precious to the peasantry, and with scarce
strength to lift his tear-marked face, Joseph spoke to Mary the sad
tidings, "No shelter, 110 room even for the Messiah." And Mary

who, seated upon the patient beast while Joseph sought for a resting place, had borne with a charming grace the jostling of the
rabble and the taunts of the urchins, smiled sweetly on her spouse
and spoke her faith in God.
From the gates to the limits of the town through the evening
twilight they sought in vain, refusals and sullen answers being
heaped on them. And when the night was high, Joseph, despairing
and almost frenzied in his predicament, turned down the hill again

with troubled steps. Out on the plains the tiny lights of the shepherds' fires twinkled like ghosts of stars ?and all was still. The
moon climbed far above the city radiant with a strange aureole.
From behind them came the babel of the village; the shouts and
music and brays of the tired beasts. Joseph saw the night, caught
the feasting sounds and wept softly, his head bowed on his rude
cloak. But Mary, firm in her faith, smiled, the loving smile of a
mother and uttered words of hope to her spouse.
The chalk hills of Judea were pitted with caves that the rain
and winds had combined to hollow out. It chanced that in passing
up the hill Joseph had heard the lowing of an ox in one of these
crude pits, and now arriving at the spot again, he assisted the
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Virgin to the ground at the entrance. Inside all was dark. The
floor was bedded with rough straw and the opening formed a passage
way to a larger cave where some poor peasant had tethered an
humble ox for the night. Feeling their way timidly along the
clammy sides, pausing now and then to listen for occupants, at
length with the aid of Joseph's dim lantern they came to rest on the
dirty straw of the cattle shed. Mary and Joseph amid the uncleanliness of an improvised stable, banished from door to door, cold and
exhausted, at length were safe?at length the poor carpenter and
Blessed Mother had found a shelter for the Christ-child.
Joseph knelt in prayer. The little lantern gleamed brighter
and swung merrily in the wind that passed through the shelter

whisking about the loose straw. The ox and the donkey looked
placidly 011 the strange scene. Then came a silence broken with the
mumbled prayers?silence and then a burst of glory filled the cave.
The lamp became golden, the timid beasts moved uneasily, the night
rang with angelic voices?"the Word was made Flesh and dwelt
amongst us."
The helpless Babe looked into the sweet face of Mary and
raised tender arms for the first embrace. And Mary scarcely daring
to touch the precious body, folded the Infant in swaddling bands
and laid Him in the manger. And Joseph, filled with an awkward
awe, could but look down on the precious form and pray?a prayer
of joyous thanksgiving?"Lord, Lord, lam not worthy." The wonder of it all had overwhelmed them. Could it be true? Was this
smiling baby the Son of the Omniscient? Was this the Christchild? And in the hearts of the Virgin and foster-father the truth
leaped like a tongue of flame, "It is He." His abode a cave; His
crib a manger; His mother turned from door to door. Such a night.
The wonder of it all.
Down in the valley this night the shepherds were sleeping. The
tasks of the day had laid heavy on them, and wrapped in their
scanty robes, they rested on the damp meadow. Above them the stars
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burned fiercely. A cold wind swept over them, and in their sleep
they turned and murmured on their rough beds. The poorest of
all the tribe they were, even poorer than Joseph the carpenter. And
while they gave themselves to dreams, an angel of God burst through
the skies in scintillating glory, making day of night. Around the

brilliant wings a choir of souls filled the night with strange chantings, ''Glory to God in the highest, and peace on earth to men of
good will." Terrified, the peasants cowered, fearing to trust their
eyes to the radiance. Then God sent down His light. The Messiah,
the Messiah had come. "Glory to God in the highest," throbbed in
their hearts.
With trembling steps and anxious hearts they mounted the
gray, moonlit path to the cave. The little light of Joseph
beckoned

to them shyly to enter. A Babe?it seemed incredible, and in their
minds arose the eager question, is this the Messiah?the Saviour of
men?this Infant in swaddlings. The answer came, "It is He."
They bowed in silent adoration, silent with wonder and joy that
they, despised of men, had been given this mighty honor?the first
of men to welcome the new King. And when they had given homage
and revelled in the Baby smile, they passed down the hill again
to
their gentle charges, rejoicing and praising God, to spend the
night
in sacrifice and prayer.
So through the wondrous night the lights of
Bethlehem flared
in the sky; a jangle of shouts and merriment dispelled
the silence.
The nobles reeled in orgies; the peasants thronged about the
shops
and bargained cattle; even the children ran recklessly about
the
crowded pavements heedless of their parents' warnings.
Down in
the meadow the joyous lights of the shepherds' fires leaped
to
heaven. And their songs of glory contrasted with the
noise of the
town. But in the little cave, Joseph knelt upon the
straw and
prayed. Mary held the Christ-child close to her
heart filled with a
strange delight in her beautiful motherhood. High on
the wall above
the slumbering beasts the little lantern swung to and fro,
pendulumlike, and the blessing of God slipped down from heaven and
filled
the cave with peace.
?Henry J.

Gillen.

CHRISTMAS

?

1918

Night has drawn off her veil, and now the stars
That sparkled in the mists are tucked away;
And with a dull, wan light through Heaven's bars
There comes the cold, grey dawn of Winter's day.
Lo! from the distant East the Sun creeps nigh,
And spreads its wealth of warmth and cheering gold
In flaming bars across the leaden sky,
Laving at break of day the whitened fold.

Anon, that message, held of little worth
For four long years, comes back in accents gay;
The Herald Angel's words have had rebirth,
There's Peace on Earth ?'Tis Christmas Day.
?James T. Walsh.

THE CROSS
A flash, a puff of smoke, and the Mexican lay dead at Stewart's
feet. Before the dying man breathed his last, a queer jumble passed
his lips, "The Cross?the North ?Gold." To Stewart, these words
had not the meaning that the dead bandit would have them convey,
but they recalled vividly another incident, as fresh in his mind, as
if it had taken place onlyyesterday, though the date of its occurrence
was three weeks previous. There arose before him a host of mem-

ories; a pale moon casting its silvery reflection on the waters of a
pearly stream, the pallid face of a girl filled with anger, mitigated
by pitiful sympathy, the picture of a fool blinded by pride. And
then rang in his ears one sentence, that hurt more than he would
admit.

"You, you to whom I was willing to trust everything, presume to mock my most cherished possession, my faith, as exemplified
in the cross." Then in a voice choked with sobs, she spoke those
words that made his home, the world; his bed, the grass at his feet.
Stewart, suddenly awakening from this reverie, cast a passing
glance at the fallen man, and mounted his horse, his face set with
grim determination, his eyes fastened north.
Days passed into weeks, and weeks into months, and each month
saw Stewart grow more cold, more heartless. He had pitched camp
two points north of the border, and there in the silence and solitude,
spent his days and nights in search for gold, to quiet his ever restless
soul. Visitors he had none, and days passed ere he saw even the face
of a roaming Indian or a wandering French trapper. Silence and
solitude were his sole companions.

One night as Stewart, wrapped in dreams, sat before his blazing
fire, a knock, penetrating the silence, roused him from his meditations. Facing about, he bade the "unknown" come in. A stranger
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entered, in robe of black, a gleaming cross by his side. The Crucifix
produced in Stewart an overwhelming desire to turn the stranger
out, but the Unwritten Law of the North forbade him. In a tone
scarcely friendly, he bade the stranger welcome, and proffered
shelter from the storm that screamed without. A crude meal was
hastily prepared and, as they sat facing each other at the table,
Stewart, assuming an attitude of friendliness, opened the conversation. As the talk progressed, Stewart found his false attitude re-

placed by a true one. Now he was amazed by the novel experience
of Father Smith?for such was the stranger's name?and now he
was astounded by the deep penetrating and practical knowledge of
human nature which this strange man possessed. But his wonder
knew 110 limit when he learned that the same city had raised them
both. Then occurred the mutual question, "What brings you here?"
Stewart's story was soon told, and Father Smith easily explained
his presence. The self sacrifice contained in that explanationaroused
in Stewart wonder and astonishment, and he would have pursued
the subject further, had not a chance remark of Father Smith turned
his thoughts to other channels.
"As I passed Attlefalls," said Father Smith, "I noticed a
curious phenomenon of nature, a peculiar shadow in the form of a
cross, and I at? Why, what is the matter?" he asked, as he perceived Stewart's intense look.

"Nothing?nothing, only your story holds my interest," faltered
Stewart.
Father Smith knew men and their ways, and this subterfuge on
Stewart's part did not deceive him. He continued his story until a
favorable opportunity7 enabled him to find the cause of Stewart's
sudden excitement. The story of the bandit was soon told, and as
Father Smith joined with this tale the course of Stewart, he saw a
sudden light.
"Do you not realize that Providence, aware of your antagonism
to the cross, has placed therein the secret of your happiness?"
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Stewart would have stopped him there, but Father Smith continued,
"The cross separates you from your most precious earthly desire, the
cross holds for you just wealth. Play the game square, face the
issue." Father Smith held out his hand and Stewart grasped it.

In times like these men seldom talk.
The next morning?Father Smith had left before his host awoke
?Stewart made his usual preparations quickly, yet with great care.
It meant everything to him, this trip, and he had no mind to brook
careless mistakes.

Soon his meagre preparations were completed

and ten minutes saw the cabin far behind. Trees decked in gleaming robes of white, paths of snowy pearl, mottled here and there by
brown patches, these he passed in numbers countless. Nothing
stirred in this winter wilderness save the barren branches of the

trees, as the cold winds passed through them; there was no sound
but the beat of the horse's hoofs on the cold ground.
As the dials of his watch reached noon, Stewart came in sight
of the "Shadow of the Cross." Adumbrated against the white snow,

it held him enthralled, until a change in the position of the shadow
warned him that time was precious. Dismounting, he marked the
apex of the cross, and dug, dug, dug. Dirt flew from his shovel, as
bullets fly from a machine gun, until a huge mass of earth stood out
from the scintillating snow. Ten, fifteen, twenty feet and still no
sign of gold. With a sardonic grin, Stewart cast down his pick,
climbed from the hole and walked slowly to his horse. The Cross
had played him false. Still more slowly did he mount the horse and
then spurred the animal sharply. Half way up the hill, Stewart
recalled the forgotten pick. With a smothered oath, he retraced his

steps, secured the forgotten tool, and put it in its accustomed place
on the saddle.
"Steady, you brute," he shrieked, as the horse started to move,
and he savagelypulled at the reins, when a ray of sunlight showed a
golden speck on the edge of his pick. He bent closer, but found that
his knees had suddenly grown weak. Can it be true? Was the cross
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playing square? Five minutes later a cry of joy told its tale. And
as the sun bade the day au revoir, it left a man on bended knees,
and could one have looked into his heart, there could be seen the
words that Constantine beheld emblazoned on the heavens, "In hoc
signo vinces."

Five weeks later at midnight, St. Saviour's chimes pealed forth
on the cold, clear air the message of "Peace on earth to men of goodwill." Silently the people paid homage to the new-born Christ-child,
but long after the early worshippers had retired to their homes, a
maid knelt in prayer before a crucifix in the narrow, darkened
interior of St. Saviour's. As thus she prayed, a man stole softly up
the aisle, and prayed, for the first time in his life. She turned and,
with a start, recognized Joel Stewart. Hastily drying her eyes, she
arose and went out to the door. There she stopped in indecision.
The pale blue sky of early morning, the twinkling stars of fast van-

ishing night?who knows what they saw revealed in her radiant
face? She waited, five, ten, twenty minutes, then, abruptly reentering the church, she tiptoed softly down the aisle, and whispered
to the kneeling figure, "Aren't you ever coming, Joel?"
His eyes, filled with adoration, fell on the crucifix, as they
silently passed down the dim aisle into the morning.
?George A. Brooks, Jr.

A HEALTHY RETROGRESSION
What pleasure is more intense than an intimate friendship with
simple nature? To taste the sweetness of the field, to follow the
course of a brook, to study the traits of birds and to appreciate the

beauty of wild flowers, is wealth beyond measure. Men have vainly
expended millions to make their vast estates duplicates of nature's
charms. The artificial results of their endeavors are always obvious.
Canals can never be rivers because rivers are the handiwork of
nature. Even YellowstonePark would cease to command our admiration if it ceased to be natural.
We mortals are too busy seeking the gigantic marvels afar and
overlook the wondrous sources of delight within our very reach.
We see the delicate lines and the enchanting coloring in the offsprings of the soil, we hear the humming bird, watch the sun recede
below the horizon, and then continue to strut the stage of life with
little or no appreciation of our great inheritance. We little think
that nature could have made angular trees and leaves, that the robin
could be as black as a crow, or that the skylark could be too cumbersome for flight. We forget that the sky could be a painful red
and that the sea could be as uninviting as the Valley of Death.
Surely men are with nature, but not intimate with her.

All should seek with the ardor of Kuskin the wealth of joy in
nature. We are the inheritors of a rich treasure and shall be robbed
of its intended purpose unless we cast aside our supine attitude.
Delight should be obtained in the greenness of the field because
green is beautiful; the habits of animals should attract our attention, because they are worthy of interest and a font of limitless

pleasure. When we strip off all preconceived ideas, and seek the
beauties of nature with all the earnestness and simplicity of chil-

dren, we shall begin to appreciate one of our greatest joys. The
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chatter of birds shall then be melodious music; bubbling brooks will
allure us to inland recesses; the tireless bee will awaken our latent
curiosity, while the gorgeous sunsets which once passed unnoticed
will enchant us with their varying and blending gradation of colors.
Then we shall enter into a new realm of bliss and revel in happiness that is almost boundless.
"And when I am stretched beneathed the pines
Where the evening star so holy shines,

I laugh at the lore and the pride of man,
At the Sophist Schools and the learned clan,
For what are they all in their high conceit
When man in the bush with God may meet."
A student of nature is an idealist of the highest type, and
possesses that gift which will lead him to the loftiest realms of
knowledge and of joy. He is the exception, it is true, in the present
day; but when the number multiplies in its proper proportion the
Utopia will become more than a mere dream.
?William

11. Harrington.

A SONG OF THE ROAD
I have chosen the road, the lonely road,
The star-lit road the wanderer knows,
That is sweet with the perfumed blooms that load
The spray when a soft wind blows.
There's many a nook to seek for rest
When old vague yearnings rise,
To stir to pain my wandering breast
With memories of once-loved eyes.
'Tis a lonely road but memory goes
Hand in hand with my wandering heart;
There's a kiss on the lips of each pink-tipped rose
Where dragon-flies flicker and dart.
Then memory sweet will commune with me,
The only friend I will want,
And strive to explain the mystery
Why sad dreams sweet dreams haunt.
Blithesome I'll go my unhampered way,
Blithesome yet somehow sad,
For memory will tell of the farewell day
When I left what I might have had.
And sometime there'll be another way,
Away that will lead back home;
Mayhap I'll take that road some day?
Who knows how long I'll roam?
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Then here's to the twisting, winding lane
That turns from the war-torn world,

Bringing the wanderer back again
When Freedom's banner's furled.
And here's to the old unchanging love
And the stars that will light the w av,
And the moon of dreams that glows above?
A toast?then I'll up and away.
T

?Francis J. O'Reilly

SMILES
"Smile and the world smiles with you" is a famously true adage,
more important perhaps in the ordinary affairs of life than the
fantastical antitodes of innumerable philosophers, scientists and
legislators. It brings to light onr natural remedy for the many ills
to which humanity is heir. Of course, the dictum does not include
the eternal smile of the politician, the nauseating laugh of the bored

individual, or the apish grin of a face that is crowned by a concrete
example of the inertia of gray matter, but it embraces solely the
bona-fide, guileless smile that bespeaks an upright character and a
clear conscience.
Everyone possesses an innate power of smiling. It is the
property of man; yet how many employ that celestial gift to melt
hard-heartedness, and drive away sadness or depression? Perhaps
if you would forget your serious manliness, roll back the years and
garb yourself with former smiling childlike dispositions, then you
could be happier. Then everything would furnish pleasure, and
you could derive as much joy from the commonplace affairs of life
as you were wont to elicit from baby toes or the arrival of Mellin's
Food.
When reveille blows, and after a frantic period of dressing, you
just have time to fall in, only to find that some one has confiscated
your hat, and you are reported "unaccounted for," do not threaten
to pulverize the "top"?just try to smile. If it happens that at mess
all preceding men have had milk on their cereal, but the lacteal fluid
gave out when your turn came, desist from wiping up the kitchen
with the already dingy cook?just smile. During recitations should
the instructor ask you to solve the tenth problem in trigonometry,
when last night you worked two hours over the first nine, choke
down that vehement retort, swallow the professional suggestion
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that you study for a change?and smile. If at guard-mount you
should chance to drop the "dainty" rifle on your toe, execute "right
dress" instead of "parade rest," and yell vociferously "one" at the
command "Sound Off," refrain from becoming peeved at the lieutenant's reminder that many factories pay well for ivory?and smile.
(In this case, inwardly). During drill, should the sergeant give
commands while apparently juggling a hot potato between his
molars, and you "Port Arms" instead of "Forward March," and
"Squads Right" in place of "Left Oblique," thereby drawing upon
your head the wrath of superiors and the ridicule of equals?do not
desert. It is useless to attempt it. You can stop a bullet as well as
anyone. Just smile. Again, should the officer reluctantly pass your
rifle at inspection and inadvertently notice a few ingrown hairs on
your upper lip, consequently placing you in the S. O. L. crowd for
a "leave," phone the girl that the colonel needs consultation about
an important matter and that you will see her next week (perhaps).

Then silently accept her ironical insinuations about the beauty of
Newton damsels?and smile.
When you have been relieved from guard duty at taps after
enduring for two long, tedious hours the companionship of a
December wind, and you ascend the barracks stairs, feel around in
the darkness for your cot, wearily undress and with a sigh of relief

drop into your downy bed, to find that it has been "set" and you
continue to the floor?abstain from searching out with pugilistic
inclinations the sources of the suspicious snickers. Try to readjust
the labyrinthine combination of springs, digest the first sergeant's
remarks about disturbing the barracks?and smile.
If you are fortunate enough to obtain a week-end pass and
"doll up" with the care of a little Lord Fauntleroy or a newly
commissioned officer, call to take "Gen" to a dance only to find that
a rival has beaten you by fifteen minutes and is even now carefully
escorting the girl to the self-same hall that you had intended to
grace with your presence, smother those violent passions?and smile.
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And when that all too brief furlough has ended and you retrace
your steps toward the Heights, desist from wreaking vengeance on
unoffending fellow-travellers. Conserve your energy. You may

meet the Kaiser some day. Even if you have only forty minutes to
make an hour's trip, and miss the occasional Lake Street car, there
is a back way to camp. And should you, cautiously wending your way
to the barracks, carefully escape all undue observation, take off your
shoes and arrive safely at the top of the stairs when one of the
"dress pumps" slips from your hands and fails to miss a single step
on its noisy journey to the first floor, smother those unintelligible

mutterings. Take your court-martial punishment?and try to smile.
Yes, there are many uses for smiles. We have the proud
maternal smiles as Willie executes one of Beethoven's masterpieces,
the self-sufficient smile of the "summa cum laude" graduate, and the
bashful smile of the charming bride. The invincible Marines smiled
as they went over the top at Chateau Thierry. Many people smile.
Why not all ? Let us give the experiment a fair trial. When trouble
comes, as it inevitably shall, let us compress our boiling inner selves,
stifle the exclamations of bitterness that instinctively rise to our

lips?and smile.

?Francis J. Roland.

ON PEACE
Peace! This war-weary world raises its heavy head from the
crimson soil of France to the vision of a new, a nobler day. Gone,
gone forever is that long dark night of conflict and despair. And
like one coming suddenly from the darkness into a brilliantly

illuminated room, we are dazed, bewildered, almost blinded by the
wonderful brightness of the new epoch which confronts us. Is it
real? Is it true? Or is it a mere Utopian dream or a conception of
a diseased and overworked mind? Yea, verily, the gates of Janus
are closed once more and we rejoice at the wonderful prospects
which the new era ushers in.
And what a memorable Christmas will the year 1918 bring to
mankind! For there will be "universal peace through sea and land."
No sound of clashing arms nor din of bloody battle will break or mar
that peace. Men will extend, not the gleaming bayonet point, but
the firm hand of friendship to those who were recently their most
hated foes. Households, rent asunder by the long conflict, will be
reunited in spirit, if not in body. And that world, which received
new life at His coming, now purged of its sin and follies, will arise
once more from its degradation, refreshed and rejuvenated.
Yet what is peace! Is it merely the transformation of the sword
into the ploughshare? In a small quarrel between men, does the
fact that one man is defeated make the two fast friends? Sometimes,
but not always. Likewise with nations, there is a deeper, a nobler
meaning in the comprehension of the word peace than the mere
cessation of hostilities. We must eradicate lurking hatreds of race
and of creed. Our inordinate desires for might and power must be
abandoned, if they interfere with the lawful rights of others. Peace,

to be lasting, must be just, else it will be a fair skin covering and
concealing the ugly ulcer of hatred, the treacherous ice that smooths
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over the turbulent waters of discord. For unjust treaties, such as
the treaty of Vienna, do not heal the sore but only hide it, and raise
a tottering structure on the shifting sands of might and power; not
on the firm foundation stone of justice and right.
And although we hope unscrupulous diplomats of the type of

Machiavelli and Metternich are few and far between, there is good
reason to believe that many shallow politicians still remain who
would snatch away from the war-wearied world its hard-earned
peace. We must not lose sight of the frailties and errors to which
human reason is prone. Very few men will praise the outrageous
policies of Bismarck, but there will always remain a class of
disciples and satellites, who consider him their ideal and will strive

to carry out his nefarious schemes.
Generally, it is not a Herculean task to find a basis for the true
and just settlement of conflicting national ambitions; nor again,
when that settlement has been discovered, for the peace delegates to
agree to it. But it is a dire, a laborious task, to crush that innate,
though base and unworthy, inclination of victorious statesmen, to
strip and despoil to the utmost a conquered foe.
When the peace terms have been agreed upon, let us hope
that the future will not see the evils of 1913 and 1914. The six great
world powers, watching each other like fierce wild animals, ready to
tear the others into pieces; may we never see poor peasants stag-

gering beneath the weight of unnecessary and enormous war appropriations. But in the place of mutual distrust, envy and hatred,
may there be a "Parliament of Man" and a "Federation of the
World."
?John J. Lyons.

IN MEMORIAM
He left us smiling sweetly in his pain,
Scarce we with kindliness his wounds might lave;
On those cold lips he left no message, save
To tell us that he would not come again?
Nor smile. And though four years, the snow and rain
And sun, have rested heavy o'er his grave,
We cannot lose the smiling that he gave,
Ere his low Even star was on the wane.

Through all the anguish of the centuried years,
Still holding fast a fading memory,
When brooding sorrow lived too deep for tears
To soothe the breast; we watched from out the sea
The first star rise, and loved as from afar,
To feel his absent presence like a star.

?Henry J. Gillen.

A CHRISTMAS MESSAGE
As far back as Southern tradition could remember, the mansion
on the hill had always been the abode of wealth and learning. The
"Big House," as it was called by all the villagers, was always
pointed to with the respect which one would expect for one of the

vast, aged cathedrals of Europe.
War.

But that was before the Civil

And even now with the great influx of Northern ideas and

commerce, the old place on the hill demanded and received recognition.

Every tourist that stopped in the village must first be

made acquainted with "Renfrew House, suh," before any other
place could be visited. In it had dwelt the "bluest of the blue
blood" of the old South, and it had always held a warm place in
the hearts of Southerners of the old school.
But for my story. With the breath of Christmas in the air and
a light carpet of snow on the ground, the mistress of the "Big
House" was weeping silently over the picture of a comely youth
still in his 'teens. Hearing footsteps approaching along the hall,
she made a hasty pretense to look at ease, but the telltale diamonds
on the withered cheek told the story that the face belied. The door
opened and a big Negress entered the room.
"Are yo' cryin' 'bout Marse Jack again, Mis' Renfrew?"
She nodded weakly.
"Dar yo' go again. Dat boy 'll come back here sho's yo' live,
an' still yo' keep cryin' an' weepin'?"
"Don't, Martha, don't, it hurts me. I'm afraid Jack has forgotten his poor old mother. I often thought that he was a Renfrew
like his father, but?"
"Why, ob course he is. Dat lil' fella what Ah done rode on ma
knee is sho' a Renfrew, an' Ah knows it, too.
for what he done when he wa'n't hissel'."

He's jes' makin' up
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"I'm glad you have faith in him, Martha. With so many telling me that Jack is 110 good, I almost lose faith, and I need such a
big heart as yours to help me."

"Well, yo' jes' keep yo' sperits up, missy, an' Marse Jack 'll be
home soon 'nuff."
Then Martha Washington Lincoln, with all the pride of her
twenty years of service with the Renfrews resting heavily upon her
broad shoulders, returned to work in the kitchen, where her mother
and grandmother had worked before her. It was not known just
when the Lincolns had entered the service of the Renfrews, but it
was known, and very clearly, that both families were inseparable.
Her great-grandfather had toddled the great statesman Renfrew on
his knee, and her grandfather had served the famous General Ren-

frew during the Civil War. Freedom could hold forth no prospects
brighter than service with the Renfrews and only "dem cheap
niggers jined dem white no'the'n trash."
Meanwhile Mrs. Renfrew had seated herself in the great armchair before the window, where every day she watched for the

prodigal Jack, who, full of the red-blooded, hot-headedness of the
aristocratic South, had committed a serious offense at college and
had been expelled in disgrace. "A Renfrew in disgrace." That was
the barrier that kept son from mother and that made her son enlist
for immediate service overseas.
"Watching and waiting." Day by day, week after week, the
heart-rending monotony went 011 and on. Day by day, the little
wasted figure in the armchair grew smaller and smaller and the
cushions grew larger and larger. And with Christmas coming!
The bare thought of it sent a dagger deep into the heart that had
known so many happy Yuletides with Jack. Ever since the death of
the stern old colonel, she lived only for Jack. He was her hope, her

joy, yes, life itself.
It was Christmas Eve.

The setting sun was lowering itself into
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the west, touching the snowflakes into one last golden glory, when
those watchful eyes, sharpened by love, saw a figure hustling up
the snowy driveway.

"Martha."
"Yes, missy."
"There's someone coming up the drive."
"Ah's goin', honey, Ah's goin'."
Soon she returned, a large official-looking envelope in her hand.

"It war only de postman, missy. He ses dat dis letter done
jes' come in, an' he thought dat it mought be 'bout Marse
Jack, so
he done?"

"Give it to me, quick, Martha."
Hastily she grasped the letter and tore it open, a medal falling
into her lap. But the letter. It said that Jack had been decorated for
bravery, but his heroic act cost him his life. He had given his life
to save his captain, who had fallen, wounded, out on the
shellplowed stretch of ]S o Man's Land.
A shaking hand grasped the cross, and misty eyes
drank in its
beautiful message. "He was a Renfrew," she murmured as she
T

gently settled back in her chair. And when Martha tried
to rouse
her, there was no response. Another Renfrew had heard the

Call.
?Cornelius P. Mason.

TO ME
Night and the stars blink shyly
O'er shrouded earth and sea;
Night to the snow-glazed pine trees,
But Christmas Eve to me.
Dawn and the haze fades swiftly
Night but a memory;
Dawn to the lords of the forest,
But Christmas dawn to me.

?

Morn and the radiant sunlight
Glows on the white-robed lea;
Morn to the birds as they carol,
But Christmas Day to me.
?William J. Bond.

LEEWARD
To the tune of blaring trumpets and cheering crowds the valiant
heroes left the Heights to make this wide world safe for democracy
after the war was over. Two weeks later they straggled back overjoyed to receive a silent welcome.
?

Still it was a royal sendoff, with the band playing and friends
cheering?not even Pershing and his heroes received such an ovation.

I know several of those embryonic officers who would like to repeat
the operationweekly. But of course the end had to come, and with
a jounce and a jar we were off, no one caring how soon we met the
Hun in battle.
Thanks to the Philomatheia Club, we travelled as befitted our
station as future officers of the United States Army, in Pullman cars.
When Sambo got the berths made up we turned in, to wake up next
morning as the train entered Washington. Many had planned to
call on "sisters" or "cousins" at Trinity College, but we had reckoned
without the little sergeant in charge, who said little but meant a
whole lot. At Washington we dropped off the train and rushed
about looking for another to carry us down to old "Virginny."
On this train we rode in a coach that was used in the days of
Uncle Tom. It was divided into two sections, one for light and one
for dark complexioned persons. There was some discussion as to
which compartment several of the party should occupy, but they
took the benefit of the doubt, and peace reigned. Then our thoughtful sergeant arranged for us to eat a combination breakfast and
dinner in the dining car. This proved to be our last real "feed" for
many a day. Though McMorrow had trouble finding his mouth when
the train lurched, still no fork wound was so serious that either his
beauty or his appetite was impaired.

Upon rolling in at Petersburg Station, several vicious looking
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N. C. O.'s pounced on us with immediate orders to "fall in" in a
column of squads, and in this fashion we marched to the car line.
If some of the much abused buck privates in our S. A. T. C. could
have seen their former persecutors being told what to do and how to
do it, their joy would have been unconfined. As we trudged along
with our heavy pack, many a fellow wished he had brought only

tooth-paste and brush. Southern beauties surrounded us, but at a
distance. They must be conserving even smiles down South, or
perhaps our reputation preceded us. Finally we boarded a Camp
Lee car, and the last lap of the journey began.
Upon entering the camp, the first sight to greet our eyes was a
detail removing a hill, and although I am no "Gertie Gloom," the
future looked ominous. The farther into the camp we marched, the
more the place resembled a desert built up with thousands of build-

ings. Here and there was an occasional open field. Fine white sand
blew around continually and not a few looked forward to inspection
with dire forebodings and a premonition that Sundays would probably be spent washing dishes.
The sergeant detailed to guide us to our future home lost his
way now and then, with the result that the same ground was covered
several times, our bags growing heavier every minute. We were
just in time for evening "chow." On all sides there were shouts of
"You-all 'll like it." However, we were very sceptical, especially after
the first mess. Though Bostonians, still beans are not the only food
of the Hub. We were all assigned to the same company and so
were saved the pangs of homesickness. For who could be homesick
when surrounded by such familiar sounds as came from the vicinity
of Collins', Hannon's or Bridges' bunks?
Next day our top sergeant introduced himself. He sure was
a hard-boiled army sergeant, and had an enormous amount of
love (?) for college boys. Still, outside of Collins taking exception
to several of his remarks and Hannon accepting his challenge to
fistic combat, we managed to agree with him. Despite the hard
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work thrust upon us, there was time for a little relaxation. Walter
Collins was willing to give his pay back. In fact, he didn't need it.
Several had already contributed to his war fund.
Saturday good conduct passes were given out. Why they were
named such no one knows, for everyone, good and bad, received one.
To get out of camp everyone had to be completely uniformed.

Luckily some of the members of the company had extra uniforms.
The 39th Company had some strange looking soldiers that day, long
uniforms on short men and short uniforms on long men. Poor
Walter had to remain in camp, for there was no one his size from
whom he could borrow some clothes.
As Richmond was near the camp, everyone headed over there.
They talk of Southern hospitality, but it's all talk. To speak to one
of the fair (they are fair) southern beauties, required a gilt-edged
And then it was impossible to understand them.
But Ed and Joe Bush found a friend from Boston, so they had
a good time.
Then came rumors of discharge. Walter claimed he had official
introduction.

news that they would come through the next day. Next day they
were due, the next, and so on until finally they did come. By that

time the South Boston prophet had lost his reputation.
The football team was surely out of luck. Several times it
looked as though the players would return in time to beat Harvard
but it appears that the authorities confused B. C. and B. U., so
Harvard won the game.
At length after being pronounced fit by an army corps of doctors
and signing enough papers to paper a room, we were discharged.
Our career as soldiers was ended, and as Mac said, "The next war
we fight in, we'll fight as sailors."
?Francis D. Shea.
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Editorial
I did not notice her when I entered the car. A chum
of mine had been cited for bravery in action, and I was
too happy, too much engrossed in the news-report to notice really
anything. 1 sat down near the door without taking my eyes olf the
paper. Not even when the blue-coated automaton growled, "Fares,
please," did I stop reading. Mechanically I extended my hand with
the eight pennies and mechanically I drew it back ?empty, to hold
INNOCENCE

the paper steady which now was tottering backward and forward in
my left hand.
Suddenly the sound of laughter floating through the air filled
my ears. It was the echo of merry laughter and with it came a
flood of visions?the memory of a field of Easter lilies, of the
whisper of the mission-bell at Santa Clara and the song of the brook

152

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

at Hemlock Hill. Now I looked up, for now I located the laughter.
At first I had but a blurred picture of golden tumbling curls.
And then came eyes, eyes that held the laughter that rippled from
her tongue. Then a face, the round, pink face of a cherub, the shining
visage of the child of Raphael's Madonna, a rainbow after a summer shower. I saw her then clearly before me just across the aisle.
She was only a child, a little girl of three years or more. She
sat beside her mother, sat with her back set firmly against the red
plush cushions and her two hands pressed down and outward upon
the seat as if to prevent her from slipping to the floor. Her head
haloed with threads of gold was flung back carelessly. Her lips
were opened wide apart and from her mouth, flowing across the
twin barriers of pearls, poured a silver song of mirth and joyousness. A spirited fay in creamy muslin, with each new gust of joy,
she swung the chubby pink legs that dangled from the edge of the

seat.
She was laughing and pointing?pointing across the aisle. "At
me," I thought, and I laughed too. But it was not at me, it was at
my paper?at the picture on the front page?of the "funny man."
That is what she said, "look, muvver, look at the funny man with
the whiskers." I looked and laughed again. It was the Kaiser.
But she did not know it. She only saw a funny man and laughed.
I laughed, too, with her. But my mind was far away on other
little girls, in Belgium and Servia and France; starving children,
dying and dead. Then I came to my stop and left the car. Left

with a tangled vision of laughter and golden hair and swinging legs.
"That was the spirit," I cried to myself, "the soul of America
going forth to battle, with the tears of children before and the
laughter of children behind."
GOD'S CHRISTMAS

There have been joyous Christmastides, seasons

when the hearts of men sparkled with happiness;
when war and all the unrest war brings was farthest from our
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peace-loving minds.

The season of snow-glazed trees and whitened
fields and the stars burning crisply in the heavens.
There have been Christmas eves, the children's night, when the
house throbbed with the beautiful spirit of giving?an offering to
the Child even as the Magi. And there have been Christmas mornings, awake at dawn with shouts and laughter and awe and joy, and
outside the world lay blanketed in snow. The chapel-bells lunged
fiercely in the belfry sounding the tidings across the housetops
where but recently baby's mythical deity had flown behind his magic
deer, and the chapel, walls and altar were dressed in a glory of
green things. The celebrant wore his brightest vestments and lifted
his voice to heaven speaking the hearts of the bowed heads and
glowing faces ?"Glory to God in the highest." Aye, they were

wondrous Christmastides.
But then the spirit of contention spread from nation to nation,
East and West, across the barriers of seas, and filled our own land.
We went forth, clashing our armor, thrilled with an ancient pride
in our history and confident of victory. Those Christmas days were
sad. Our hearts sorrowed for friends who had left us, and gold stars
made to gleam in heaven, shone 011 earth. Even the child knew in
its heart the dreaded fears, the anxious moments and the sufferings
of others, and awed in silent sympathy forgot for the time its day
of days.
Have you ever caught the real meaning of Christmas? You
have had birthdays with parties and gifts, friendly greetings and

cheery messages. Well, Christmas is Christ's birthday, the anniversary of that occasion when the Son of God graced the earth with
His tender presence. And this year the anniversary is of greater
importance than ever before, for victory has brought the dawn of
a new era. And just as centuries ago, the world was freed of the
manacles of sin when a new light pierced the pagan darkness and
wrested from Satan a soulless world, so today the lamp of peace
flickers brightly on the horizon of a new era?an era of happiness?
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free peoples, free lands and a greater trust in God and Christianity,
?in a word, the Cross above the sceptre.

I think the stars shine sweeter,
And snow is purer white;
And heaven sends an aureole,
To grace this Christmas-night.
I think my heart is higher,
And heaven comes to me;
And precious dreams are golden,
With the nativity.
Let us be joyous, then, this Christmas in a new way. Let us be
more thoughtful in our joy of Christ. Let the real significance of the

day penetrate our hearts and give life to our prayers. Take the
message for its worth, "Glory to God in the highest and 011 earth
Peace to men."
?Henry J. Gillen.

Domi
On Wednesday, November 27, we were highly honored by a visit from Major-General Clarence R.
Edwards and Governor Samuel W. McCall. The
distinguished head of the Commonwealth and the famous military
leader, now the commanding officer of the Northeastern Department,
arrived at the Heights just before noon. The General, who was
formerly military instructor at Fordham and there developed a body
of troops second only to the West Pointers, was received at St.
Mary's Hall by Rev. Father Rector, Rev. William Devlin, S. J.,
Dean; Rev. Thomas J. McCluskey, S. J., former president of Fordham, and the other members of the faculty.
The guests were then escorted to the drill grounds, and General
Edwards, for whom the guard had been turned out, inspected the
guard and received the report of the officer in command. The party
then proceeded to the athletic field, where the college battalion was
aligned, awaiting the guests' arrival. After a few introductory remarks by Father Rector, Governor McCall addressed the students.
The Governor said that the occasion afforded him more pleasure
than those gathered could realize, for it gave him the opportunity
to view at close range the magnificent buildings which were but the
foundation of what years would shape into an important and illustrious institution of learning. Governor McCall stated that General
Edwards was one of the finest soldiers the American Republic had
ever produced, and a man of whom Massachusetts and New England
were justly proud, because of his intimate relationship with New
Englaud boys while in command of the "Yankee Division" in the
recent war. The General combined those qualities that endeared
him to one and all, for while being a soldier in the true sense of the
word, he was also an officer who knew and recognized the civil right,
and was in harmony and sympathy with all institutions and practices that are American. He was entirely free from any semblance
of Prussian militaristic authority, and this high type of man and
soldier brought him closer to the hearts of the people. The Governor
then paid great tribute to the Jesuits, praising them highly for their
GEN.

EDWARDS'

VISIT
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pedagogical efficiency. He extolled the B. C. training and declared
that its curriculum, by keeping pace with the highest development
of modern science and simultaneously cultivating the ancient
classics, furnished the greatest possible mental discipline and formed
citizens upon whom the whole Commonwealth might look with pride.
In conclusion he stated his regret at not being able to remain longer
and said that he hoped to visit the college again in the near future.
After Governor McCall's departure, General Edwards was introduced. For a few moments he merely gazed upon the corps drawn
up in regular battalion formation, and then prefaced his remarks
by ordering the men to fall out and move as close as possible to the
speaking stand. "You know," he said, "that is the way I always
have my men, close around me."
In opening, the General said, "This view I have of you boys
reminds me of the boys of my division." He then went on to state
that the 26th Division was one of the finest that landed in France,
and one that had never faltered for a single instant in any undertaking, went forward from the very start and, had occasion required,
would still be going forward to victory over any and all obstacles,
and these men were a most important factor in hastening our great
success. With great spirit and enthusiasm, the General pointed to
his left shoulder, and there beside the two stars were two prominent
letters, "Y. D.," signifying "Yankee Division." He was very proud
of this insignia, and said that he would wear it until the War Department demanded its removal. Then followed the narration of
some amusing incidents for which the "Y. D." was responsible. The
General stated that the division had often been referred to as the
shock division, for the men were the bravest, the most willing and
most daring soldiers that ever fought the battles of a nation. Never
in all his life was he prouder to command a body of troops than
when placed in charge of the "Yankee Division." He grew intensely
enthusiastic as one incident after another proved the worth of his
gallant command.
The General prophesied that the returning soldiers would be of
invaluable worth to the country, for they would make "a stern and
independent use of the franchise and vote for men who were men
and not 'fakes', men to whom the dollar meant nothing as compared
to standards and principles, men who were truly men in every

(B.C. Studio)

REV. FATHER LYONS, GOV. McCALL, GENERAL EDWARDS
REVIEWING B. C. BATTALION.

DO MI

157

sense." The character of those who had borne the brunt of the
fray and whom terrible slaughter and destruction reminded of the
presence of an Omnipotent God, was so formed that no dangerous
ideal, no new fad or doctrine could ever find root in America's soil.
Religion was the consolation of the men, and "many and many a
time," said the General, "I gave way to thought and offered up a
prayer that once more 1 might see my wife and baby." In conclusion, General Edwards praised the work of the chaplains. He
declared that never had he seen a stronger set of true men. They
were two-fisted fighters all the way through, with their men night
and day, helping them spiritually and materially every minute of
the time, never for an instant holding back because of danger. The
chaplains had won the everlasting gratitude and love of every officer
and man by the devotion they had displayed and by the heroic
bravery that characterized their every deed.
At the conclusion of the General's remarks, the whole battalion
passed in review in column of platoons, first in quick and then in
double time. General Edwards highly praised the efficiency of our
unit.
On December 9th, Joseph A. McAvinnue, president of Senior, called a meeting of the class in
order to make arrangements for the Senior smoker,
which this year is to take the form of an old-time "Home-Night"
and welcome to our boys who have been overseas. The date set for
the event is January 10th. Consequently the committee appointed
has plenty of time to complete all the necessary arrangements, and
promises an evening of high class speaking and entertainment that
has rarely been equalled. The Alumni and students are cordially
invited and are expected to attend in large numbers.
The committee named to take charge of the affair consists of
Messrs. Harold A. Fagan, William A. Harrington, John J. McCarthy, Frank J. Roland, Garrett W. Scollard and Robert G. Simmons. Mr. Roland will act as chairman.
SENIOR

"HOME-NIGHT"

Rev. Fr. Provincial and Fr. Dinand, S.J., escorted by
Fr. Devlin, S.J., Vice-President of the College, visited
Senior class on December 9th and were interested listeners during
SENIOR
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objecan Ethics circle. Fr. Dinand brought forward many modern
tions and theories in regard to the destiny of man and the means of
attaining it, which were the main issues to be established in the
circle.
Rev. Thomas J. McCluskey, S. J., professor of
Junior, has re-established the League of the Sacred
SACREO HEART
Heart among the students, countless of whom, both
students
and S. A. T. C. men, have applied for admission.
regular
This noble practice of consecrating our every act to the Sacred Heart
has spread rapidly among the fellows, and the League promises to
be much more extensive than it has been in former times.
There is absolutely no reason why every fellow should not join
the League and we earnestly urge all to hand in their names at once
LEAGUE OF

to some promoter.
The promoters appointed by Fr. McCluskey are John F. McGlinchey, William E. O'Connor and Francis J. Roland of Senior;
John J. Lyons and Paul E. Troy of Junior; Joseph Higgins, Joseph
Healey, John York and Robert McCarthy of Sophomore; John P.
Curtin, Leo Fay, John Walsh, John Lynch, Thomas Herlihy, Arthur
McNeil and Walter Hyland of Freshman.
The following list of the academic faculty of the S. A.
FACULTY
T. C. may interest our readers:
Dean, Rev. William Devlin, S.J.; Assistant Dean, Mr. William V.
Corliss, S.J.; Accounting and Business Administration, Mr. Rupert
Carven; Astronomy, Rev. Michael J. Ahern, S.J.; Aviation, Rev.
Michael J. Ahern, S.J.; Biology, Mr. Joseph Busam, S.J.; Chemistry, Rev. Michael J. Ahern, S.J., Mr. Robert A. Parsons, S.J., and
Mr. Edward Heislein; Economics, Mr. Daniel F. Creeden, S.J.; Engineering, Rev. Michael J. Ahern, S.J.; English, Rev. Gerald C.
Treacy, S.J., Rev. John S. Keating, S.J., Rev. Thomas A. Becher,
S.J., Rev. John McQuade, S.J., Mr. James F. Hayes, S.J., Mr. James
A. Leavey, S.J., and Mr. John C. O'Connell, S.J.; French, Rev.
George de Butler, S.J., Rev. John P. Meagher, S.J., and Mr. James
A. Leavey, S.J.; Geology, Rev. Michael J. Ahern, S.J.; Hygiene and
Sanitation, Dr. Edmund Butler, Dr. Fred O'Brien and Dr. William
Madden; Mathematics, Rev. James McCormick, S.J., Rev. John P.
s.

A. T.

c.
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Meagher, S.J., Rev. William E. Murphy, S.J., Rev. John McQuade,
S. J., Mr. Paul A. McNally, S.J., Mr. John O'Connell, S.J., Mr. John
Tobin, S.J., Mr. Joseph Busam, S.J., Mr. Atlee F X. Devereux, S.J.,
and Eugene Feeley, A.8., A.M.; Mechanics, Mr. John Tobin, S.J.;
Military Law, Captain Andrew B. Kelly, U. S. A.; Navigation, Rev.
Michael J. Ahern, S.J., Mr. John Delaney, S.J.; Physics, Rev.
John D. McCarthy, S.J.; Pre-Medical, Rev. Michael J. Ahern,
S.J., and Mr. Joseph Busam, S.J.; Psychology, Rev. Gerald
C. Treacy, S.J.; Radio, Mr. John Delaney, S.J.; Surveying,
Rev. John P. Meagher, S.J., Mr. Paul A. McNally, S.J.; Topography
and Mapmaking, Rev. Michael J. Ahern, S.J., Rev. John P. Meagher,
S.J., Mr. Paul A. McNally, S.J., Mr. James F. Hayes, S.J., Mr.
John Tobin, S.J., and Mr. Robert Walsh; War Aims, Rev. Jones 1.
Jones, S.J., Mr. Daniel F. Creeden, S.J., Mr. Atlee F. X. Devereux,
S.J., and Mr. Robert Walsh; Chaplain, Rev. Michael Byrne, S.J.;
Moderator of Sacred Heart League, Rev. Thomas F. McCluskey, S.J.
In compliance with orders from the War Department,
the college men who were in the S. A. T. C. returned to
regular classes on November 18th. Since that date the
forces have been demobilized and the curriculum has resumed its
normal order.
s.

A. T.

c.

CHANGES

The course of lectures given by Rev. Jones I. J.
Corrigan, S. J., professor of Ethics at Boston College, is one of the most popular at the Evening
School conducted by the Young Men's Catholic Association. Fr.
Corrigan has just finished the first part of this course, having
given lectures on important present-day questions?Prohibition,
Feminism, Woman Suffrage, Eugenics and Birth Control.
Especially timely are the war lectures which follow on Wednesday nights. This course is designed to help to an intelligent
understanding of the problems of peace. Among the subjects treated
will be:
FR.

CORRIGAN'S

LECTURES

"International Aspects of the War"
"Some Special Points of International Conflict"
"The Philosophy, Crimes and Overthrow of Prussian Militarism"
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"The Part Played bv Radicalism and the Bolsheviki"
"Peace and Pacifism"
"Some Peace Problems"
"Peace Plans and Peace Prospects"
"The Pope and Peace"
"After-War Problems of Social Reconstruction and Readjustment"
Added interest will be given to the lectures by the use of a large
strategical War Map from the War Staff College in Washington.
These lectures will go along, step by step, with the peace developments, and should be of tremendous interest and of the greatest help
to anyone desirous of a proper knowledge of these all-important
subjects.
The B. C. men sent to the Officers' Training Camp at
MEN
Camp Lee, Virginia, have been honorably discharged
from the service and have returned to college. We
welcome them back with open arms, for they were men of whom we
were justly proud, as students, athletes and good fellows. May
they remain long among us.
W ith the addition of these men to our classes, and also the daily
arrival of students who have "done their bit," and the approximate
arrival of many others, the classes this year promise to be as large,
if not larger, than those of preceding years. The Senior class, which
in the beginning numbered fourteen students, has now increased to
well over fifty, and may graduate a class of nearly one hundred.

RETURN OF

o. T. c.

T

Once more has the Philomatheia Club manifested
its loyalty to B. C. and her students. The tiresome
journey of our men to Camp Lee was brightened by
a bounteous supply of candy and cigarettes, the gift of the club.
The boys certainly appreciated the kindness of these friends, and
telegraphed their thanks immediately after their arrival at camp.

PHILOMATHEIA
GIFT

Several of our classmates failed to appear at the
opening of classes. We have learned recently that they
have begun their studies for the priesthood. St. John's Seminary,
Brighton, shelters the following members of the class of 1920:
SEMINARIANS

(B. C. StmJio)

SCENES ON GENERAL EDWARDS'

DAY.

DOM I
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Michael J. Desmond, John J. Dignan, Frederick T. Fahey, William
B. Foley, John P. Hennessey, John L. Johnson, Thomas F. Keahane,
Daniel A. McCabe, Edward A. McDonough, Edward J. Powers,
Joseph P. Smith, Francis W. Strokosky, Edward S. Sullivan, Albert
A. Terrio. Clement W. Caine, a former president of Sophomore, is
attending Kenrick Seminary at St. Louis, which is a center for
divinity students from the South and middle West.
Gerard B. Cleary, of the class of 1919, has joined the Redemptorist Order, and has begun his studies at St. Mary's College. Mr.
Cleary stood very high in studies, and was a prominent member of
the Fulton Debating Society, and a member of the football squad.
The B. C. contributions to the War Fund have been
under the supervision of Rev. William E. Murphy, S.J.,
who is a member of the General Committee of the State
students' division. As usual the fellows have done their share and
the college has given a considerable amount to keep the boys happy
and contented until their return home.
K. OF

c.

DRIVE

During the past month we have been favored by a
number of interesting lectures on current topics. Professor Lane of Tufts gave a very clear and interesting dissertation
on the causes of the war. He explained the economic condition of
the nations previous to the great war, and showed just how these
conditions were very potent factors in bringing on the conflict.
Professor Fisher of Wellesley College also gave us a splendid
lecture on petroleum and coal, explaining their vital bearing on the
war and the reasons why conservation was necessary, in spite of
the apparent inexhaustible supply of our nation. The lecture was
concluded with a brief outline of future economic problems which
we must face in solving the great problems of reconstruction.
LECTURES

On Saturday, November 30th, the entire S. A. T. C.
received Holy Communion at 7.15 o'clock Mass, which
was celebrated in the Mess Hall by Rev. Gerald C.
Treacy, S.J. Rev. Thomas A. Becker, S.J., and Rev. Henry A. McGarvey, S.J., assisted Fr. Treacy in giving Holy Communion.
GENERAL

COMMUNION

162

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

On Sunday, December Bth, the last military Mass
was celebrated in the mess hall by Rev. Joseph N.
MASS
Dinand, S.J., assistant to the Provincial. Father
Dinand gave a very eloquent sermon to the boys who heard Mass
for the last time as soldiers of the U. S. A.
LAST MILITARY

Although the pre medical course is no longer under its
former direct military supervision, still many of the men
are to continue their studies and pursue the Biology and Chemistry
courses. So far the main object of interest has been the rabbit, with
his minute animal mechanism. The "medics" never knew that it
took so many complicated and intricate processes for rabbit life.
Cheer up, the worst is yet to come.

BIOLOGY

On the evening of November 27th, those of the S.A.T.C.
PICTURES students who were not home on a Thanksgiving furlough
were entertained by a splendid "movie" display. Colonel
Parke and his wife were the guests of honor. The show was very
good, and the fellows are hoping for many more of a similar nature
in the near future.
MOTION

THE STYLUS offers sincere condolences to Rev.
Henry M. Brock, S.J., formerly Professor of Physics
at Boston College, on the recent death of his father.
CONDOLENCES

?Francis J. Roland.

Alumni
Now that the war has ended, we go back to the original order
of class. Reunions, banquets, and smokers are being planned for
the rest of the year. The Senior Class has already made definite
arrangements for a smoker on January the tenth at the High School
gym on James Street. This will be in the form of a Home-night,
and is intended as a reunion of all the Alumni and students, many
of whom have been away for the past year in the service. The
Senior class extends an invitation to all of the Alumni and their
friends. A very interesting program is being arranged by the committee in charge. The speaking will consist of an address by a
prominent Alumnus and talks by B. C. men who have returned from
overseas. All Alumni are urged to be present and welcome back to
the college those men who have upheld her reputation in the service.
o'CONNELL PARKWAY
The dedication of the Cardinal O'Connell Parkway and fountain
had been postponed on account of the epidemic, and this delay had
only caused the committees who had the celebration in hand, to
work all the harder to perfect plans which would make the occasion
in the highest degree worthy of the distinguished son of Lowell, the
great churchman whom they desired to honor.
Throughout the forenoon of Sunday, November 17th, the trains,
the trolley cars and automobiles brought crowds of visitors and the
various detachments who were to take part in the parade arrived
from the outlying cities and towns. There were many forebodings
about the weather.
It would have been difficult to select a function which would
more thoroughly represent and inspire all sorts and conditions of
men and women of Greater Lowell. In the first place, it was not a
function that would pass and leave no trace except in the newspaper accounts and in the memories of the citizens. It was a civic
celebration of the onward march of the municipality, of an improvement which pointed the way to a finer and more ornamental Lowell
CARDINAL
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in a material way. The Parkway in whose center stands the massive
granite fountain with the bronze bust of His Eminence crowning it
is situated in the very heart of the city next to the City Hall.
The order of exercises was as follows: Grand parade by Catholic societies of Lowell and surrounding cities and towns; unveiling
of bust of His Eminence and memorial fountain in Parkway; review
of parade from speakers' stand in front of City Hall, opposite Parkway; dedication exercises in City Hall; speeches of welcome and
presentation, and His Eminence's response; public reception by His
Eminence and reception committee in City Hall; banquet of Lowell
Council, Knights of Columbus, in honor of His Eminence; addresses
of the Cardinal and prominent knights.
The program of the dedicatory exercises, which were held in the
Aldermanic Chamber of the City Hall, was as follows: Opening
Address, Hon. James B. Casey, chairman of committee; Prayer,
Rt. Rev. Mgr. William O'Brien, P.R.; "The Cross and the Flag,"
United Catholic Choirs; Presentation of Fountain and Bust to City
of Lowell, Mr. Hugh J. Molloy; Acceptance by the City of Lowell,
Mayor Perry D. Thompson; Musical Selection, United Catholic
Choirs; Address of Welcome, Mr. Humphrey O'Sullivan; Address,
His Eminence, Cardinal O'Connell; Singing of National Hymn,
United Catholic Choirs and Assembly.
SILVER JUBILEES

Eleven priests of the Archdiocese of Boston will observe the
twenty-fifth anniversary of their ordination this month. They were
ordained December 22nd, 1893, by Most Rev. John J. Williams, D.D.,
in the Cathedral of the Holy Cross, Boston. They are Rev. Denis
P. Crimmins, St. Francis Xavier's, South Weymouth; Rev. Lawrence J. Glynn, St. John's, North Cambridge; Rev. John H. Harrigan, St. Ambrose's, Dorchester; Rev. John B. Holland, Sacred
Heart, Weymouth; Rev. George V. Leahy, S.T.L., St. John's Seminary, Brighton; Rev. Francis W. Maley, St. Joseph's, Boston; Rev.
Thomas F. McCarthy, St. Clement's, Medford; Rev. John A. McCanley, St. George's, Saxonville; Rev. Thomas F. MacCormack, St.
Francis de Sales, Charlestown; Rev. James J. Murphy, Church of
Our Lady of the Presentation, Brighton, and Rev. Michael J. Owens,
St. John's, Quincy.
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Another magnificent new Church of the Archdiocese was dedicated to the service of God by His Eminence, the Cardinal, in
Needham on Sunday, November 24th, under the patronage of Saint
Joseph. The Solemn High Mass was celebrated by the rector, Rev.
Henry A. Walsh, 'B3, in the presence of His Eminence, who occupied
a throne in the Sanctuary and was attended by Rt. Rev. M. J.
Splaine, D.D., P.R., of Roxbury, and Rt. Rev. Mgr. Ambrose F.
Roche of Watertown.

'B3.

His Eminence praised the labors and sacrifices of pastor and
people in rebuilding the present splendid temple erected for God's
honor and glory.
The Cardinal was escorted from the parochial residence to the
church by a detail of Fourth Degree Knights of Columbus from
Needham, Newton and Randolph. Music of the Mass was sung by
St. Joseph's Choir under the direction of the organist, Miss Grace
J. Hines. During the Mass several of the hymns composed by His
Eminence were sung. The church was crowded long before the hour
set for the Mass and dedication.

At the reception tendered to His Eminence, the Cardinal, by
the Laymen's Retreat Guild on Sunday, November 24th, at the
Blessed Gabriel Monastery, Brighton, the address of welcome was
delivered by Edward J. Brandon, 'B3, City Clerk of Cambridge.
Another honor has been bestowed upon Mr. James H. Carney,
of the firm of Kaler, Carney, Liffler & Co., who was elected
President of the National Council of Insurance Federations, at the
annual meeting in the Hotel Astor, New York, one of the largest
bodies of insurance men in the country, with a membership of several hundred thousand.
A native of Boston, Mr. Carney has always been actively identified with the civic and business interests there for several years.
After graduating from Boston College in 1884 he entered the insurance business. For several years he has been a prominent figure
in insurance circles throughout New England, and is at present
President of the Boston Board of Fire Underwriters.

'B4.
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Through the efforts of Rev. John T. Mullen, D.C.L., pastor
of St. Michael's Church, Hudson, a new brick school with
stone trimmings and comprising twelve class rooms and an assembly
hall has been added to the parochial property. The building is a
fine type of the old Flemish style and is one of the most attractive
structures in the town.

Ex-'9O.

The school is in charge of the Sisters of Notre Dame. It was
recently thrown open to the inspection of the public. Already six
class rooms and the assembly hall are in use. Others will be utilized
as soon as completed.

It is worthy of note that the people of this parish, in order to
have a parochial school, contributed $12,000 in Liberty Bonds
towards its construction.

'94.

Hon. James A. Dorsey was selected as one of the delegates of
the Charitable Irish Society of Boston to the convention in
New York, which was attended by delegates from the oldest Irish
societies in America.

'97.

Rt. Rev. M. J. Splaine represented Cardinal O'Connell at the
mass meeting held in Symphony Hall on December Bth in behalf
of Ireland's freedom. One section of the resolution passed at the
meeting demands that "if Ireland is left to the mercy of the oppressor while the Poles, Czechs, Slavs, Finns, Belgians and Serbians
are guaranteed their liberty, the ideals of America as expressed by
President Wilson will remain unfulfilled and the world will not
be made safe for democracy."
The funeral of Mrs. Mary Splaine of Quincv was held at St.
John's Church Saturday, November 9th. A Solemn High Mass was
celebrated by Rev. M. J. Owens. He was assisted by Rev. John
Casey as deacon and Rev. John J. McMorrow as subdeacon. Seated
in the sanctuary were Rt. Rev. Mgr. M. J. Splaine and Rev. Richard
J. Splaine of Mt. Auburn. Burial was in Wollaston Cemetery.

'OB.

Again the miracle play, "The Master's Power," has been successfully presented?this time at the Franklin Park Theatre,
the proceeds going towards the parish fund of St. John's Church,
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Roxbury. Each performance brings new laurels to Rev. John J.

McMahon, the author. Fr. McMahon was graduated from Boston
College in 1908.

'l2.

Mr. and Mrs. Dennis A. Dooley are rejoicing over the coming
of a baby daughter to their home. THE STYLUS offers congratulations in the name of the students and Alumni of Boston College.

103 d

The name of Lieut. Frederick J. Gillis, Co. B,
Regiment,
appeared in a recent casualty list among those seriously
wounded.

'l6.

'lB.

THE STYLUS wishes to express to Francis J. Cotter, 'lB, who is
now studying at the Jesuit Novitiate, Yonkers, N. Y., the heartfelt sympathy of the student body and Alumni on the recent death
of his mother.

Ex-'lB.

It has been suggested that at the annual meet of the
B. A. A.a memorial tribute be given to the athletes who
have died in the service of their country. Among those mentioned
was Jack Ryan, the famous middle distance runner, formerly a
member of the B. C. track team, who has made the mighty sacrifice.
We were delighted to receive the following communication, and
hope that the thoughtful "Alumnus" will reveal to us his identity.
Dear Alumni Editor:
Knowing from my own experience at the college that every
little bit helps, and knowing where a few of the fellows, who do not
appear in the lists, are, I thought you would be able to make use of
the following list :
Angus J. Chisholm, 'lB, A. E. F., Infantry; Thomas M. Collins,
'lB, Chemist, Goodyear Tire Co.; John P. Creed, 'lB, Med. S. R. C.,
Harvard Med.; Lewis G. Sullivan, 'lB, Med. S. R. C., Harvard
Med.; James I. Rooney, 'lB, U. S. Naval Aviation Corps, M. I. T.;
James H. Dwyer, 'lB, National Army; Ed. B. Heapliv, 'lB, Harvard
Law School; William F. Herlihy, 'lB, Naval Unit, M. I. T.; Leo
Lynn, 'lB, Harvard Medical; Michael Hickey, 'l7, U. S. N. R. F.;
Frank McNamara, 'lB, Camp Taylor, Kentucky.
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The following B. C. men will be graduated from the Harvard
Ensign School this month (December) :
William Burke, ex-'l9, Joseph J. Holden, ex-'l9, Frank Flaherty,
'lB, William Fleming, 'l7, John D. Lyons, ex-'l9, James F. Manning, ex-'l9, Clarence Pike, 'lB, Richard A. Quinn, 'l7.
Wishing THE STYLUS the best of luck.
An "Alumnus."
?Francis J. De Gelles.

Letters
:
DEAR
you
No doubt
have heard of the good work done by the Yankee Division
(the 26th). That's us. Watch us swell up now. We were with, or I should
say in, the 32nd French Army Corps for a while, and when we were leaving
them to go into our new sector the French General Commanding wrote a peach
of a letter to our General thanking him for the work the Division did, and
how good we were, etc. Pretty rotten, hey? We sure did knock Von Hindenburg's traveling circus (storm troops traveling from place to place, making
large raids and local attacks) to a fare-you-well. They tried to put something
over on us several times, but each time they got it where the chicken got the
axe, and got it good and proper, too, you can tell the world.
The last time the Germans tried to put something over against us we sure
did hand him a prize package. We had an immense quantity of gas all set
ready to make a gas attack on him, and were waiting only for the wind to
come from the right direction and with the right velocity. At last everything
was propitious and, the gods willing, the sacrifice on the altar, etc. (Sophocles).
In the meantime, as we learned from prisoners afterwards, Friend Hindy's
Traveling Circus about 6000 strong were all lined up ready to make an attack
upon the sector occupied by my company and two other companies. (Wouldn't
that have been most delightful for us?) About a half an hour before he was
ready to start we shot over, I forgot how many, tons of gas, and the artilleryopened up also byway of serenading him. Well, it knocked old Mr. Boclie for a
fare-you-well. Only a few started over, and they were quickly disposed of.
But man dear, what he didn't do with his artillery. I guess he threw over
everything he had, even his iron rations, for four steady hours, the most
intense bombardment I ever expect to see, and we had to stand out under it
all, for we thought they were coming, and then for four days after he kept
shelling us every hour of the day and night for ten or firteen minutes?and
a bunch of shells can fall in that time. Our day observers saw five trainloads
of dead or wounded being carted out, and I don't know how many they took
out at night. We sure did kiss him good-bye with an awful smack. He won't
forget us for a while. I had some pretty narrow escapes from that last
bombardment, but I'm still on deck, so I should worry.
Where we are now is a pretty lively place, but it's all in the game. All
I hope and pray is, that if I must die here in France, I will meet my fate like
a man, but you can't make me believe that I am not coming back. Friend
Fritz has tried several times to get me, but has failed. The bullet isn't made
yet which has my number on it.

I was more than pleased to hear from you once again, and had intended
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to answer immediately, but we were kept pretty much on the jump. Just at
present am laid up in the hospital with what the doctor thinks is rheumatism,
due to exposure to the rain and mud of "Sunny" France. Have been in
France now for a year, and this is my first offense in the hospital. It sure
is a wonderful thing to be able to lie in an honest-to-goodness bed and have
real nice American Nurses to take care of you. I am going to be sick all
the time after this. However, I don't expect to be here long, as I have not a
severe case, mostly in the feet and legs.
Since I wrote to you the last time I have changed the "labels" on my
shoulders from the "gold" bars of a second lieutenant to the "silver" of a
first lieutenant. What do you think of those for green apples?
There sure are big doings over here on this side of the pond these days.
The Boches don't get much sleep, and neither do we, but they are going back
(except those we take, and those we put out of "commiss") so that makes a
difference.
Was in the St. Mihiel affair, and it sure was a picnic. When we were
up in the Toul sector there was a German band over at Mont Sec that
used to play every time they were going to do something, either raid, attack
or bombard. Much to our joy, we captured that whole band, so now we'll make
them play another tune. There were a number of amusing incidents that I
wish I had the space to tell you, but never mind, old top, it won't be long
before we'll all be marching back, and then there will be some yarns spun.
So B. C. is a military school now. More power to it; and I know that
it will show up with the best of them.
Well, I'll say "au revoir" for a while, and don't forget to write often.
JACK FLEMING,
Ist Lieut., 102nd U. S. Inf.
:
DEAR
I received your card the other day and sure was glad to hear from my old
college pal and know that he had not forgotten me. I have been unusually
busy the last two days and could not get time to collect my thoughts to answer
your card, but this evening I have a few moments and am not going to lose
the opportunity. This is quite a peculiar job that I am holding down now,
as I am busy as the dickens for a couple of weeks and then have a few days
of comparative rest. I am running a company in the Detention Camp here,
and get men direct from the Draft Boards. I have a capacity of 312 men, and
generally have that many to take care of when I am busy. The men come
to us direct from civil life and stay here until they are examined and clothed
and receive their fundamental instruction in military affairs. You can readily
see from this that while I am not doing any fighting to speak of yet, my work
is quite important. The hardest time in a soldier's life is his first week in
the army, and this is what we have to contend with. It is up to us to break
him in correctly and get him into the proper spirit, etc. You know that it is
the start that a man gets in any walk of life that usually determines his
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future career In that walk of life, so it is with the soldier. It is right here
that we have the opportunity of making good soldiers of these men, and I
think that we are succeeding in doing so, judging by the letters that I get from
men who are now "over there" and are helping to get the Kaiser. I have
gained a knowledge of this country of ours and the men that go to make up
its citizens since I have been in the army that I never could have gotten
teaching school, and the experience that I am getting in handling men will
always be a great asset to me if I ever go back to teaching. I enjoy this
outdoor life and I doubt seriously if I shall ever go back to indoor work again.
In my company I have handled men from every state in the Union, and at
present I have a real Hawaiian who just came to me with his ukalele and
gave us a fine little concert. Two weeks ago I got 260 men from Oklahoma,
among whom were a number of real Indians and Mexicans, and of course
the old cowboys. Now I have a company composed of men from New York
City. From one extreme to the other, and of course different methods are
required in handling these men. I understand our next men are coming from
Connecticut, good old New England. How I should like to see it for a change.
It is almost nine months since I enlisted and I have not been outside of this
camp yet. I do not know how long I am going to stay here, but I suppose I
shall be here as long as the drafting continues. We are having extremely
hot weather now, but I am becoming hardened to it and do not mind it very
much. I sure would appreciate a breath of salt air once in a while and a
little dip into the briny deep. Practically the only water we have here is the
Tennessee River, and you know what these rivers are as compared with the
good old green salt water.
Well, I shall have to call it off for this evening, as I can almost hear
Taps sounding. I trust this finds you enjoying the best of health and great
success in your work. Keep it up for old B. C., and let me hear from you
once in a while.
Your old chum,
LEO.
(Sgt. Leo H. Grueter, Co. 12, Bn. 15,
Camp Greenleaf, Chickamauga Park, Ga.)

WHITE POINT BARRACKS, U. S. NAVAL BASE SIX,
care of Postmaster, N. Y., October 18, 1918.
:
DEAR
As usual, I must begin my letter with an apology for not writing to you
sooner. I am answering yours of the thirty-first of July, which I received
while on the U. S. S. Rhode Island in American Waters. There really is no
excuse for the long delay in answering your letter, but to tell you the truth,
I did not and do not now feel like writing. Of course you have heard that I
am on the side of the "pond" where the big things are happening, and that I
have had the experience of dodging the U-boats on the way over. You must
have heard of that part by this time from S
or some other fellow. I
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left the States on the twelfth of August and arrived somewhere in Europe
around the latter part of that month. Then I was sent to "dear old Ireland,"
where I am still to be found. How long I will be left here, I know not;
neither do I care. You know me, the faster they come the better I like it.
The reason for my not writing, if I can call it a reason, lies in this: I
wrote so many letters home and to one or two of my closer friends, and not
having received a letter from anybody, not even to this date, that I became
disgusted at the very thought of writing and gave it up entirely. I have
written twenty-two letters since the first of September. That is the status

in quo I have been.
I was very much delighted to hear of your success in passing all your
school work, that is, all but the physics. Gee, I suppose you are already
back at college for the grand finishing process. You do not know nor can
I express the loss that I feel at not being able to return this year. I don't
regret being where I am, and I am ready to take on anything they give me
over here regardless of the danger, for one cannot be here so close to the
big doings and so near the vicinity of those terrible U-boat sinkings, which
are occurring regularly, without feeling that he should and must give everything to put a stop to them. The spirit of the men on this side is wonderful,
and every effort is being bent to bring affairs to an issue. Each man has his
work cut out for him regardless of his rate, and the vim and push with which
they accomplish it is inspiring. Take it from me, it takes an American to
push things along and carry affairs to a head efficiently and energetically.
I have realized more than ever before what a proud thing it is to be able to
call oneself an American.
I have not been around Ireland at all. We are restricted to a very small
area owing to trouble which arose between the bluejackets and the natives
when they first arrived here in 1917. This is a hard blow to the men that
could and would conduct themselves properly if allowed to travel and see
some of the famous places we have heard so much about from our folks and
others. We are hoping that some time soon the authorities will see fit to
allow us to travel from place to place. I have the wonderful opportunity of
being able to get to Mass every Sunday in a most beautiful Cathedral here
in this town. The Cathedral took some time to build, and it was built by
American money. I don't think that it is quite up to St. Patrick's in New
York, but it certainly is not far behind. The altar boys do some queer things
while serving at Mass. When the Blessed Sacrament is exposed at Communion
time, just at that point in the Mass when the priest is about to descend to the
rail, the altar boys all prostrate themselves on the altar. I can imagine you
doing that all the time. Again, while the priest is giving out Communion, the
altar boys sit down on the altar steps and then stretch back for a little rest.
That would just suit you. One cannot help but being struck at the evidence
of faith that is shown by these people. The Church is never empty, and there
are always devotions of all kinds being held. Today, I had a few hours off
and I went in town and visited a parochial school. I met some fine teachers
and one very fine nun. Unfortunately, the school had shut down that morning
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because of tbe influenza epidemic, and I was not able to see the place running
in session.
I see from some Boston papers that one of the boys received that there
is quite a bit of influenza in Boston. It certainly is a tough disease to get
rid of. We are losing men every day because of it. I have seen accounts of
the work that is to be done at old B. C. this year. I suppose it will have
assumed quite a military aspect by the time that I shall see it. I have passed
up at least four good chances of obtaining a commission and getting back to
the States. I have reasons all my own for so doing. Perhaps I would be
better off if I did get the commission but, well, I am content as I am and will
undoubtedly stay as I am until the war is over.
Well, I will have to bring this letter to a finis. I have written a good
deal more than I thought I would when I first started. I wTill ask you to
drop into my house if it is convenient for you to do so, and let my folks know
that I am alive and well. Give my kindest regards to
.

With the best of wishes to you and all my old classmates for success in
both your school work and the work now set out for you in the Army training
school, which has become a part of your school work, and asking you to
remember me in your prayers, because believe me, they help to sustain us
amidst all the physical and moral dangers that continually are in our path,
I remain as ever,
Your old pal,
TOM.
If I do not get a sixteen-page letter for this one I will lynch you when
we two meet again.
(Thomas F. Gately)
BASE HOSPITAL. CAMP SEVIER, GREENVILLE, S. C.,
November 29, 1918.

DEAR

:

I suppose you have been wondering why I have not written you sooner.
I know, however, that you will not judge me too harshly, as you can readily
appreciate the position of a "rookie" in camp for the first few weeks. Little
time for personal duties is left after the day is spent. Every few minutes
the whistle for "fall out" is blown, and writing a letter is a task requiring
both considerable time and patience.
Just now, however, "patient" is my middle name, so all alibis are swept
away, no apologies needed any longer. To be more explicit, lam now enjoying
a much earned rest at the letterhead address. At first I imagined myself
"out of luck," but now,?well, I've made the acquaintancee of some very
charming students in the art of caring for the sick and convalescent. Being
an experienced hand, you will agree with me that things might be a whole
lot worse than what they are, my condition more precarious. I suppose you
are wondering by what streak of luck I merited my transfer to the B. H.
Well, the means used was football, remote cause; hard tackle by brawny
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cause;

and final result of crash: broken ankle and torn
fullback, proximate
ligaments. Date of incident (not accident) and transfer to better home,
Sunday, November 24th.
Since having fracture set and cast applied, I have been ordered a ten
days' abstinence from use of leg. I have been forced so far, as a matter of
comfort to myself, to obey this mandate. I expect to be discharged in another
knitting
ten days or two weeks, as the injured member is rapidly healing and
together.
Do you remember Charlie Hamlin of Sophomore class, the track man and
football star at Latin School a couple of years back? He is stationed at
Sevier and holds the rank of Ist Lieutenant. He dropped in to see me at my
new homestead the other evening. Bigger than ever, and looking 100% eflU
cient. It sure was good to find someone so intimate, and so "chummy" away
down here in "Sunny South."
I wonder how the S. A. T. C. stands under the new conditions; down here
we never see a Boston paper or college magazine. If the college is publishing
any magazine, could you send one or two copies to me? I certainly miss THE
STYLUS more than you can imagine.
Another thing, for very special reasons, I want to ask a favor of you.
Send down a copy of that magazine (THE STYLUS) in which you contributed,
among others, the piece de resistance "Do You Jazz?" No questions now,
but if possible "dig up" a copy and send it down. If you could send it to my
company address I would be certain of getting it without delay. Address it
to "Camp Hq. Det., Camp Sevier, S. C."
Write soon and often, giving me all the news from school, especially
athletic. Give my congratulations to Captain Frank Morrisey and his team,
which I know must be good. Also remember me to your brother and your

mother.
Your loving chum,
ED DOUGLAS.
FT. MONROE, VIRGINIA, November 17, 1918.
REVEREND AND DEAR FATHER:
You will never guess who is writing to you until you find the signature
my mind many times since I last saw
On the back page. You have come into
still
remembered in one way or another.
you, and I feel that no doubt I am
I have been quite busy since last June and during that time I have had
little or no time to write. On September 14th, I graduated from the Army
School of Military Aeronautics at Cornell University, and I'll admit that I
never worked or studied so hard in all my life to pass all of my examinations.
I spent the first ten weeks of my course at Mass. Tech. and the last two at
Cornell. I have received a certificate of graduation from that school, and
so far that is all that I can present to anyone. After I finished the course,
I came to Boston and enjoyed the ten days of my furlough. I went out to
the college on two different occasions, once to take some pictures of my
Alma Mater, and the other time to see the progress which had been made in
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turning old B. C. into a military school. Those pictures are always good to
look at, and I keep them in a convenient place. On neither trip did I see
you, although I hoped that you might see me in my uniform. After my vacation I was sent to Camp Dick, Dallas, Texas, and it was there that I took ill
with the Spanish Influenza. They immediately sent me to St. Paul's Hospital
to get special attention, and I was under careful observation for the first
week. In all, I remained in bed for four weeks. My case was somewhat
doubtful as to the outcome during the first week, but I owe a great deal to the
good Sisters for the good care that I received. I enjoyed their visits, and
also one of the priests connected with the hospital came to visit me regularly,
and we had some long talks about colleges. Of course, they found out that
I came from Boston College, and you can rest assured that they formed a
very favorable impression about B. C. After I was discharged from the
hospital I was obliged to rest for a few weeks at Camp Dick, and during
that time I began to recover some of my strength.
I reported for duty at the end of the fourth week, and immediately I
was sent to the School of Fire at Fort Munroe. I have already finished my
first week successfully and I hope to have a moderate amount of success during
the remaining four and a half weeks. At this school, the course is entirely
mathematical, and it is now that I am trying to remember all that Mr.
McNally, S. J., taught me about analytic geometry and trigonometry. No
doubt you know what is required of an artillery officer when he is called upon
to point a howitzer or some other big gun. We are also instructed in orientation and gunnery and in the use and plotting of charts, pointing guns by means
of the co-ordinates of your position and the position of the target. We have
to use the slide rule and surveying instruments and also know the use of
instruments on the gun itself. Besides knowing how to use them, we are
held responsible for the construction of all these things. The course is quite
hard, and I am using every ounce of my energy and brains to pass all my
examinations at this school. We have a great deal to do in a short time.
Classes begin at 7.30 a. in., and last until 11.30 a. m. In the afternoon we
begin at 1 and stay until 5. At night we are obliged to go to the study hall
and work from 7.30 until 9.30. At 11 p. m. every man is in bed, and at 6a. m.
the day's work begins. So you see that all of our time is occupied. The course
at the School of Military Aeronautics together with this course at the School
of Fire will prepare me to become an observer. It is a very responsible
position, because the effectiveness and accuracy of heavy fire is directed by
the observer in the airship. I hope that in my case it will not be the story
of the man biting off more than he could swallow; but so far, I have digested
everything to a certain degree. I am the only one from Boston College
studying at present in this school. Frank Crowley and John O'Brien, who
were with me at "Tech," have gone to the flying fields as pilots. Lieut.
Hopkins, my history teacher at B. C. H., is down here and also Lieut.
McLaughlin, 'l5, the debater. I have met both of them and of course, when
B. C. men come together, they have that same spirit that first was developed
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in the college. I received a letter from Clement Caine last Friday. I feel
certain that he has chosen his life work, and I wish him great success.
Since peace has been declared, our position is affected. We are allowed
to resign from the school and at the same time get an honorable discharge.
I have given it my best consideration, and I have decided to complete the
course, if possible, receive my commission, and then go to Langley Field,
Virginia, to fly. In all I shall have finished everything, flying included,
about the third week of January. I hope that you are enjoying the best of
health and that you have as good a class this year as you had last year. If
anyone inquires for me, you may give them my address, and I shall be glad
to write whenever I can.
Yours sincerely,
JOSEPH D. GAVIN.
(Cadet Joseph D. Gavin, Aero Observers Co.,
School of Fire, Fort Munroe, Virginia.)

Athletics
Certainly Boston College has reason to be proud of her football record
this year. The original team was wonderful in its speed and power, and while
its original lineup was intact easily defeated all opponents. The two games
following the departure of several of the best players of the first eleven did
great credit to the boys who represented the Maroon and Gold in these contests.
Although defeated in these two games, the defeats were due to inexperience rather than to inferior playing. However, the "stars" have returned, and
they, together with the "stars" that remained, "Lou" Urban, et al., will take
up the work of annihilating all opponents.
Of course, everybody is glad that the "military" is passt. Everything will
return to normal and will soon be proceeding as though nothing ever happened.
Plans can be laid for the future with a fair amount of certainty. As the
"ole grads" say, it will be like old times. But more about that later.

BOSTON COLLEGE O?FORDHAM 14.
The Maroon and Gold suffered its first defeat of the season, losing to
Fordham in a rather interesting contest at Alumni Field. Boston was greatly
weakened by the absence of half her varsity lineup. This loss, together with
the wonderful individual play of Fordham's bright star, Captain Frisch,
brought about the downfall of Boston College.
Fordham greatly outweighed Boston, but in spite of this displayed no
superiority over the home team other than has been noted, the remarkable
individual work of Frisch. His open field running was the best that has been
seen on a local gridiron for quite a while, and it was he who did practically
all the ground gaining for Fordham. Boston's line, although weakened by the
departure of Captain Morrissey and W. Collins, played a scrappy defensive
game. McElaney of Boston received a severe injury to the ribs after a hard
tackle. He was removed to St. Elizabeth's Hospital, but his condition is not
considered to be serious. McElaney did some fine line plunging before he was
injured, and with Cusick, the left tackle, who did some excellent punting,
played the best game for the losing team.
Cusick opened the game by kicking off to Frisch, who ran back the kick
20 yards. Fordham gained on the next two plays, but Boston tightened and
forced Fordham to kick to Boston's 40-yard line. McElaney and Swan ripped
through Fordham's line on the next two plays, then essayed a forward pass,
only to have it intercepted by Frisch, who ran it back 20 yards. After several
unsuccessful attempts to plug Boston's line, Fordham kicked offside at Boston's
20-yard line. Nothing happened for a while until near the end of the period,
when Frisch broke loose with several long gains, placing the ball on Boston's
11-yard line. Unable to pierce the Maroon and Gold's line, the Fordham
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quarter, Manley, hurled a forward to Garvey, who scored the first tally.
20 yards and
On the kickoff in the second period Boston ran the kick back
followed this by two or three plunges through the line. Fordham then tightened
and Boston punted to the visitors' 20-yard line. In an exchange of kicks
Boston recovered the ball on the 50-yard line and essayed a forward. Frisch
intercepted Hill's forward and scooted along the sidelines for a touchdown.
In the third period McElaney intercepted a forward pass and Boston immediately started the open game. Two remarkable passes, Brawley to Urban and
Ryan, respectively, netted 65 yards, placing the ball on Fordham's 5-yard line.
Cleary added four on the next play, placing the ball on the one-yard line.
Brawley then persisted in attempting to buck the center of the Fordham line

and lost the ball on downs.
Both teams stuck to the open game in the last period. Frisch intercepted
a forward and ran it back 25 yards, but Fordham lost the ball on downs. An
exchange of kicks followed. Boston, having the better of the argument, finally
worked the ball up to Fordham's 10-yard line. But Boston stuck to line bucking
and lost another chance to score. Later in the period a spectacular pass from
Brawley to Urban placed the ball on Fordham's 15-yard line, but a fumble on
Boston's part ruined another opportunity. The game ended with Fordham in
possession of the ball on the 40-yard line.
FORDHAM
BOSTON COLLEGE
r.e., Costello
Ryan, Mullen, I.e.
r.t., Harden, Rose, Van Wie
Cusick, Lyons, l.t.
r.g., O'Hare
Doyle, l.g.
c., Ilalligan
Bowler, c.
1.g., Farrington, Simelli
Flaherty, r.g.
O'Brien, r.t.
1.t., Mahoney, O'Reilly
1.e., Garvey
Urban, r.e.
q.b., Manley, Frisch
Hill, Brawley, q.b.
r.h.b., Frisch, Manley
Swan, Morrissey, l.h.b.
1.h.b., Golden
McElaney, Cleary, r.h.b.
f.b., Brown, Gilmartin, Ryan
Connell, f.b.
Score?Fordham 14, Boston College 0. Touchdowns ?Garvey, Frisch. Goal
from touchdown?Frisch. Referee?McCarthy, Georgetown. Umpire?Redding.
Stakemen ?Sullivan, Simmons. Attendance 1200.
Head linesman?Hallahan.
Time?12m. and 10m. periods.
BOSTON COLLEGE 6?HARVARD 14.
Boston College played her first game with Harvard in the Harvard Stadium
Saturday, November 23. Harvard won, 14 to 6, the two touchdowns being
due to sloppy handling of the ball on Boston's part. Outside of these two
fumbles, which both resulted in touchdowns, Boston outplayed the Harvard
team.
The Crimson could not gain at all through Boston's line, weakened tho it
was, and it was only the brilliant open field running of Conlon that pushed
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Harvard with 40 rushes gained only
113 yards, whereas Boston College gained 142 in its scrimmage plays.
Boston started off well in the opening period, stopping all Harvard
attempts to pierce the line. "Big Ben" Hunneman, the much advertised star,
was smothered in every attempt to gain.
About five minutes after the game started the B. C. quarter, Hill, lost a
direct pass. It was scooped up by the Harvard right end, Dennis, and he cantered down the field unmolested for a touchdown. Hunneman kicked the
pass
goal. Hardly three minutes later another fumble of a Boston College
up
running
and
start
for
right
guard,
gather
to
it
allowed Brown, Harvard's
Boston's goal before anyone knew what was happening. There being no one
near, he scored the touchdown and Hunneman completed the performance by
kicking the goal. For the remainder of the game Harvard was unable to secure
any more fumbles, and her scoring power accordingly vanished. Although it
must be said there were no lack of B. C. fumbles, which was the only reason
that the Maroon and Gold did not score a victory over Harvard.
In the second half B. C. started off with a vengeance, Swan breaking
through Harvard consistently followed by a 24-yard pass from Brawley to
Ryan, which landed the ball within the shadow of the Crimson goal posts.
Boston plugged through but not quite enough, and lost the ball on downs on
the 5-yard line.
In the third period, after a whirlwind 35-yard run by Conlon, Harvard,
starting from a first down on the opponents' 34-yard mark, could gain only
eight yards on four plays, and in the last quarter, after Conlon had made a
beautiful run back of a punt netting 33 yards, Harvard did not have the punch
to push ahead for even one first down.
Near the close of the game Boston scored her only touchdown. Brawley
was out of the game with an injured shoulder, and Swan continued his good
work by making several successful attempts to throw a forward pass, finally
securing first down just inside Harvard's 15-yard line. Harvard stopped a play
here, but Swan let loose another pass and Urban demonstrated his remarkable
ability by spearing it over in the corner of the field and, frustrating Crimson
attempts to tackle him, scored B. C.'s lone tally.
BOSTON COLLEGE
HARVARD
r.e., Urban, Young
Daley, Shapiro, Ryder, I.e.
r.t., Cusick, McLaughlin
Macomber, Salter, l.t.
Coleman, Cohen, l.g.
r.g., Doyle
Russo, Douglass, c.
c., Bowler, Ghent
1.g., Flaherty
Brown, Whitney, Irvin, r.g.
1.t., O'Neill, Fagan, Lyon
McManmon, Tappan, r.t.
Dennis, Levine, Moseley, r.e.
1.e., Ryan, Miller, Young
q.b., Brawley, Hill, Swan
Conlon, q.b.
r.h.b., Egan, Crowley, Morrisey
Gherke, l.h.b.
1.h.b., Swan, Cleary
Porter, Murphy, r.h.b.
Hunneman, Coburn, f.b.
f.b., Connell, Brophy
Touchdowns?Dennis. Brown,
Score?Harvard 14, Boston College 6.
up Harvard ground gaining total at all.
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Goals from touchdown?Hunneman 2.
Referee?Hugh McGrath,
College. Umpire?George V. Brown, Boston A. A. Linesman ?Joseph
B. Pendleton, Bowdoin. Time?l2m. periods.

Urban.

Boston

BOSTON COLLEGE 54?TUFTS 0.
With its regular lineup, Boston College smothered Tufts under a 54 to 0
score at University Heights. The victory was impressive, with Corrigan the
bright particular star. He did some splendid running behind interference and
conducted his game in a masterly manner, getting his plays off quickly. He
had a hand, too, in working the forward pass successfully at least ten times,
made two long runs, one of 80 yards and another of 70; ran back kicks for
good gains, and inspired the other men by his brilliant work. Frank Morrissey, Bridges, Hannon, Cusick, Urban and the two Ryans also put up a grand
game.
Altogether B. C. appears to have one of the best football machines hereabouts. Thirty-four points were scored in the first half and, with a horde of
substitutes in the second half, 20 more points were piled up.
Tufts, which wr as only beaten by Harvard, 7to 0, was outclassed in all
departments and never seriously threatened to score. The Medfordites were
unfortunate in their attempts to work the forward pass. Indeed, the air
attack of Tufts was barren of results. Captain Lincoln played a fine game at
end and Galloway, Kelly, Blair and Marton also showed up well for Tufts.
The game was played hard from start to finish, but was clean throughout,
and the best of feeling prevailed. A good sized crowd turned out, in which
Tufts was well represented. There was a flurry of snow during the fourth
period.

Boston College began scoring early, partly through the medium of the
forward pass, Corrigan to Urban, which was good for about 30 and 20 yards
each on two attempts, and advanced the ball to Tufts' 10-yard line, from
which point Corrigan carried it over on a sweeping end run.
Shortly thereafter, when B. C. had gained considerably on an exchange
of kicks, it was in possession of the ball in the middle of the field. After a
couple of short gains by Bridges and Hannon, Corrigan made a forward pass
to Urban, and Hannon went through the line for the second touchdown.
The third goal came in the second period on a long forward pass, Corrigan to Paul Ryan, who carried the ball over. The fourth goal w as the result
of straight line work, Bridges, Hannon and Corrigan carrying the ball, after
getting it on an intercepted forward pass on B. C.'s 40-yard line, straight
down the field and over, the first named getting the touchdown.
Just before the second period ended, Corrigan, running from a kick
formation, carried the ball 70 yards for the fifth touchdown. Morrissey
kicked four out of the five goals.
In the third period there was an exchange of kicks, and on one of these
the Tufts punter drove the ball over Corrigan's head. The latter finally gathered up the ball on his own 15-yard line. Lincoln was almost on top of him,
but he evaded the Tufts captain by some clever footwork and dashed through
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a broken field. Shielded by splendid interference, he
line, a distance of 80 yards, before he was downed.
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ran to Tufts' five-yard

McElaney then went through for a touchdown. The punt out was not
caught, and Morrissey had no chance to try for a goal.
Meanwhile B. C. had begun to run in its substitutes and the scoring was
not so rapid after this. The next two goals came easy. Tufts was crossed
in signals in putting the ball in play on its 40-yard line. No one took the pass
from center and the ball rolled toward the Tufts goal. Young, the B. C.
end, was after it like a shot. Picking the ball up while going at full speed,
he ran the remaining 30 yards to the goal for a touchdown.
Near the end of the game, Tufts, kicking from behind its own goal posts,
was so hurried that the ball went out of bounds at the ten-yard mark. Corrigan then swept around left end for the eighth touchdown of the game.
Brawley was then sent in and kicked the goal. The summary:

BOSTON COLLEGE
TUFTS
1.e., Spear, Fitts
P. Ryan, Young, Dealey, r.e.
O'Brien, r.t.
1.t., Galloway
1.g., Enander, Morgan, Segal
Collins. O'Neill, r.g.
Bowler, Ghent, Heaphey, c.
c., Cohen, Ginsberg
r.g., Carleton, Cassanelli
F. Morrissey, Doyle, Fegan, l.g.
Cusick, Flaherty, Lyons, l.t.
r.t., Cahoon
Urban, Mullen, F. Egan, I.e.
r.e., Lincoln
Corrigan, Brawley, q.b.
q.b., Cleary, LeCaine
Hannon, F. Ryan, D. E. Egan, l.h.b.
r.h.b., Fitts, Fraber
Bridges, McElaney, Crowley, r.h.b.
1.h.b., Blair, Martin
Connell, Swan, J. Morrissey, Cleary, f.b.
f.b., Kelley
Score?Boston College 54. Touchdowns ?Corrigan 3, Hannon, P. Ryan,
Bridges, Y'oung, McElaney. Goals from touchdowns ?F. Morrissey 5, Brawley.
Referee?Charles McCarthy, Georgetown. Umpire?George A. Brown, B. A. A.
Head linesman ?Pat French. Field judge?Crowley. Time, 15m. periods.
BOSTON COLLEGE 26?MINEOLA 0.
Boston College entertained the much heralded team of aviators from
Mineola at Braves Field, Allston, in the final game of the season; incidentally
administering a sound licking to the tune of 26 to 0. Mineola was decidedly
outclassed from start to finish, having no offence to bother the Maroon and
Gold to any extent, wherefore Boston ripped through for gain after gain.
The condition of Braves Field was terrible. It was evident that it was
that reason only that prevented Boston rolling up a much larger score. Despite
this fact many thrills were furnished the spectators by the brilliant work of
the Boston backfield, which easily ranks with any combination in the country.
Undoubtedly Mineola had a decided advantage in weight, but was unable
to use it to advantage until the last period, when they managed to secure
several first downs against a team mainly comprised of subs.
On the other hand, it was due to the machine-like work of the team ably
directed by the excellent generalship of Phil Corrigan that Boston was able to

182

THE BOSTON COLLEGE STYLUS

impregnable propoutclass the fliers. The Newton college line proved to he an
osition, Morrissey, Collins and Bowler checking every drive of the aviator team.
Thwarted there Mineola attempted to "fly" around the ends, but antithem to earth.
aircraft guns, in the persons of Urban and Ryan, quickly brought
of
Villa Nova,
opponent
Templeton,
in
a
formidable
although
facing
Cusick,
opponent.
showed his high caliber by outplaying his husky
Frank Hannon, playing probably his last game for Boston College, enjoyed
of strength
himself by ripping up Mineola's line at will, proving himself a tower
both in offense and defense.
Templeton, who
Frank Morrissey opened the game by kicking off to
and on the next
pigskin
Boston,
for
captured
icy
the elusive
fumbled. Doyle
sweeping around
play Corrigan opened the Maroon and Gold's attack by
Mineola's end for a fifteen yard gain. On the next play Bridges hit tackle for
two yards and Connell followed him by plunging through for a touchdown two
minutes after the opening whistle had sounded. Captain Morrissey kicked

the goal.
Morrissey kicked off again and Mineola was downed in its tracks on the
37-yard line. After four vain attempts to buck the Boston College stone wall,
field,
Boston took the ball and started another triumphant march down the
gain,
Mineola
Failing
forward
to
pass.
intercepted
only to have it spoiled by an
punted to Corrigan, near midfield. On the next play Corrigan shot around end
for 12 yards. Connell broke through for seven more. "Bill" Bridges, not to
outdone, crashed through the fliers' line and ran through a broken field for

be
30 yards, ending on the 10-yard line. Here the period ended.
With the ball on the five-yard mark, the play opened at the beginning of
the second. Bridges made a yard at center. On the next play Corrigan hurled
a difficult pass to Urban, and that wonderful end displayed his usual prowess
by making a beautiful catch of the ice covered ball and slipping across for a
touchdown.
Boston College kicked off again to Webber, the West Pointer, who fumbled
the ball on the 25-yard line. Urban, the alert, recovered. Boston smashed
through to the 10-yard line," where Bridges shot through the hole that "Wall"
Collins made in Mineola's line.
The next score came toward the end of the period, with McElaney in the
backfield replacing Bridges. This combination broke through for gain after
gain, finally going over for another touchdown.
The third period saw much gaining on the part of Boston, but no touchdowns were scored because of the many fumbles, due to the impossibility of
hanging on to the ball.
The fourth period was a replica of the third. The field had been converted
into a skating rink, rendering playing impossible. Boston College had the ball
on Mineola's 40-yard line when the final whistle blew.
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The lineup:

MINEOLA AVIATORS
BOSTON COLLEGE
r - e Montgomery
Urban, I.e.
'.t., Templeton
Cusick, O'Neil, l.t.
r -8-' lludsou
Morrissey, Flaherty, l.g.
c Harve>
Heaphy,
c.
Bowler,
Utn Webber
Collins, r.g.
1-t., Redfield, Turnej
Doyle, Lyons, r.t.
1-e., Adams, Hicks
Young,
r.e.
Ryan,
<l- b McAv °y
Corrigan, q.b.
r
b
- b Welland
Ryan,
l.h.b.
Bridges, F.
1.h.b., News
Connell, Swan, r.h.b.
f.b.
Brophy,
Hannon, M. J. Morrisey,
f.b., Addleman, Walsh, Nelson
Connell, Urban,
Boston College 26, Mineola 0. Touchdowns
Score
Hannon.
Referee
?Morrissey,
Bridges, McElaney. Goals from touchdowns
Time?Bm.
Redding.
linesman?
Head
Guild, Harvard. Umpire?Hallalian.
periods.
-

->

->

->

?

?Robert
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Boston College

689 WASHINGTON STREET
Opp. Globe Theatre

171 HANOVER STREET
Near Blackstone

Compliments

of

Hon. David I. Walsh

*,

A

\

5^

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
Members

&

N. Y. Stock

Kane
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,

Fine Stationery

High Grade

Engraving
Compliments

of

Maginnis

Dedication, Jubilee,
Ordination, Invitations,
Menus, Visiting Cards
STUDENTS' SUPPLIES

and

Loose Leaf Note Books and
Punched Sheets

Walsh

57 61 Franklin St.
-

BIGELOW, KENNARD

&

CO.

(INCORPORATED)

Jewellers and Silversmiths
MAKERS OF

FINE WATCHES and CLOCKS
511 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, MASS.
CORNER OF WEST STREET

The Excellent Ice Cream
Served at Boston College
is furnished by the

NEAPOLITAN
ICE CREAM CO.
Telephone, Cambridge 7460

REMOVAL NOTICE

The Catholic Church Supply
House
Marlier Publishing 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
SI

l(S(

lIIITIOXS RECEIVED FOR VI,I, EAOLISH \ND
PERIODICA I,S

27 and 29 Bromfield Street,

VIIKRIt

VV

Boston, Massachusetts

Telephone 7069 or 7070 Main

Browning, King

&

407 TO 411 WASHINGTON STREET

Co.,
-

Inc.

BOSTON

Suits and Overcoats for College Men

$20.00 to $40.00
Full line of Hats and Furnishings

at

reasonable prices.

Collins & Fairbanks
Company

383 WASHINGTON STREET
HOSTON

Compliments

of

Men's Hats, Coats

W. Bixby & Co

Caps, Gloves

IMPORTERS

J. M. DUGGAN
Auto Ambulances
Packards, Touring Cars
and Limousines for hire by
the day, week or month.
CONCORD STREET
BOSTON, MASS.

10 EAST

153 HANOVER STREET
11S BLACKSTOXE
!)

STREET

MARSHALL STREET

(Unmpattij

lE. (L

Is showing a festive assortment of Useful
and Beautiful Christmas Gifts, including gifts
for men.
Opposite Boston Common

TREMONT STREET, BOSTON

EXCLUSIVE
BOSTON AGENCY

C. F.

HOVEY

COMPANY
REG. U S

PAT

SUMMER, CHAUNCY
AVON STREETS

OFF

and
Manufactured By

Boston

THOMAS G. PLANT COMPANY,

John C. Paige

Company

&

INSURANCE
65 KILBY STREET

::

?Read?-

"AMERICA"
The National Catholic
Weekly

BOSTON

::

Pat r onize
Ou

)?

A clvertiscrs

aII (1

in

eIIt i on

The 8t y lus

Prince George Hotel
GEORGE H. NEWTON

FIFTH AVENUE

<&

TWENTY-EIGHTH STREET

NEW YORK CITY

One of the Most Beautifully Appointed
Hotels in New York
io(i o

eoo

ir

s

very bedroom equipped with bath and shower. All modern
conveniences. Cuisine unexcelled. Prices unequalled.
In the Centre of Shopping and Theatre district.
Elevated and Subway Station one block distant.

ROOM AND BATH
Two Persons
One Person
and
up
$3.00 and up
$2.00
Parlor Bedroom and Bath
$5.00 and up

LARGEST CHRISTMAS SAVINGS CLUB IX THE WORLD

EXCHANGE TRUST CO.
Christmas Savings Club

Paid out last year $1,526,616.50.

What part of this did you receive?

NEW CLUB FORMING FOR 1919
$lO.OO Deposited Weekly Produces
"...
5.00
.

"

2.00

1.00

.

.

$507.50
253.75
101.50
50.75

"

"
"

"
"

"...
"...

Fifty Weekly Savings Plus Interest
Which will come to you like a gift before Christmas
Call now for your book?Deposits can be made at either office

EXCHANGE TRUST COMPANY
21 MILK STREET
Fill Out

1919

12L BOYLSTON
JIIKI Usui this

Coupon

STREET

Today

CHRISTMAS SAVINGS CLUB

Please enter

my

application for membership in the $

1919
Weekly Class

Name
Street

Harrigan Press,
66 High Street

inc.

Worcester, Mass.

Printers of the Stylus
Wish to Boston College and
All Their Friends

A Merry Christmas

