Vol. 1V November, 1906 No. 2

“ST. MARY.S
COLLEGE>
OAKLAND, ALY, -




Ghe Collegian

The finest and best equipped institution in California for boys under fourteen years of age

Apply for Prospectus to Brother Michael

SPALDING’S
Contra Costa

Laundry Co.

containing the

GOOD WORK NEW RULES
PROMPT SERVICE J with full page explanatory pictures. Edited by
\

l Official Foothall Guide

Walter Camp. The largest Football Guide
ever published. Full of football infor-
mation; reviews; forecasts; sched-
L%) ules; captains; records; scores;
- ’ pictures of over 4,000
players

Price 10 cents
A. G: SPALDING & BR@®S.

New York Chicago Philadelphia
Denver Syr;c]use Iédinneapolis
. St. Louis Buffalo incinnati
I4th and Klrkham StS. Boston Kansas City San Francisco
Baltimore Pittsburg Washington
New Orleans Montreal Can. London. England
Hamburg, Germany

Send your name and get a free copy oi the new Spalding

Fall and Winter Sports Catalogue, containin ictures and
Phone Oakland 489 Oakland p:‘ices of all the new seasonable athletic googsP =8




e v

e ——————————————————————

50 Ghe Collegian

i B 4 | L e e
xa%  |RALEET&CO
P
BeaUdry & MCAVOY 1 Kodaks, Cameras
UNDERTAKERS Photo Supplies....
and EMBALMERS AMATEUR FINISHING
P

M 1111 Broadway
g Between §2th and 13th Streets

Telephone Oakland 338 OAKLAND, CAL.
873 Washington Street ‘
fol. Oakland 3 OAKLAND, CAL. | gpapapefsdsdodp Fefeedoifsfocodfs

——== J. W. REALY
IZONOPHOEE

Talking Machines which furnish
amusement to the entire family. It
sings, it Jaughs, 1t plays—in short, it
is a_whole show in itself. Sounds
loud and natural as the human voice.
Enormous volume, perfcct tone. Sings
like you, talks like you.

We sell these machines on time, if I

PAINTING

PAPER HANGING,

you desire.

-+ DECORATING and GLAZING

Prices range from

| $15.00 to $45.00

&

.WT(?@/,&W.
Kohler @ Chase

1013-15 Broadway, Oakland

982 SEVENTH ST., Cor. Filbert

Residence 1041 Seventh St., Oakland, Cal.

N. B.- Have just received a new supply of
7 and g inch records

k_—_J Phone Oakland 3572 Res. Phone Oakland 5461

Gpre Collegian 5T

SIMON’S COAL "
and FEED YARD lWlllB,S[ﬂl][l]l] bo.

THOS. MCcGINN, Prop.

PHONE BERKELEY 1729

& Wholesale Grocers

Bakers® Supplies

DEALER IN =

WOOD, COAL, COKE, HAY,
GRAIN, LIME and CEMENT
Correct Weights Assured

&

1718 ALCATRAZ AVE. South Berkeley

FARM AND DAIRY PRODUCE

423-425 Drumm Street - - S. F.

OAKI.AND OFFICE
303-305 Twelfth Street

STONE MANTLES Phone Oakland 2632 GUS BELTINK GEO. RITTER

Andrew T. Hunt The Noble Buffet
Qut Stone and %%

Opposite Narrow Gauge Depot

Masonry Gontractor
Cor. 14th and Franklin Sts. Qakland

Granite-Marble Steps, Wainscot, Mosaic

7:: 4 Courteous and Up-to-Date

Service

Res. and Office Yard
584 Twenty-fifth St. 4th n’r Grove

OAKLAND. CAL. PHONE OAKLAND 3579



52 6’be Colleglan

J. A. BARLOW

'Pictures Artistically Framed at

Reasonable Prices

&

Unframed Pictures, Copies of Old
and New Masters. Oil Paintings
by Local Artists. Oi1l Paintings
Cleaned and Renovated. Old Pic-
ture Frames Re-Gilded. Foreign
and Domestic Mouldings.

&

All Kinds of Picture Goods at
Wholesale and Retail

369 Twelfth Street Oakland. Cal.

Between Franklin and Webster Streets

TELEPHONE OAKLAND 4508

B. McMANUS, Proprietor

Clay St. Planing Mill

MANUFACTURER "OF

Mouldings, Door and
Window Frames

Brackets, Turning and House Finish
of ;111 Descriptions. Sawing
Planing and Shaping of

Every Variety

&

Cor. Fourth and Clay Streets
OAKLAND, CAL.

JAS. B. DEAN F. W. RANDOLPH
President Vice-President

GEO. W. HUMPHREY
SCC. and Treas.

Dean & Humphrey Co.

518-524 Thirteenth Street

Bet. Washington and Clay

Importers of Fine Furniture, Carpets
Rugs, Mattings, Linoleum
Lace Curtains Mat-
tresses, etc.

&

PHONE OAKLAND 4571

White Male Help of All Kinds
Furnished Free of Charge

Murray & Ready

The Leading Male Employment and
Labor Agents on the Pacific
Coast

&

469 Sixth Street

Phone Oakland 7361 QOakland, Cal.

Che Collegxan i 53

Hogan
Lumber Co.

HUGH HOGAN

Manager

L.ancaster & Lancaster
ATHLETIC OUTFITTERS

Call or write for Catalog
. 15th & San Pablo Ave., Oakland

First and Alice Streets
Oakland, Cal.

Telephone OaKland 895

l"_'—__———-—'l

FINEST IN! THE&CLTY

Central Shaving Parlor and Baths

J. TISCH, PROPRIETOR
ARCADE BATHS, 465 ELEVENTH ST.
FIRST-CLASS IN EVERY RESPECT

Central Bank Building, N. E. Cor. Broadway and 14th St., Oakland

B s gt Gt i il i 8

2

B R

The only Practlcal
and Successful :

California Oil & Burner Co.i

on the Market : : :
Oll Burner No Trouble, No Dirt

968 BROADWAY

Phone Oakland 4613 Oakland, California

r




54 GhHe Collegian

4\93-)9;;;9;;9;;.;ée;éeééeéé;é%éwJ HENEVER the faculty or student

v | body of ST. MARY’S COLLEGE
Meat Mal‘ket | have need of
P oA N

Suit Cases, Grips
Shaving Materials
| Medicines 2o <o

A. WEBER & SONS
or desire a prescription filled, they
can depend on finding rates and
| prices cut deeper at Osgood’s than
‘ anywhere else—and we guarantee
|

|

Choice Meats

everything.

N. E. Cor. Sixth and Castro Sts.
OAKLAND

'Osgood Bros.

DRUG CUTEERS

Phone Oakland 4150 7th and Broadway & 12th and Washington

o OAKLAND

>

Nobby Line o J. C. Westphal & Sons
TOP COATS s

Latest Shades at Popular Prices “ FLOURING
A aMIELS £

Flour, Feed @ Meal

of all descriptions
J. T.Moran

1017-1019 BROADWAY Cor. First and Clay Streets, Oakland

John P. Maxwell, 48! 14th St.

BASEBALL, TENNIS, RUNNING SHOES
AND GENERAL SPORTING GOODS

Table of Contents
ARG ETVIN G SFIVIVING s Cas i 0 a2 i S 57
AT SATNESEANDIALE, SSQUIEST #2705 s, W g
ABSDEWEE SROLE RATION ASNYTEE G - 8 0% 60
ANVARTERNOONAT ALNMASMATERY |, b0 i 62
HHENSESORGRION OB BTG g diaito s Ig i g 64
(T R OWSP BRI T S Ve osaadicr o adbe ol i - F0ee 65
AYRAYSORFYEIGHT ONYTHE \DARK AGES ...\ ... cio. 67
SR ESVEANS EROMGED AWSONSE A AR L e T e 69
ENET DN 0y D s S TR S Bt S R 71
PISARMAMBENTIOR NATIONS S & o i s 72
ST DAETE T i [T 3 0 S AR IR it et Bl S S O 73
iCIDgBHel ) AT e e e LR DT L 0 il e SR 74
ENGLISH LITERATURE AND CATHOLIC THOUGHT...77
SRR BV ING DAY &L= 9 Seiam d i L B, Aile s 79
GO CRVERENES A = o S D 8 el su B iy ST St
S IR GIRN GOk et = Sl e i I o 84
ATEEIVINTEN GO TS ey S M s Sy 1 0 00 85
B AN G Shsraon vt S i NS S et L Lk 86
IR ERICBH GOt witea s, 7 St RO Bk, A LR 87
TTOIS) B OF A i B i B O O e TR o1

SACRED. HEART "COLLEGE

TEMPORARY HEADQUARTERS

Fell and Fillmore Streets, San Francisco

LITERARY, SCIENTIFIC, AND COMMERCIAL COURSES
ACADEMIC AND GRAMMAR CLASSES

Evening Class in Mechanical Drawing and the Commercial Branches



T T Y I A

o E— L B TN

THE YOUNG PHOENIX, THIRD TEAM

Entered as Second-class Matter, September 14, 1904, in the Post-office at Oakland, California,

under Act of Congress, March 3, 1879

VoL. 1v

OAKLAND, CAL., NOVEMBER, 1906

No. 2

THANKSGIVING HYMN

Its music, mirth and glee,
Its songs of birds and wealth of blooms, we give
Our thanks, O Lord, to Thee.

FOR all the beauty of the passing year,

For days that rose in clear, unclouded calm,

For peace on land and sea,
For breezes fraught with health’s electric thrills,

We give our thanks to Thee.

For plenty in the harvest’s bounteous yield,
The orchard’s laden tree,

And the full fruitage of the purpled vine,
We give our thanks to Thee.

For joys that crowned our lives with summer’s glow,
Fervid and deep and strong,

Till all the earth around about us seemed
As kindling into song.

For Sorrow’s hand, whick smote with cruel blow

Our hearts’ most tender chord,
But led us through the darkness of Grief’s night,

Nearer to Thee, O Lord.

For countless graces poured into our lives
And strewed around our way,
For thoughts that lightened earth’s oppressive cares,
We thank Thee, Lord, today.
—M. A. F.
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ALL SAINTS AND ALL SOULS

OVEMBER has been poetically
N called the month of “melan-
choly days.” It is a time of
sacred sadness especially con-
secrated to the memory of the depart-
ed. The very atmosphere during this
month begets a feeling of pensive medi-
tation, for now doth “all the air a sol-
emn stillness hold.” Already in more
northern climes the snowy shroud of
winter lies on the meadows and the
murmur of the lakes and rivers is sti-
fled by an icy coverlet. Here, by the
sunlit waters of the Pacific, November
is not ushered in by winter’s chilling
breath. October’s last sigh is an au-
tumnal zephyr; November’s infant
breathings scarcely bend the branches.
So mild, so gentle is the odorous
breeze, that were it not for falling leaf
and faded flower, we would be led to
think that spring was come again.
Dead leaves strew our path, the gar-
dens show no signs of life, the sun
himself screens his brilliant face, cast-
ing but a sidelong, melancholy glance
on earth, as though to remind us of the
fading, fleeting beauty of earthly
things, and thereby raise our thoughts
to that brighter land where shines the
eternal Sun of Justice. All that we be-
hold around us during this month is
typical of life’s transient joys. Nature
seems in thoughtful mood and would
perforce uplift our hearts to heaven.
How appropriate, then, is the time
the Church has set apart for the festi-
vals of All Saints and All Souls. Seed
time has flown—the harvest is gath-
ered, and man loves to contemplate the
generous yield. Gratitude to a bounti-
ful Providence now well from every
heart, and insensibly the mind is ele-
vated to solemn thought. Our ideas
naturally turn to those who have gone
before us to reap in eternity the fruits
of the virtues they have cultivated in
time. The Holy Church is at hand to
give new vigor to our meditation. At
once she lifts our earth-bound thoughts
on high by the solemn pomp of All
Saints’ Day.

This imposing festival dates back to
the seventh century, when the Pan-
theon at Rome was dedicated by Pope
Boniface IV to the Mother of God and
all the Martyrs. Fretful, as it were,
that some of her sanctified children
might seem without due honor, the
Church has set apart this festal day to
commemmorate all who have fought
the good fight and won the celestial
crown.

What a contrast to worldly ways the
Church presents in thus honoring her
sainted children! The memory of the
humblest missionary ending his life on
the banks of some deserted river, is
as dear to the heart of our holy Mother
the Church, as that of a St. Charles
Borromeo in his grand cathedral, or of
a St. Louis on his throne.

There are nights when but few stars
are visible, and others, when the firma-
ment is ablaze with countless lumina-
ries, unseen, unthought of before. So
it is with the festival of All Saints,
which brings before our minds the mill-
ions of holy souls, who, while here on
earth, like the violet, shrank from pub-
lic gaze; souls who have plucked, even
from self-denial and obscurity, the
gems that now sparkle most radiantly
in their heavenly diadems. Such are
the consoling, the inspiring thoughts
the Church presents to us on the first
of November; but, before that day’s
sun goes down, she would afford an-
other subject for contemplation. While
the triumphal strains of the “Mirabilis
Deus in Sanctis Suis,” are yet ringing
in our ears, the plaintive notes of the
“Dies Irae” sound, recalling to our
minds those faithful departed who still
cast longing, hopeful looks at the gates
of Paradise. Thus by a melancholy,
but sweet transition, we pass from the
glories of heaven to the love-lit fires of
Purgatory; from the festival of All
Saints to the feast of All Souls.

Though ever mindful to pray for the
dead, it was not until the ninth cen-
tury that Catholic piety set apart a spe-
cial day in their behalf. To St. Odil-
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ion, Abbot of Cluny, are we indebted
for this festival, which towards the
close of the tenth century had been
adopted by the universal Church.

In former ages when faith was strong
and charity ardent, it was customary
on the second of November for persons
dressed in sombre garb to traverse the
streets, tolling a bell, and calling on
the people to pray for the souls in Pur-
gatory. But though this custom has
disappeared, the spirit that produced
it still flourishes, and today, as of old,
prayer and sacrifice are constantly
wafted heavenward “by way of suf-
frage” for the faithful departed. The
Church forgets not her children whom
the Heavenly Bridegroom has sum-
moned. True, she claims no jurisdic-
tion over them in the land beyond the
grave; but her maternal fondness fol-
lows them even there, and by alms,
deeds, prayer and sacrifice, she would
induce her Heavenly Spouse to regard
them with pitying eye.

Of all the doctrines held dear by
Catholics, there is, perhaps, none more
consoling to human weakness, more
soothing to sorrow or more congenial
to nature than that, by pious works,
we can relieve the souls in Purgatory.

Such a doctrine removes all bitterness
from our mourning for our dead. It
does not necessarily dry up the foun-
tain of our grief, but it mellows our
sorrow into a pleasing sadness that
causes tears to flow which soothe the
breaking heart. “How admirable,” ex-
claims the brilliant Chateaubriand, “is
this intercourse between the loving son
and the deceased father, between the
mother and the daughter—between
husband and wife—between life and
death!” “What a beautiful feature in
our religion,” he adds, “to impel the
heart of man to virtue, by the power
of love and to make him feel that the
very coin which gives bread for the
moment to an indigent fellow-being,
entitles perhaps some rescued soul to
an eternal position at the table of the
Lord”

Thus are the two great feast days of
November twin festivals of the holy
souls. The one joyots, brief and brill-
iant, gives us a glimpse of the glory
that awaits us; the other, solemn, lin-
gering, pensive, shows us Heaven as
well, but reminds us of the sorrows,
tears and cleansing flames through
which it must be won.

—ALUMNUS.

THE PASSING YEAR

HE sun sinks slowly in the west at last,
T The glowing day is wound in mesh of gold,
And flickering lights about the East forecast
The coming of the cold;
E’en the moonshine and the starlight clear,
Proclaim the passing of the present year.
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ABSOLUTE TOLERATION A MYTH

consequence we are led astray

by considering as absolute that

which is but relative. We are
sometimes inclined to be too super-
ficial in our deliberation on matters of
great moment and yet pass judgment
upon them with the utmost conviction.
In short, we mistake names for things
and forget, as it were, that a vacuum
still contains air. Knowledge is the
perception of differences and relations.
We thoroughly understand a thing,
and can form just and logical conclu-
sions regarding it, only in so far as we
have perceived its differences from
other things and its relations to these
things by comparison.

Thus, in order to understand the
question under discussion and to treat
it logically, we must understand the na-
ture of toleration; and distinguish be-
tween theoretical and practical tolera-
tion. Notwithstanding that the former
is, in itself, true, the latter is an error.

At the present day, we hear tolera-
tion everywhere loudly proclaimed and
intolerance ruthlessly condemned. But
of those who thus speak, how many
ever take time to analyze the ideas
conveyed by these words? I dare say
there are but few. Toleration, in its
fullest and most unpopular meaning, is
potential persecution; by persecution
is meant the use of certain coercive
measures to restrain a man, if not from
holding certain religious or political
opinions, at any rate, from communi-
cating these opinions to others. We
are said to be tolerant when we bear
patiently that which we think to be
false or not conformable to our ideas of
justice or righteousness, but which we,
for various reasons, think it prudent
not to punish. This is a question that
covers a vast area in the realms of
human speculation. It is intimately
interwoven with the history of all na-
tions.

VERY often in matters of greatest

Toleration may be applied to a varie-
ty of things, as religious toleration, tol-
eration of scandal, toleration of abuses

and many others of kindred nature. It
is an idea, however, that always im-
plies an evil, and is more closely con-
nected with religious matters than
with any other. When one is said to
be intolerant it is generally understood
to be in regard to religion. So in order
to treat the subject properly, it is nec-
essary to confine ourselves as nearly
as possible to this important phase of
the question: religious toleration.

The word Catholicity to a great
many people is a synonym for intol-
erance. Simply mention the word in-
tolerance to some people and imme-
diately their fertile minds form innum-
erable and varied ideas of cruelty and
oppression. Now the Catholic Church
is charged, and strictly speaking, I
think justly so, with a fundamental in-
tolerance. This charge, although just-
ly made, is very often wrongly inter-
preted. Tolerance is neither the virtue
nor the vice of any one creed in par-
ticular; it is a common necessity of all
creeds that are sufficiently definite to
be capable of contradiction, and of suf-
ficient importance to be worthy of con-
sideration. So that if the Catholic
Church is the only one that is intoler-
ant, this but means that she is the only
religion conscious of its own authority.
If Protestants charge Catholicity with
intolerance they have no foundation to
work upon. By refusing to accept her
doctrines the Protestants themselves
become intolerant.

Intolerance, whether civil or reli-
gious, has always been accompanied by
persecution; the former is a thing of
necessity, the latter a thing of expe-
diency ; the one, a necessary judgment
and necessary solicitude, the other an
expression of these two things in ac-
tion. Socrates was compelled to drink
the fatal hemlock; Christ was crucified
by His “chosen people”, and the annals
of the Church are filled with the horri-
fying tales of martyrs who were tor-
tured to death for their faith, by that
most famous people, the Romans. All
creeds may be credited at all times
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with more or less persecution, yet
much has been done in the name of
religion that did not receive the sanc-
tion of the Church. Man is endowed
with so strong a sense of the excellence
of virtue that he often endeavors to
conceal the greatest atrocities with her
mantle. The massacre of St. Bartholo-
mew’s Day was no more an act of the
Church than was the assassination of
President McKinley an act of the na-
tion. If the Church adopted certain
coercive measures in the early ages
that to us seem to be most cruel and
outrageous, it was only because such
measures were in keeping with the
times. If the Church is more tolerant
at the present day, it is because of the
marked influence of our advanced civ-
ilization upon modern thought, cus-
toms and manners.

No matter what is the belief of a na-
tion, whether it be Catholic, Moham-
medan or Atheistic, let that nation be
but firmly convinced of the truth and
the importance of this creed, and it will
persecute for heresy as surely as it will
prosecute for theft. The Protestant
government of England has always
been more or less intolerant to Catho-
lics, and in Catholic countries Protes-
tantism is, perhaps, more or less in-
terfered with. Philosophers have at
various times attempted to establish
universal toleration and prohibit gov-
ernments from violating the con-
sciences of men in religious matters.
This is a good principle, theoretically
speaking, but is it capable of becoming
one in practice? Such a doctrine will
not stand the test of reason and com-
mon sense. For instance, could we at
the present time tolerate human sac-
rifices? We would certainly consider
the perpetrators of such deeds and ex-
pounders of such doctrines to be most
cruel murderers. Still, in so doing,
they firmly believe they are rendering
due homage to God, and we would
therefore by our condemnation violate

their consciences. Yet history is re-
plete with matters of a similar nature,
that we neither would nor could toler-
ate. It is an incontestable principle in
the history of all nations that pub-
lic authority has the right of pro-
hibiting certain acts in violation of
the consciences of individuals who
claim the right of performing them.
Thus we see that /‘sometimes the most
ardent advocates of toleration are com-
pelled in some cases to be intolerant.
Oftentimes common decency, modesty
and justice demand intolerance. Abso-
lute toleration, then, in regard to reli-
gious doctrines, practically speaking,
is an error. It is a doctrine as imprac-
ticable in fact as it is unsustainable in
theory.

The only objection that can be urged
against intolerance is, that concerning
religious matters, there is no absolute
certainty and intolerance is only cried
down nowadays because it is a protest
against this opinion. Macaulay said,
“that the Puritans disliked bear-baiting
not because it gave pain to the bear,
but because it gave pleasure to the
men”. In the same way, modern
thought sets its mind against intoler-
ance not because intolerance denies
certainty to others, but because it
claims certainty for itself.

Today, the Catholic Church watches
the evils around her and at once de-
plores and makes the best of them. She
knows that offenses are inevitable, but
she also knows that these offenses may
work some good. Whatever is good
outside herself, theoretically she is
capable of taking into herself and as-
similating while the intellectual spec-
tacle of the present and the experience
of the past combine alike to intensify
her condemnation of error and to
soften her anger towards those unfor-
tunates who become the victims of
some wild hallucination.

ATy SHINE,
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AN AFTERNOON AT ALMA MATER

T was Saturday afternoon, and Don
O’Day leaned lazily against the
telephone post, and mused upon
the glory and expansion of Oak-

land. He had just dined at the Saddle
Rock Restaurant on Thirteenth street,
and stood in the shade of the Bank
Building, a picture of prosperity and
contentment.

He had become considerably rotund
since his graduation from St. Mary’s.
His tutors and fellow graduates would
hardly recognize the portly, easy-going
young man standing at the corner, as
the keen, active, athletic “Don” whom
the old fans had remembered on the
college campus.

After his hearty meal, Don’s natural
intelligence manifested itself in an in-
tense absorption and interest in every-
thing about him. Directly opposite
was Sherman & Clay’s Music Store.
Victor records were in action, and
Don’s ears recognized the familiar
strains of “Good Night, I'm Going
Home”, “Holy City” and other lighter
but none the less melodious songs he
had learned in college. Don possessed
a tenor voice, and this, with his splen-
did mind and singularly genial dispo-
sition, had endeared him to all the stu-
dents and instructors of St. Mary’s.

That voice was somewhat husky now.
Withal he was the same, unchanged,
unspoiled, good-natured, affable Don,
for whom every one had a good word.

Telegraph avenue, College avenue
and San Pablo avenue cars whirled by,
heavily burdened. Oakland’s tree of
life had received a stimulus, and was
putting forth new branches of growth
and development. The crowd was
pressing onward in the direction of the
Macdonough and Ye Liberty theaters.

Don O’Day walked by the restaurant
where a half hour previous he had
dined, and observing a dry-goods box
resting on the edge of the curbing, sat
down. He removed his hat and wiped
the perspiration from his broad, full
brow.

The Hayward cars were equally as

crowded as those on the avenue, and
as Don turned and glanced furtively
at them as they speeded by, he noticed
a smiling face and heard the greeting
of a well-known voice. He smiled af-
fably back, covered his head, removed
the dust from his shoes, and waited.
The car stopped at Thirteenth and
Broadway. A large percentage of the
passengers alighted.

Don’s eyes were fixed on the crowd,
for he evidently expected some one.
Soon, a tall, broad-shouldered, athletic
fellow emerged, and wearing a broad
smile, approached Don O’Day.

“Need not tell me anything, Don—
can see what’s the trouble—mother’s
been feeding you on Mellen’s food.”

Don laughed outright.

“Believe me, Frank, it is good na-
ture. You remember how I was out
at the college—last to the table and
first up.”

“True; never had much time for
anything but baseball and handball.
Result—frequent admonitions to de-
vote more time to the preparation of
lessons.”

“I see, Frank, that you have not for-
gotten the incidents of my college ca-
reer; but, returning to the present:
How are affairs out at Hayward?”

“Fine; no complaint; we’re having
quite a boom there. I'm satisfied with
the drug business.”

“I’d forgotten that you had bought
Dr. Dean’s Drug Store. Glad you are
doing well. Say, where are you going
this afternoon? No place in particu-
lar? Well, let’s go over to Ye Liberty
and see Conan Doyle’s ‘Sign of the
Four’?”

“Have seen it twice, Don, and know
all about Sherlock Holmes’ effort to re-
cover the stolen treasure.”

rWiell 'then, ' let’8Vgo ‘ot 'tol 'St
Mary’s. In all probability there’ll be a
game this afternoon, and perhaps we
may meet some of the old fans. The
Brothers will be glad to see us; I'm
sure of that. How about it, Frank?”

“It’s up to you, Don?”
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“Well, I say, let’s go!”

Don and Frank walked briskly
through the crowd, and paused in front
of Tisch’s Barber Shop. Soon a Col-
lege avenue car loomed in view. Lhe
two friends selected seats on the left
and outside. Many improvements had
been made along Broadway, many
homes constructed. The street was
better paved, cars ran at shorter inter-
vals and with greater speed than for-
merly.

The car stopped at Orchard avenue,
and Don and Frank alighted. Both
were conscious of a new elation. The
bright, cheery faces of the lads reclin-
ing in the shade of the now large trees,
watching intently the progress of the
game, brought back to memory their
own happy college days. A sense of
gratitude to the Brothers came into
their consciousness, and they assumed
a mental attitude of deep reverence for
their alma mater.

They tarried awhile, and recognized
three old, tried and efficient actors of
the campus. Tom Phelan, tall and
active as in the palmy days when he
caught for the Phoenix of ’9o, 91 and
’g2, stood beside the plate and sent the
ball a-whirling over the right fielder’s
head. Joe Corbett struck his knee and
laughed, as was habitual with him in
the nineties. “Lowney” Dunn folded
his arms and scowled. “Doc” McGet-
tigan stroked his neatly trimmed
beard and stooped and picked up a
stone and, with his old short, snappy
throw, shot it across the diamond. The
peculiar mannerisms of the three old-
timers had not changed with the flight
of time.

Frank and Don O’Day walked leis-
urely across the campus, nodding to
the tall Prefect with the dark glasses,
who acknowledged the salutation with
a wave of his hand.

They gazed up at the edifice in
which they had spent many a happy
day, and noticed a lone, silent figure
at one of the Library windows, looking
down upon the scene of action below.

“Who is that, Don?” queried Frank.
“Why, that’s Brother Joseph, the

‘old Roman’,” replied Don. “See, he
has a book under his arm; I’ll bet it’s
the ‘Ars Poetica’.”

“That'll do. Horace was never a fa-
vorite with Brother Joe. TI’ll bet it is
‘De Amicitia..” Cicero is ever the rhet-
orician; that is why old Brother Jo-
seph is stuck on him.”

The two graduates had now reached
the broad high stone stairway that
leads to the college door. When they
had climbed half way up the steps and
walked upon the level space that breaks
the ascent they turned and looked out
upon the water-freshened lawn, and
over the red-graveled driveway that
leads to the broad, well-paved street.

“The old familiar place seems to
grow more beautiful with the flight of
years.”

“Yes, that’s so,” replied Frank.
“Good places and people are ever beau-
tiful, and neither time nor age can mar
their loveliness.”

“Hallowed memories and tender as-
sociations make us think that way
perhaps, whether it is true or not.”

Frank did not reply, but ascended
the remaining steps and pressed the
bell. Don O’Day followed.

Presently the door opened, and one
of their former teachers greeted them
with a cordiality that was as sincere
as it was appreciated.

“Hello, Don and Frank! Come
right in! Strangers out this way! Say,
how is that game going? In favor of
our boys? Excuse me a minute, I'll
run to the window and see how the
game stands. Gee! three men on bases
and Tom Phelan at the bat! Good!
Tom’s hit a three-bagger! We've the
game cinched now.”

The Brother, who was ever a ball
fan, turned from the window. The
color of his cheeks was heightened; he
was smiling as he said: “Can’t beat
our boys when it comes to baseball.”

Don and Frank were of the same
opinion.

After the excitement incident to a
new victory had subsided, the two
graduates sauntered about the college,
tarrying in class rooms and labs., re-
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calling old times, and examining the
apparatus that has made their alma
mater the most thoroughly equipped
and best known institution of learning
in the West.

“Farewells” having been exchanged
with old acquaintances, the graduates
found themselves in the cool autumn
air.

Going down the front steps of the
college, Frank said:

“Don’t you know I envy those young
collegians out there on the campus;
I wish I had my college days over
again; they were the happiest of my
life, and this visit has brought back
fond recollections of the old days.”

“I can say the same, Frank,” replied

Don; “and somehow I feel more than
ever just now the sentiments of the old
college song we used to sing:

‘Boys, then all join in to sing the praise,
As our colors high we fondly raise,
Lift the banner of the old familiar hue,
Float the colors of St. Mary’s—

High the good old Pink and Blue.

But in days to come, when mem’ry brings
Thoughts of days gone by on golden wings,
None will be so pleasing or so sweet to me,
As the joyful days of pleasure

'Mid the scenes of S. M. C.””’

With a fervent prayer for the wel-
fare of alma mater and with best
wishes of success to the athletes, the
two old grads departed.

F. J. BENNETT.

THE EVOLUTION OF LIGHT

HEN grandma was a little girl,
W And was sent up to bed,
She carried then a “tallow dip,”
Held high above her head.

When mamma used to go up stairs,
After she’d said “Good night,”
Her mother always held a lamp,
So she could have its light.

As soon as sister’s bedtime came,
When she was a wee lass,

If she then found the room too dark,
Her ma would light the gas.

Now, when the sandman comes for me,

I like to have it bright,

So I reach up and turn the key

Of my electric light.

And maybe when I'm old enough,

If T live out my days,

I'll see right through the awful dark,

With magical X-Rays.

—RAY MILLER,
First Academic.
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THE YELLOW PERIL FROM A COMMERCIAL
ASPECT

ISTORY has been well likened
H to a grand dissolving view.
While one age is passing an-
other is coming. We are now
approaching a new era which may be,
not unaptly termed “The Age of Ma-
terial Progress”. Casting a retrospec-
tive glance over the world’s progress
we cannot but pause in astonishment
at the wonderful industrial develop-
ment to be seen on almost all sides.
But there is slowly approaching an
avalanche which will crush the new era
in the time of its immaturity, unless
precautions are taken. This avalanche
is the Yellow Peril.

China, with her dependencies, covers
an area of 4,460,000 square miles aad
has a population of about 400,000,000;
in other words, her people represent
one fourth of the world’s population,
spread over omne twelfth of its land
surface. The character of these people
is well known. As Hearn says they
are “A people of hundreds of millions,
disciplined for thousands of years to
the most untiring industry and the
most self-denying thrift, under condi-
tions which would mean worse than
death for our working masses—a peo-
ple in short quite content to strive to
the uttermost in exchange for the sim-
ple privilege of life.” The land of
China varies in fertility and mineral
resources in the different provinces;
but it is certain that it contains the
largest coal and iron deposits of any
single nation. Von Richtofen, a Ger-
man geologist estimates that the single
province of Shan-se could supply the
whole world’s requirements in coal and
iron, at the present rate of consump-
tion for at least three thousand years.
Tt would of course be mere folly to
endeavor to estimate the exact effect
which the introduction of machinery,
of improved agricultural methods, and
of adequate transportation facilities
would have upon the export returns of
that country, but still such a specula-
tion may be sufficiently near the truth

to afford a basis for some general de-
ductions.

According to Ireland it requires
“fifty Chinamen to place on the world’s
market an amount of produce equal to
that distributed by one American or
European”. Lect us suppose then, that
in the immediate future China adopts
Western methods, to an extent that
would leave one white man equal to
five Chinamen in productive efficiency.
The result would be that China’s ex-
ports would amount to no less than
$1,600,000,000, 2 sum equal to the total
combined value of the entire exports
from the United States and the United
Kingdom together.

It may be suggested that China
would find a difficulty in securing mar-
kets for such a great quantity of pro-
duce, since in some countries a strong
prejudice exists against Chinese goods,
and it might be expected that many
countries would erect formidable tar-
iffs against Chinese manufacturers. If
we admit that these factors would play
some part in determining the quantity
and direction of Chinese exports, and
that the prejudice against Chinese
goods would probably operate to keep
down such a trade in the United States,
England, Germany and France, the fact
must not be overlooked that a China-
man can outwork and underlive any
other worker, and that these circum-
stances would enable him to appeal
even in countries most hostile to him,
to the preference of the majority of
people for the cheaper product.

China is not yet a large manufacturer
but the prospects in this direction are
so promising that Prince Kung was
reported to have said that “fifty years
hence China would manufacture for the
world.” Chinese prejudice against ma-
chinery is fast being overcome. The
fact is, China is coming into the world.

The adaptability of Mongolian labor
for manufacturing purposes will not
be questioned by anyone who has seen
the success achieved by these people
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in such industries as shoemaking by
machinery, the fashioning of men’s and
women’s garments, of all kinds—in fact
in every industry which they have so
far pursued. It would be absurd to
assume that what has been accom-
plished in an American city by
the Chinese, cannot be imitated by
them in China. Herein lies the me-
nace to the West. It is the knowledge
of Chinese adaptability that makes it
questionable whether the introduction
of Western habits into the Empire will
not result in a setback to our civiliza-
tion.

It is sometimes assumed that the
manufacturing tendency can never de-
velop itself in a country where domes-
tic consumption of manufactures is
small; but experience proves that this
view is not tenable. Germany is today
the greatest manufacturer of sugar in
the world; but the domestic consump-
tion is insignificant in comparison with
that of other countries which do not
produce a pound.

The thought of these millions of Chi-
nese engaged in production and compet-
ing against the civilized world is appal-
ling. Let white men in competition
with Chinese mark down wages and
profits as they may, the Chinese with-
out seeming effort or privation can at
once get below them and work. The
result of this competition will be a gen-
eral stagnation of business, and paral-
ysis of commerce due to over-produc-
tion. The average wages paid to Cool-
ies in China is from ten to sixteen
cents a day, whereas white labor re-
ceives from two to five dollars. Can
the European and American manufac-
turers compete against the Chinese
under such circumstances? Assuredly
not; either the white manufacturer
must pay Chinese wages or close up

his business. If he follows the former
course he will be unable to obtain
labor, for no white man could subsist
on such a pittance.

And yet many are to be found who
advocate the opening of China, claim-
ing that it would be of the greatest
possible benefit to commerce. On the
whole, in spite of the weight of con-
trary opinion, it may be safely pre-
dicted that the opening of China to the
trade of the world will not be followed
by the results so confidently expected
by many. Instead, the effect of the
opening and awakening will probably
be to bring disaster upon Western in-
dustrialism, unless a barrier can be
interposed to the competition of a race
whose most striking characteristics are
the entire absence of those desires and
aspirations which Americans and Eu-
ropeans strive to gratify.

When China commences her ascend-
ency in trade she will not compete with
the white man in his home markets
but rather will be a rival of Europe,
America, and Australasia in the Trop-
ical and Sub-Tropical markets. The
importance of this fact becomes more
apparent, if we consider the general
prospect of trade development in the
future. A moment’s reflection serves
to satisfy us that whatever increase
may be looked for in the trade of the
European countries and of the United
States, a vastly greater proportional
development may be expected in the
trade of the Tropical and Sub-Tropical
countries.

It is only after China has captured
the trade of these countries that she
will turn her attention towards Europe
and America and then will the true sig-
nificance of the Yellow Peril be known.

JOS. E. DERHAM ]Jr.
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A RAY OF LIGHT ON THE DARR AGES

(Read at A. P.G. U. Meeting)

language, the cultured alone read-

ily perceive the elegant and re-

flective in the literature of a distant
era. They alone are fitted for the task
of divining the mentality of peoples of
by-gone ages. Even those whose liter-
ary attainments are limited recognize
that the best in any literature is that
alone which tends to moralize, to
soften, and to adorn the soul and life
of man. Ignorance, then, and preju-
dice must be the agencies that have
combined to propagate popular false
notions concerning certain extended
epochs in literary history. Even in
times which a prejudiced posterity has
termed “dark” we find these refining
influences spread broadcast. We are
thence free to conclude that “Dark
Ages” is a misnomer, and that the term
is the invention of the untutored or the
untrue.

To the monastic schools is due, in no
small measure, the broad plane on
which  English literature proudly
flaunts its badge of development. Phil-
ologists tell us that the Anglo-Saxon
language of 38,000 words received no
additions from the fifth to the tenth
century, save some Latin terms intro-
duced by Christian missionaries.

The grossest ignorance surrounds
the historical accounts of education
during the “Dark Ages”, popularized,
no doubt, entirely by bigotry or igno-
rance. These so-called historians find
it palatable to besmirch the memories
of the monks of old, and in their blind-
ness they have heaped calumnies moun-
tain high upon a system of religious
institutions of whose supernatural na-
ture and purport they understand noth-
ing. Let us candidly, but briefly, re-
view the situation and the value of the
monastic schools.

With the fall of the Roman Empire,
perished the municipal system of the
Augustan Age. To view the state of
affairs that immediately followed, the
wonder is, not that the times were dark

IN the development or evolution of

but that during them there was any
light at all. While the continent of
Europe was swarming with barbarians
and weltering in Christian blood ; while
its towns and cities were pillaged and
fired, the monasteries became for a
long period the sole repositories  of
learning and the centers whence ema-
nated the brilliant rays which in time
were destined to enlighten the nations
that were seated in darkness.

The primary object of the monastic
schools was to train aspirants to the
religious or priestly state, and it was
only as a matter of expediency that
they were thrown open for patronage
to students intended for mere secular
avocation. That the intellectual life of
this age was green with vigor and
youth, we need but to recall the mem-
ories of the early Fathers and Doctors
of the Church; among them, Athana-
sius, Basil, Chrysostom, Gregory, Naz-
ianzen, Jerome, Augustine, Alcuin,
Bede, etc., the simple mention of whose
names attests the worth of the early
monastic training.

The time of the monks was devoted
chiefly to the inculcation of a knowl-
edge mainly ecclesiastical in character.
To the prejudiced and the untutored
this fact has been a stumbling stone.
However, we may readily see that the
primary object of education in an age
so barbarous was not so much cultiva-
tion as civilization—finish, as founda-
tion. What youth needed was to out-
grow its savage environments, and to
this secular learning was far less con-
ducive than the truths of Holy Scrip-
ture and the fruitful suggestiveness of
the Church’s Liturgy.

Many were placed in the monasteries
at an age still tender: St. Boniface at
the age of five; Venerable Bede at
seven; and in the tenth century, Sl
Bruno when he was four years old was
committed to the care of the monks at
Utrecht. Though indeed strange to us,
this custom found abundant sanction in
the customs of the times.
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About the age of seven, children
began their education by learning the
Psaltet, which study was obligatory for
all monks. Having mastered this the
student entered on a course of profane
studies, which consisted of the three
fundamentals grammar, rhetoric, and
logic. This course was called the
“Trivium”. Next, the four mathema-
tical and more advanced sciences, were
taken up—arithmetic, music, geometry,
and astronomy, which were known as
the “Quadrivium.” The two together
embraced what was called the “Seven
Liberal Arts.”

By “grammar” was meant something
more than etymology, syntax, and pro-
sody; it included rhetoric and, in a
measure, the study of literature. “Rhe-
toric” in turn was rather declamation

and public speaking.

The course in music was indeed not
inconsiderable when we bear in mind
that Gregorian Chant takes its name
from a monk in the sixth century, Pope
Gregory the Great, whose famous
school of chant was for a long time
prominent, and became the model of
many others subsequently founded in
Germany and in France by St. Boniface
and Charlemagne, respectively.

The language spoken in the class
room was Latin, and children were
obliged to master it even before the
vernacular. The literary course was
mainly Roman, and as for poetry, it
was considered not good taste to com-
pose in a tongue other than Latin. In

fact the whole monastic educational
curriculum bore a striking resemblance
to the ancient municipal system of
schools of the Roman Empire.

And so from century to century, new
lights appeared and shone with pe-
culiar lustre. With a zeal all aglow
these great luminaries enlightened the
barbarians, who inhabited the greater
part of Europe. To whom did Charla-
magne, whom posterity cherishes as
“Great”, intrust the establishment and
the government of his schools? Was it
not to Alcuin, the humble but famous
Benedictine of England.

When the cankerous Reformation
broke out on the fair face of Christian-
ity, did the war cry “Private Judg-
ment,” surprise these alert sentinels of
Christianity, or find them dormant or
imbecile? Did the strange and alien
condition thus aroused alarm or stim-
ulate them in their march toward intel-
lectual enlightment? Ah! no. Rather
did it check human progress, which
the Church had labored so long and so
well to advance, by dealing a blow to
art and science from which men are
now only staggering to right them-
selves. If literature has developed in
modern times, it is not because of the
Reformation, which indeed has implant-
ed a growth at once stunted and dis-
eased, even though plenteous, but
rather in spite of conditions altogether
harassing.

RICHARD J. DORAN, "09.
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THE MAN FROM DAWSON

knew whence he hailed, who

he was, or a particular of his

antecedents, something strange
in a logging camp, for here, no word is
a secret, every one knows the other’s
past, present and prospective future.
But Dawson was an exception. Tall,
heavy set, coarse featured, and silent,
he never spoke until spoken to, and
then he responded with an oath. He
was, in short, a brute, a bully, and
selfish. In two years he had become
the most hated man from the mouth of
the Kennebec to the St. Lawrence.

Dawson was what in logging camps
is termed “a scrapper,” and he was
justly named. When he broke his
long silence it was to announce that he
could “lick anything in the logging
camps of Maine.” Occasionally, in
fact often, when he was under the in-
fluence of liquor, he would hint of wild
doings in Dawson during the year of
the “strike.” It was ever Dawson! To
hear him you might imagine that his
whole life centered about that one
mining town. So we learned to know
him as “ the man from Dawson,” or
Dawson, for short. Of all men living
he was the most friendless. His cabin
was on the outskirts of camp. He con-
versed with no one, and worked alone
whenever he could. He seemed to
have a grudge against humanity. He
“licked” every “new arrival” in camp.
He would have been “fired” long be-
fore, but that he was the best “run-
ner” on 'the river, and besides, hands
were short. The majority of the new
arrivals had submitted peaceably to
Dawson’s bullying; others who had
shown fight cuickly learned to submit
to his indomitable sway.

The latest addition to “Camp 40"
was a short, chunky Irishman. He
bore with him a smile that seemed al-
ways to grow more genial. He was
ever jesting and passing witticisms.
It was at this latest addition that Daw-
son directed his vituperations when
they met for the first time in front of

DAWSON was a mystery. No one

the cook house. (O’Hara, the smiling,
jesting Irishman, was at once changed.
The perpetual smile disappeared in-
stantly as he turned to the leering,
cursing Dawson, and inquired:

“Sir, are you addressing me?”

“Yes, you jabbering, sawed-off,
blubbering Mick, I was talking to a
‘mucker’ and 1 guess that suits you.”

At the word “mucker” O’Hara’s face
flushed, for he had been called the
vilest epithet in the log runners’ par-
lance.

As Dawson “squared off” and rushed
him, O’Hara whipped off his belt and
swung it round his head, the hali-
pound buckle zipping through the air.
Dawson drew back and glared con-
temptuously at his Irish antagonist.
He feared the belt as every runner
fears it. When a logger takes off his
belt, it means that some one is going
to be hurt, and hurt badly.

By this time the men had gathered
round and had cheered O’Hara and
mocked and jeered Dawson.

All bullies are cowards, and so Daw-
son feared the little flushed-faced Irish-
man. Adverse criticism hurt him, but
ridicule made him writhe, and so when
some one yelled “coward” and “crawl-
er”, Dawson ripped off his belt with a
curse. Both crouched low and swung
their long belts with quick downward
strokes.

Great welts appeared upon the un-
protected backs and chests. These in
time turned to deep cuts, from which
the blood flowed freely. Their breath
came in short, rasping gasps, and be-
fore long, both staggered from exhaus-
tion.

The crimson flush of rage still dyed
O’Hara’s cheeks, but his will and Irish
spirit sustained him. The malicious
scowl had gone from the face of Daw-
son, and he trembled with the fear of
a coward. He fought on with despera-
tion, however, but with increasing ter-
ror at the low crouching, bleeding form
that swung the heavy belt that was in-
flicting such agony. Both men saw
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that the end was not far off, and each
put every ounce of remaining strength
into a last final spurt.

This mode of fighting had its iron-
clad rules, and one was not to strike
the head or face. But Dawson now
blinded to all sense of chivalry, disre-
garded the long sanctioned code. He
swung his belt aloft and lunged at
O’Hara’s head. The Irishman saw the
low design, and, springing forward,
dealt Dawson a sweeping cut across
the chest. The bully shortened his
hold upon the belt, and made a quick
blow downward upon the unprotected
head of O’'Hara. In agony the plucky
Irishman sank to the ground.

“He done me by a foul,” he gasped,
and then relapsed into unconscious-
ness. It was a signal for the begin-
ning of the worst beating a man ever
lived through. When the sturdy camp-
ers had finished, Dawson was a heap
of quivering flesh and bones.

It took just three weeks for him to
mend sufficiently to resume work.
When he did finally go on the river, his
scowls were less noticeable, but all
could see that beastly hate was gnaw-
ing him. If expression of the direct
malice were dangerous, O’Hara was
ever in sorest danger. All the friendly
warnings given him ‘“to look out for
Dawson” were scoffed at or joked
about by this jolly Irishman. How-
ever, he kept his eyes open to any sus-
picious action of the bully. For three
months no word had been interchanged
between them. They worked in differ-
ent parts of the river and met but twice
each day at the cook house. O’Hara
ever bore about him his characteristic
smile, Dawson only scowled. The
Irishman one day remarked that “he’d
bet you couldn’t pry Dawson’s face
straight with a crowbar.” Dawson
heard the jest and half rose from his
bench, but went not toward his jolly
enemy.

The winter months were coming on.
Already the river had become swollen
and there were still three million feet
of timber to send down stream. Hands
were short and there was more work

than could be handled. The men from
“Camp 41”7 were on both sides of the
river five miles above our layout.

A mile below “Camp 40” the river
narrowed and curved, forming a nasty
hole for a jam in a swollen river. It
was here that we were in continual
need to keep the river open.

The first week of the rush we lost
two men, a usual occurrence in the
camps during the winter months. This,
and the illness of four men, necessi-
tated the employment of all hands at
the bend. Dawson and O’Hara met
more frequently, and it was evident
that if Dawson contemplated under-
hand tactics, now was his opportunity.
O’Hara seemed little concerned at the
danger to which he was exposed. Daw-
son, “the sure footed”, was riding the
same log with O’Hara when a stray
log struck them. It was the brawny
arm of the Irishman that saved Daw-
son as he toppled. Both men swayed
backward and forward, while the log
beneath rolled and pitched in the cur-
rent. As they neared the bank their
partners threw a line and soon had
them safely on terra firma. Without
an expression of appreciation, Dawson
strode off to his cabin. There was con-
siderable talk after his departure.

“Why didn’t you let him slide?”

“The pale-livered tapeworm should
have slipped.”

We concluded that this action of
O’Hara would “square things”; but
such was not the case. Dawson knew
he was under obligation to the Irish-
man, and for this reason he but
scowled the more when he met O’Hara.
One day the Irishman stopped him,
saying:

“I don’t want to work with a man
who has nothing but black looks for
me. Why not call all quits?”

Dawson swore vehemently and de-
clared:

“If you don’t like my ways, it ain’t
my fault, and as for friends, I don’t
want any.”

This ended it. O’Hara swore to
“punch Dawson’s head” at the first
offense. Now was war, and war to the
finish.
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For three days the party worked like
Trojans, sometimes even without food.
The logs were continually forming a
jam at the bend, but as yet we had
had no serious trouble. The river was
gradually rising, and was a rushing
torrent when the last raft piled up at
the bend. Dawson and O’Hara were
running the logs when the break came,
but they were near enough to shore to
be out of danger. Dawson was already
ashore when a cry from the men made
him turn back. O’Hara was on a log
which was being swept into the middle
of the stream. He was carried into
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