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ORNAMENTAL CAPITALS
Written by one of our Expert

Palmer Method Penmen

Penmanship is not all we teach

Oakland, Cal.
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The finest and best equipped institution in California for boys under fourteen years of age
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| The Largest Manufacturers in the World of
OFFICIAL ATHLETIC SUPPLIES

Base Ball, Foot Ball, Golf,
J Lawn Tennis, Basket
Ball, Hockey

Official Implements for Track and Field Sports
Uniforms for All Sports

Spalding’s Handsomely Iffustrated Catalogue
of all sports contains numerous suggestions.
Send for it.—It’s free

A. G. SPALDING & BROS.

S. W. Corner Eleventh and Clay Streets
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R.A.LEET & CQ.

GEO. R. BUTLER

Dorsaz & Butler

C()I—LE(;E INCORPORATED
PHOTOGRAPHERS
P A
1256 Broadway

Kodaks, Cameras
| Photo Supplies....
\ AMATEUR FINISHING

Louis Scheeline & &
GhHe College Tailor

Phone Oakland 8462 OAKLAND, CAL.

1111 Broadway
Between 12th and 13th Streets

| Telephone Oakland 338 OAKLAND, CAL.

404 14th St.
Opp. Macdonough Theatre
OaKland
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ZONOPHONE

Talking Machines which furnish |
amusement to the entire family. It
sings, it laughs, it plays—in short, it
is a whole show in itself. Sounds
loud and natural as the human voice.
Enormous volume, perfect tone. Sings
like you, talks like you.

We sell these machines on time, if |
you desire.

PAINTING

PAPER HANGING,
DECORATING and GLAZING

V4
Prices range from

- $15.00 to $45.00
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Hohler @ Chase

1013-15 Broadway, OaKland

982 SEVENTH ST., Cor. Filbert

Residence 1041 Seventh St., Oakland, Cal.
Phone Qakland 3572 Res. Phone Oakland 546

N. B.— Have just received a new supply of
7 and g inch records
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Delivers in Oakland Office
SAN ”‘g”ﬁ'&i‘l’) 666 NINTH STREET
A
AEAMEDA Phone Qakland 1092
BERKELEY
NAPA JAS; T. FEELEY,
STOCKTON Proprietor
ANTIOCH
FREIGHT SHIPPED, PACKED AND STORED
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J B RLOW Rubber Stamps, Stencils, Seals, etc., Society and
° A. A Commercial Work a Specialty

Pictures Artistically Framed at

Reasonable Prices

&

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

&

All Kinds of Picture Goods at
Wholesale and Retail

663 NINTH ST.

Oakland, Cal.
369 Twelfth Street Oakland, Cal.

Between Franklin and Webster Streets

TELEPHONE OAKLAND 4508 Phones: Oakland 3292; Home A 3292

KELLER CLOTHES

Have Sty]e and
Individuality

Suits for Boys and Young Men

$9.00 to $32.50

M. J. Keller Co.,

1157-59 Washington St., above 13th

Oakland
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VIRGIL CAPORGNO J. F. CUNHA

Hogan

i £ o Cunha, Caporgno & Co.

Undertakers and Embalmers

H U G H H 0 GAN | Lady Attendant
Manager 1311 Clay Street, corner of 17th St. and San Pablo Ave.
Phones | ome A 2240 Oakland, Cal.
e

JAMES L. McCARTHY

UNDERTAKER AND

First and Alice Streets EMBALMER

RN Skl Phone Oakland 45

301 San Pablo Avenue

Cor. 17th Street

Telephone OaKland 895
OAKLAND, CAL.

ASAHI CO.

K. FUKAWA

Ao g e eqa s WATCHMAKER
CURIOSITIES
| = A S

Japanese @ American Provisions \
41l Seventh Street
Phone OaKland 1978
Oakland

411 Seventh Street Phone Oakland 1978 |
S. NaKamura, Prop.
OaKland

Central Shaving Parlor and Baths

FINEST IN THE CITY

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

Central Bank Building, N. E. Cor. Broadway and 14th St., Oakland
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W \ body of ST. MARY’S COLLEGE
Meat Market hA\e need of
P O A I

A. WEBER & SON

Suit Cases, Grips
Shaving’ Materials
Medicines o~ »

or desire a prescription filled, they
can depend on finding rates and
prices cut deeper at Osgood’s than
anywhere else—and we guarantee
everything.

Choice Meats

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

Osg'OOd Bros.

DRUG J LRS
Phone Oakland 4150 BB
7th and Broadway & 12th and Washington

OAKLAND

Nobby Line of Phone Oakland 3918 HARRY R. GUICHARD, Prop

TOP COATS The Liberty Market

N. E. Corner 18th Street and
Latest Shades at Popular Prices San Pablo Avenue

Fruits, Vegetables, Poultry, Fish

Crabs, Oysters, Etc., Fresh Every Day
Goods Delivered to any part of the City

Miss S. F. Conniff

Qﬂ X To M@H@an Millinery

468 Thirteenth St.

1o17-1o0rg BRO 4 ‘ Bet. B’d’y & Wash.
¢ ADWAY Phone Oakland 3309 Oakland
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John P. Maxwell, 48l 14th St.

OAKLAND
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CHRISTMAS LONG AGO

ONG, long ago one Christmas Eve,
When the snow was falling fast,
And the clouds were fleeting ’neath
the moon,
And a storm swept on the blast;
And the thought of the Man-God coming
down,
As the tempest grew apace,
How sad things look on that wild night,
So dreary was the place!

Within our cot the beads were told,
We listened—a great pine broke,

The rafters creaked, and the windows shook,
But not a word we spoke!

The moon ran through the rushing clouds,
We peered through the windows small,
And we saw the snowdrifts gath’ring high—

High as the cottage wall.

Ah! that was the night! a fierce, wild night!
When the snow filled up the pane,
And nothing was heard but the passing
sough
Of the wind—and the lashing rain!
But the time was near—there came a calm,
The mid-hour was at hand!
And the heavens cleared, and the moon
looked out,
On a scene, sublime and grand!

"Twas the rarest scene I've ever seen,
All crystal white the ground!

"Neath the pale beams of the waning moon,
And a silence, deep, profound!

Men thought they heard the cherubs’ wing
Beat soft the trembling air,

And th’ Angelic choir, bring “peace to men”,
And blessings everywhere.

The night winds ceased, and hid their rage
In mountain cave and glen;
And the women looked up to heaven and

prayed,

And soft were the hearts of men;
And a carpet bright as brilliant dew—
To welcome the Savior’s birth—
Was spread abroad and the moon smiled

down,

In peace, on Mother Earth.

—J. B.
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CHRISTMAS WITH THE POETS

ever served as an inspiration

for the poetic mind. At no

season of the year is joy found
so universal; and it is but natural that
poets give expression to the general
sentiment in “thoughts that breathe
and words that burn.” As the lily blos-
soms and gladdens the air around with
perfume, so the poet’s heart expands
and gives forth the sweetness of its
thought. Yes, it is then the poet’s
mind turns from war and strife to sing
of Christmas good-cheer, mirth and
jollity. In spirit, he travels back to
that night in Bethlehem, to dwell with
the shepherds in silent adoration; he
listens to the sweet voice of the angels,
and, in song, pours forth lays of love
to the Infant Savior. Let us then, in
passing, lend an ear to those ready
notes of joyful anticipation which her-
ald the joyful Christmastide. One
early English chant runs thus:

THE festival of Christmas has

“Welcome Yule,
Welcome, be thou, Heavenly King;
Welcome, born on this morning!”

Another introduces to us St. George
and his merry men, with old Father
Time, leading the procession, singing
lustily and somewhat defiantly:

“Here come I, old Father Christmas!
Christmas, or not,

I hope old Father Christmas
Will ne’er be forgot!”

Among the more elaborate inven-
tions of the early times two specimens
strike us as furnishing the keynote for
certain pre-Raphaelite strains pro-
longed to modern times and ears. I
refer to a ballad relating the “Seven
Joys of Mary”, and to another which
repeats, with much iteration, its joyful
tidings as being borne from over the
sea:

“I saw thg‘ee ships come sailing in,

On Christmas Day, on Christmas Day;
I saw three ships come sailing in,

On Christmas Day, in the morning!”

Other strains, which we might,
perhaps, designate as of processional
order, admonish us as follows:

“To shorten winter’s sadness,

See where the folks with gladness,
Disguised all are coming,

Right wantonly a-mumming.”

When the harried New Yorker finds
it somewhat difficult to ignore certain
troops of youngsters “right wantonly
a-mumming”, and incidentally solicit-
ing nickels, does he ever reflect that
the incident is an old-world survival?
Would the nuisance be less a nuisance
if accompanied by young voices, shrilly
celebrating “Going a-Gooding”—

“Then, your gooding do we pray,
For the good time will not stay!
We are not beggars from door to door,
But neighbors’ children known before.”

Our New Yorker, however, might
well protest that, for the most part,
these “neighbors’ children” are from an
extremely distant neighborhood, and
not all of the Aryan race.

But the Christmas menu, prepared
by the poets, awaits us at the table.
We premise that the Yule-Log is al-
ready in its place, of which we have a
lively testimony in the specific direc-
tions of one “Robin Herrick”.

“With the last year’s brand

Light the new block, and

For good success in his spending,
On your psalters play,

That sweet luck may

Come while the log is a-tending.”

Christmas greens have also been in-
voked into lively sentient participa-
tion, for,—

“Here comes holly, that is so gent,
To please mankind is his intent.”

Further reference is made to the
beautiful custom of decorating the
houses with greens for Yuletide:

“At Christmas-time we deck the hall
With holly branches brave and tall,
With sturdy pine and hemlock bright,
And in the Yule-logs’ dancing light
We tell old tales of field and fight

At Christmas-time.”

\,
\'
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It is Herrick we shall choose to lead
us away from the grosser considera-
tions of Christmas good-cheer to the
spiritual view of this festival. Listen
to the lightly mounting song of his
Christmas matins in the following:

“Why does the chilly Winter’'s morn
Smile, like a field beset with corn,

Or smell like to a mead new shorn,
Thus, on a sudden? Come, and see
The cause why things thus fragrant be:
"Tis, He is born whose quick’ning Birth
Gives life, and lustre, public mirth,

To heaven and the Under-earth.”

Herrick thus presents nature awak-
ing guilelessly and tenderly to a recog-
nition of newborn joy; and Milton ex-
presses an effective poetic figure on
the morning of the Nativity, when he
says:

“She woos the gentle air
To hide her guilty front with innocent
snow.”

Some of the poets insist not only
upon the idea of waiting awe through
all nature, but they emphasize this idea
by setting the scene where “frost has
made a silence”. In Alfred Dommett’s
stately and melodious lines, the “weary
boor, plodding his homeward way”,
heeds not the annunciatory streak of
light through the “half shut stable
door”.

“How keen the air, his only thought,
The air how calm, and cold, and thin,
In the solemn midnight
Centuries ago!”

And Christina Rosetti presses closely
upon this suggestion of ice-bound and
helpless nature, emphasizing the idea
of remoteness in time and space:

“In the bleak midwinter,
Frosty winds made moan;
Earth stood as hard as iron,
Water like a stone;
Snow had fallen, snow on snow,
In the bleak midwinter,
Long ago.”

Southwell, too, in that charming
poem, “The Burning Babe”, begins by
referring to the snows of winter:

“As T in hoary winter’s night
Stood shivering in the snow,
Surprised I was with sudden heat,

Which made my heart to glow;
And lifting up a fearful eye
To view what fire was near,
A pretty Babe, all burning bright,
Did in the air appear.”

The minstrels, by insisting upon a
bleak hibernal setting, gain a foil,
whereupon they suddenly throw the
full warmth and splendor of the Na-
tivity Scene;—wherein,

“All about the portly stable
Bright-harnessed angels sit in order serv-
iceable.”

When we read Milton’s “Hymn on
the Nativity”, the diapason of heaven’s
organ seems to sound through the lines,
and slowly and with many strains
melts into silence. He sings of the
flight of the gods at the presence of
the Babe in swaddling clothes:

“The oracles are dumb,
No voice or hideous hum,
Runs through the arched roof in words de-
ceiving; ;
Apollo from his shrine
Can no more divine
With hollow shriek the steep of Delphas
leaving;
No nightly trance or breathed spell
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from his pro-
phetic cell.”
“And sullen Moloch fled.
Hath left in shallow dead
His burning idol, all of the blackest hue.
In vain with cymbals ring
They call the grisly King
In dismal dance about the furnace blue;
The brutish gods of Nile as fast,
Isis and Orus, and the dog Anubis hast.
He feels from Juda’s land
The dreaded Infant’s h;_md,
The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyne
Nor all the gods beside
Dare longer thtal:e abide g
\ n huge ending in snaky twine
i T%%EOBabegto show his God-head true
Can in his swaddling clothes control the
damned crew.”

With what intense religious senti-
ments Aubery De Vere speaks of Beth-
lehem and its manger; the Infant be-
ginning, amid the briars of suffering,
2 life which is to end only when the
lance of Calvary shall pierce His heart:
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“I see Him! on thy lap He lies
’Mid that Judean start))le’s gloom;
O sweet, O awful sacrifice! "
He smiles in §1eep, yet knows His doom.
Thou gavest Him life, but was not this
That life which knows no parting breath?
Urbmea(slureq life! unwaning bliss? .
rea ries ! i
deatph!e tess, lo! thou gavest Him
Beneath the tree Thy mother stood;
Beneath the Cross Thou shalt stand;
O, Tree of life! O, bleeding Rood! :
Thy shadow stretches far its hand.”

Again, Miss Peabody, in her son
A Shepherd Boy”, has exquisite{g);
touched the idea of a child’s offering
service at the manger:

“Thou art so little to be King—
God’s Desire!
Sakat na'h If\Iot a briar
a e left to grieve Thy b 2
Rest Thee now.”y .

For the companion-piece of this

C ten-
der Christmas offertory, we shall have
to hark back to the delicacy of Herrick:

Go, prettie Child, and beare this Fl
Unto thy little Savior; YA

And tell Him, by that Bud now blown
He is the Rose of Sharon known.”

'Angl Harriet M. Skidmore of Califor-
nia, in harmonious verse, tells us of
that. beautiful tradition that, ever on
Chrgstfnas Eve, at the hour of the
Sav1or.s Birth, all animals kneel in
adoration:

“Ourh_fathers told, in days of old
is sweetest tale tradition wea
H(())w brutes kept safe in sheltred ft‘),fds’
Or cn holﬁ' dChrlstmas Eves:
rouched 'neath wall of straw-laid stal
AOr,_rogmmg wild o’er icebound eari)ha 1’
sTLmdmght nears, are waiting, all :
# he' dear Redeemer’s Birth.
t}xzsac.hhl?man hum! the hour is come!
To Hin S:}?E, (ilgth bﬁw the reverned knee
ves His ;
Whose Maker blest is c}li?jures -

as(%te};errinYuée:ude verses we could cite

il g drxef and timely Christmas

ity and at the same time loosin
ing of lyric merit, One such w%

find in Jo i
sephine Dag ¢
B e of vl kam’s recent vol-
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“We take us to a happy tree
In excelsis gloria!
The seed was sown that day for thee
That blossomed but at Calvary; {
Teach us to feed Thy poor with meat
In excelsis gloria! {
Who turnest not when we entreat
Who givest us Thy Bread to eat!”

We have seen in the preceding verse
that there is crescent sorrow in the
joyful heart of Christmas itself, and
for each of us some returning Christ-
mastide will fail to assemble all those
who made our happiness complete;
there need be no apology for the shad-
ow cast in the introduction here of one
of the most beautiful and mysteriously
touching poems in the English lan-
guage, written by R. W. Gilder, which
poem we will give entire:

Noel! Noel!
Thus sounds each Christmas bell
Across the winter snow!
']13“;: whatkare the little footprints all
at mark the path f ’
i rom the churchyard
They.are those of the children waked to-
night
Fron? sleep, by the Christmas bells and
light!
Ring sweetly chimes! soft, soft, my
rhymes, j
Their beds are under the snow!
Noel! Noel!
Carols each Christmas bell!
What are the wraiths of mist
That gather a-near the window-pane,
Where the winter frost all day hath lain?
Th.ey'are soulless elves, who fain would peer
Within, .and laugh at our Christmas cheer!
Ring fleetly, chimes! swift, swift, my
rhymes, ;
They are made of mocking mist!
Noel! Noel!
Cease, cease, each Christmas bell!
Under the holly bough,
Where the happier children throng and
shout,
Wl‘lat shadow seems to flit about?
It is the mother then who died
Ere ‘the greens were sere last Christmas-
tide?
Hush, falling chimes! cease, cease, my
rhymes,
The guests are gathered now.”

—H. J. CARROLL.
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YE SCOWL’S CHRISTMAS EDITION

student journal of Santmeries

Boarding  College—it  was

merely a four-page mimeo-
graphed paper which appeared semi-
monthly ~condemning in forcible,
straight-from-the-shoulder language all
undesirable undertakings and all offen-
sive students in the College. Ye Scowl
had no favorites—its policy was to kick
and protest against everybody and
everything worth protesting about.
The bench-warmers, the knockers, the
money-tights, the cranks, the grum-
blers and the conceits were all neatly
ridiculed and effectively condemned by
Ye Scowl. The “roaster”, as the pub-
lication was frequently called, re-
spected no student personalities—the
President of the student body and the
youngest Freshman were equally sub-
ject to its wrath.

Ye Scowl was launched on its “roast-
ing” career in the term of ’03, during
which year it was controlled and edited
by members of the Junior Class. In
the terms ‘o4 and ’o05, Ye Scowl was
the undisputed property of the Seniors.
In the term ‘06, however, competition
blossomed. The ‘06 men on returning
to College, delayed publishing Ye
Scowl; in fact, they gave little consid-
eration to the paper until the pre-
sumptuous Freshmen, a few weeks be-
fore Christmas, stepped forward and
claimed Ye Scowl as their personal
property. In no uncertain tones the
“Freshies” demanded that the mimeo-
graph, which was closeted in the Se-
nior class room, be turned over to them
and that their rights as the publishers
of Ye Scowl be recognized. At first the
Seniors laughed at the declarations of
the “Freshies”. Later, they learned
that the “babies” were very much in
earnest, and that they threatened,
should the Seniors not allow them the
mimeograph, to have their paper
printed by the “City Publishing Com-
pany’.

Enmity between the Seniors and the
Freshmen grew intense. The “Fresh-

ies” persisted in the assertion, “We

Y E SCOWL was not the official

are the rightful owners of Ye Scowl
and the Ye Scowl mimeograph.” The
Seniors became embarrassed at the
Freshmen’s contentions. Fully did they
know they had neglected publishing
the paper through sheer laziness, and
even more fully did they realize that
to retain their right to Ye Scowl they
must publish the paper immediately.
Three days after the “Freshies” had
made their first demand for the mimeo-
graph, Ted Bodgers, President of the
Senior Class, called a meeting of the
first-classmen at which an editorial
board for Ye Scowl was elected.

On the morning of Friday, Decem-
ber 7th, exactly two weeks previous to
the day upon which the Santmeries
students were to leave College for the
Christmas vacation, Ye Scowl made its "’
appearance under the editorial guid-
ance of Lionel Grundy, a prominent
member of the Senior Class. Editor
Grundy and his assistants, Arthur
Damher, Hay Merrybrick and King
Hendyrum, were obviously uninter-
ested in their work. Ye Scowl gave
vent to one or two tame “roasts” and
dipped its nose into a little school-
scandal, but in such a mild and lady-
like manner that the first issue found
few patronizers. The common opinion
regarding Ye Scowl was summed up
in an expression of “Spindle-shanks”
Smith, ‘o8, “Aw! the darn thing isn’t
fit for shaving paper.”

The Freshmen’s indignation at the
Seniors publishing the paper which
they regarded as their sacred property
was boundless. A meeting was called
by Class President Charley Hoarse, and
methods for getting the better of the
Seniors considered. Gladly would the
Freshmen have seized the smallest op-
portunity of getting the better of the
first-classmen, but after a long-drawn-
out meeting they concluded that there
was not one available opportunity.
They must sit back like good little boys
and allow the Seniors to crow triumph-
antly over their victory.

In the Sophomore Class, however, a
brain was working clearly and actively.
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It was that of Fred Kidder, a tall, thin-
faced, retiring student who had come
to Santmeries only that year. With
deep interest Kidder had listened to
the disputes between the Seniors and
fche, Freshmen—listened to the Fresh-
ies’ assertion that Ye Scowl was their
property—listened to the Seniors’ ad-
monition that the “babies” retire to
kindergarten and short-pants until they
accumulated common sense. With his
newly acquired knowledge of Ye Scowl
and of the differences existing between
the Seniors and the Freshmen, Kidder
formulated a capital scheme and set
_ab((>jut industriously to see it material-
ized.

To be successful in his undertaking
Kidder commenced working on the
same day on which Ye Scowl made its
appearance. At eleven o’clock Friday
night, when the Seniors were soundly
asleep, Kidder slipped out of bed, pulled
on his ink-stained corduroys and man-
euvering skillfully between beds
reached the dormitory door and tip-’
toed down stairs to the floor below.
The corridor leading to the Senior
classroom was impenetrably dark.
Feeling his way down the corridor
Kidder reached the Senior classroorr;
door. Here he paused and listened.
He heard no sound save his own heavy
breathing and the rattling of a loose
window. Taking a skeleton key from
his trousers’ pocket, Kidder turned it
in the lock once—twice—three times
and the Senior classroom door flew
open. From a cabinet in the corner of
the room Kidder took the Ye Scowl
mimeograph; then drawing several
sheets of paper from under his sweater
placed them and the mimeograph on a
long, narrow table and started working
energetically.

It was four a. m. when Kidder, red-
eyed and weary, pressed the electric
light extinguishing button in the Se-
nior room, locked the door with his
skeleton key, and crept up to the dor-
mitory and into the bed he had left
several hours previous.

There was inten i
se excitement on the
ngege campus Saturday morning. A
Kno,Ckm}:’sterlous paper named “The
er” had sprung into life. It was
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a four—paged, mimeographed publica-
tion which abused and condemned Ye
Scowl most vigorously, declaring that
the Seniors, in publishing Ye Scowl
had infringed upon the Freshmen’s
rights. In language more forcible than
elegint, it branded the Seniors as “rob-
bers”, as “bullies”, and as “sore-heads”;
In a satirical tone it exposed the grad—’
uating class to scorn and ridicule.
Where the mysterious Knocker came
from or who its editor was nobody
seemed to know. All that was known
was that The Knocker had wielded the
hammer with telling effect, and had
left the Seniors a body deserving of
pity and commiseration. During all
the day on which The Knocker ap-
peared the Seniors were targets for the
jeers and taunts of the student body.
In the dining hall the Seniors were
hissed and The Knocker cheered. When
a first-classman, alone or accompanied
attempted to cross the campus he was
followed by the shouts and jeers of
deep-voiced, leather-lunged “Sophs”
and Juniors, who shouted, among
numberless other things, “You would
steal the Freshmen’s paper, eh?”

For the Seniors the day of the a

of The Knocker was oneyof unmisqc‘ziig.l-L
ble misery. ~As much as possible they
remained within doors, thereby avoid-
ing the torments of the lower-classmen.
Oh! how they would like to lay hands
on the editor of The Knocker. But
they had no means of ascertaining the
student who had so bitterly denounced
them. The fact that The Knocker was
a product of the mimeograph convinced
the Seniors that the paper was not
printed in the College building. They
possessed the only mimeograph in the
Col.legg and as it was locked in their
recitation room the previous night
they reasoned that it could not have
been used for publishing The Knocker
To offset the baneful influence created
by The Knocker, Ted Bodgers, Presi-
dent of the Senior Class, suggested
that a special issue of Ye Scowl be
published, discrediting and denying the
false assertions of The Knocker.

Editor (:I‘rundy did not favor the sug-
gestion. “To print another paper at
present would be foolishness.”
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“What could we say in it?” said he.
“T think we had better wait until we
have something to talk about. Wait
until we find the editor of The
Knocker.”

“Well, T wish we only had him here
now,” chipped in Tootsey Beeham. “I
can’t stand this jeering and yelling
much longer—gives me shooting pains.
Besides, my dignity is suffering.”

Two days passed—the kidding of the
Seniors continued unabatingly, and the
editor of The Knocker was as much a
mystery as ever. The Seniors had
many suspicions, but no positive proof
as to whom the mysterious editor was.

A third day passed and the attitude
of the lower-classmen remained un-
changed. At recreation the “Sophs”
and “Freshies” formed small groups
on the campus discussing The Knocker
and assailing the Seniors whenever one
of them came into sight, or put his
unfortunate head out of any of the
classroom windows. Kidder joined
these little groups, flitting from one to
another, determining the concensus of
opinion and ascertaining that he was
not suspected as being the editor of
The Knocker. He retained his cus-
tomary reticence, listening to every
word spoken, but seldom, if ever, ex-
pressing an opinion. On one occasion
his face grew pale when a Junior, jest-

ingly, said:

“The Seniors know who edited The
Knocker and are going to haze him.”
But his features resumed their natural
aspect when the informer assured his
listeners that he “was only joking.”

All day Wednesday the feeling of
animosity toward the Seniors re-
mained unaltered. On the Thursday
preceding the Friday appointed for the
departing of Santmeries’ students for
the Christmas holidays the spirit of
opposition existing against the Seniors
changed radically. On that Thursday
morning, President Ted Bodgers, brav-
ing the hisses and taunts of the student
body, carried a soap-box out to the
campus and upon this improvised plat-
form addressed the students. At first
the Juniors, the “Freshies” and the
“Sophs” hooted and derided Bodgers,

shouting: Sty
“Down with the red-head”! “Give

him the shoe-leather”! “To the furnace
with Ye Scowl”!

Undaunted by these and similar dis-
tractions the <class president perse-
vered in his speech-making. His deep,
far-reaching voice roared over his as-
sailers with:

“Fellow students: We, the Seniors,
crave your support in discovering the
editor of The Knocker. We are the
representative body of this College.
On us and with us rests the obligation
of making Santmeries famous through-
out this state. What can we do with-
out your support? To antagonize us
is to antagonize yourselves. We rep-
resent your interests; we desire exactly
the same results as you desire. We are
all anxious for the success of one and
the same Alma Mater. Why can’t we
all pull together? Why should you
oppose and scorn the representative
body of the College? It is right that
the editor of this paper called “The

Knocker” be found. He has vilified and
unjustly condemned the body of stu-
dents that represents Santmeries. In
doing this he has vilified and con-
demned the College itself. Look at the
matter reasonably, fellow students.

Help us discover the editor of The
Knocker and to give him the punish-
ment he emphatically deserves.”

When Bodgers stepped from the
soap-box platform the jeers which had
been directed towards the Seniors now
changed to cheers. Ina surging mass
the student body crowded around the
class president and the Seniors, pledg-
ing their support, and shouting: “We
want the editor of The Knocker. We
want the man who has defamed our
College.”

Sitting on the right-field bleachers,
nervously fingering a stumpy cigar-
ette, Kidder heard the angry students
calling for vengeance. He saw them
marching around the campus, four
abreast, and heard their demand, “We
want the editor of The Knocker”.
Kidder knew it was he who should an-
swer the call,—he knew it was he who
should bear the brunt of the Seniors’
rage. Should he come forward and
announce himself? He was certain no
one had seen him publishing The
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Knocker. He was certain he had left
no papers or other traces of his work
behind him in the Senior room. On
the following day he would be going
home for the Christmas vacation; if
he was not discovered within the next
twenty-four hours he would be safe.
Yet, Kidder was not at ease. All that
afternoon the cries and yells of the
student body rang and bellowed in his
ears. He heard the shouts again after
supper and once again as the students
marched to the assembly hall. Kidder
studied little that evening; his mind
was occupied with something more
troublesome even than Latin or French.
It was ten o’clock when Kidder, after
a vain attempt at studying, closed his
Logic with a slam and decided to
drown his worries in sleep. Entering
the dark dormitory he reached his bed
and was arranging his pillow when his
hand came in contact with a sheet of
paper pinned to a blanket. He hesi-
tated for a moment, puzzled, then un-
fastening the paper, felt his way to the
wash-hall electric light. His hand
shook fearfully as he held the paper
up to the electric-light bulb. One
glance was sufficient; his hand and the
paper fell to his side and his eyes stared
aimlessly as he saw that the paper dis-
playing his handwriting, was part of
the original copy of The Knocker. He
strove to suppress his trembling as he
again held the paper to the light and
read what was written in bold, blue-
penciled characters across the face of
the manuscript:

“Dear Kidder: This paper forming
part of the original copy of The Knock-
er was found in the Senior classroom
at 9 a. m. this evening. It may be of
some use to you. What great use it has
been to us you will learn by the next
issue of Ye Scowl, which will appear
tomorrow morning.”

“They’ve got me”, groaned Kidder;
the paper fell to the floor; he raised his
right hand to his heated forehead:

“Ye Scowl will come out in the
morning exposing me to shame. That
yelping mob will get me.”

There was little sleep for Kidder
that night. That sentence “Ye Scowl
will appear in the morning”, buzzed
ceaselessly in his ears. He rolled and

tossed in his bed unable to find a com-
fortable position; he kicked off half
the bedclothing, unable to cool his
heated forehead. That Ye Scowl would
appear in the morning abusing him,
branding him as a coward, as a snecak,
and as a traitor to his Alma Mater, he
had not the slightest doubt. The Se-
nior classroom was situated almost di-
rectly below his bed, and as he lay
awake he could hear the first-classmen
walking to and fro on the bare floor.
Generally, the Seniors went to bed at
ten o'clock. Now it was past midnight
and they had not yet retired. Kidder
knew the Seniors were printing Ye
Scowl. Now several of the first-class-
men could be heard walking at the
same time, now the walking ceased
entirely while some one spoke or read,
and now was heard a sharp thud, as if
the ink-roller had fallen to the floor.
Frequently a loud laugh arose from the
Senior room, on which occasions Kid-
der thought the Seniors were making
merry over what they were printing
about him in Ye Scowl. Two o’clock
arrived and still Kidder tossed rest-
lessly in his bed, and still the Seniors
walked and talked and laugihed in the
room below, now conversing in sub-
dued voices, now talking in loud tones;
now one speaking at a time, now all
shouting and laughing in chorus.

Kidder wished the Seniors would go
to bed; not that he might be enabled
to go to sleep, but because he thought
every moment given to the preparing
of Ye Scowl assisted in making his
condemnation more severe. He won-
dered what the Seniors were writing
about him. Were they attacking his
private life>—were they touching upon
matters concerning his home life?
Would they reveal the fact that he was
once a newsboy? Would they spread
the news that he blacked boots in San
Francisco? These and numerous other
questions crowded his brain and tor-
mented him until the Goddess of Sleep
waved her wand over his weary eyes
and transported him into the land of
dreams.

It was seven o'clock when Kidder
awoke. The sun generously flooding
the dormitory and the unoccupied beds
told him he had overslept. Kidder
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quickly rolled out of bed, pulled on his
corduroys, struggled into his tight-fit-
ting sweater and ran to the half-opened
dormitory window. Approaching the
window cautiously, endeavoring to re-
main unseen, he gazed down upon the
campus. There he saw many students
gathered in small groups—some stand-
ing near the football goal posts, some
crowded around a huge oak, a few sit-
ting on the bleachers, and all reading
from yellow papers which Kidder im-
mediately recognized as Ye Scowl.

“It’s out”, moaned Kidder. “I'm
known. They're reading about me
now”’, he muttered, becoming careless
and leaning out of the half-opened win-
dow to watch a group of Juniors cross-
ing the campus. A tall member of the
group, whose up-turned trousers dis-
closed some fiery footwear, perceived
Kidder, and pointing to the dormitory
window, shouted: “There he is now,
fellows.” :

Kidder sprang back from the win-
dow, in an endeavor to escape atten-
tion. But it was too late. Yell-leader
Pillman’s two long arms shot into the
air, the rooters gathered in a small cir-
cle and the campus rang and echoed
with:

“Rah! Rah! Rah!
Knocker Kidder!
Rah! Rah! Rah!”

Kidder did not wait until the shouts
died away. Cat-like, he stole down the
deserted back stairs, dashed into the
trunk room and bolted the door after
him. Outside, the campus was again
ringing with:

“Kidder, Knocker!
Rah! Rah! Rah!”

The cry struck terror to his heart;
his hands trembled and his teeth chat-
tered. He expected his pursuers to
search the College, to force their way
into the trunk room, to carry him out
onto the campus and to hold him up
in shame and degradation before his
fellow students. Feverishly, he un-
strapped his trunk and pulled out his
blue-serge coat and new black hat.
Putting on the coat, he drew from the
inside pocket a little red memorandum-
book, hurriedly detached a page from
it and wrote: i

“Send this trunk to 4330 Nineteenth

street, S. F. Have decided not to wait
until school closes. Will not be back
next term.”—Kidder.

Fastening the note upon his trunk,
Kidder pulled his soft, black hat down
over his forehead and noiselessly un-
bolted the door. The hall leading from
the trunk room to the back entrance
of the building was deserted. If he
could dash across the hall and reach
the street he would be safe. Tip-toeing
across the hall, he opened the back
door and looked out upon the long,
graveled walk. Not a person was 1in
sight. Like a deer dashing for liberty,
Kidder dashed down the red path
leading to the street. He had almost
reached the cement sidewalk when he
saw a copy of Ye Scowl lying on the
path. Without lessening his speed he
scooped the paper from the ground,
crammed it into his coat pocket and
headed down College Avenue toward
the railroad station.

His sudden flight was unimpeded.
Down the avenue he dashed, gaining
speed as every new terror seized him
and setting up a break-neck pace when,
half a block from the College, he heard
the angry rooters yelling:

“We want Kidder!
Rah! Rah! Rah!
Editor Knocker!
Rah! Rah! Rah!” {

The San Francisco train was just
chugging away from the depot when
Kidder, perspiring and puffing, swung
onto the smoking-car, and threw him-
self exhausted into a red, plush chair.

“I'm safe. They can’t get me now”,
he muttered, gleefully, as the train in-
creased speed, chugged around a long
curve and rattled off toward the city.
Kidder’s hand sought his coat pocket
for his silk handkerchief and drew forth
the copy of Ye Scowl he had scooped
from the path on his hurried departure.
Kidder quickly turned the paper from
his sight, not wishing to read of his
condemnation. He raised the car-
window and was about to give the
paper to the four winds when he sud-
denly decided to read the first few
lines. He smoothed the crumpled
paper on his knee, rested his bulging
eyes on the first page, grew white, then
red, scratched his head dubiously, then
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stretched back in the soft, plush chair
and laughed long and violently. This
is the stirring denunciation Kidder
read in the Scowl’s Christmas edition :

“To the students and faculty of

Collegian

Santmeries College, and especial

¢ . pecially to
Fred Kidder, the hitherto mysterious
editor of The Knocker Ye Scowl
wishes a very merry Christmas.”

—JOHN P. DORAN.

CHRISTMAS

RULING the sky, one single star,

Illumined as a gem,
Once_ shone in centuries afar,
Wide over Bethlehem.

Its radiance bathed the darkened th
With life was haloed death, s
It came to tell the sacred birth,
Of Him of Nazareth,

The air a holy influence took,
All things grew fair to see,

A new gleam touched each lake a db
That crystaled Galilee. i .rook,

Meek oxen, dumb within their stalls
Seemed half transfigured there, :

Between the ricks and living walls,
Went up the breath of prayer.

Foul shapes of sin fell back a hast
As if their end had come, it 4
And Sorrow drooped, as if 'twere cast,

For future martyrdom.

The Magi, seeing the wondrous light,
Came, precious gifts to bring,

And half in worship and affright,
Mused long and wondering,

So, ever when the Christmas morn
Dawns in the eastern sky,

Hope.comes to human hearts forlorn
As if our God walked by. :

Bright holly wreaths and laurels bri
Make feasts and melody, .rlng,
To honor Heaven’s eternal King,
On earth and sounding sea.

Peal, bells, upon the crystal air,
Let earthly tumults cease,

Fade, mocking Doubt and grim Despair
Come, universal Peace! y

—RAY I MILI.ER!
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A Phase of the San Francisco Graft Prosecution'

little said concerning the so-

called Graft Prosecution in San

Francisco that the subject may
be considered almost trite; it neverthe-
less contains much food for reflection,
especially among those whose temper-
aments are such that fiery invective
and subtle oratory leave no abiding
conviction, and whose minds, habitu-
ated to considerations of the aggegate,
are not prone to superficial judgments
based upon immature reflection of sur-
face indications. To him who in that
spirit of fairness, which is characteris-
tic of the American people, will assem-
ble for analysis all the discordant ele-
ments of the graft prosecution there is
as much shadow in one side as upon
the other. Virtuous indignation at
trusts betrayed and officials debauched
is as commendable and satisfying as
an apathetic silence amid similar con-
ditions would be demoralizing and dis-
couraging. Viewed in one aspect,
therefore, the general feeling in favor
of the prosecution is a healthy sign.
It shows that citizenship is above per-
sonality, that personal ends are sub-
servient to public advancement, that
the hidden string that vibrates so
strongly when the integrity of the
nation demands a resort to arms, is as
keenly sensitive when civic conditions
jar the moral fiber. Abstractly the
feeling is a laudable one, but different
considerations suggest themselves
when the rights of third persons inter-
vene. An atmosphere surcharged with
enmity and rancor and every base pas-
sion calculated to sway public opinion
and warp human judgment is not the
atmosphere that should pervade the
forum wherein human liberties are on
trial, and odium and disgrace depend
upon the uncertain balance of the judi-
cial scale.

Deplorable as is such a state of pub-
lic opinion, what can be said of the
agencies that are responsible for its
concrete application? What are we to
think of those, the custodians of the
law, by their oaths committed to an
impartial administration of justice,
who by every reprehensible means

S O much has been written and so

have sought to engender an animus
against those whom circumstances
have placed in a trying position. There
is a story which has come down from
ancient Carthage, which well illus-
trates the awful majesty of the law.
At a time when the city was in ashes,
and personal safety was the considera-
tion uppermost in the individual mind,
two soldiers were found among the
ruins guarding a prisoner. To a ques-
tion, why, amid their awful surround-
ings, they still stood by their post, the
reply was characteristic: “Because,
though the city is in ashes, the law still
lives.” The city had been destroyed,
its people scattered, and yet this
monarch still held sway. Stern and
relentless is the being portrayed
in the legend, and yet the solicitude
of the law for the innocent is even more
remarkable than its rigor toward the
guilty. The mantle of innocence, by
the mandate of the law, enshrouds the
prisoner at every stage of a judicial
proceeding, until a jury of his peers
proclaim his guilt. The presumption of
innocence can only be overcome by
evidence that removes every reason-
able doubt. The defendant is not re-
quired to utter a single word in his
defense, and to comment upon his fail-
ure to testify is such gross misconduct
that if the verdict be adverse, will ne-
cessitate a new trial. His guilt must
be shown by evidence inconsistent
with any reasonable hypothesis of in-
nocence. The affirmative case of the
people cannot be strengthened by any
negative inference based upon a failure
to explain circumstances, however sus-
picious and incriminating. A convic-
tion can be supported only on evidence
which in and of itself is sufficient to
prove the fact. Let us consider the
methods of the so-called graft prose-
cution and see whether they comport
with the spirit of the law and the Amer-
ican conception of the duties of its
trusted agents. ;

It may, of course, be said that the
motive of a prosecuting officer is im-
material, provided he supplies the
proof. But this is true only in an ob-
jective sense. In an analysis of the
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graft prosecution, as a condition, not a
theory, it is very interesting to note
the extremely disinterested and patriot-
ic attitude of the leaders of the reform
movement. To enter a political cam-
paign at the very inauguration of such
an important work, when excitement
was at its highest, and every member
of the municipal council had been
charged with official corruption, may
seem compatible with the highest sin-
cerity to some people; but when suc-
cess in that campaign would have
meant a forfeiture of the office to which
is entrusted the enforcement of the
laws, and would have rendered nuga-
tory every step in the political regen-
eration of San Francisco, by leaving to
a corrupt Board of Supervisors the
power of nominating a successor, it
would seem that political prestige and
private emolument are in the vocabu-
laries of some people synonymous with
patriotism and self-denial. Gladly
would we attribute the acts of the Dis.
trict Attorney to an innate sense of
modesty, which compelled him to relin-
quish a difficult task to more expe-
rienced and competent hands. were it
not that he hazarded the chance of per-
mitting an infamous gang to select one
of their own stripe to enforce the laws
of his city.

Of private funds for public prosecu-
tions, of private prosecutors and pri-
vate detectives for public ends, much
has been written. It is not American;
it is opposed to all that is honorable
and fair and just. But the methods
betray its purpose.

There are no means from the dis-
torted views of a subsidized press to
the perverted acts of private malevo-
lence that have not been used to create
an unhealthy public sentiment, that
would insure convictions. Every ef-
fort has been directed toward that
goal, every energy has been concen-
trated on that object. Where is the
candor, where the fairness that should
actuate the ideal prosecutor? Instead,
intimidation of juries and of witnesses,
together with an appeal to every sordid
desire and every evil purpose, are the
means which public officers use to at-
tain the truth. “Iet justice be done
though the heavens fall”, is the motto

which is inscribed over our courts of
justice. “Let convictions be secured,
though every virtue be betrayed and
every honorable purpose stultified”, is
the working principle of the modern in-
quisition,

Strong though this language may
seem, it has its foundation in facts that
all may know. A love of fair play
prompts it and in a spirit of fairness
should it be indulged. There are many
sidelights in the question. Our Su-
preme Court has held that under the
present condition of our law the suffi-
ciency of the evidence to support the
finding of an indictment cannot be in-
quired into. It matters not that the
record shows that the only offense of a
party indicted be, in one case, that as
an attorney he has drawn a legal paper
for a client, or, in another, that a de-
fendant, relying upon his constitutional
right, was guilty of lese-majesté in re-
fusing to testify before the grand jury.
Dreadful offenses for an attorney to
draft a franchise, or an officer of a com-
pany to refuse to testify! And yet
they are the only circumstances before
a grand jury to inculpate three citizens
of San Francisco in crime. But because
these defendants and others in similar
positions availed themselves of their
legal rights in an endeavor to have
such indictments set aside, they are
charged with quibbling about techni-
calities! = What is meant by a techni-
cality? Ts it any more than a resort to
law to prevent an invasion of individ-
ual rights? Well, indeed, may a de-
fendant resort to every legal right,
when nineteen men sworn to uphold
the law and protect individual rights
return indictments on evidence as weak
as the record in some of these cases
shows.  What right has any public
prosecutor if he seek but justice under
the law, to complain of a defendant’s
insistence that he proceed under and
according to that law? And yet men
have been denounced because they took
the pains to safeguard the rights which
the law holds most sacred. With much
show and bombast they have been her-
alded as malefactors, and those making
the accusation now ask them to prove
their innocence. When men become
objects of scorn, because they avail

&
l?
i

Bre Collegian 121

themselves of the rights which the ex-
perience of ages based upon the frailty
of human nature in times of great pub-
lic excitement, has declared necessary
for their protection, law itself becomes
a mockery, and human rights, decep-
tive fancies.

What are the means employed to
secure convictions? Jurors who vote
for acquittal are accused of every crime
save treason. They are placed on the
rack and forced to explain their vote.
They are insulted and maligned. The
secrecy and the sanctity of the jury
room are violated. For what purpose?
Not a single investigation has produced
anything. But it has a most salutary
effect upon the jurors who will next sit
in judgment. If there be any weak-
kneed individual among them, he is
not likely to forget that calumny can
work a dreadful havoc with his mate-
rial interests. It can wreck his reputa-
tion, it can stain his honor, and it can
ruin his business enterprises. Such a
juror will need but little evidence, sup-
ported by fiery declamation to convict
even a personal enemy of the prosecu-
tor. Of course, such conduct is despic-
able in a public prosecutor, but without
it no jury will convict, and convictions
and not justice is the end in view.

When the very instrumentalities of
the court are made the agencies of
wrong, it is not surprising that wit-
nesses should follow program very
closely. The incentive to take orders
is very strong, when one reflects that
the jury in every case is asked to con-
vict men of blameless lives and un-
stained reputations, on the testimony
of confessed criminals, between \yhom
and state’s prison but a shadow inter-
venes. I say a shadow, because the
so-called immunity contract is not
worth the paper on which it is written.
It would have been far better to have
indicted these men and then dismissed
the indictments. They would then be
in no man’s power. They would have
no incentive to falsify. They could
then tell the same story at all times,
and escape indictment, and not like

two of their number who had the
temerity to testify on a trial as they
had before the grand jury, have their
immunity revoked. Others have told

different stories on the trial than they
told before the grand jury, but the
later testimony was better suited to
present purposes, and so the District
Attorney, in his laudable love of truth
and justice, overlooked the discrepancy.
Had they followed their former story,
there would be fewer immunity con-
tracts. It doesn’t pay to refuse to fol-
low program, when the blg stick, 1'1ke
the sword of Damocles, is hovering
dangerously near.
Last and most despicable of all—we
recently passed through the' throes of
a political campaign, in which to the
shame of San Francisco a public official
was allowed to make a defendant in a
criminal case an issue to buy votes.
This defendant has not yet been tried.
For five months he has been demand-
ing trial, without success. With every
presumption of the law proclaiming his
innocence, a public prosecutor appeals
to the lust of a class for suffrages. And
this the vaunted impartiality of men
sworn to do equal justice! If every-
thing claimed against this man be true,
he is no worse than any of the other
numerous defendants indicted for the
same offense. But his industrial posi-
tion had made him an object of hatred
to a certain set. Blindly indifferent to
the facts, without considering that his
course in an industrial strife was based
upon a decision of the most exalted
judicial officer of the state, a class
which cannot respect true courage, or
philosophically accept defeat, thirst for
the blood of this man. And San Fran-
cisco has seen the day when an individ-
ual has bought his way into public
office by catering to the bloodthirsty
appetite of such a mob. But he has
done more. He has rendered an im-
partial trial at the hands of those men,
with every passion inflamed an.d every
base desire intensified, a physical im-
ssibility.
I)OSuch is, in part, the history of the
graft prosecution in San 'Franascq.‘ Its
motives have been criticised. It is not
our purpose to make charges. Ra(lither
would we leave it to the reader to draw
his own inferences. The facts pre-
sented in this paper are but the ske]g-
ton of the means employed. If public
positions have been prostituted, and
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public officials debauched, it is to be
hoped that no guilty party will escape.
But personality and position must play
no part. If twelve honest men, un-
influenced by anything but legal evi-
dence, proclaim the defendants guilty,
we will accept that verdict. But we
protest against the unfair, the un-
American spirit that pervades the
trials. In the light of recent events
the words of a venerable jurist of this
state, uttered some years ago in a
crisis analogous to the present, sound
strangely prophetic. They would be
vyell to bear in mind, whenever in
times like these means are sought to
be justified by ends:

“A.spectator might, for a moment,
look in safety and with complaisance
upon the barbaric tumult of a mob, if
he happened to be in sympathy with its
present design; but let the fury of an-

other mob be directed against him, or
those whom he knows or believes to
be innocent, and he will appreciate, at
once, the value of legal protection. So
also, he may look lightly upon the
spectacle of a jury packed for the pur-
pose of prosecuting one whom he be-
leves to be guilty ; but if such a course
were pursued toward him or his friend
he would have clear ideas of personai
security and the sacredness of a ju

trial. Upder the best system that
human _w15dom can devise, an innocent
man will, at great intervals, be pun-
ished, and a guilty one go free; but
that a government of law is better than
a government of unlimited personal
power 1s a principle that has been
fought out in English and American

histpry and established as a monument
of liberty.”

—A. F. BURKE, ’og4.

CHRISTMAS CHIMES

ARK,,the Christmas chimes are stealing
O’er the wide world’s bosom bright
Louder still, and louder pealing, ’
Breaks the stillness of the night;
Loude'r yet, and louder swelling, ,
Thrills the heavens with delight,
Many a tale their music telling,
Fills the soul with God’s own light.

Now, like silv’ry waters meeting,

Swells the min

gled tide of song;

Now, like sun-kissed waves retreating,

Q’ex: the world it
Bringing smiles of

dies along;
deepest gladness

To A weary, way-worn throng,
Breaking chains of sin and sadness,
That have bound the soul so long.

Ring, ye merry chimes in glor
Of ‘the birth of Christ, ouz(;T Ki};‘g
And proclaim your joyous story, ;
Which from Heaven the angels sing;
Thus new joys shall rise before us ;
On the morning’s golden wing,
And with Hope’s light shining o'er us
May we ne’er feel Sin's foul sting.

—CHAS. MOUL.
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THE BANHKER’S CHRISTMAS

and the massive iron door of

the First National Bank of San

Francisco swung behind the
last patron of the day. A score of de-
positors were lined up at the receiving
clerk’s counter, and some ten or twelve
women awaited their turns at the pay-
ing teller’s window, nervously fingering
their withdrawal tags. It was past the
hour for transacting business and Phil-
ip Sheridan, the cashier, was passing
out the coin as fast as the slips were
presented to him. The last customer
took her money, put it into her satchel,
fastened the catch, re-opened it to make
sure the money was safe, and then hur-
riedly left by the side-door and was
soon lost in the whirl of the wholesale
district.

“Thank heaven”, sighed “Phil” Sher-
idan, closing the metal grating at his
window ; “so much done. I’ll soon be
off and out to the retail section and
gather a few presents for my little an-
gel. I promised to be home at six.
She will be waiting at the station, all
eager to see what papa has brought to
his little Marjorie.”

THREE o’clock on Christmas eve

Closing his accounts for the day, the
tired cashier passed out of the steel
enclosure and proceeded to the ante-
room in the rear of the bank. He hast-
ily changed to street attire and was
about to exit by the employees’ en-
trance when he recalled that he was
neglecting the customary Christmas
well-wishes to his fellow clerks and
especially to Mr. Oswald, the President
of the First National. In haste he hur-
ried to the President’s office, but was
met at the office door by that worthy
gentleman.

“Well, Philip”, said the head of the
institution, “are you through for the
day?”’

“Yes, Mr. Oswald, I am.”

“Come into my office, Philip. I want
to have a chat with you,” added the
cashier’s superior. “I was hoping that
you would call upon me before leav-
ing.”

The old gentleman closed the office

door, directed his clerk to a chair, and,
offering him a cigar, settled himself
into his own comfortable rocker.

“Philip,” began the President, “Mr.
Weir, my secretary, has tendered his
resignation. On the first of January
he will leave for Wilkesbarre, Pa., to
assume management of his deceased
brother’s interests, and I want you,
Philip, to fill his place. The position
carries 'with it an increase in salary
and besides—by the way, has your ap-
plication been favorably acted upon by
the Lodge?”

“Well,” stammered “Phil”, dubious-
ly, “I have not as yet received any
notification regarding that.”

“You see, my good young man,”
continued Mr. Oswald, “your efficiency
in the cashier’s department has induced
me to advance you in the employ of the
bank, and the declaration of your in-
tention to enter the Lodge serves as a
further recommendation, for, you are
aware, it is customary with us to pro-
mote the well-being of the members
whenever it is at all possible. I will
temporarily assign your duties to the
care of the assistant cashier, in order
that you shall be free to familiarize
yourself with the requirements of your
new charge. However, drive out to my
residence tomorrow with your wife and
child, and take dinner with me.” He
then rose from his chair and handed his
cashier a printed invitation to ‘the
Christmas dinner.

“Thank you, exceedingly,” replied
“Phil”; “it shall indeed be a pleasure to
me and a pleasant surprise to my wife,”
he added, unmindful, for the moment,
of the proffered position of secretary.
Accepting a second envelope from the
smiling President, “Phil” bowed him-
self out of the office and presently
stepped from the bank into the warm
sunshine of a California Yuletide.

“The old wound is opened again,”
murmured “Phil” Sheridan, while
standing at the crossing, 1mp“3t1e.ntly
awaiting an east-bound car; "it is a
clean case of one or the other. Mr.
Oswald is of the opinion that I still
aspire to be a Mason, and on the
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strength of my application for mem-
bership to his Lodge he has tendered
me the position of secretary. And on
the other hand, I—I have given my
honorable word to a devoted wife and
a loving child that I would make peace
with my Maker and receive the God of
my innocent Irish youth in Holy Com-
munion on Christmas morning. I
ought to be a man and do it. I will
do it.”

But the thought of the advanced po-
sition, the increased salary and en-
hanced favor with the President—all
this haunted his feverish temperament.
He strove to cast aside the mental con-
flict by recalling the pleading face of
his child at the breakfast table, be-
seeching him to return to his God. He
reasoned “If I yield to the wishes of
my wife and child—and as an Irish
Catholic, I should consider no alterna-
tive—I must at once withdraw my ap-
plication to the Masonic Lodge; and in
this event, my position at the bank may
be declared vacant. It is a nice plight
for a man to be in. Well, I'll have to
act soon. Come on, now, Sheridan,
which is it?”

During this mental debate with him-
self the distracted man had uncon-
sciously wandered toward the Ferry
building at the foot of Market street.
He, perhaps, would have neglected to
buy the “Evening News”, had not
Peter, the diminutive newsboy whom
he invariably patronized, cried out to
him:

“Your paper, Mr. Sheridan!”

“Phil” halted at the familiar sound
of the lad’s small voice and purchased
a paper. He slipped into Peter’s hand
one of the crisp bills taken from the
envelope presented by Mr. Oswald.

“I can’t change it, sir!” said the sur-
prised lad, returning the bill. “Pay me
at your next purchase.”

_“You need not make the change, my
little man; that is a Christmas gift for
you.”

“Oh, thank you, sir! May yours be
a pleasant Christmas,” responded the
amazed newsboy.

Mr. Sheridan passed into the waiting
Toom at the Key Route Ferry, and set-

tled himself on the long bench for a
perusal of the happenings of the day.

“Three-year-old child ground to
death by the United Railroads’ trolley
cars.”

“A lovely Christmas for some un-
happy home,” mused “Phil”, in a pen-
sive mood. Turning the title page, he
glanced at the head lines:

“Graft Prosecution”, “Christmas
Handicap Tomorrow at Emeryville.”

Neither of these articles interested
the bank cashier. Tossing the news-
sheet aside, he was about to enjoy a
peaceful cigar, but on glancing up, no-
ticed a conspicuous placard: “No
Smoking.”

“Well, I can’t imagine that the boat
is so long overdue,” said he, as he no-
ticed himself alone in the waiting room.
“I must be losing my equilibrium.
When I entered the room was half-
filled; now I am the sole passenger.
It’s late for dinner, too; and no presents
for Marjorie. Well, T'll just go up
town and take my meal, and, then later
on, I'll visit the toy shops.”

With this idea, he left the waiting
room and bolted for the trolley termi-
nal. Boarding a car, he was soon
speeding toward the St. Francis Grill,
at Union Square.

Meanwhile in a lonesome cottage on
Dwight Way in Berkeley the wife of
“Phil” Sheridan anxiously awaited the
return of her husband. ~ It was long
past six o’clock and “Phil” had failed
to keep his promise.

“Perhaps papa has gone to Confes-
sion in the city,” said little Marjorie;
“and then we can all go to seven o’clock
Mass at St. Joseph's in the morning.
Won't it be grand, mama, when you
and papa are going to Holy Commu-
nion and your little angel ‘will be sing-
ing ‘Adiste Fideles’ in the choir!” add-
ed the delighted child, clapping her
dainty hands.

“Yes, my child, it will be grand,”
lisped the pensive mother; and she
added, with a hopeful expression :

“Pray that your father will be strong,
my child. You know, Marjorie, papa
has neglected his religious obligafion
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ever since his connection with the
bank.”

A brief silence followed, after which
Mrs. Sheridan, having glanced at the
clock, reminded her young child that it
was time to prepare for bed. The little
one promptly obeyed, and in a few min-
utes dozed off to sleep, thinking of doltls
and playthings that papa was going to
bring t}(’) he% from the city. When
Mrs. Sheridan perceived that her pre-
cious charge was fast asleep, she gen-
tly retired to the parlor to console her-
self for the absence of her husband by
reading the story of the Christ Child.

In such pleasant reading the hours
slipped away. The good woman was
reminded of the lateness of the night
by eleven dull strokes of the drawing-
room clock.

“Well, - I shall retire,” she sadly
sighed. “I suppose ‘Phil’ will spend
another night at the club. Yes; I
think he will. This is the evening of
the Bohemian Club high jinks, and
‘Phil’ has, perhaps, forgotten his prom-
ise.”

Not so. “Phil” Sheridan had not for-
gotten his promise, nor was he at the
high jinks of his club. Alone in Gold-
en Gate Park, driven there by th_e fierce
tempest which strove to wreck his man-
hood, he sought in the shady recesses

of the park the solitude which his
racked brain so much desired. There
unobserved and unmolested he could
debate aloud the question whose solu-
tion was gnawing his inmost con-
science, and which was leaving the
once determined will as a wilted reed
shaken by human respect and lust of
wealth. The awful struggle between
duty and preferment shattered his man-
hood and he aimlessly roamed through
the deserted roads. On the brow of a
hill overlooking the vast ocean he
paused. A falling star which seemed
to plunge into the dark water broke on
his vision and the troubled mind mo-
mentarily assuaged, was directed heav-
enward.

And the angels of heaven whis‘perpg
gently to the stricken soul of “Phil
Sheridan. They bade him list to the
roaring of the spanless deep and con-
sider the immensity of God. He be-
held the waning moon and the myriads
of stars that “revealeth the wonders of
His power.”

And lo! the obdurate heart was soft-
ened. “Phil” Sheridan obeyed the
heavenly inspiration; he made peace
with his Maker, and the little home in
Berkeley felt again the joy of the Christ
Child on Christmas morn.

—R. J. DORAN.

CHRISTMAS TIDE

Shines like a star the wide world o’er,

D OWN the long years the Chrismas-tide

For not alone to Christendom
Its message flies from shore to shore,
But farther, where the Southern Cross
Illumes the night with silver ray,
And in this land of lily bloom,
The story of one Christmas Day
Is heard, and loved each year again,
Of “peace on earth, good will to men.”

—F. J. HART.
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COLLEGE ATHLETIC TOPICS

The Editor requested Brother Joseph to present some of his views on athletic
topics. We deemed our course very appropriate, as Brother Joseph has for several
years been the athletic inspiration at St. Mary’s. As no other member of the Faculty
seemed prepared to accept the athletic management after the appointment of Brother
Joseph to the arduous task of Prefect, we feel that the “Past-Manager” still has his
eyes peeled, and hence is still in a position of vantage from whence he can advise us as

to the outlook.

BROTHER JOSEPH DISCUSSES ATHLETIC TOPICS.

Our 1908 Phoenix.

“HOW is your team for this
year?” Here is the query
that is daily hurled at us

and which by force of habit
draws out the monotonous, “Very
good, I think.” For our courteous re-

sponse we must reply again and to a
question quite as trite as the former,
“Will it be as good as last year?” To
this, naturally, our answer is shaky,
and to some, possibly mysterious. It
finds its outcome in a smile, more or
less informing.

If we had to judge of results, neither
Chicago nor Detroit could excel the
Phoenix record of 1907; so, it will
scarce take a prophet’s son nor a proph-
et’s son’s father to assert that neither
the 19o8 Phoenix nor the 1920 Phoenix
will excel the 1907 Phoenix. We are
firmly convinced, however, that our
1908 team will maintain our good name
as gentlemen and as artists, and be-
cause of this we shall continue to revel
in our baseball pride.

Why Is It Thus?

To an uninformed outsider it may
seem childishly frivolous for a pro-
fessional educator to interest himself
actively in the athletic features of his
college. It must be remembered, how-
ever, that in an institution as ours all
that tends to the betterment of our stu-
dents is of vital interest to us. Argu-
ment is not need to convince any one
but a chronic dyspeptic that recreation
is of importance for all, specially for
the youthful student. No single ath-
letic feature, however, will interest the
majority for a lengthened period; so
we have diverse sports, under varied
conditions and authoritatively directed,
which experience has proven gives the
best results.

It is the duty of the pedagogue to
attend to the physical development of

his charge, and athletics are the mas-
ter’s tools for the undertaking. To at-
tain the best results, competition plays
an important role. But athletic con-
tests mismanaged bring in their train
all sorts of evil; hence, one reason why
an empowered faculty representative

should always be on the scene of com- ,

bat.

Of course, the human is in all of us.
We clap our hands like delighted chil-
dren when our side is downing the
rival. But besides the joys that ordi-
narily follow victory, the interested
educator has a secret satisfaction un-
known even to the keenest of the ath-
letic contestants—he is jumping with
joy because “his boys” are pleased. He
knows that when they are happy and
content this is his opportunity for get-
ting in his most effective educational
work. The happy student is like the

flower that opens to the sunlight. The .

ordinary boy 1is easily pleased and
easily upset. To regulate this juxta-
propensity is the keenest test of edu-
cational skill, and, strange as it may
seem to some, athletic exercises fur-
nish no ordinary opportunities.

Then, the faculty athletic director,
as a rule, is conscientious. His partic-
ular avocation on the ball field is not
as exalted as that of his confrere who
is expounding great religious princi-
ples or delving into philosophic intric-
acies before an admiring and awed
class, but the lowly brother, recognizing
wherein his duty lies, can also heap up
for himself treasures that, according to
the promise, will not be moth-eaten
nor rusted when they shall be most
needed.

Sunday and the Ball Game.

“Do you approve of this?”’ signifi-
cantly inquired a respectable and elder-
ly gentleman as he gazed awry at one
of our recent Sunday ball games.
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“Yes”, was the reply, “and, under pre-
vailing conditions, we encourage ath-
letic activity, even on Sunday, and are
never happier than when all our boys
are busily engaged.”

“And,” said the old man, with his de-
fective association of ideas, “what
about fighting and wrangling and dese-
cration of the Sabbath—do you ap-
prove of these, also?” He received for
meditation an unmodified, ominously
muttered “No.”

The old man in question is a type
and as a type we take him. We shall
set aside the fact that athletics at St.
Mary’s do not admit the wrangling and
fighting that evidently charac‘terlzed
the contests in vogue when this gray
man was his father’s white-haired bpy,
but we shall say a word on the typical
objections to Sunday athletic rivalry.

Under ideal religious conditions the
noise and bustle of a Sunday ball game
would scarce be in keeping with the
serenity of the Lord’s Day. Would that
the old Christian fervor was now preva-
lent among us, and then to be boisterous
on the day of the Lord should argue a
forgetfulness of the Christ-like restful-
ness round. Today the Christian spirit
among us is dead outside the one true
Church. The temples of the sects are
Sunday meeting houses for the discus-
sion of the topics of the hour and
places of vantage for the exhibition of
what is best in the tailor’s art. This
is not prejudice; it is a fact. Scan
the church news-columns in our Mon-
day papers; make a list of the sermon
topics, and reflect. Religion is not col-
lecting these audiences because they
are not receiving religious instruction,
and they are not participating in un-
varnished religious service. In the
main, what is the meaning of their
presence? Sociability, curiosity, preju-
dice, or vanity.

Strange, then, that the great bulk of
objection to the Sunday ball game
should emanate from those who know
little of religion and infinitely less of
the religious spirit; from those who
seem to prefer the evils of the sumptu-
ous, vanitous banquet-hall or the sensu-
ality of the grill—the omnipresent
temptation to our young men, particu-

larly on Sunday—to the innocent but
boisterous athletic field.

True, many really devout people
lament that the restful religious spirit
of by-gone days is now comparatively
but little in evidence on Sunday. In-
deed, one of our own esteemed and il-
lustrious Archbishops long ago ex-
pressed a wish that the Sunday ball
game in his colleges, at least, should
not be allowed. When, however,
His Grace came face to face with
the conditions under which, un-
fortunately, we find ourselves, it
was a question then with the Arch-
bishop of a selection of the lesser evil.
And so when on Sunday our students
have attended to their religious obliga-
tions, for the sake of the dilatory who
are most exposed to temptation we en-
courage among all a legitimate meas-
ure of physical activity.

Rugby at St. Mary’s.

Some years ago football was sum-
marily eliminated from our athletic
curriculum. The reason then adduced
for the drastic action was indeed plau-
sible, and, be it said in credit of the
athletic management of St. Mary’s, we
were the first to tread the path over
which have since come so many repu-
table, enthusiastic followers. Refined
prejudice, however, unsuspectingly
sneaks its way into many of our good
deeds and without knowing it our best
intentions are oftentimes not wholly
unalloyed. This, I think, was the case
with our football edict of some years
ago. Going back into history there
was a period of three years when St.
Mary’s football light shone with a dis-
agreeable dimness and the sombre
glare cast about had a certain sympa-
thetic power, which in turn had a re-
actionary effect, and so the football
light was for us extinguished.

There has come a change now and
our lamps are trimmed and yeady. Pos-
sibly they have not been lighted yet,
but when they begin to radiate, the oil
of victory will be supplied constantly
and regularly.  Football—the new
game—has come to stay at St. Mary’s.
Defeat will not dispel our enthusiasm,
nor will victory come to make us grow
careless and relent.
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We spend money on athletic equip-
ment, on grounds, on coaches, on ac-
cessories, and if at once that grim vis-
itor, Defeat, stalks about to sneer at
our mighty efforts some of us seem in-
clined to yield despairingly, and think
that all is lost. This is wrong and per-
niciously wrong. Athletic exercises,
in a sane institution, are fostered pri-
marily for two reasons: first, for phy-
sical culture and development, and,
secondly, for the enjoyment that is in
them. Any sport that cannot supply
these highly commendable results in a
legitimate way should be frowned upon
by our athletic authorities.

Now, my contention is that Rugby
football, more than baseball, more than
tennis, more than any other popular
game, is the ideal sport for a college.
Many reasons might be adduced to
support this apparently radical prem-
ise, and only a ping-pong expert, I
think, would attempt to supply sophis-
try to gainsay them. I shall, however,
pass this by with a few remarks apro-
pos. More players are required in
Rugby than in baseball, which, natu-
rally, gives a larger number of students
an opportunity for development and
recreation; only a well-trained, manly
athlete can play Rugby, which supplies
potent motives, if not very elevated, for
teaching self-sacrifice. The spectacle
of many of the professional ball players
of this country proves that, whilst they
are conceded skillful, they are not ath-
letic. Finally, a man must learn to en-
dure, to control his temper,—in short,
to be a gentleman, or he cannot even
half observe the rules of Rugby. I
agree, therefore, with the English
savant who avers that Rugby is a gen-
tleman’s game. Is all that I have here
said equally true of our favorite, base-
ball?

I should ask, therefore of all at St.
Mary’s—faculty as well as students—
to lend their moral support, and if
necessary their financial support, to aid
the athletic officers to establish the
English game here on a firm basis. Do
not be discouraged at defeat; victory
will come in its turn, that is, when we
have done something to deserve it. We
have for so long been heroes and cham-

pions in the world of baseball that we
scarce know what defeat means. An
eternal victor cannot be a true sports-
man, a word synonymous with gentle-
man on the athletic field; he has not
been tried, and, I fear to say it, we are
not standing the first test as a loser as
gamely as we should.

Then, again, we have every reason
for encouragement, even if we but long
for a taste of the sweets of victory.
Outside of Stanford we have the larg-
est private boarding college on this
coast. Our boys are as seasoned and
rugged as college students can be.
Why, we could supply a second team
to outweigh the Rugby representatives
of any college on the coast, barring
the two universities. We have the ma-
terial,—too much, in fact, for present
convenient manipulation. What fine
workmen, then, we should be reputed,
to say that we have everything neces-
sary, but still cannot build.

True, we are apparently slower in
making a vigorous start than are some
of our rivals; but this is easily ex-
plained. We worked here for three
weeks cutting down timber, which is
not an expeditious task. Our rivals,
on the other hand, had comparatively
little clearing to do. Again, the foot-
ball instinct has for years been dead
and interred at St. Mary’s. Other in-
stitutions have been playing the old
game until quite recently, and here is a
difficulty to be surmounted by us more
than can be casually appreciated.
Withal, I think I can say, whilst ordi-
narily conservative, that another month
of practice and training would find St.
Mary’s Rugby team of 1907 in the front
rank of the first yearlings at Rugby.

Our Manager.

I cannot conclude these broken re-
marks without a complimentary and an
encouraging word to Mr. A. T. Shine,
our graduate manager. By experience
I know that his is not an agreeable
task. He will plot and plan, and for
his pains he shall ofttimes be made
to learn that while gratitude is the no-
blest trait of God’s creatures it is truly
the rarest. The selfish spirit of some
tells them that all athletic exertion in
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their regard is due their superior
merit. Should these make a good
showing in a contest the College, they
believe, is eternally indebted to them.
Mr. Shine, expect this, for the present

moment at any rate, and continue the
good so actively and so intelligently
begun.

—BROTHER JOSEPH.

MAY AND DECEMBER

T was the time we call “ye olden”
I 'Ere mortals ran amuck for gain,
When skies were blue, and fields were golden
With their freights of yellow grain;

When fires that glowed are now but embers,
And idols worshipped, only clay,

That crusty, bearded, bleak December’s
Heart was set on blooming May.

He was then four score or over,
But deemed himself as good as young,
And proved indeed an ardent lover,
With his gold and oily tongue.
He pressed his suit with such persistence,
That May to balk him vainly tried,
Till she with make-believe resistance
Gave consent to be his bride.

She shivered in his cold embraces—
Cold as snowdrifts on a tomb,
Her features lost all beauty’s traces,
Her figure, all its vernal bloom;
But like a drifting piece of timber,
When winds were keen and snows were white,
Her ancient bridegroom, cold December,
Passed away on New Year’s night.

The bride bewailed her dear departed,
Yet from that fateful New Year's Day
She seemed to grow more joyous-hearted
And bloomed in time the same sweet May;
And while the lambs were gaily skipping
And wild birds piped their merry tunes,
And honey-bees the sweets were sipping,
She joined her days with flowery June’s.

—JUNIOR.
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bells ring out their joyful peals.

During this festive season men

cast aside the turmoils of life’s
daily grind and open their hearts for a
brief while to the gladsome message of
the new-born King. Various as is the
manner in which Christmas is cele-
brated, it is regarded by pagan, Jew
and Christian as a time when universal
peace and good-will should prevail. In
the days of ancient Rome, the observ-
ance of the Saturnalia, which was akin
to the popular notion of Christmas, was
conspicuous for the reign of good-will
that pervaded all classes. During the
seven days’ festival of Saturnalia the
people, though pagan in ideal, gave ex-
pression to the notions of fraternal
charity. Not only were violence and
oppression forgotten, and business sus-
pended, but slaves were freed, crim-
inals pardoned, and for the time, the
master became the servant of his own
household. If Christ had not come,
the observance of the Saturnalia might
still obtain among the Latin nations.

S OON again shall the Christmas

_ “Behold, T bring you tidings of great
joy”, is as truly the message of the
new-born King to us today as it was
to the shepherds of Bethlehem on the
Christmas morning. Though hardened
into forgetfulness of God by the un-
equal struggle of life, the heart-strings
of most men beat responsive to the
song of the heavenly host, “Glory to

God in the Highest! Peace on earth to
men of good-will.”

How we yearn for the days to fly
and the hours to arrive when we shall
gather beneath the gayly-lighted
Christmas tree, or congregate around
the hearth, looking into loved faces and
drinking in all the cheerfulness and
peacefulness of the Yuletide. When
we are crowding around the candle-
decked tree and glorying in the scent
and glimmer of the holly, we wonder
if we will give one little thought to the
Babe who was born in a manger, and
under the radiance of the beautiful star.
We trust that our hearts will be filled
with love and gratitude to the Divine
Infant, whom we pray to bestow His
choicest blessings on our student body,
faculty and patrons.

The staff of Tuar CoLLEGIAN extends
to one and all a hearty wish for a right
merry Christmas.

The pettish actions of certain mem-
bers of the faculty of one of our great
American universities, concerning the
awarding of a diploma to a middle-
aged negro, is arousing much criticism
in educational circles. The colored
gentleman, recognized in the United
States Army as a clever mathemati-
cian, put in four years of conscientious
work on a course in advanced mathe-
matics. When the final examination
was made the negro was given a test
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that would, on the face of it, discourage
many a man. However, he worked un-
tiringly, and after days of original re-
search, submitted his paper to the ex-
aminer. His diploma was denied him,
although his mark in the crucial test is
claimed to top the average. The col-
ored gentleman declares it simply a
case of rank race prejudice and is de-
termined to make a final stand, if neces-
sary, in the United States courts.

“Should emergencv arise, offer your-
selves courageously to your beloved
country, and thus guard and maintain
the prosperity of our Imperial Throne.”

The Emperor of Japan, upon his re-
cent birthday, issued the above state-
ment to the monster Japanese colony
in the Hawaiian Islands. The Mikado
exhorts, freely, his former subjects now
living under the Stars and Stripes, to
be loyal to the land of their forefathers,
should occasion require their assist-
ance. This edict is almost natural.
Why should not the Japs fight for Nip-
pon? The reception of the Mikado’s
birthday greeting was extraordinarily
warm. Everywhere on the islands the
day was observed by the Japanese. All
Japanese business was tided over and
the laboring class showed like enthusi-
asm. The day seemed, in fact, an
American holiday in that American
land, for the great extent of the Japan-
ese population practically put com-
merce at a standstill for the day. The
monster mass meetings, participated in
by the Japs, were almost menacing to
the comparative handful of whites in
Hawaii. The flag of Nippon was prev-
alent, all sentiment was for the Mikado,
and never once did the United States
occupy a place in the feelings of the
little brown men. Even the Hawaiian-
born Japs, educated in American
schools and taught to sing the patriotic
songs of the United States in unison
with their white brothers, did not at-
tend school, and, moreover, they put a
world of feeling into their shouts for
the long life of the Mikado and the fu-
ture of Japan. Their teaching was for-
gotten and their thoughts turned to the
land of their fathers.

The blazing celebrations on the Mi-
kado’s birthday show clearly the atti-

tude of the Jap. He is ever working
for the ultimate betterment of his
fatherland. The spirit of his country
is imbued in his veins, and generation
upon generation ‘will pass before the
land of his residence and birth will
claim his alliance. His soul seems of
a species different from the souls of our
Irish and other European immigrants.
The latter come to be Americans, to
enjoy liberty and prosperity, and are
truly American in spirit. They recog-
nize the Stars and Stripes as supreme
and are willing to defend their adopted
land. It is growing harder and harder
day by day to recognize the Jap as a
citizen; he appears pitifully foreign.

The exhortation of the Mikado to
the one hundred and ten thousand Jap-
anese may mean something. The
phrase, “should emergency arise”, may
express a strong probability or a poor
possibility. In the first case, the Ha-
waiian islands are at the mercy of Nip-
pon. The overwhelming majority of
Japanese coolies in Hawaii is truly a
menace to the resident whites, and in
case ‘‘emergency should arise”, our fel-
low countrymen in our isolated island
possessions would find themselves in
the midst of an over-enthusiastic horde
of unprincipled Japanese, who would
rally 'round their Mikado at a moment’s
notice; but who could hardly be in-
duced to defend the land to which they
owe their education and their liveli-
hood.

Some weeks ago we read of a
project of a theatrical manager to con-
struct a $1,000,000 opera house in San
Francisco. According to newspaper
reports, the new opera house is an as-
sured thing; the necessary money has
been subscribed and all that remains is
the selection of a site. But we cannot
help asking ourselves if the proposed
theater is really an assured fact. Two
years ago a similar undertaking was
started in San Francisco, and after pro-
lific press booming became utopian.
Will the present project share a simi-
lar fate? We hope not. Just at this
time,when San Francisco is overcrowd-
ed with cheap theaters, the Golden Gate
city needs some such undertaking to
show that her people are cultured and
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refined ; and what could give more sub-
stantial proof of these two very desir-
able qualities in a community than the
opera house contemplated? Keep at
the good work, theatrical managers!
When you have completed your under-
taking you will have erected a monu-
ment to the intelligence and refinement
of the people of San Francisco.

Quest of original ideas seems to be
the hobby of many college professors.
The latest freak proposition was
broached recently by a professor of the
law department of the University of
Michigan, when he suggested that
President Roosevelt be made King of
the United States. The learned pro-
fessor puts forth apparently weighty
reasons for his statement. He de-
clares that the President’s nomination
to the throne would solve many nation-
al financial problems. Much as the
masses think of President Roosevelt,
there would be a mighty upheaval
should they be advised to elect him
King of the greatest republic in his-
tory.

That the revised rules of intercollegi-
ate football have numbered the days of
that sport, is an almost universal ex-
pert opinion in the eastern college
world. The dash and daring of the
good old game has been almost entirely
taken away by new limiting clauses,
and games played under them are said
to be pitifully slow when compared to a
Rugby match. Five years is the ap-
proximation of the remaining life of
American football. Rugby is men-
tioned as successor to the American
game, and the California colleges may
some day rejoice in the fact that they
were initial in adopting a great, uni-
versal intercollegiate sport.

That St. Mary’s cannot succeed in
athletics generally is a sentiment that is
gaining adherents in the courtyard,
more noticeably among the bench-
warmers. This sentiment is ridiculous.
Many of the students even go SO far
as to pronounce Rugby and basketball
poor games. As a matter of fact, both
are clean, healthy sports and require
more discipline than does baseball.
These same students voice a sugges-
tion that baseball alone be played by
the students. Such an argument is
truly absurd. Except Stanford, St.
Mary's is the largest boarding College
in the State of California, and if other
smaller institutions can put teams on
the field to cope in every sport, why
cannot St. Mary’s? Defeat, of course,
must sometimes be experienced. We
cannot expect to excel in every branch
of athletics. Because the Rugby and
basketball teams suffered defeat in their
infancy, they should not be discour-
aged. The victories of our opponents
were due in large measure to our lack
of knowledge of the sports. We have
material and latent ability galore, and
we have but to develop it properly.
“Rome was not built in a day”, neither
can we expect to win while, as yet, the
newly introduced sports have hardly
gained a foothold. Every sport re-
quires a certain amount of instinct, on
the part of both players and enthusi-
asts. It is evident that a Rugby in-
stinct must grow at St. Mary’s. Our
contemporary institutions have a foot-
ball instinct that is easily converted
towards Rugby; but our most weighty
handicap lies in the fact that football
has been tabooed at St. Mary’s for some
nine years, and the prevailing spirit is
consequently antagonistic to football in
general. Our Rugby instinct should be
quickly developed and, when it assumes
the proportions of our present baseball
enthusiasm, then will we have a Rugby
fifteen to boast of.

T D=
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AFFIRMATION THE STARTING POINT
OF PHILOSOPHY

start with doubt? Should man
regard himself as an isolated
_ being, a being obliged to think
as if nobody had ever thought before
hlrp, as if none of the fundamental
principles of reason had ever been
recognized and formulated? In his
philosophical investigation has he no
other mode of progress than the doubt
called methodical or speculative? Is
philosophical thought conditioned by
doubt?

Evidently not. The primitive atti-
tqde c_>f the mind is trust; and hence
historically as well as logically affirma-
tion precedes negation. Man is a social
being; he is taught. He accordingly
is helped by the labors of his ancestors
and contemporaries alike. “Human-
ity”, says Pascol, “is like a man who
lives on, and learns.” Seneca tells us
that “our ancestors are our guides, but
not our masters. Every man can claim
the truth, but no man can ever monop-
olize it; and future ages will have a
large share in that inheritance.”

SHOULD philosophical thought

In conceding that our ancestors are
our guides, the thought of Seneca sets
forth clearly whatever is just and rea-
sonable in the method of authority;
and in declaring that they are not our
masters he eliminates from it all its
dangerous and erroneous elements.
The thought of Seneca also excludes
whatever is exaggerated and false in
the method of Descartes, which con-
sists in doubting all accepted opinions,
all the traditions and teachings of the
past,—in short, all acquired knowledge.

To be a philosopher, one need not
doubt, even speculatively, like Des-
cartes ; one has to look for the reasons
of things, the principles, causes and
laws which explain them; and one
looks for them in so far as he believes
in them.

A skeptic is not a philosopher,—that
is, a wise man, a lover of wisdom. Ab-
solute skepticism removes the very
possibility of science and virtue, which

are the basis of wisdom.

“If man must needs doubt in order to
philosophize, those who have possessed
themselves of the essential certainties
of science without ever being conscious
of the blighting influence of doubt,
could not accordingly be philosophers.
But why should it be forbidden to look
for light with light, and why should
we begin by putting out all light in
order to see more clearly.”—OQOlle La-
prune.

In philosophy, as in every other sci-
ence, we must start and proceed with
affirmation. We must affirm accepted
truth, and principles which are the very
ba§1s of reason; we must affirm ac-
quired results, known and determined
fa§t_s, laws discovered and tested. The
critical examination of the starting
point and of the processes of reason,
of the value of facts in themselves, and
of laws, systems and methods, can be
undertaken with profit and without
-sod ur s1 purr 9y} uaym LJuo ‘ra3uep
scssi(?n of essential ideas, when it has
acqt}lfec! a certain consistency by
familiarity with the principles which
underlie all knowledge.

We should, in the first place, develop
the instinct of faith rather than that of
negation and doubt. Man does not
live on negation and doubt. Knowl-
edge is not sufficient for action. Faith
is necessary. Man must believe. “Our
belief, not our knowledge, makes us
strong,” said Maine de Biran. A dis-
position much too prevalent in our age
is to find fault more readily than to
approve. To speak of authors only,
we are prone to strive to expose their
defects before making their qualities
known. A spirit of literary skepticism,
against which it is important to pro-
tect our studies, tends to corrupt taste,
or at least to blunt the sense of the
beautiful and to paralyze the faculty
of admiration. In order to give our
studies a lasting foundation, we should
begin with the development of respect
and admiration. Respect, in education,
is an element of the highest order; lit-
erature and morality alike find in it
their advantage.
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In his “Souvenirs of Childhood and
Youth,” Renan pays the following trib-
ute to Mgr. Dupauloup: “He was a
matchless evocator of thought. His
faculty of eliciting the possible sum of
intellectual activity from each of his
students had no equal.”

In every study the exercise of the
critical sense is needed; for in every
study, even the simplest, it is necessary
to observe, to reflect, to distinguish, to
discern shades of difference, and to

that it does not elicit thought nor spur
the will on to noble things. The criti-
cal sense is necessary in the sense that
without its exercise our thoughts hang
loosely together, and lack the finish of
excellence.

The critical sense is accordingly
good, but it has nothing in common
with the skeptical habit of mind. It is
never separated from the dogmatic
faculty, and is not by itself the end of

guard against hasty conclusions. education.

Pasteur was very fond of exercising
his critical faculty; but he recognized

SING, BOYS, SING

Sing, boys, sing,
Let your voices ring
Out into the night
Your thrilling, rolling strain,
With tenor vein—
My delight.

From our hearts
Every care departs,

"Neath your spell of song,
Whose gentle magic power
In evening hour,

Lingers long.

From their sleep

Recalled, the wood-birds peep
In vain for morning light,

So pale the moonlight gleams!

They dream new dreams
Strangely bright.

Soft and sweet,
Moon and music meet

In the silver mist;
And gently, surging, rise
By higher skies

To be kissed.

Sing, boys, sing,
What rest and comfort bring,
Your organ-like refrains
Pour out your golden song;
Not long, not long,
School remains.

-—F. C.

F.

Ghe Collegian

CHRISTMAS REVERIE

OU ask me to write about Christmas;
Y What! I with life’s mountains of ill
A-hiding the rosy horizon,
Where boyhood drank joy to the fill?

As well ask the crow to croak cheerful,
Or evil-eyed serpent to smile,
As try with the iris-hued bubble
Of Christmas my mind to beguile.

The dreams of those times come not often,
With freshness, like light-hearted morn,
A-knocking at heart-doors long bolted
And healing the soul sorrow-torn.

Yet sometimes the child’s old tin whistle
Will waken the echoes of yore,

And dumplings and Christmas-tree odors
W ll savor of childhood’s fond store.

And even old Jack Frost will glisten,
With crystals we now feel so chill,
And dearest old Santy has trinkets—
We long our old stockings he’d fill.

Why, haven’t I spoken of Christmas,
Unwittingly dwelt on the past?

All things are a-brightened about me,
A spell on my mind has been cast.

Life’s sere falling leaves have refreshened,
Mem’ry’s seeds that had shriveled and lain

Are springing and budding and blooming
With youth’s purest joys once again.

"Twould seem the sweet Child has been list'ning,
That Child whom the angels obeyed,

When the stars on Judea’s deep purple
To Bethle’'m’s stable had strayed.

He heard my sad heart’s cry of sorrow,
He washed out my blackness of woe,

He whispered of hope for a Christmas
Where sadness and guilt never go.

God bless you for asking the question,
My answer, Collegians, you've read:
May Christmas with blessings in plenty

On each of my readers be shed.

—RHYMESTER.

*a5
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COLLEGE ITEMS

past twenty-five years has been

a member of the faculty of St.

Mary’s, was lately transferred
to St. Joseph’s Academy in Berkeley.
The former students remember Brother
Joseph as the professor of Latin and
Greek; in recent years he acted as
coach for students who were lacking
in the regular requirements for en-
trance into the College classes. We all
wish him success in his new field of
labor.

BROTHER JOSEPH, who for the

The opening lecture of the regular
winter course was given on the even-
ing of the 19th ult. The subject, “An-
cient Egypt”, was made doubly inter-
esting by several illustrations thrown
on the canvas. Brother Bernard, the
speaker of the evening, spent several
years in Egypt and while there gath-
ered many valuable and rare pictures
of the historic ruins of that famous
land. As a prelude to his remarks,
Brother Bernard discussed the object
of the winter series of lectures and
urged upon the students the import-
ance of cobperating with the faculty in
their efforts to make the lectures in-
teresting and instructive.

A new library case has been built in
the Senior Class room of the Science
Department. The improvement was
made necessary by the steady additions
of new books and magazines relative to
the studies of the Scientific Course.

In regular meeting assembled, the
Juniors chose their class officers for
the year. Considerable enthusiasm at-
tended the nominating speeches. Hugh
Carroll was unanimously chosen for
Class Historian ; Joseph M. Collins was
electgd President; H. O. Beck, Vice-
President; C. J. Hillman, Secretary;

W.7J. Donnelly, Treasurer; J. P. Doran,
Censor.

The Bank this year is numerically
stronger than its predecessors of sev-
eral years. The students of this depart-
ment are a progressive body. Class
President Andriano is much enthused
over the telegraphic system about to
be installed. The 'o8 Bankers are -le-
signing their own class pin.

A few days spent at College by Ed-
die Burns, Charley Enwright, Harry
Hooper, Joe Joyce and Willie Thomp-
son, ‘'was a source of pleasure to us all.
Old times were gone over, and new
friendships formed. These ‘07 stars of
the diamond sallied to the call to play
against the Honolulu team; but the un-
beaten champions of ’o7, through lack
of practice, fell unwilling victims to
the darts of Barney Jov.

Announcement is made by Business
Manager Reginald Guichard that
bound volumes of THE COLLEGIAN are
now ready for sale. These volumes are
limited in number, and can be had at a
reasonable price. Every student should
have a set for his home library.

The staff of Tue CoLLEGIAN visited
the Sacred Heart Auditorium in San
Francisco November g9th, to witness
the presentation of the “Pied Piper of
Hamelin”, by the students of the Sa-
cred Heart College. The musical com-
edy in three acts is based on Robert
Browning’s popular poem of the same
name. All were well pleased with the
efforts of the young actors. The libret-
to was written by Brother Leo, pro-
fessor of English at Sacred Heart Col-
lege.

Following old and cherished cus-
toms, Ye Howl, the good-natured sheet
of satire and fun, jostled into College
activities on the morning of the 4th of
November. No one in particular bore
the brunt of the Howl’s “jokes”, the
editors merely desired to start tongues
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wagging, and to come back later with
items to suit their purpose. The
scheme worked charmingly. The sup-
posed victims of Ye Howl were stirred
up to vengeance. Being a Senior pub-
lication, naturally its contents refer to
under-classmen; the wrath of the
“underlings” came back, guised in the
garb of another sheet styled The
Kicker, in which the fountains of satire
burst forth on its initial appearance.
Ye Howl came out in a second and
more elaborate edition, which up to
date has stemmed The Kicker’s torrent
of invectives.

Mr. J. T. Gowland has been secured
as trainer to develop the aspirants to
Rugby fame into sterling athletes.
Rugby is a new branch of field sport at
St. Mary’s, and this fact, coupled with
lack of training, is largely responsible
for the poor showing of our Rugby
squad. It is the intention of the trainer
to continue practice until the begin-
ning of the baseball season. Trainer
Gowland’s initial move resulted in the
installation of a “training table”. There
he may be daily seen leading his co-
horts in an assault on the chef’s pro-
ductions.

“Hal” Chase, our last year coach, is
back again in the land of perpetual
baseball. “Hal” dropped out to Col-
lege a few days since and partook of a
“good old College square”. He will
again coach the Phoenix the coming
season, and with the material at hand,
he is optimistic for another All-Cali-
fornia sweep by the Phoenix boys.

The Freshmen Class has broken into
polite society. The “Babies” were
wise in electing class officers, for they
now have some representation among
the powers that be. A glance at the
board of officers reflects due credit on
the good judgment of the “Freshies”
in their choice of representatives:
President, Clifford Russell; Vice-Presi-
dent, Charles T. Moul; Secretary,

Thomas P. Hogan. Where is your
class poet, Freshmen?

The Physical Laboratory and Lec-
ture Hall was recently furnished with
new oak mission style chairs. The
chairs have been specially designed for
lecture hall purposes and give a fin-
ished appearance to the room. Hither-
to, the dean of this department expe-
rienced difficulty in retaining such mo-
bile articles of furniture, and hence, the
new chairs are fastened to the floor
with iron cleats of the O-Beck type.

To the lot of Frank Hart and Will-
iam Burke fell the honor of winning
the championship handball tournament
for the class A doubles; and this brace
of knights of the alley pocketed the
prize money. Consistent playing
throughout, coupled with good head-
work, enabled them to down all com-
petitors. Hughes and Norton opposed
the winners in the finals, and were
given second prize.

Halloween was fittingly observed by
the students in the annual “burying of
the jinks”. Two buglers rallied the
warriors to the campus, where a pro-
cession was formed, with “Tommy”
Sheehan swinging the baton.  The
auspiciousness of the ceremony was en-
hanced by the presence of two old
“grads”, George Poultney, ’o5, and
“King” Brady, '06, both of whom were
called upon for speeches. The “jinks”,
—Stacey Haskell’'s old chapeau,—was
next solemnly interred. But the “jinks”
refused to remain earthed. The Rugby
squad continued for some time on the
toboggan. The reappearance of the
“hoodoo” is ascribed to the failure to
follow the advice of “King” Brady, to
bury the owner with the hat.

On the 25th of October, the College
Orchestra journeyed to Antioch, where
they contributed the musical numbers
of a finished program for the benefit of
the Catholic Church of that town.
Reginald Guichard rendered a few se-
lected baritone solos; Professor F.
Schorcht led the Orchestra.
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Throughout the month of November,
Father Moore, C. S. P., continued his
serial course of lectures on Philosophy.
The ethical systems of Kant, Mill and
Spencer were discussed in turn by the
lecturer, and their correlation noted.
These lectures are of considerable ben-
efit to the students of logic and mental
philosophy.

The Commercial Club is a new one
at St. Mary’s. The club comprises the
Bank and First Commercial classes.
The object of its organization is to
stimulate interest in affairs of business
life, for which the students of the Com-
mercial Department are fitting them-
selves. The officers plan to invite men
prominent in the business professions
to address the members on topics akin
to their course. Following appear the
officers’ names: John F. Fallon, Presi-
dent; Henry Gianella, Vice-President ;
Grant Porter, Secretary; Marshall
Dodd, Treasurer.

Carl Eisenschimel, Government Ex-
aminer of Forged and Contested Hand-
writing, addressed the student body on
the evening of the 12th ult. The emi-
nent authority was the guest of the
Commercial Club. Mr. Eisenschimel is
a pleasing talker. He distinguished be-
tween handwriting proper and forging.
By means of large photographs of
drafts, the expert traced in detail the
clever forgery of Carl. Becker, the
prince of forgers, of that notorious
Woodland draft which was raised from
twelve to twenty-two thousand dollars.
The speaker further contrasted the
crude work of Nettie R. Craven in con-
nection with the celebrated James G.
Fair will contest.

Some weeks ago the Academic
Classes made a very good showing in

a free-hand drawing exhibit. A large
amount of good work was shown. The
Fourth Academic gave proof of a good
beginning; the pupils have learned to
produce neat copies of the elementary
models. J. Maguire deserves special
mention. The Third Academic B gave
evidence of interest in their work. The
following excel: M. Pistolesi, J. Wick-
man, D. Pantoskey, C. Hendricks, H.
Magee, H. Remmer, T. Davie. The
Third Academic A presented fine work
in original designing. G. Starrett, L
Wing, M. Parker, R. Ramirez, F.
O’Connell, were the best. The Second
Academic showed work drawn from
charts. The students are mastering the
principles of object-drawing and have
made a fair beginning. Special men-
tion is due to C. Churchill, H. Culbert-
son, Walter Brown, William Brown, A.
Doyte, E. O'Rourke. Progress is being
made continually and a gratifying ex-
hibit is expected shortly before Christ-
mas.

Quite recently a large number of stu-
dents from the Commercial Department
of the College received honorable men-
tion in the columns of the “Bulletin”
from Mr. A. N. Palmer of Cedar Rap-
ids, Iowa, for excellence in penman-
ship. These young “ink slingers” are
prepared to “meet all comers” in the
coast contest for a gold medal, which
will take place next spring.

On the 4th of November, Mr. Allan
McDonald, father of Brother Aldrick,
died at Georgetown, P. E. L., at the age
of ninety-three. During the summer
vacation Brother Aldrick visited his old
home and left his aged father in good
health. We ask the prayers of our
readers for the repose of his soul.

LR DORAN:
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I increase. During the month

three applications were filed

with the secretary, and several

more students have signified their in-

tentions to join the literary men. Not

in the history of its existence has the

society been so prosperous. The meet-

ings are well attended and interest in

debates and essays is encouraging.

Upder its new motto, “Nil sine Nu-

mine”, A. P. G. U. promises several
surprises in things literary.

The entertainment ‘which took place
on Tuesday evening, the 26th ult., ful-
filled the expectations of the committee
in charge. The members are jubilant
over their success. The selection from
“The Bells” was so successful that
President Doran announces that the
society will stage a drama early in the
spring.

In the hurry of reorganization, the
old members of the A. P. G. U. over-
looked a ceremony which has been tra-
ditional with the retirement of its Past
Presidents. During the year 1906-'07,
the unparalleled success of the society
was due mainly to Edward I. Barry,
o7. It was through his efforts that
victory was wrested in debate from the
S. S. S. S. The present members in
meeting assembled passed a vote of
thanks to the erstwhile President.

‘_‘V_Vell rendered”, was the unanimous
opinion expressed by the faculty and
students at the final curtain-drop of the
A. P. G. U. entertainment on No-
vember 26th. On that evening the
literary men filled the boards, and
after two hours of drama and
vaudeville, bowed themselves off
the stage, amid the applause of their
auditors. Few members of the student
body realized that there was such ex-
ceptional talent in the literary society.

Many members of A. P. G. U. were
unaware of the versatile talents of their
fellow members until the Thanksgiving
Day eptertainment, with its drama,
recitations and sweetly sung solos,
came along.

The most enjoyable number of the
A. P. G. U. program was the prison
scene from “The Bells”, in which
Charles Moul interpreted the character
of Mathias. Mr. Moul has exceptional
histrionic ability, his voice is strong
and pleasing, his action and pose are
as near perfect as any judge of amateur
stage-craft could consistently desire.
The character of Mathias is a very diffi-
cult one to portray, but the clever man-
ner in which Mr. Moul enacted the role
is still gossip around the College. Mr.
Moul was ably supported by R. W.
Merrick, P. B. Sheehan, T. L. Smith
and J. P. Doran. Following an over-
ture by the A. P. G. U. Orchestra, Pres-
ident R. J. Doran addressed the audi-
ence, dwelling briefly on the thoughts
suggested by Thanksgiving Day. Fol-
lowing President Doran’s remarks,
John J. Burke delighted the audience
with several catchy solos. John P.
Doran recited Wallace Irwin’s pretty
little story of the San Francisco earth-
guake, entitled “You Sabe Me”. Will-
iam Burke rendered a selection on the
piano. Professor J. B. Quinlan gave
his auditors some glimpses of the beau-
ties of Milton. The professor’s offer-
ings more than fulfilled the expecta-
tions aroused by his unique title, “Em-
erald Thoughts”. W. L. Kidston kept
his listeners in a state of continual
laughter. Mr. Kidston’s efforts evoked
several encores and he was allowed to
leave the stage only when the audience
had wearied itself laughing. Some ap-
propriate remarks by the Presider:t
Brother Vellesian, wound up the pro-‘
gr?’r’n. which all pronounced “the best
yet'l:
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LONGING

LET us from this gloomy shore,
O This earthly home of mortal clay,

To some more lofty heights upsoar,
Where Truth will know a better day;
Yes, far from thee, deceitful world,
In some fair land where all is bright,
Our hearts may feel the bliss they crave
In Hope's dear home of true delight.

Yet still there are ungenial ties
Which bind the soul in fetters here,
On them the blame of falsehood lies,
Of Passion’s wildest, bitter tear;
'Midst shifting scenes, now sad, now gay,
The soul in wonder seems to dwell,
Of happy moments loved too well.
And dies in dreaming o’er life’s sea

—CHARLES T. MOUL.

LAMENT OF CRUSCE

BANDONED, forsaken, until not a trace,

A Or a vestige of hope, nor the sight of a face

Is left, and I see but the rock and the wave

That moans out its song in the night as I rave;
And I hear the hyena’s shrill laughter, as I
Vainly peer o’er the bluffs, a proud ship to espy;
As I glance for a moment across the blue sea;
The chimes of the forest seem calling to me;
And the stream from the hill, rushing down to the wave,
Rings a mocking despair to the depths of the cave.
When, lo, a white sail I espy in the west!
"Tis gone like the night at the day-god’s behest!
"Tis 1dle to hope, and I madly despair
As I dash through the night while the winds toss my hair,
And T glance with the eyeballs, the blood-sploches hide,
Toward the moon-lighted rocks, and the wreck-laden tide.
The stars twinkle forth toward a blightness at sea,
But shadowy forms. between it and me,
Arise as I gaze, and it fades from my sight
I.ike a meteor’s flash in the gloom of the night.

—JOHN ]J. BURKE.
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ALUMNI

E have been asked several
V‘/ times: “How many clergy-
men graduated from St
Mary’s?”  After consulting
the Alumni Register we find that the
following received their degrees at the
College: Rev. E. P. Hayes, ’75; Imo-
gene, Ia.; Very Rev. A. P. Doyle, ’75,
CLi5: Bl Washington, 140, 7 Rew. ] 1.
Coyle, 76, S. F.; Rev. J. E. Cottle, '77,
San Francisco; Rev. ]J. J. Sullivan, ’77,
Redwood, Cal.; Rev. M. D. Connolly,
'78, San Francisco; Rev. E. J. Doran, '79,
Healdsburg, Cal.; Rev. C. E. O’'Neile,
82, San Francisco; Rev. P. E. Mulli-
gan,, . /83,)iSan (Erancisco; (Rewv. . ¢l
Nunan, ‘87, Pomona, Cal.; Rev. E. P.
Dempsey, ’87, Oakland; Rev. J. B.
Hannigan, '88, San Francisco; Rev. W.
J. Deeney, ’9o, 'S. J., Santa ‘Clara;
Rev. J. A. McAuliffe, ‘90, Pleasanton,
Cal.; Rev. E. J. Nolan, 91, San Pablo,
Calt s/ Revii ] T Faylor, Tor S T Spo-
kane, Wash.; Rev. P. T. Collopy, '94,
San Rafael, Cal.; Rev. W. P. Sullivan,
07 San "V EranciScos s "ReviENWL (AL
Hughes, '97, San Francisco; Rev. E. T.
Mallon, 98, C. S. P., Chicago; Rev.
E. J. Mullaly, ‘99, C. S. P., Chicago;
Rev. H. 1. Stark, ‘99, C. S. P., San Fran-
cisco; Rev. O. A. Welsh, g9, C. S. P.,
Chicago; Rev. W. M. Hughes, ‘oo,
Pasadena, Cal.; Rev. T. J. Kennedy,
‘o1, Oakland ; Rev. T. A. Crimmins, 'oT1,
San Francisco; Rev. J. P. Towey, ‘oz,
@5 P Washmgton,” D.C.5 Rew. 1]
W. Allen, ’85, deceased.

October 8th was a gala day at Imo-
gene, Ia. On that day the Rev. E. P.
Hayes, 75, after nineteen years of tire-
less labor, had the pleasure of seeing
his new academy, St. Patrick’s, dedi-
cated. The building is of four stories,
finished with all modern conveniences,
costing $14,000, and owing to Father
Hayes' wonderful energy, is all paid
for. After being erected it was found
too small to accommodate all the chil-
dren of the parish, so Father Hayes
purchased a near-by Lutheran Church
at a cost of $800, which serves as a
preparatory department for the acad-
emy. After the dedicatory ceremonies
at the school, the procession of clergy,

NOTES

societies and children proceeded to the
Catholic cemetery, where the entrance
arch, a work costing $500, was blessed
by the Bishop. A Calvary Group, four-
teen feet high, with figures all life size,
was also blessed. This group in bronze
costing $2,000 was erected by Father
Hayes to the memory of his brother.

We congratulate the Rev. Father
Hayes on the completion of his splen-
did work, and hope that he may be
spared for many years to enjoy the
fruit of his labors.

On November 17th, Hon. M. T.
Dooling, '80, delivered an eloquent ad-
dress in Golden Gate Park, San Fran-
cisco, on the California Missions. The
orator dwelt on the labors of the ven-
erable Padre Junipero Serra, whose
statue was unveiled and accepted by
the City of San Francisco on the occa-
sion.

Daniel C. Murphy, '88, was elected
Supervisor in San Francisco at the late
election.

George W. Poultney, ‘o3, the big ex-
catcher of the Phoenix team, is again
with us. George is not now a student;
he is with the Idora Park Opera Com-
pany, but prefers living at his Alma
Mater.

Frank J. Ferguson, 'o5, our erst-
while star pitcher of the Phoenix team,
is at present engaged in engineering
work with the Southern Pacific at
Campo, in San Diego county. Frank
expects to leave there by the end of the
year.

H. J. MclIsaac, ‘96, has been revt.ain‘ed
2s counsel in the now noted Wilkins
murder case.

The mother of the Rev. T. J. Ken-
nedy, ‘o1, died in Alameda on Novem-
ber 17th. At the mass of requiem
Rev. E. P. Dempsey, ‘87, was celebrant
and Rev. T. A. Crimmins acted as sub-
deacon. The sympathies of all at St.
Mary’s are tendered Father Kennedy.
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EXCHANGES

of October is The Manhattan

Quarterly. This issue is re-

plete with good stories, fine
essays and musical verse. Especially
interesting did we find the essay, “Is
Every Man a Liar?” An article on
“The Pastor and the School”, from the
pen of Brother Anthony, is an able
paper from the teacher’s view point.
There is also an excellent article on
“Galileo and the Church”, by an alum-
nus, and an address on “Columbus”, by
the Rev. M. P, Smith, \C.'S. P:

O UR best exchange for the month

The October number of the Abbey
Student opens with a short poem, “In
the Sere”, which is indeed worthy of
praise. ‘“Josephine” is the title of an
essay, or rather an historical character
sketch of the French empress. A broad
minded writer gives us a very interest-
ing and a well written essay on Edgar
Allen Poe, the “Virginian Poet”. He
pleads for Poe as a lawyer would for
his client. He holds that Poe should
not be discarded because of his ten-
dency to imbibe too freely of the bead-
ed liquor. The series of interesting
and good, sensible essays is capped
with a short story, “Unconscious Simil-
itude”, which is as interesting as the
title is quaint.

After a long absence the Southern
Collegian has paid us a visit. Among
the best essays that we have read this
season appears in this issue under the
heading “Child Labor in the South”.
The writer gives us a vivid description
of the poor little Southern child under
fifteen years of age battling his way
through life with a few paltry cents
per day as a recompense for his toil.
The writer maintains that “if the South
is to break the shackles of the present
system, and reinstate the freedom of
childhood ere her social prestige suc-
cumbs to the onslaught of the cruel
mill, the common conscience of the in-
dividual states must pierce the sophis-
tries by which magnates are binding
their children to the mills, and write its
solicitudes and compassions in the
terms of law.”

This number is interspersed with
thoughtful and humorous verses.

The Furman Echo, while very neat
in appearance, is not up to its usual
standard. The verse we consider very
good, but the stories could be much
improved. While some of the writers
may have had good plots in view, they
evidently forgot them before finishing.
Some are entirely too disconnected,
and we imagine that one writer must
have taken a “long draw” on the pipe,
and then evolved his story. The paper
on “A New Theory for the Solution of
the Tariff Question” is timely and is
plainly the result of serious investiga-
tion.

After a careful review of the first
issue of the new volume of The Uni-
versity Magazine of North Carolina, I
come to the conclusion that this paper
has started out on the right path, and
if its editors can keep up the gait, the
magazine will be in the van of college
journalism. The poems are elevating
in spirit and choice in rythm. From
our point of view the best essay is
“The Climax in Corneille’s Cid”. This
is a well written critical paper. The
best story is “The Complicity of Nero”,
which contains a good plot and is in-
terestingly written. We agree with the
views of the new ex-man as to his and
our duties.

We welcome the Tennessee Uni-
versity Magazine. This being its first
appearance, we cannot fairly judge of
its character as a representative uni-
versity journal. But we can say that
the contents, though meagre in quan-
tity, are first class in quality. “An In-
jured Lover” and “The Ghost Story”
are the titles of two good short stories.
The verse is excellent, especially “The
Passing Queen” and “Phantasy”. We
hope to see the magazine monthly on
our table.

The appearance of The Georgian is
neat and tasty and the material make-

-up is good. The paper is well balanced
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in well arranged departments. This
issue follows the general trend of col-
lege journals by opening with a poem.
Following this is a well written story,
and then verse, stories and essays, va-
ried in style and subject, all in well
arranged order. The editorials deal
with matters that are highly interest-
ing and important. We hope to see
the good work begun in this issue con-
tinue through the successive numbers.

The St. John’s Collegian for the
month of October did not come up to
our expectation. We were prepared,
from reading last year’s issues, to en-
joy a good story or a good, thoughtful
essay, but we were much surprised at
seeing neither. True, there are two
fine addresses in this issue, but we
hardly think that they should be the
main articles in the journal. We hope
to see you resume your old-time form
in your next issue.

We always find an abundance of
pleasure and entertainment in reading
the contents of The Vassar Mis-
cellany. The titles of the articles which
appear in the journal are not unusually
attractive or novel, but the names of
the authors of these articles certainly
are. The index table of authors is

monopolized with “Marjories”,
“Gladys”, | ‘‘Everetts”, “Adelaides”,
“Carolines”, “Florences”, ‘“Montgom-
erys” and other  high-sounding,

mouth-straining names, but seldom is
it blessed with the good old name
“Sal” or “Annie” or “Mary”. We are
not objecting to the use of these col-
lege-manufactured names, but we cer-
tainly would like to see some writer
on the Miscellany come out and sign
her name plain “Mary Jane” instead of
“Marjorie Jeanette”. The surprise in
such an event would give us as much
pleasure as the reading of any one of
the many first-class articles which the
Miscellany always contains. In the
October number the article entitled
“Music and Childhood” gave us the
most pleasure. It is not a ponderous
article, but a light, true account of the
relationship existing between music
and childhood days. We have to com-

pliment the author of “Music and
Childhood” on her very pleasing arti-
cle, and have also to ask the editor, or
editress rather, of the Miscellany to

give us more articles like “Music and
Childhood”.

The Loretto Pioneer is not rated as
one of our best exchanges, but it is,
nevertheless, one of the few student
journals that we take delight in read-
ing. Why? Well, simply because it
represents student efforts and repre-
sents the literary talent of the Loretto
Heights Academy. When a magazine
is the work of young students, who
give every effort to make their paper
readable, it is, no matter how meagre
or inferior its literary material, a maga-
zine which most ex-men find pleasure
in perusing. We would rather see one
academy or high-school magazine which
represents the genuine efforts of its
young editors than half a dozen uni-
versity journals whose editors, while
talented and capable, look upon their
work as a necessary evil. The Loretto
Pioneer is a journal published primari-
ly by students who are very much in
earnest in their undertaking, and for
that reason its pages contain a wel-
come freshness. The only real fault
we can find with The Loretto Pioneer
rests with its printer. Why doesn’t
he set the title headings so as to catch
the eye and balance the page? The
November number contains some very
pleasing verse.

Since our last issue we acknowledge
the receipt of: The Sorosis, The Sola-
nian, Mt. Angel Collegian, Student
Record, St. Jerome Schoolman, Niagara
Rainbow, Academia, Loretto Crescent,
University of N. C. Magazine, Morn-
ing Star, Holy Cross Purple, St. Igna-
tius’ Collegian, Agnetian, Exponent,
Mt. St. Joseph’s Collegian, Fleur de
Lis, U. of Ottawa, St. Joseph’s Colle-
gian, Viatorian, Normal Echo, Xave-
rian, Nazarine, College Reflector, Caro-
linian, Mercerian, Hollis Quarterly,
Guilford Collegian, Patrician, The
Laurel, S. V. C. Student, Marquette
Journal, Queen’s Journal and Loretto

Pioneer.
RO KEEFE,
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WITH THE BOOKMEN

The Protestant Reformation. By
Rev. Charles Coppen, S. J. B. Herder,
St. Louis, Mo. Price, 40 cents.

Within the scope of 21,000 words
Father Coppen has put together in logi-
cal sequence and historical accuracy the
main facts of the origin and spread of
the Protestant Reformation. The es-
sential characteristics of the events and
leading actors are presented in their
naked truth in a calm, dispassionate
narrative.

Redundant details are kept out.
The book is written for busy readers;
the author leaves them to judge for
themselves whether a reform founded
in revolt and propagated by violence,
injustice, cruelty, confiscation and
slaughter, is the work of God.

The little book of Father Coppen
finds its “raison d’etre” at this time, in
the events which are taking place in
France; for they constitute a parallel
of what was done in every country in
Europe where and when the Reforma-
tion was introduced. The points treated
are: How Lutheranism promulgated,
the Origin of the Anabaptists and Bap-
tists, the Origin of Calvinism, the in-
troduction of Protestantism in Eng-
land, Scotland, Sweden, Denmark, Nor-
way, Iceland and the other countries of
Europe. The narrative is clear and
concise; it carries the reader along and
opens out to him many side-paths of
investigation for further study. The
parallel drawn between the character
of Luther and Calvin gives the key to
the wide difference existing between
Lutheranism and Calvinism. In it we
find a corroboration of Brunetiere’s
assertion that Calvin changed the con-
cept of religion: he substituted intel-
lectualism for charity, individualism for
obedience, and religious aristocracy for
the humility and poverty of Bethle-
hem. The Humanists are not over-
looked in this little book. They are
presented to the reader in their true
role of insiduous fomentors of revolt
through their learning and eloquence.
In every page we find such a valuable
store of historical facts about the
Reformation—the central event of
modern history—that we would wish

to have this little book in the hands of
all the youth of the country. It is very
neatly and tastefully gotten up. An
index and a limited bibliography would
be very helpful to the general reader.

Morning. By James Whitcomb
Riley. The Bobbs-Merrill Company,
Indianapolis.

We have purposely delayed review-
ing this volume of poems from the pen
of James Whitcomb Riley. For the
past month we have picked up the book
daily and have always found pleasure
in perusing one or two of the Hoosier
poet’s beautiful songs. We have
learned that Riley is a poet who may be

read with profit at almost any time’

and in almost any place; we have also
learned that he is a poet who, like
Longfellow, appeals to the common
people, and can construct a poem full
of feeling upon the most commonplace
subject. We repeat that we have de-
layed reviewing this book and give as
a reason that we were afraid we would
lay the volume aside permanently, once
we had put our impressions into print.
James Whitcomb Riley is entirely too
valuable a friend to part with. “Morn-
ing” contains seventy-one poems, most
of which are three or four stanzas in
length. Which of these seventy-one
poems is best, we would not venture
to say. Poetry is a fickle subject, based
chiefly upon the emotions, and the
verses that appeal strongly to us would
perhaps not hold the same charms for
other readers. Certain it is, however,
that of the seventy odd poems there is
not one that is not worthy of the stamp
of genuine poetry. Riley has published
something like twenty-six volumes of
poetry, each of which has been received
favorably and all of which are in great
demand at the present time. While
some of the poems in “Morning” are
sad, most of them are significant of the
title of the book—light, crisp, cheerful.
The opening poem addressed to morn-
ing strikes the keynote of the volume:
“Breath of Morning—breath of May—
With your zest of yesterday

And crisp, balmy freshness smite

Our old hearts with Youth’s delight.”
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The Mystery of Cleverly. By George
Barton. Benziger Brothers, New York,
Cincinnati, Chicago. Price, 85 cents.

The first thing that impressed and
pleased us in “The Mystery of Clev-
erly” is the unusually attractive cover
design. We admit all that has been
said about the inability of telling a
book by its binding, but covers such as
the one found on the work mentioned
do much towards enticing buyers and
readers. “The Mystery of Cleverly” is
bound in light green, with pure white
lettering. The design, which is well
finished and evidently drawn by an
artist who knows his business, depicts
a young man arduously pursuing his
studies in the white glare of a study-
lamp. George Barton, the author, has
a story to tell and has the knack of
telling it. That the book contains
plenty of life and begins at the begin-
ning may be learned from these lines,
which open the initial chapter: “If
you fellows don’t open that door and
let me in there’ll be trouble in this town
before long.” We are strongly tempt-
ed to give a brief synopsis of “The
Mystery of Cleverly”, but in justice to
our readers, to whom we might prema-
turely unravel a plot which they will
unquestionably find pleasure in unfold-
ing themselves, we banish the tempta-
tion. The one fault to be found with
“The Mystery of Cleverly” lies in the
chapter headings, which are frequently
too long and explicit. Chapter head-
ings should intensify, not lessen sus-
pense.

The Guild Boys at Ridingdale. By
Rev. David Bearne, S. J. Bobbs-Mer-
rill Company, Indianapolis. Price, $.85.

We thought when Father Bearne
published “Melor of the Silver Hand”
that his clerical duties would not per-
mit his bringing out another book so
soon with which to tickle our fiction
palate. We are pleased that we erred
in so thinking; for the Rev. David
Bearne has found time to publish, not
one, but two books within the last six
months. The latest products of his pen
are “The Guild Boys Play at Riding-
dale” and “New Boys at Ridingdale”.
It is hardly necessary to give a de-
tailed review of these works. Every-

body who consults the book-reviewing

departments of current magazines

knows that Father Bearne is unequaled
as a writer of boy stories and knows
that when he is interested in his work
he always turns out stories well worth
reading. Obviously, he was absorbed
in his good work when he wrote his
two last productions. FEach of these
two books contains seven stories, not
one of which is built upon an uninter-
esting or overworked plot.

Days Off. By Henry Van Dyke.
Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York.

We dislike commenting upon the
cover and binding of every book we re-
view; in fact, after expending our lim-
ited vocabulary of adjectives on the
cover design of one, we concluded, un-
less some unusually attractively bound
volume found its way into our hands,
to ignore the bindings of books entire-
ly. And exactly two days after our
determination, the mail-man placed
“Days Off” in our letter-box. Now,
much as we are adverse to using trite
phrases we must say that “Days Off”
has the most artistic cover design we
have seen for many a moon. Tt will
be more than a few months before
Charles Scribner’s Sons, publishers of
the work, produce a cover design that
will please the eye as much as the cover
design of this book. Great would be
the injustice to the author, Henry Van
Dyke, were we to devote exclusive at-
tention to the binding of his book.
“Days Off” is a great triumph for the
publishers, but a greater triumph for
the author. Henry Van Dyke gives
twelve delightful accounts of the utiliz-
ing of holidays. We quote the titles
of the twelve separate impressions of
“spare days”: ‘“Among the Quantock
Hills”, “Between the Lupin and the
Laurel”, “A Holiday in Vacation”,
“His Other Vacation”, “Books that I
Loved as a Boy”, “Little Red Tom”,
“Silverhorns”, “Notions about Novels”,
“Some Remarks on Gulls”, “Levia-
than”, and “The Art of Leaving Off”.
The following short paragraph from “A
Holiday in Vacation” shows the plain
but vigorous English that Henry Van
Dyke employs in describing objects
and events: “Steadily the rain fell all
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that night, plentiful, persistent, drum-
ming on the tightened canvas over our
heads, waking us now and then to
pleasant thoughts of a rising stream and
good water for the morrow. Breaking
clouds rolled before the sunshine and
the lake was all a-glitter when we
pushed away in dancing canoes to find
the outlet. Easily and swiftly
the canoes glide along with the little
river, winding and -doubling through
the wide, wild field, traveling three
miles to gain one. The rushes nod and
glisten around us; the bending reeds
whisper as we push between them, cut-
ting across a point.” Here is another
pretty little quotation from “A Holiday
in Vacation”: “The low hills that have
been standing far away, come close to-
gether from either side, as if they meant
to bar any further passage; and the
dreamy river wakes up to wrestle its
way down the narrow valley. There
are no long, sleepy reaches, no wide,
easy curves, now; but sharp, quick
turns from one rocky ledge to another;
and enormous stones piled and scat-
tered along the river bed; and sudden
descents from level to level as if by the
broad steps of a ruined, winding stair-
way. The water pushes, and rushes,
and roars, and foams, and frets. o

In the chapter “Notions about Nov-
els”, De Quincy, Goldsmith, “Waver-
ly”, “Ivanhoe”, “Uncle Tom’s Cabin”,
“TLorna Doone” and many reputable
authors and well-known novels are

briefly but profitably discussed. In the
chapter dealing with novels we find the
lines, “the public always knows what
is interesting, provided it is pointed
out.” With our feeble voice we would
like to point out to THE COLLEGIAN
reading public that “Days Off” is one
of the few books of its kind that makes
interesting and profitable reading.

Edith Wharton’s widely-spoken-of
book, The Fruit of the Tree, will be
reviewed in our January number. We
could review the book in this issue,
but we are just crammed with impres-
sions of “The Fruit of the Tree” which
we have read in literary magazines, and
we prefer to wait until we lose these
impressions and are in a position to say
something original about the work.
Meanwhile, we will give “The Fruit
of the Tree” a second reading, for it is
a story worth reading twice—yes,
thrice.

Chas. Scribner’s Sons, New: York.

We have received the following
books from Benziger Brothers:

Thoughts on the Religious Life. By
Rev. F. X. Lasance. Price, $1.50."

The Gift of the King. By a Reli-
gious. Price, $.60.

The Miracles of Our Lord. By a Re-
ligious. Price, $.60.

The Friends of Jesus. By a Reli-
gious. Price, $.60.

—JOHN P. DORAN.

THE VAST ETERNITY

In the battle-field of life,

T IME rolls on and still we’re dropping,

And the many thousands yearly
Fall amid this earthly strife;

Still the days and hours fleeting
Tell to man that soon he’ll be,

Wafted by the winds of time,
On the ocean of eternity;

Death, the gate to hell or heaven,
Uninvited, opes today,

And tomorrow, through its portals,
Silently we glide away.

_H. W. GRAYSON.

of November seem to have been
overshadowed by a “jinks”. Our
Rugby team was overwhelmingly
outclassed by the second ’varsity
team of Stanford. They were also beaten
under trying circumstances by the University
of the Pacific team. Qur Phoenix team of
1907 was defeated by a picked professional
team and our basketball team suffered two
consecutive defeats at the hands of the Ala-
meda team. We hope soon to see a con-
vincing string of victories during the re-
mainder of the scholastic year. These de-
feats are the first important ones that St.
Mary’s has suffered in years, but this may
be accounted for by the fact that we for-
merly confined our athletics almost solely
to baseball. This year our first steps into
general athletics have been taken. We met
defeat, but there should be no room for dis-
couragement in the hearts of our athletes.
They must consider that defeat was to be
expected and was practically a foregone
conclusion. We trust that our athletes will
keep on trying, for it is a sign of absence of
spirit not to strive to regain lost laurels.

OUR athletic doings during the month

“Charley” Gowland, the trainer of the
Rugby team, is achieving not a little dis-
tinction on the campus. He is already
reckoned quite a character by the fellows
and supplies interested audiences with sto-
ries and anecdotes of Yorkshire during his
every spare moment. In his work he is
quite successful, and with a little more dis-
cipline among his wards he would turn out
a team trained to the minute.

The first handball tournament was played
off in jig-time. The interest displayed, how-
ever, did not equal that of former years,
and the quality of handball played rather
justified the lack of interest. The games,
however, were warmly contested. The finals
were won by W. Burke and F. Hart.

The basketball five who were chosen from
the squad are: Right forward, G. Miller;
left forward, Kidston; center, Dodd; right
guard, Dunn; left guard, R. McNeill. These
men put up a creditable showing against the
Alameda Cadet team, which defeated the
Stockton All-Star team by a score of 37 to 4.
The score of the St. Mary’s-Alameda game

was 25 to 14.

George Miller put up an exceptionally fine
game at right forward. His work through-
out was well-balanced and finished; he
threw three pretty field-goals in rapid suc-
cession.

_ Frank Dunn kept his opponent on the
jump throughout and made innumerable
valuable gains for his team.

Roy McNeill gave up basketball tempo-
rarily on account of his interest in Rugby.
His loss is pretty well offset by the appear-
ance of Concannon in his place. Concan-
non is a big, rangy fellow and displays pleas-
ing speed in basketball. He will probably
hold his present position during the re-
mainder of the season.

The second basketball team has ordered
suits and is contesting the first team very
creditably. The members are Russell (Cap-
tain), W. Burke, Langner, Andriano, Hector
McNeill and Gianella, Manager. The mem-
bers are devoting recreation to practice and
have arranged a number of games for the
winter months.

The defeat of our Rugby fifteen at Stan-
ford was a stinging one. The tale is told,
with funereal demeanor generally, by a
score of 64 to 3. It lingers on our minds
as a horrible incident that we cannot forget,
try as we will. It seems to have taken the
sap from our Rugby camp. Many good
players have been ousted from the squad
for not complying with general training
rules. These same players, had they shown
proper regard for a gentlemanly coach,
might have stemmed that awful tide at
Stanford. But, before that memorable hap-
pening on Stanford field, there was a pitiable
lack of discipline in regard to Rugby. Ex-
ercises were conjured up to assist the play-
ers in squirming from practice. Then there
were many players who regarded practice
and participation in the light of a personal
favor to all connected with St. Mary’s. Now,
this undesirable element has been removed,
and our Rugby squad at least presents a
line-up that is above reproach in matter of
correct spirit. The candidates are training
faithfully and are probably assisted in this
by the fact that they are benefiting them-
selves. What makes their actions more
praiseworthy is the fact that they have no
definite goal to work for, save the future of
Rugby as a feature in our repertoire of col-
lege sports. Continue to train ever faithful-
ly and play Rugby because you thoroughly
enjoy a clean, manly sport, fellows, and you
will win admiration, at least, from every
fair-minded student at St. Mary’s.
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Athletic Trainer J. T. Gowland sizes up
+he Rugby situation as follows:

“The football squad at St. Mary’s has
undergone a complete change during the
{ast two or three weeks. Several of the big
fellows gave up playing, and their places
have been taken by others who, although
not quite as heavy and maybe not so strong,
are without doubt just as intelligent. The
team at present is, in my opinion, a much
superior combination than that which suf-
fered defeat at San Jose, and Stanford, al-
though the defeat at San Jose can be readily
excused by any one who witnessed the
game. It will not do for the present mem-
bers of the squad to develop “swelled
heads”, as 1 am of the opinion that the fel-
lows who quit the game would have been
just as good as the present members had
they persevered. The lack of discipline in
the present squad is very noticeable; the
turnout for training in the mornings is not
what it should be. About one-third of the
squad put in an appearance, the others do
not consider it necessary to train for a
game. This is a selfish idea. Some of the
men train hard, and others shirk, and thus
lose games through lack of condition. This
state of affairs will soon discourage the most
enthusiastic supporters of the team, and
soon the team, if anything remains of it,
will be a farce. It is not only in the morn-
ing, however, that this is noticeable, as it
is almost the same at the afternoon games,
and at training-time. Several of the big-
gest fellows who ought to set the example,
consider it clever to fool around and act
silly, thus spoiling the game for those who
are trying, instead of helping them along.
The training is at present very easy, but it
appears to be too strenuous for most of the
squad, who question every order of the
trainer, seeking to avoid everything that
they themselves do not consider necessary.
They forget that they are learning, and not
teaching. There are also several who think
that they are absolutely necessary, and that
they, and they alone, are the entire team,
and therefore may do as they like, regard-
less of orders. Let me remind them of
the old saying: “Pride goeth before a fall”,
which they would do well to remember.
Others think that because they are not se-
lected for the team, in the first game, that
they never will be, and not having the grit
to plod along, quit practice. For this
class of fellows I have nothing but pity. If
they had any grit at all, they would not be
set back by a reverse of this kind, but would
redouble their efforts. This is the spirit to
cultivate; be men, not milksops. If a fellow
has anything in him at all it will certainly
come to the top in this game; if he is a gen-
tleman he will play like one. In conclusion,
let me ask that if we win, let us play a fair
and clean game, and win like men; and if we
lose, let us also lose like men, and be a credit
to our College and, ourselves.”

PR

Victory perched on the banners of our
Rugby fifteen for the first time on Satur-

day, November 23d. The second team de-
feated the San Jose High School team with
a score of 14 to 3. The team showed an
aggressiveness and a “stick-to-it-iveness”
that was well nigh foreign to past perform-
ances of the first team. The condition of
the men was a most pleasing feature. The
methods of Trainer Gowland are being com-
mended in high terms on the campus. The
spirit of the team was unbreakable, and the
several stands made by our fifteen when
they were in hard straits proved as exciting
and thrilling as did ever a desperate effort in
the American game. The game was a clean
one and the victory was well earned.

The San Jose game, the first played on
our campus, brought to surface more Col-
lege spirit than one would expect. Instead
of the cold critics that many students re-
solved to pose as, the team was cheered and
the game was pronounced a fine sport all
around. With such encouragement from
the side-lines, the team will certainly take
the initiative in many instances.

Graduate Manager Bert Shine predicts
that Rugby will be on a par with baseball
at St. Mary’s even next year. He is sure
that this one victory will encourage our
fifteen in future engagements and that the
game will take a vise-like grip on the affec-
tions of the student-fan.

Every man on the team put forth the best
that was in him in the San Jose game. The
fellows, without exception, have greatly im-
proved in knowledge of the game. Their
dribbling was a feature in the game and, in
the scrum, they bested their opponents in
nearly every formation. The one little
weakness was the passing in the back-field,
and that could be excused without turning
a hair, for the passing was certainly good
enough to warrant victory.

The members of the team deserve highest
praise in virtue of their game against San
Jose. Each and every man should be equal-
ly lauded, for all worked to the best of their
ability. The players were: McNeill, Hurl-
but, Sheehy, Meherin, Sheehan, W. Grun-
dell, W. Burke, Deterding, Porter, Noonan,
Starrett, Donnelly, W. Hughes, Riordan, L.
Smith, Richards, Kelly, and last, but not
least, Louie Diavila.

BASEBALL

The Young Phoenix, our third team, has
played and won a number of good games
last month. They are improving right along
and a number of the Young Phoenix will
probably make the Collegians, our second
team, when the try-outs are completed. As
a team the youngsters field, bat and run
bases in gingery fashion—in fact, they have
been playing a better article of baseball,
from a spectator’s standpoint, than the
loosely organized Independents.
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Maurice Martin, the Young Phoenix fast
little third baseman, broke his leg at the
Alameda Recreation Park early in Novem-
ber. The injury was a queer accident, and
it is hard to understand just how the break
was sustained. Martin’s leg is mending
rapidly and he will be on the campus ’ere
long. His loss was quite heayy to his team,
for he was the most likely looking young
ballplayer on the line-up.

Edward Cooney, the left-fielder of the
Young Phoenix, 1s a likely looking young-
ster on the ballfield. He handles himself
handily and many predict that he will play
Phoenix ball before he graduates. If there
is anything in a name, he should, for “Jack”
Cooney was one of the greatest pitchers St.
Mary’s ever boasted.

Jim Smith, Manager-Captain of the Young
Phoenix, has been conspicuous by his ab-
sence from several important games played
by his team. Smith is capable on the ball-
field, but, as Manager, his presence is in-
finitely more necessary than his playing.

“Hal” Chase will be on hand to resume
his duties, as coach of the Phoenix, early in
January. “Hal” is anxiously awaited by the
temnant of the Phoenix of last year, now
at College. The team turned out last year
by “Hal” was as good a team as St, Mary’s
ever boasted and not a little of their un-
precedented success was due to the knowl-
edge of inside baseball imparted by “Hal”
Chase. With the material on hand, there is
no reason why “Hal” should not send forth
a championship club again this year.

Tom Feeney will probably be re-elected
Captain of the Phoenix this year. Tom’s
leadership was far and away above par last
year, and even more can be expected of him
this year. He will play at his old stand on
second base and can be relied upon to do his
share in piling up victories for the Phoenix.

Joe Collins is indeed a valuable asset to
the Phoenix squad. Joe can play in several
positions capably and is especially valuable
in hitting. He will probably play center-
field on the Phoenix and is freely predicted

to be the leading sticker of the season.

Big “Chuck” Wilcox is gaining control of
the ball slowly but surely. He is also add-
ing the spitball to his repertoire of benders,
and once he commands the art of the spit-
ball, his success on the Phoenix is assured.
He has the stamina, and combines with it
a world of speed. “Chuck” will be given
his first real try-out in the near future.

Frank Dunn, utility player of last year’s
Phoenix, will be among the candidates on
the squad. Dunn’s throwing arm is bother-
ing him considerably at present, but he ex-
pects to be in old-time form after the holi-

days.

Louis Diavila is not playing up to the
standard for the Independents. His ﬁqldmg
and hitting is anything but extraordinary,
but this may be laid to his training entirely
for Rugby and lack of baseball practice. It
is hardly thought that he will make the
Phoenix, but he will make a natty in-fielder
for the second team.

Harry Hooper, Eddie Burns, Mickey
Thompson, Charley Enwright, Joe Joyce
and Jack Halleran were back at Alma Mater
for two days, at the time of the Phoenix-
Honolulu Stars game. All six of them have
been playing more or less baseball since
last June, and all have been successful on
the ball-field as well as the more serious
walks of life. It was in sooth a goodly
sight to see the old fellows around the
“yard”, renewing old acquaintances and
thoroughly enjoying themselves. Nary a
one of them was glad to leave us after a
short, sweet stay, and several remarked that
they sincerely wished they had come again
to stay.

PHOENIX vs. HONOLULU STARS

The Phoenix team of 1907 met their first
defeat at Recreation Park in San Francisco
on Wednesday, November 13th. The team
that administered a first dose of defeat to
our champions of last season was the Hono-
lulu Stars, professionals, banded together
for the purpose of conquering baseballdom
in Hawaii during the winter. Last year's
‘varsity had arranged a reunion and, as an
asset, they arranged the game with the all-
star aggregation. Sorry to say, they met
their Waterloo. A bad first inning and lack
of practice together proved their undoing.

Harry Krause, aside from a tinge of natu-
ral nervousness in the initial inning, pitched
the same great brand of ball that made him
a big factor in every Phoenix victory last
year. He had everything and had the big
jeaguers in sore straits after the fateful first
inning. Even during the first inning he
was calm and ’twas no fault of his that
allowed the Honolulu Stars their three runs.
The Stars led off on a fumble by Enwright,
who gave evidence of stage fright. Charley
is reliable in ordinary circumstances. Hilde-
brand, the All-Star, stole second on the
strength of this self-same stage fright.
Zeider fanned. Consistent Tom Feeney
then broke into the error column. Hilde-
brand scored and Heitmuller reached second
on the play. “Big Heit”, who suffered
numerous defeats, in years agone, at the
hands of the Phoenix, when he was pitching
for the University of California, got partlal
revenge in stealing third base. Williams
secured a walk and advanced to second
when Donahue struck out. Devereaux hit
to left-field and scored both Heitmuller and
Williams. Cates was retired on strikes,
ending an awful inning.

The Honolulu Stars scored another run
on a cut-and-dried double steal in the third
inning. This was their last tally. The
Phoenix were unable to score until the sixth




150 GhHe Collegian

inning, although they piled up several ag-
gravating near-tallies. Hooper hit to
right-field and Feeney worked Joy for a
walk. Joe Collins tapped a timely bingle to
left-field and scored Hooper. The constel-
lation wiggled out of several holes during
the remainder of the game and the final re-
sult was 4 to 1, with the Phoenix of ‘07 on
the short end for the first time since organ-
ization last year.

A goodly number of “grads” attended the
game and were disappointed at the outcome.
All declared, however, that had the date of
the game been last May, the 'varsity would
have won in a walk.

The following tabulation tells how the
affair was conducted:

Honolulu Stars. AB. R. BH. SB. PO. A. E.

Hildebrand; "1 0 e 0k aear oy o gl lio,
ZeidertigRsin gt R AL SR ot N
Heitmtllac o et ioreinetisa’ (iig 50T 1410
Wilhiamsy i vbl 2R M2 RNB e 98 L o Yo
Datahiedelgt Grasidionsy s A |
Devereatscr gyl ¥Rty AL Yo Tl 2l o
Gatesy e u sy DR P R M e
‘Willisy i€ 58, &% 1% AN LA SR S TR
JOyispe AR st /TR RS R U el RS RS ¢
oML IO vs gy 1Ly 0

Phoenix, ’07... AB. R.BH.SB.PO. A. E.
R v f A e U SR e TR SR TR )
I E AT S s P SR IR R T ¢
By 4 B e Vet 0 AT
T R A T, A A T R SRR
iyl de g o R SR T R R  FDRE T
4 L Y | G i o e o e e R
JOyee T sy < EP ROV s dnonls Toulet s IR YR, |
NS DA s B TR KRR I Rl A AR R
WO aOn . 'F. 1 81y “Onialig grie gl g
’ .\ R SREC TGy B TR e

S RTRRPE S R L L 12345678 090—
Honolulu Stars..... 30100000 X—4
R TR A IOITITIZ2O00x—b6
Engentx,  dogy /iU oeL 000001IOOO—I
G D S e A 000IO2000—3
Summary: First base on called balls—

off Joy, 4; off Krause, 7. Struck out—by
Joy, 9; by Krause, 6. Hit by pitcher—Dev-
ereaux. Passed ball—Burns. Time of game
rl hour, 45 minutes. Umpire—Jimmy Ar-
ett.

Phoenix vs. Stockton.

The Phoenix met another Waterloo at
Stockton on Sunday, November 24th. They
succumbed to the Stockton State League
team, champions of their circuit and gener-
ally reckoned the classiest baseball club in
California. The score, 3 to 1, tells the tale,
and when you ponder over the summary,
you will find that the Phoenix garnered the
only earned run of the game. The Stockton
club showed true class, and the pitching of
“Doc” Moskiman, in particular, was the
cause of our Phoenix’s second defeat. The
featl'xre of the game was a triple play pulled
off in less than jig-time by the Phoenix.

With three men on bases, as a result of
three dinky, doubtful hits, in the seventh
inning, the play was executed. Moriarity,
Stockton’s star shortstop, hit a fast bounder
to Krause; Krause threw Joyce out at the
plate, Burke whirled and threw to Brady,
retiring Moriarity, Brady snapped the ball
back to Burke in plenty of time to intercept
McHale. It was as pretty a piece of work
as one could witness in baseballdom, and
drew round after round of applause from a
grandstand that had shown partisanship
early in the game. The Phoenix were un-
able to get a man on first base during the
first eight innings of play, owing to Mos-
kiman’s clever pitching and the gilt-edged
support he received from his team-mates.
In the ninth, however, they broke the dis-
couraging row of goose-eggs. Just as Mos-
kiman was finally assuring himself of a no-
hit, no-run game, Garibaldi stung the ball
fairly and squarely for three bases, the pret-
tiest drive of the game. Brady followed
with a scorching single to right-field, scor-
ing “Garry”. The Phoenicians were unable
to score again, but they saved themselves
and us the humility of a shut-out, and came
home beaten, ’tis true, but far from dis-
graced, for they gave Stockton as merry a
chase as the State League “champs” cared
to be parties to.
The details:

Phoenix. AB. R.BH.PO. A. E.
Feeney, 1285, 111500 R A L (AR
) hp 1 s AL % S Voo Maghitho o
Colhne e Tt iidia 0 ek NG I
Hlaltoran st o i S AN < IR R LT SRR ]
Buatke (oo i 0o L0 0L @ i
Kraugesepio . olol i o00s Tl R IR Gl TR
Garthaldi 1 f ..0i8 7, gl Tty VR - BT TR
Bradyia .ol gy, Rt I el BE SRR
te UG SR A BT TR RS MRS BAARL Te
SRIRBOAL . i vt L0 DN 8 e D

SEEaIR" ¢, . 5 20y W el 28 SXSTINS

Stockton. ABY RUBH PO AL E,
DECEIRIE e g0 i C ek RS Sk YRR T o
Campbell;iz b...i. .k P g e S S T
MiGERr ity 800 s S Rantaan 2 e LG Vo
Moskiman, p........ SR 10 ek o o
Henderson, 1 b...... F3u i MY 4 e - AR S
RtaRamescliy . .00 e an e yaei Y 0.410
Moremg Ld. .. ... il o AT 31 07 Te
Morrison, v f........ ARG VEA0 e 211 G" Yo
ovaera b .0 . SO A0 Y O

A0 [ 321319087 .13 6

* Hart batted for Hallinan in t.{le ninth.

Summary: Earned run—Phoenix, 1.

Three-base hits—Moriarity, Garibaldi. Sac-
rifice hlt—H_enderson. Stolen bases—Stan-
age, 2; Moreing, Moskiman. Left on bases
—Stockton, 7; St. Mary’s, 1. First base on
errors—Stockton, 2. Bases on balls—off
Krause, 2. Struck out—by Krause, 5; by
Moskiman, 5. Triple play—Krause to Burke
to Brady to Burke. Umpire—Chase. Time
of game—r1 hour and 18 minutes.

—F. J. HART.

HE students who edit Ye Howl
Were once on a time “cheek by
jowl,”
With those of The Kicker,
But friendship will flicker,
When gents of each other fall foul.

Joe Collins—I'm going to sing a new
ballad at the coming entertainment.
What color suit should I use?

Donnelly—Yellow; it won’t show
the egg stains.

Burke imagines he’s a poet,
And scribbles in and out of season;
Read-his drivel, and you'll know it,
That he has neither rhyme nor reason.

Grundell—Does it disconcert you for
people to talk while you are singing?

Guichard—Well, if they say, “Shut
up”, it does.

Miller—Newell has quit typewriting.

Russell—Why? }

Miller—He objects -to striking the
“I key” and the “J key”.

Rogers—Why am I like a bucket in
the well?

Prof. of Mechanics—I suppose be-
cause you have to be dragged to the

top by some one.
Rogers—No; it is because we are

both worked by cranks.

One prides himself on his neat foot,
Another on his wit,

And more on their assurance,—but
Con Kelly thinks he’s it.

Hugh Carroll is lately from Munster,
He poses sometimes as a punster,
And cracks some sly jokes
At our young College blokes,—
He’s tickled to death to see fun stir.

Sheehan—I heard the steward giving
the new chef “pointers” yesterday.
Faure—I'll bet we have sausage to-

morrow.

Davie—How is it you are always
cold just below your chin?
Shine—I have a nice chest there.

A young basket player named Dodd,
Once threw at a “monkey” a clod,
The case to court went,
Dodd’s money was spent,
And now he is carrying a hod.

Lucian Faure, our Hermann the
Great, has sprung a new one on the
natives, by showing them how to get
as many as seventeen birds out of a
glass of water. He proceeds in this
wise: Placing the glass to his lips,
he sips the liquid, and remarks: “There
is one swallow”; and repeats the opera-
tion seventeen times. He claims that
with a bottle of ice-water he can pro-
duce “a cold bot and a bird”.

There was a young Senior named Du-
four,
Who tried to do Faure as before,
But Lucian Faure saw
That he’d get the hee-haw
If Dufour got what he was due for.

We have a swell guy here from
Crockett,
Who sports a gold watch and a locket,
To the races he went
And spent every cent,
And came back with a hole in his
pocket.

A wife with an elegant figure
Wants oceans of money to rig her,
And boys want to grow
To be men, don’t you know,
But Biggy will never be bigger.

Burke—What caused you and your
brother to be cross-eyed?

Smith—QOur parents were poor pen-
men, and crossed the “i’s” instead of
the “t’s”.
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The milkman in the early dawn,
Went forth with agile jump,
And found the plunger frozen fast
Within the iron pump;
He tugged a bit and cussed a lot,
Said he, “This will not do,
Bring me a pot of water, hot—
It’s Thaw case number two!”

L. Smith thinks it is a holy thought
to think of a sponge.

Our dear little Ray Biggy lately met
and wooed. He arranged for a Sunday
afternoon ride; he was told if he came
along in a go-cart, like other infants,
the lady would condescend to act as
nurse. Ray is now thinking seriously
of betaking himself to a near-by farm,
where he can procure an abundance of
milk, in the hope that from a big E,
he will evolve into a big J.

Though culture his calling rebukes,
Yet he who can handle his dukes,
Gathers more dough
Than any I know,
Though most of his fights be but flukes.

A and B were friends; B and the
Prefect were friends; B used to act as
receiver for A’s mail; Prefect got wise,
and persuaded B to desist; A, in token
of gratitude, rebuked B; in keeping
with his abnormal “crust”, A still
thinks he is a welcome guest and visits
B,

Moral: Don'’t play with a cat, if you
intend to stroke against the fur.

One day the old man of the moon
Exclaimed to his friend, Pat Calhoun,
“T’ll tell all the stars,
That the scabs on your cars
Are leaving you poor as a coon.”

The Cauliflower Ear.

I met a young guy months ago in the
town,
And he gave me a slap on the back,
And said: “Howdy do, my dear friend,
Mr. Brown,
Or maybe you are Mr. Black.”
His clothes were in style, though his
manner was rough,
And his face wore an impudent leer,
And I knew in a moment the fellow
was tough,
For he carried a caulifiower ear.

I answered: “My boy, you have made
a mistake”,
And I spoke in the mildest of tones;
He laughed, “Oh, indeed, for good fel-
lowship’s sake,
I wanted to rattle your bones.
I don’t care a red, whether White,
Black or Brown,
Your name 1s—can ’t think of it here,
But I know you 're a jay and a stranger
in town”,
Said he, thh the cauliflower ear.

But just at the moment I spied a big
cop,
Who was leisurely moving our way;
The good-natured chap condescended
to stop
When he guessed I had something
to say
And he yanked that poor bloke, did this
limb of the law,
And T watched them, entwined, dis-
appear,
And felt a relief as the last glimpse I
saw
Of him with the caulifiower ear.

And ever since then I have carried a
gun
My rights as a man to protect,
But more as a bluff, for each quarrel-
some one
Who shows me the least disrespect;
And while I am ready to enter the lists
With him, of the taunt and the jeer,
I never engage in a battle of fists,
The one with the cauliflower ear.

—BARB.
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Kodaks

Printing

Developing
Perfect Work Only

SMITH BROS.

Thirteenth St., bet. Broadway and Woashington

Headquarters for Collegians
RIG I

Reliable Head to Foot
Outfitters

Ask to See Our College Suits

for

Men and Boys
Special $15.00

MESMER-SMITH CO.

1118-1126 Washington St. Oakland

‘Books, Stationery,

Printing

< Birxs

VISITING CARDS INVITATIONS AND ALL

KINDS OF COPPER PLATE ENGRAVING

<P

zunningbam, Qurtiss § Welch
565 t0 571 arket Street
San Francisco

Highest Optical SKill

Eyes Examined Free
mns
Golden Gate Ave.

San Francisco

German Eye
Water 50c
By mail 65¢

OUR SPECIALTIES

Sweaters,

]erseys, Gymnasmm

Athetic Suits, Good Underwear

St Wt

Van Ness & California Sts., S. F.
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Meals at all Hours Try Ours

The
Cottage

Restaurant

Mrs. P. J. Martini, Prop.

Ueata Breakfast, Lunch or Dinner,
You'll surely say each one’s a winner;
You're health and comfort is our care
When eating of our toothsome fare.

473 Tenth St. Oakland

SCHARZ STUDIO

Child Photos a Specialty

473 14th St.  Tel. Oakland 3568

DELGER BUILDING

A. Sigwart

Watchmaker

Jeweler and Optician

First-class Work a Specialty
WATCH INSPECTOR S. P. CO.
Oculists’ Prescriptions Correctly Filled

1165 Washington Street
Bet. 13th and 14th Sts., Oakland, Cal.
PHONE RED 2018

New Liberty
Bakery

JACOB RENZ, Proprietor

Restaurant, Coffee and

Lunch Parlors

857 WASHINGTON ST.

Bakery Phone Oakland 4220

Oakland, Cal.

C. J. TWOMLY

College Tailor
Perfect Fit Guaranteed

1253 Broadway

OAKLAND, CAL.
Phone Oakland 1718

PRSENER B

2317% Webster Street
Berkeley

Phone Berkeley 3115

Ghe Collegian 155

Telephone Oakland 669

(©. harry Campbell

b g

Quality Grocer

Broadway at 29th St.

OAKLAND H CALIF.

Contra Costa

Laundry Co.

84

7S
Good Work

Prompt Service

&b

‘JA\‘
14th and Kirkham Sts.

Oakland

Phone Oakland 489

' Oakland

Che Study

of Students’ Httire

e

Every man to his calling. In Dress for any
and all occasions you should study the syles
best suited to the occasion. But for any and

all occasions those sold by

C. 7. Deeseman

Berkeley

are the best to buy.

Ferry Cafe Ferry Greamerie

GUS H. J. EMMET

Kilborn & Hayden

Proprietors

CRKLIINR 2P

34 to 40 Market St,

Telephone Temporary 2954

SAN FRANCISCO
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Bank Stock Paper

It Saves the Sight
Manufactured into

All Kinds of School Stationery |

by
The Mysell-Rollins
Bank Note Company

22 Clay 5t

San Francisco

Collegian

OYSTER LOAF

BOYS!!!

When you wander away from the
College and feel like eating something
good, wake up to the fact that the

OYSTER LOAF
is the place to get it.
Oakland branch at 470-472 Ninth St

While in San Francisco,
We can be found at our old address,

29-35 Eddy Street,
near Market,

In the midst of the burned district.

PETER P. FLOOD
Prop.

P. J. McCORMICH
Formerly Chief Deputy Coroner

McBrearty @ McCormick

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

915 Valencia St.

Phone MarKet 97

M. J. McBREARTY
Formerly of
McFadden, McBrearty @ Green
SAN FRANCISCO

F. ). Edwards Co.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

Fish, Opysters

Clams, Crabs, Shrimps, Etc.
Grand Central Market

912, 914, 916 Washington St.

Bet. 8th and gth Sts. Oakland, Cal.
Telephone Oakland 547

P. G. MacIntyre

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER

385 34th St. Oakland, Cal.

Phone OaKland 4474
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A. J. RANKEN & CO0.

Importers and Wholesale

QGrocers

SPECIALTIES
Coffees and Teas, Pure California
Olive Oil, Bees Wax and
Stearic Acid Candles

250 Fremont Street

San Francisco California

0’CONNOR & CUSSEN

i N 7S N\

Union
Tailors

and...
Up-to-date
Furnishers

132 Van Ness Ave.

Near Hayes Street

San Francisco

Successors to
O’CONNOR @ O’REILLY
Formerly 33-35 Fourth St. S. F.

=

ofesfeciecfecfesfesfesfecfocfacfacfacfacfsofacteeds feofecfesfesfosfesfosfecfasfeste fosts

Prayer Books
Rosaries

Religious Hrticles

&

O’Connor Company

39 Caylor St.

San francisco, California

i*********%******%é sfecforforforocfocfosforfortortococdecfecfecfocfocfocfontoceciocfacfecde
orforfosfocfocorfortosfocfecgostocfocfocfococtocte ofs sfecfocforfocfosfectecfecfocfostosfecfecfocfocorfortecfesfecfeciects of

ofeedeeiooforfeosfocfacosfortocfocfecorfertocfosiects ofoefoofoofosfactscfonfoofe

“The adonitor”
Mot Only The Official Catholic Paper

JBut the only Catbolic Paper Publisbhed
in the Frchdiocese

L

Established in 1858
\ Trial Subscription, three months 50 cts.

; 212 Leavenworth Street
San JFrancisco

T. MUSGRAVE & C0.

Watchmakers and

Manufacturing
Jewelers

Class Pins, Medals and College
Pins made to order
Designs furnished

San Francisco
3272 Twenty-first Street
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e Oakland Electrical Co.

96 EEE Esmi ol’ s Construction and Repairs

oos... Armature Winding
[ I I ITH
Ask Your Grocer for gee: N e Electric Supplies

(o]

Trade Mark Registered, Washington, D. C,, 1

, ® ®oe-. 405 TWELFTH STREET OQAKLAND, CAL.
(X J Q0. el h
tl el S ltC en ot i e g Phone Oakland
oo Qooce.. Hats and Caps Up-to-date e, Baldind 360

S O A p §§§§§ [ Sell the Liquid Head-Rest {
::::EE First-Class Work Done at | James Traynor
USED BY EVERYBODY eeui Oak Barber Jhop

o20 i3 sJesJo Jocteefosge s ofe ofefe sTaeZnegeofo ofe sfe ofe sfo festo e Yo foofe ofesfeofefeefeefeetestesfocfocte cfecteetectostecectectectecfocfocfects ...o::
T s S  Sanhie, Frut and Produce

@9ess: BARBER

STRYKER'S | i L

46 Jan Pablo Avenue, near Fourteenth

Wholesale and Retail

Kl TCH E N Oakland Pioneer Soda Water Co.

u .
p Q0ee.
S O A P + :.::.. ; INCORPORATED
b ..
L
g O FoESL

efocfocforfocfocfocfoctocfocecfoctocfocforfocforfocforecfects

ofososforfectects
[ ]
@
°
.

bbb bbb dedede e b b b b bbb b bbb bbbt Geens MANUFACTURERS OF

NEWELL & BRO. £

NEW YORHK SOAP COMPANY ooe.-.

Manufacturers @8ps:

San Bruno Ave. & Army St. San Francisco $::: WILLIAM LANG, Manager
gss

S. E. Cor. 10th and Webster Sts., Oakland, Cal.

TELEPHONE OAKLAND 673







