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Talking Machines which furnish % !./(Dg@\, ’

amusenent to the entire family. It
smgs it laughs, it pld\s—m <hort, it
is a whole show 1in itself. Huunds
loud and natural a- the human voice.
Enormous volume, perfect tone. Sings
like vou, talks like you.

l We sell these machines on time, if

PAINTING

PAPER HANGING,
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DECORATING and GLAZING
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e BEST BUILDING MATERIALS

For your use you can buy at
Western Building Material Co.
at 430 California St., San Fran-
cisco, and at First and Market
Streets, Oakland

USE WESTERN FUEL CO’S WELLINGTON COAL

BEST FOR FAMILY USE
ASK YOUR DEALER FOR IT

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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Rubber Stamps, Stencils, Seals, etc., Society and  VIRGIL CAPORGNO J. F. CUNHA

Commercial Work a Specialty

Cunha, Caporgno & Co.

Undertakers and Embalmers

Lady Attendant
| 1311 Clay Street, corner of 17th St. and San Pablo Ave.

{Oakland 240
Phones | Home A 2240 Oakland, Cal.

JAMES L. McCARTHY

UNDERTAKER AND

EMBALMER
663 NINTH ST.
Qakland, Cal. Phone Oakland 45
301 San Pablo Avenue
Phones: Oaklard 3292; Home A 3292 Cor. 17th Street OAKLAND, CAL.
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IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC GOODS
FRUITS AND VEGETABLES

411 Seventh Street

Phone OaKland 1978

1947 BROADWAY OAKLAND, CAL. Oakland
Cor. 29th
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FINEST IN THE CITY

Central Shaving Parlor and Baths

. J. TISCH, PROPRIETOR
ARCADE BATHS, 465 ELEVENTH ST.
FIRST-CLASS 'IN EVER¥-RESBECIH

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

TOP COATS

Latest Shades at Popular Prices

J. T.Moran

1017-1o019 BROADWAY

HENEVER the faculty or student
li body of ST. MARY’'S COLLEGE
have need of
Suit Cases, Grips
Shaving Materials
Medicines 2o 2

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.

Osgood Bros.

DRUG CUTTERS
7th and Broadway & 12th and Washington

OAKLAND

Phone Oakland 3918 HARRY R. GUICHARD, Prop.

The Liberty Market

N. E. Corner 18th Street and
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

Millinery

468 Thirteenth St.
Bet. B’d’y & Wash.
Phone Oakland 3309 Oakland
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John P. Maxwell, 48l 14th St.

OAKLAND
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Brother Walter
Died December 6, 1907

@@@@@

Entered as Second-class Matter, September 14, 1904, in the Post-office at Oakland, California,
under Act of Congress, March 3, 1879

VoL. v OAKLAND, CAL., JANUARY, 1908 No. 4

Iun Memoriam
Xl

Brother Walter.

ROM the valley of the shadow,
F Bearing laurels bravely won,

Victor wreaths, and glorious trophies,
Meed of duties nobly done,

He has hastened leal and loving
At our Heavenly Father’s call

To the home, goal of his longing,
Whose pure joys can never pall.

Through his long, long years of labor,
Faithful to each duty’s claim,

For God’s honor, for his neighbor,
With a zeal that laggards shame,

Never faltering in the struggle,
Firm, unyielding in the strife

Daily waged by Truth ’gainst Error,
Sped the moments of his life.

O, these long, long years of labor,
Virtue jeweled days now shine
On the Angel’s record pages,
In Love’s radiance divine,
Bearing witness to our Father
That his trust was ne'er betrayed,
That he bore Faith’s stainless standard
With a spirit undismayed.

And beneath it, lo! an army
Of our fair land’s favored youth,
Taught by him the loftiest science
From the vantage ground of Truth.
Grave Philosopher and Master
Giving what his research brought—
Wisdom’s wealth, a priceless treasure,
From the hidden mines of thought.

He has won celestial guerdon,

His no false and fleeting fame,
Crowned with love’s sincerest honors
Grateful hearts enshrine his name,

And his memory, gentle Teacher,
Ever prompt at duty’s call,
Humble, patient, and unselfish,
A true son of De La Salle.
—M. A. F.
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WHY WE LAUGH

HY do we laugh? This you
‘;\/ will admit is not a serious

question; indeed, some may

consider it a risible question,
if not a ridiculous one. Let no one
imagine that this little effort lays any
claim to wit; if it were so pretentious,
I fear it would have to be labeled prop-
erly before those who are kind enough
to read it would understand the inten-
tion. It is not an enviable position,
that of the would-be wit who is always
asking: “Eh, ha! ha! do you see the
point?” While the point is too obtuse
to be noticed or too fine to be seen.
In attempting to solve the question,
many eminent men of literature have
made themselves eminently ridiculous.
Philosophers deal with the mental
phenomena that accompany laughter,
and physiologists explain the muscular
movement of the diaphragm and the
forcible expulsion of air through the
larynx articulated into the hearty ha!
ha!

We may safely say we laugh because
we feel like it, and we feel like it be-
cause we feel good. Did you ever see a
person with a severe toothache laugh?
Yes, but that laugh reminds one of the
smile of the blind tom-cat, that mis-
took a pickle for a mouse.

Laughter brightens up a man’s face,
smoothes out the wrinkles of passion
and opens up unsuspected depths of
good humor and kindly feeling until
you wonder that the good points of
your friend’s character could have lain
so long concealed from you. Laughing
and crying are both peculiar to man:
“crocodile tears,” no less than a “horse
laugh,” have only a metaphorical ex-
istence, both are possessed of that con-
tagious influence which impels us to
laugh with the laughing, and weep
with the weeping. Ella Wheeler Wil-
cox says: “Laugh, and the world
laughs with you; weep, and you weep
alone.” In children, in whom the emo-
tions of nature find their unrestricted
course, how often does their laughing
end in a sob; and who has not seen a
rainbow smile break through their fall-
ing tears?

The old proverb, “laugh and grow
fat,” has, it seems, ancient and sublime
corroboration. Then will men not fear
or shun you, but love and court you.
You will grow in favor as you grow in
size, and according to your bulk, so
will be deemed your benignity; you
will become fat because you laugh, and
you will laugh because you become fat.
You will be doubly a benefactor to
yourself and be the cause of it in
others. Adipose tissue is one of the
most fruitful sources of mirth. Else
why does the fat man always create
fun? There were two very fat noble-
men at the court of Louis XV, the
Duke of Burgundy and the Duke of
Orleans. The King rallied the latter on
his corpulence and said:

“You take no exercise, I suppose.”

“Pardon me, Sire,” said Orleans, “I
walk twice a day 'round my cousin, the
Duke of Burgundy.”

Lord Chesterfield says: “When in
company, except in extreme necessity,
don’t laugh, smile or show your teeth.”
Now we cannot only tolerate these vul-
garisms, we rejoice in them; we not
only allow people to show their ivory,
but for every purpose, except to bite,
we take a great deal of pleasure in
looking at a beautiful set of pearls
twinkling between rubies. No man
should be hindered of his laugh, and a
man who lovingly laughs at another
man’s joke, makes good his title to
laugh at his own joke. But deliver us
from him who listens to another’s joke
with impatience, and who, without
deigning to laugh, is ever ready with
“That reminds me of ", and when
he has his put, he has to punch you in
the ribs to make you laugh with him.

Variety is the spice of life; wit and
humor are the salt of it. We cannot
sustain physical life conveniently with-

out spice, or at all without salt ; neither-

can we sustain mental and social life
without wit and humor. which are not
only its salt, but also the most pungent
of the spices which season its variety.
When writers undertake to investigate
the springs of laughter, they generally

\
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confine their observations to wit,
humor and drollery; but ludicrous sit-
uations are no less a source of merri-
ment than the smartest sayings.

’ Humor literally means moisture, but
its derived sense is entirely different,
still we associate with it some of its
early signification. The old doctors
reckoned several kinds of moisture in
the human body. One vein they found
particularly made for a laugh to run in,
the blood of which being stirred, the
man laughed even though at the time
he felt like crying. Tasso, in his epic,
“Jerusalem Delivered,” describes the
death of the Knight Ardonio, who was
slain by a Persian lance, which

“Pierced him through the vein
Where laughter has her fountain and her

seat,
So that—a dreadful bane—
He laughed himself to death.”

The temper of the mind, to the old
doctors, seemed to change as one or
other of these kinds of moisture pre-
dominated, and so, from time to time,
as the current of moisture changed,
humor began to mean the disposition of
man. His characteristic peculiarities
evidently depended on the mercurial in-
fluences of the body. Now men never
laugh at what is common, nor do they
laugh to disparage themselves, and as
the risible power emanates necessarily
from their essence, so they seized upon
the oddities, whims, and angularities of
the other man, his out-of-the-way con-
duct and speech, making these caprices
the sources of jocularity; thus did hu-
mor come to have its present meaning.

Very often humor is confounded with
wit. Some define humor as a point
where pain and pleasure meet to pro-
duce a third element which partakes of
both; a kind of voluptuous torture like
being pinched by a pretty girl. Conse-
quently some humor may make us
laugh, and some may make us cry; less
prettiness and more pinching brings
tears; more prettiness and less pinch-
ing brings smiles. They hold that con-
trast alone is the third element of
humor, which does not agree with our
idea. Humor, with us, has no sting,
nor is it poisonous, like the Stygian

waters which no vessel but a mule’s
hoof could hold.

Addison, in his “Genealogy of Hu-
mor”, says that “Truth is the founder
of the family, and the father of Good
Sense; that Good Sense fathered Wit,
who married a lady of collateral line,
called Mirth; by whom she brought
forth Humor !”

It has been said that wit is the point
of the sword, of which humor is the
edge. There is much humor in both
wit and farce, yet humor is neither wit
nor farce. Wit tickles, farce grins, hu-
mor smiles. Wit is sharp and polished,
an edge-weapon dangerous to handle
even by practiced hands. Humor may
be rusty, though never dull; while wit
uses the knife, brings blood, divides
our members, cuts our gangrene and
often the healthy parts, but humor
manipulates gently or gestures with
the playful finger under the ribs of
jollity, never drawing blood, but pump-
ing up the moisture until the eyes run
over with gladness.

The humor of men differs at different
hours of the day, and at different
epochs of life. What is amusing to a
boy is childish to a man, and what is
painful to the youth may be pleasant to
the aged. Who of us does not remem-
ber that the most dreaded punishment
at school was to be seated between two
girls? But, ah! the habit and lapse of
time! In after-years we learn to sub-
mit to it without a tear.

The diversity of humor is independ-
ent of education. Some would have a
perpetual jubilee of life; their muscles
are ever ready to relax at the absurdi-
ties of others; while many are so in-
different that it seems as if nature were
shrouded at their birth. And just as
we find diversity of humor in individ-
uals, so, too, is it conspicuous among
different nations. Some countries, it is
alleged, have little or no humor, while
others, notably Ireland, are distin-
guished for their irresistible flow of
mirth. T am sorry that this brief paper
will not allow me to discuss fully the
higher order of Irish wit and humor.
I select a few instances, taken at ran-
dom, indicative of Hibernian hilarity.

After clearing one of the “White

S e — o )
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Boys”, a brother attorney asked O’Con-
nell what was the verdict.

“Not guilty!” was the reply.

“Then,” said the lawyer, “you have
acquitted a wretch unfit to live.”

“Ah,” replied O’Connell, “you will
allow, if he were unfit to live, he is still
more unfit to die.”

Curran was remarkable for the sallies
of his wit. Witness his reply to the
cruel Judge Norbury. Said the judge,
at table:

“Mr. Curran, I will try some of that
beef near you. What kind is it?”

“If your lordship tries it, it will be
hung beef,” replied Curran.

A barrister came into one of the Four
Courts of Dublin with his wig so much
awry as to cause a general titter. See-
ing Mr. Curran smile, he said:

“Do you see anything ridiculous in
my wig?”’

“No,” replied Curran, “nothing but
the head.”

Another time Curran was asked what
an Irish gentleman, just arrived in
England, could mean by perpetually
putting out his tongue.

He answered :

“I suppose he is trying to catch the
English accent.”

Where did you get these pants?”
asked an Irishman of a man who hap-
pened to be passing, wearing a pair of
very short trousers.

“I got them where they grew,” was
the indignant reply.

“Then, by my conscience,” said Tom,
“you have pulled them a year too
soon.”

On one occasion a foreign clergyman
was making a tour of Ireland, when he
saw a statue of Cromwell, whereupon
the driver said:

“At all events Cromwell has gone to
the devil.”

“You should not say that,” replied
the clergyman; “it is uncharitable to
speak in this manner.”

The driver listened patiently to the

gdmonition for a while, but could stand
it no longer.

; “Thunder and turf,” he said, “where
is the use in having a devil at all if he
didn’t get him.”

An Irish coachman, being asked if
his coach was clean, replied:

“Clean! It would carry a bride and
brides-maid in their white satin robes,
up and down the city, and turn them
out a good deal cleaner than when they
went in.”

Ludicrous situations are no less a
source of merriment than the smartest
sayings. Curran or Sydney Smith,
Swift or “Sunset” Cox never said any-
thing that caused more laughter than a
little incident that happened a week ago
in our own city of Oakland. A gentle-
man, short in stature but with an avoir-
dupois which a good appetite and a
twenty years’ experience in sealing good
lager may be expected to give, was
making an evolution through the back-
yard of one of his tenants, when he ac-
cidentally fell heavily backwards and
got firmly wedged in a twenty-gallon
washtub, half full of soapsuds and
clothes. No amount of pulling could
release him from the gentle embrace
of the tub. The lady who owned the
tub told her landlord he might have
the use of it, as the weather was so
damp she could not hang out her
clothes.

“And, of course,” she said, “you
can be dragged out when you get
thinner.”

The husband of the lady said:

“"Begorrah, you'd be just like Dioge-
nes, if the tub was on top; so here
goes.”

And he turned the singular combina-
tion over on its knees and elbows.

“Oh, mein Got! vas ish Diogenes?”

“Yes, like Diogenes under a tub,”
said the tenant, ‘“but more like a Flor-
ida sea-turtle. Move on your flippers
to the blacksmith’s and get unhooped.”

The blacksmith met him half-way.

—H. J. CARROLL.

—
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KIDDER'’S TRUNHK A-TOURING GOES

In a series of letters, Jack Foldingdoor tells of how he did the Highland Fling and
of the arrival of a mysterious Morgue Wagon.

Oakland, December 19, 1907.

To Bill Stay,
Care of Buckoday Minstrel Co.,
Grand Opera House,
Milpitas, Cal.—
Dear Bill:

Your letter saying you enjoyed my
story about Kidder and the Knocker
convinces me that the old Greek philos-
opher who said “there’s no disputing of
taste” knew a few things, after all
Taste, regarding that story, is exceed-
ingly varied. Did I tell you what Ned
Cogers said about it? Well, I was
alone in THE CoLLEGIAN office late one
night, reading Charles Warren Stod-
dard’s “South Sea Idyls”, when some-
body knocked vigorously at the door.
I jumped from my chair and threw
back the lock. Ned Cogers stood in
the dark hallway. As you know,
Cogers was one of the characters in
that Knocker story. Ned’s a big, husky
fellow, and as he wasn’t looking any
too amiable as he stood there in the
doorway, I quickly concluded he was
offended at something said about him
in the story. I’ll admit to seeing pros-
pects of being dragged up and down
the hall and thumped good and plenty.

“Hello, Ned,” I said, as pleasantly as
possible. “Nice evening.” (It might
have been snowing, for all I knew.)
But Ned wasn’t interested in the
weather.

“Editor-in-Chief in?” he asked, his
face retaining its threatening aspect.

“No,” T replied, as carelessly as pos-
sible.

“Assistant Editor in?” he continued.

“No,” I replied, with an unusual
amount of deference.

“I’'m the only one here. Anything
I can do for you?”

“Yes,” replied Cogers, quickly. “Tell
the editor that if he continues publish-
ing such stories as “Ye Scowl’s Christ-
mas Edition’ he’ll have to cut my name
off the subscription list. I’m paying
for interesting articles by capable writ-

ers, not for mushy stories written by
pot-boilers.”

Leaving this delightful message,
Cogers marched down the hall. I
thought I saw him smiling as he
turned from the door, but, of course, I
must have been mistaken. Since hear-
ing Coger’s criticism I've been forcing
myself to agree with the editor who
said, “Don’t care what people say
about your story as long as they say
something.” The following night I
was again sitting unaccompanied in
Tur CoLLEGIAN office, when I heard a
knock at the door. It was the night-
watchman. “I came around to con-
gratulate you on that story,” he said.
“It’s very interesting.” I'm willing to
accept the night-watchman’s opinion
as final, Bill. It’s not as disagreeable
to swallow as Ned Coger’s.

Yes, Kidder is a character taken
from life. He's a red-headed fellow,
is full of fun and is a “Soph.” He did
everything the story ascribes to him
except make that hurried departure.
He’s here at College yet—so is his
trunk. You ask if Kidder really lives
at 3043 Twenty-ninth street, San Fran-
cisco. No, he doesn’t,—my cousin lives
at that address. Perhaps you know my
cousin, Bill; she’s Toggery Critic for
the Fashion Magazine. She also con-
tributes to the fashion columns of the
daily papers. She’s full of mischief and
has been playing tricks on me as long
as I can remember. I've not been able
to get back at her successfully, either.
By the way, did I tell you of the trick I
planned on the Critic last vacation?
Well, last summer I secured one of her
photographs and gave it to a “Call”
reporter. He promised to run the
photo in the following morning’s paper,
with an account of an imaginary trip
which the young lady was to take to
China. Next morning I was up,
dressed and headed down stairs before
the alarm-clock rang. Entering the
dining-room I found Sis reading the

paper.
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being painted on Ham’s neat trunk,
and twenty minutes later the heavy
trunk containing Ham’s effects was
thrown onto an express-wagon and
hurried off to the city and to the Critic.
Say, Bill, there’ll be an awful roar when
that trunk reaches 3043 Twenty-ninth
street. I'd give ten dollars to see the
expression on the Critic’s face when
that trunk lands on her front steps.
It will be a picnic to see the inquisitive
neighbors throw open their windows,
poke out their heads and gaze stupidly
at the big wooden trunk covered with
such absurd phrases as “Stung again”,
“Tt has came”, etc., etc., etc. Honestly,
Bill, I don’t know what’s inside the
trunk. It may be filled with old shoes
and old socks or it may be stocked with
diamonds, for all T know. All I know
is, that the trunk is pretty heavy. Hur-
rah! Bill, 'm even with the Critic.
I've got the better of her at last. Now
1 feel as if I could do the Highland
Fling and do it with a vim.
Your practical joker,
Jack FOLDINGDOOR.

P. S—Don’t worry about Kidder and
myself getting into trouble over Ham’s
trunk, as we leave here the first thing
in the morning for our Christmas vaca-
tion.

Oakland, January 1, 1908.
Dear Bill:

Notice that I am writing from Col-
lege. Notice also that this is New
Year’s Day, and don’t wonder too vio-
lently why I'm at College instead of
being at home on such a joyful day.
Have patience, Bill, and T’ll explain
everything. Last night Kidder and I
paraded Fillmore street, San Francisco,
assisting the reception committee that
was out with horns and cow-bells to
welcome in Mr. 1908. The new year
was rather old when I set the alarm-
clock so as to awake me for 11 o’clock
Mass and then rolled into bed. Tt
wasn’t the alarm-clock that awoke me,
Bill. It was a terrible racket over on
Brooklyn street. Brooklyn street, from
Twenty-ninth to Thirtieth, runs up a
hill, and the first impression that struck
me on hearing the noise was that sev-
eral fire-engines were struggling up the
incline. Not hearing any bells, T de-

cided that the noise was caused, not by
fire-engines, but by house-movers.
Then I heard several harsh voices yell-
ing, “Gid-dap!” “Whoa!” “Back!” “Go
ahead, there!” and I slid out of bed and
rushed to the window. Then I saw the
cause of the tumult. It wasn’t a fire-
engine or a house-moving apparatus,
but a long hay-wagon drawn by four
stout horses. On the high seat were
two teamsters, one handling the reins,
the other wielding a long whip. A
third teamster ran behind the wagon,
carrying a stopping-block in each hand.
And what do you think that big, ugly
wagon was loaded with, Bill? Not
with hay, not with wood, not with
sacks of grain, but with a single trunk
which I immediately recognized as
Ham McStarty’s. Yes, Bill, that blink-
ety-blank trunk sat right in the middle
of the long wagon tied securely with
three-inch ropes and looking as ridicu-
lously out of proportion as a pea on a
whale’s back. I didn’t have much time
to think, Bill, but I saw at a glance that
the whole affair was the Critic’s work.
She had engaged these teamsters to
carry Ham’s trunk up Brooklyn street
at a most shocking hour and with as
much noise as possible. And how well
those teamsters were obeying orders.
It was twenty minutes to eleven and
the people going to assist at the last
Mass stood on the curb watching the
queer antics and listening to the tumult
of unnecessary noise supplied by those
boisterous teamsters. Now the four
horses would advance a few yards with
the shouting of teamsters and the
grinding of wheels, and now without
any apparent reason the wagon would
come to a standstill with a rattling of
brakes and the clattering of sixteen
hoofs. The noise was greatly accent-
uated by reason of its being New
Year’s morning. Up, up the hill that
noisy hay-wagon came with three or
four dozen youngsters and several awe-
stricken grown-ups in its wake. I
watched it stupidly until it turned into
Thirtieth street. Then I dived for my
trousers, determined, should emergency
demand a hurried departure, that I
would quit the house with a more civil-
ized amount of clothing than when I
made a wild exit on a certain 18th day
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of April. Just then the rumbling ceased
as the wagon stopped in front of our
house, and with one leg of my trousers
occupied and the other sailing in the
atmosphere, I leaped over the bed and
rushed to the front window to watch
proceedings through a hastily made
hole in the window-shade. The hay-
wagon stood directly in front of our
door, and while two of the teamsters
were undoing the three-inch rope, the
third mounted the steps and rang the
door-bell. Sis and the folks had gone
to church, Bill, and you bet Jack Fold-
ingdoor wasn't going to spring the
latch for that slave of the reins. So
the burly teamster rang and rang and
rang, until losing his patience, he sig-
naled his two companions, who lifted
the trunk from the wagon and placed
it on our front lawn. Climbing to his
seat again, the teamster swung his
horses around and with a grinding and
rumbling the wagon rattled down
Brooklyn street. Well, Bill, when that
wagon disappeared there were almost
a hundred people gathered around our
lawn gazing curiously at Ham’s trunk.
Every window in the block, except the
one I was standing behind, was open
and occupied, too. I was debating
what to do when the bells announcing
last Mass rang. So I occupied the un-
occupied leg of my trousers, wriggled
into a shirt and started for church, via
the back fence.

After Mass, I started home by a cir-
cuitous route and halted on a thirtieth
incline from which I could see our
house. And Bill—what a sight! The
crowd around the trunk had grown
larger and every front porch was
thronged with bewildered neighbors.
And the crowd was being strengthened
every minute by home-coming wor-
shipers. Did I go home? Not on your
life. 1 stepped into a doorway and
watched developments. [ was stand-
ing in the doorway but a few minutes,
when a morgue wagon drawn by two
foaming horses swung in from Brook-
lyn street and drew up in front of our
house. Two drivers jumped from the
morgue wagon, shouldered their way
through the amazed crowd that con-
jested the sidewalk, seized the heavy
trunk and placing it in the black wagon,

mounted the seat again, whipped up
the foam-stained horses and sped down
Brooklyn street. That was enough for
me, Bill; I was beginning to perspire.
If I had stayed there any longer I think
I would have become distracted. Go-
ing home with a crowd like that around
the door would have been about as
sensible an undertaking as marching
down O’Connell street wearing a yel-
low necktie on St. Patrick’s Day. So I
caught the first ferry-boat and came
over here to try to think. Please,
please, Bill, don’t ask me to explain
about that morgue wagon. I can un-

“derstand the hay vehicle and the trunk,

but that gloomy morgue wagon is too
deep for
Your mystified friend,
JAack FoLDINGDOOR.
West End Hospital,
Oakland, California,
January 2, 'o8.

Dear Bill:

When I awoke this morning I found
myself in a hospital cot, with a doctor
leaning over me. When I asked what
the matter was the doctor said some-
thing about sleep-walking and yelling
about morgue wagons and trunks.
When the doctor left he gave orders
that I be kept very quiet for three or
four days. I persuaded the nurse to let
me have a morning paper and found
the enclosed news item in it:

“Yesterday morning a telephone message
was received at the morgue saying an un-
known man on Thirtieth street, between
Brooklyn and Valencia streets, had enclosed
himself in a trunk and then committed
suicide. Peter Kehoe, who is temporarily
replacing Deputy Sheerin, received the mes-
sage and was uncertain how to act. Finally
he dispatched the morgue wagon and two
attendants to the scene of the suicide. Ar-
riving at Thirtieth street, W. C. Treacy and
Clarence Martin, the two attendants who
are replacing the two regular drivers for the
holidays, secured the trunk which was stand-
ing on a lawn in front of an attractive resi-
dence, hurried it into the wagon and re-
turned to the morgue. When the trunk
was opened it became evident that the
morgue employees had been made victims
of a New Year’s joke perpetrated most like-
ly by some person acquainted with their
unfamiliarity with morgue work. The trunk
contained nothing more startling than a pair
of green pajamas, a pair of suspenders, a
dozen bottles of bay-rum, two bottles of
Danderine, a set of Waverly and eighteen
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only allured his students to brighter
worlds, but he led the way.

The remains of Brother Walter were
buried from St. Mary’s College on
Monday morning, December gth. The
solemn requiem high Mass was cele-
brated in the chapel of the College, and
the services conducted by a number of
clergymen from the bay cities, all of
whom were former students at the Col-
lege, and knew the deceased as a teach-
er and beloved friend.

The chapel was filled to the doors by
the clergy assembled from neighbor-
ing parishes and by the many friends
the deceased had made during his ca-
reer as teacher and President of the
College. Numerous floral pieces gave
evidence of the remembrance of Broth-
er Walter’s College boys and his breth-
ren of the order and a handsome wreath
of laurel sent by the Alumni Associa-
tion lay upon the casket. There was
a beautiful simplicity and solemnity
about the ceremony that was typical
of the life of Brother Walter.

Rev. P. E. Mulligan of the Class of
’83 preached the sermon and paid elo-
quent tribute to the deceased Brother
as a religious teacher and a friend. In
part, he said: ;

“We are here this morning to pay
our respects to a good friend and a
good man. As such did Brother Wal-
ter make himself known far and wide.
He was thirty-seven years in the Chris-
tian Brotherhood, and was one of the
earliest to take up the work of the
Order in California. His was not a
voice that was heard from public plat-
forms and places, for he was retiring
and modest, to a degree, but the good
he did is proclaimed in the world, by
results. With my class-mates I sat at
his feet and heard the good and wis-
dom he had to impart, and I, for one,
can hear him yet, and shall always be
impressed with his gentleness and sim-
plicity, with all his strength of men-
tality and depth of wisdom. Early in
life he gave up all possibilities of pref-
erment and clothed himself in the robes
of a Christian Brother and devoted his
his life and labor to a great cause, that
of humanity, Christian education and
young manhood.”

The Rev. John E. Cottle of the Class
of '77 was celebrant of the Mass, with
the Rev. E. P. Dempsey, '87, of St.
Mary's Church of Oakland, as deacon,
and Rev. P. T. Collopy, '94, of San
Rafael, as sub-deacon. The Rev. J. J.
Cranwell, College chaplain, acted as
master of ceremonies. T. L. Smith, ‘09,
and E. A. Henderson, '08, two former
students of Brother Walter, were the
servers at the Mass.

Among the alumni present were:
Rev. M. D. Connolly, '78; Rev. J. A.
McAuliffe, 'go; Rev. W. P. Sullivan,
'g97; Rev. T. J. Kennedy, 'o1; Rev. T. A.
Crimmins, 'o1; W. J. McCormack, '78;
E. R. Myrick, ’81; Hon. T. J. Lennon,
'85; J. W. O’Halloran, '86; J. E. Rich-
ards) iRz . L. Taatfe, 96, 1 'W..'Solen,
’97; G. W. Poultney, 'o5; W. J. Fitz-
gerald, ’o5; A. T. Shine, '06; H. A.
Davie, '07; J. P. Donegan, ‘o7, and Prof.
L ‘Taathe:

The following clergymen were pres-
ent in the sanctuary: Rev. F. X. Mor-
rison, Berkeley; Rev. J. McDonald,
Claremont; Rev. J. Butler, Golden
Gate; Rev. P. J. Quinn, Watts’ Tract;
Rev. P. H. McHugh, East Oakland;
Rev. P. A. Foley, Alameda; Rev. M.
Walsh, San Rafael; Rev. J. T. Egan,
San Anselmo; Rev. P. J. Gallagher, St.
Vincent’s; Rev. T. Kerns, St. Joseph’s;
Rev. M. Clifford, Rev. J. A. Grant, Rev.
W. Cantwell, and Rev. P. O’Connor of
Oakland.

The pall-bearers were: Brother
Agnon, St. Mary’s College; Brother
Xenophon, St. Vincent's; Brothers
Michael and William, St. Joseph’s
Academy ; Brother Victorick, Martinez,
and Brother Ulfinian, Sacramento. At
the interment, which was in St. Mary’s
Cemetery, Rev. P. A. Foley of Ala-
meda, and former College chaplain,
read the burial service, and the Broth-
ers chanted the “Benedictus” and “De
Profundis”.

We ask the prayers of our readers
for the eternal repose of his soul.

—P. B. SHEEHAN.
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FIGHTING BOB

HERE'S the knave to villify,
The land that gave him birth;
Where’s the traitor to decry,
This greatest land of earth;
Where's the slave with craven lips,
Forbears to drink the toast:
“To Fighting Bob and all his ships,
Now coming to our coast?”

Ring out my verses, terse, sublime,
Roll forth, my soul, in song!
Oh, we're a nation in its prime,
And eighty millions strong;
Eighty millions proud and free,
Who fear no tyrants’ whips,
While “Fighting Bob” is on the sea,
And coming with his ships.

We ask no odds, nor favors grant,
To nations White or Brown,

Nor doting ones, today who want
To live on old renown;

On land we’ll give them some new tips,
And muster countless hosts,

W hile men like “Fighting Bob”, in ships,
Are watching ‘round our coasts.

Ours is a land of teeming soil,
Where once our Fathers stood;

They gained their wealth by honest toil,
They won their rights in blood;

Then who will dare those rights to rob,
When all stand by their posts,

And sea-dogs like bold “Fighting Bob”
Are cruising 'round our coasts?

Oh, what a soul-entrancing sight,
To see those noble ships,

Stretched out in line from left to right,
Like fighting dogs in slips,

Prepared to strike the deadly blow
That verifies our boast,

To pulverize the thoughtless foe
Who dares approach our coast.

We'll hail the squadron as it steams,
In through the Golden Gate,
With cannons’ roar, and engines’ screams,
We’'ll shout, we’ll jubilate;
We'll feast them o’er and o’er again,
The fatted calf we’ll roast,
For “Fighting Bob” and all his men
Now coming to our coast.

—JUNIOR.
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path was getting steep. It began to
lead around the mountain edge, reach-
ing places where the bank had caved
away, and where the road was well
nigh impossible, but after a hard climb
we located cabin No. 2. Hearing our
footsteps, Archer looked out of the
door; I beckoned him to come to me,
which he did without further delibera-
tion.

“Tough weather for you two brok-
ers to be traveling in”, he remarked,
with an excuse for a laugh, but stopped
short when he noted the seriousness of
my countenance.

“For God’s sake, Archer,” said I,
“skip out of this ill-fated country, and
do it quickly. The posse is scouring
the hills in search of you, and blood-
hounds are in use.”

At first he tried to look puzzled, but
quickly gave way to terror and his eyes
gleamed as he gazed at me, and said:

“So you've found out, have you?
Thanks for your kindness; you two
are the only friends that I've known
since I left New York.”

Then he advanced toward me and,
extracting a little something from an
inside pocket, he tore a piece of paper
from a note-book and hastily scribbled
a few words upon it, wrapping it finally
around the little parcel.

“In case you don’t run across me
again, boys,” he said, “send it as di-
rected on the inside.”

I had only to grasp it to know its
contents. It was the tiny miniature.
Then he pulled out his pistol and
rubbed it on his trousers till the bar-
rel shone. He then loaded it and
placed it back in his holster, at the
same time gazing moodily at our quick-
ly vanishing forms. Jack and I in-
tended to return home as quickly as
possible, but after traveling but a short
distance we were startled to hear the
baying of hounds. The posse, retrac-
ing its course, had doubled back to the
gorge. Not caring to attract suspi-
cion, we cut our way through the thick
undergrowth and with remarkable grit
climbed the steepest side of the moun-
tain, taking a course parallel to the
cabin trail. We progressed very slow-
ly, but soon were able to trace the
movements of the posse in the gorge

below. They were nearing the right
trail. The moments became intense as
they would sometimes stop and con-
sult at a certain spot, then, as if by
magic, strike the right path. We mar-
veled at their dexterity and unceasing
determination of leaving no part of the
ground unsearched. Their every move
brought them nearer the goal, and they
stretched out in the form of a line,
which as it advanced up the slope, gave
the pursued little chance to escape.
Finally their nearness necessitated a
quick move on our part and we traveled
on until we were opposite the cabin.
Onward they came, the cries of the
dogs getting louder and louder, when
Jack with a trembling hand pointed to
some one back of the cabin. It was
Archer. He sat a few paces from the
hut, looking as unconcerned as possi-
ble, bareheaded, motionless, his head
resting against the trunk of a tree, his
revolver stock showing plainly from
out of the holster. Was he to allow
his pursuers to hunt him down, and
give no resistance to them? Then of
a sudden he jumped to his feet, he had
heard the dogs. He ran swiftly out of
the clearing and over towards the cliff
which surmounted the yawning chasm.
The giant boulders that fringed this pit
were slowly losing their position and
in the course of a few years would find
themselves at the bottom of the great
depth. Archer waited breathlessly for
the space of a moment, as if hesitating
he brought his hand mechanically to
his head, running it through his curly
locks, ‘and ‘looked directly at us. . I
could not forbear giving him a last
warning, so I motioned him to go
north. But with a sad smile he waved
back a salute, and quickly drew his
pistol. He raised it level as if to take
an aim, then as the barking of the dogs
started anew, he suddenly turned the
weapon upon himself. A loud report
echoed from crag to crag as the lifeless
form of Archer dropped upon the
boulders and rolled over the cliff.
Down, down it fell, striking against
ledges and roots; then suddenly as the
corpse struck some loose shrubbery it
stopped short in its fall, wavered in
mid air a few seconds, broke from this
barrier and fell to the vale a hundred
feet below. So quickly did all this hap-
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pen and with so little warning that we
were left speechless with astonishment.
We soon found ourselves at the edge of
the cliff on the same spot that the ill-
fated man stood a few moments before,
gazing down on his lifeless form on the
rocks below. After a few seconds I
left Jack behind and went to the cabin
to inform the boys. I could now see
the posse off in the distance. The dogs
had lost the trail, they were further
away than before. I met the boys com-
ing in search of their late friend; they
had surmised the result upon hearing
the report of the shot.

As I was turning to go back with
them my eye caught sight of something
upon ‘the bark of a near-by button-
wood, and walking towards it, I found
a card, the ace of diamonds, pinned to
the bark of the tree with a knife, and
around the rim was scribbled in a hasty
manner:

“To whom it may concern: I have

played my last card; the game is up.
—Archer.”

Removing it, I went back to the
edge of the cliff and found Jack sitting
upon the boulder where I had left him.
I handed him the card, which he read
slowly; then, passing it back to me, he
said :

“I've got the gun, Montgomery; you
keep this.”

Then, as we were about to leave,
Jack said:

“Archer, like Rip Van Winkle, is
doomed for a long sleep.”

“Yes,” replied I, “but he will never
see the Village of Falling Water.”

Jack and I went sadly to our cabin.
The next day we took the first train
for home. The Catskills had afforded
many exciting experiences during our
stay, but the sad incidents that they
treasured in their depths gave us suffi-
cient reason to bid them adieu.

LRV MEBERRICK:

A DREAM

ELOVED! there shines along my path,
B Drear path o’er life’s unhallow’d sea,

One radiant light, one golden dream

By which I see all other things.

And thus my soul a solace hath

In thoughts of thee which seem

An Eden fair, where Hope to me

Is Beauty’s light that reigns supreme.

And so thy memory is to me

Like dreams of some enchanted isle,
Bedecked with fairy flowerets bright
That meets the wanderer on his way

Through some tumultuous boundless sea

Where reigns eternal night,

But where the brightest suns meanwhile

O’er that one island always smile.

—CHAS. MOUL.




186 Bhe Collegian
The AMERICAN WORKRINGMAN and the SALOCN

gle against great obstacles is a

fact beyond controversy. What

those obstacles are and how best
to facilitate their removal are leading
problems dividing the advocates of in-
dustrial reform. Some view with alarm
the increase of great corporations.
Others see in the formation of trusts
the grectest menace to the welfare of
the masses ; but as the progress of med-
ical science is ever diligent in the dis-
covery of disease germs and ever finds
its researches fruitful in remedial
agents and antidotes, so the persistent
study of sociological conditions reveal
the true source of the ills of our work-
ingmen, and cause all earnest laborers
to unite in determined efforts for the
extirpation of the saloon and its blight-
ing influences.

Of priceless value and worthy of
most grateful remembrance to the en-
tire nation will be the day that marks
the downfall of this citadel of sin; but
to no class of our people should this
day of emancipation be more welcome
than to the toiling masses. No agency
in human society affects their well-
being more vitally, more injuriously,
than this same accursed saloon. In the
presence of this fell destroyer all other
influences conspiring to man’s undoing
find a faithful, powerful and remorse-
less ally. With the saloon is associated
all that is dangerous to the working-
man’s personal well-being, all that is
inimical to the fulfillment of his most
sacred domestic trusts.

Health is the capital of the working-
man. The unimpaired retention of this
Heaven-sent gift is the sole assurance
of the continued vigor of his productive
powers and the consequent guarantee
of adequate remuneration for services.
Is the saloon a contributor to this capi-
tal or is it its certain destroyer? Let
the thousand dismantled wrecks that
abound in society make answer; and
loud will come the response that the
workingman’s drinking habit not only
dissipates the wages of the day, but
creates an incapacity to earn wages for
the morrow and ultimately deteriorates

THAT our working classes strug-

and depreciates the value of his work-
ing power.

Sad as is this double and self-repeat-
ing waste of resources in its influence
upon the welfare of the individual, it
brings about evils still more relentless,
when we trace its effects upon the
homes of the workingmen. It is a well-
recognized truth that even in prosper-
ous times the daily wants of temperate
industrial communities press closely
upon their daily earnings. If it is diffi-
cult for the temperate wage-earner to
properly maintain his home when the
increased demand for his services oc-
casioned by the prosperity of the times
carries with it the payment of good
wages, of how much greater weight
must be the burden when, not only are
wages small and the opportunities of
procuring employment few, but, in ad-
dition, the tradesman has himself,
through the destructive instrumentality
of the saloon, augmented these disad-
vantages by weakening his vigor and
thereby lessening his worth to the em-
ployers of labor.

Thousands are the poor, squalid,
wretched families of workingmen;
mothers haggard, care-worn and pallid,
children fainting and calling for bread,
mingling their moans ‘with the dismal
night winds and their tears with the
early morning dew, that point to the
saloon, adducing melancholy vet in-
controvertible evidence that misery and
want are the inevitable portion of the
homes of our workingmen, who became
ministrant to its power for evil.

Nor is this Moloch satiated with the
sacrifice of the workingman’s creative
energy and the spoliation of his family.
Its envenomed fangs strike still deeper.
The appalling acts of material destruc-
tion wrought by the saloon are aggra-
vated and intensified 'when, to the crime
of imbruting the workingmen for the
six days of the week, is added his with-
drawal on the day of rest from all ele-
vating and enobling influence; the sad
turning away, the fearful shunning of
the house of God, where once he
pledged his troth to a confiding help-
mate ; where in happier days the lustral
waters of baptism were poured on his
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little ones; and the closing of his ears
to all suggestions of that ever-consoling
recourse in adversity which was his
birth-right as a child of the Omnipotent
God. When one shuts out God from
his life’'s task, what can you expect?
And this is virtually what the saloon
does. The evolution of his grander
and better nature is as effectually im-
peded by the demon of drink as the
advancement of his worldly welfare is
certainly retarded.

To the deleterious atmosphere of the
saloon is directly traceable agencies
subsersive of the commanding influence
exercisable by healthy organized labor.
It is a fact attested by the experience
of years that the widespread evil of
patronizing the saloon has much to do
with delaying a settlement of labor
difficulties, as also of multiplying their
numbers. The riots and rapines which
have ensanguined past labor disorders
and which, but recently in a sister
State, called forth the most drastic
measures of military suppression, took
their origin and acquired their destruc-
tive stimulus from the dethronement of
sound temperate reason, and the en-
thronement of the furies of the saloon.

Who can doubt that, with minds un-
inflamed and bodies unconquered by
ardent spirits, the workingmen would
bring to their differences with employ-
ers discussions more rational, and ac-
tion more effectual to the entire pre-
vention or speedy and amicable adjust-
ment of labor difficulties. As well ex-
pect flowers to blossom and fields to
fructify on the trembling slopes of the
volcano, as to look for dispassionate
thought and considerate action from
workingmen feverish with the delirium
of strong drink.

In enfeebling our workingmen, deso-
lating their domestic life, encouraging
and protracting malignant dissensions
in industrial circles, the saloon is in-
fusing deadly poison into our national
organism; for upon the strength, hap-

piness and contentment of her toiling
masses is grounded our country’s hopes
of enduring greatness. Destroy her
working classes and the nation’s epi-
taph 'will soon be written:

“TIl1 fares the land to hastening ills a prey,

Where vice accumulates as men decay;

Princes and lords may flourish or may fade,

A breath can make them as a breath has
made;

But the toiling masses, their country’s pride,

When once destroyed can never be sup-
plied.”

Man’s advancement seems always to
have been surest and most thorough in
those cases where the lessons and ex-
periences of the past have been per-
mitted to bear fruit in the present. Lest
the dreadful fate of intemperate peo-
ples of the past be the ruinous bequest
to the workingmen of America, they
must arise in their majesty and in their
might, determined to forever obliterate
from the soil of our country the ruth-
less invader of their happiness, the in-
sidious destroyer of their worth and the
implacable enemy of healthy national
development.

Americans,—we love America. We
fain would make her great. But re-
membering that in the stability of her
working classes lies her prosperity, her
perpetuity, and her strength, let us ad-
vance the cause of temperance, confi-
dent that its full fruition will be the
regeneration of labor, and its natural
sequence a new impetus to national life
and character. Then will our beloved
country, proud in her sturdy working-
men, secure in the consciousness of
their defensive strength, move onward
and upward in the march of nations
proudly, bearing aloft her starry ban-
ner as a beacon-light to the world,
showing man everywhere, the earth
around, the matchless powers and
boundless possibilities of the free, tem-
perate American workingmen.

—W. A. KELLY.
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before the infant 1908. The past

year has been one of almost uni-

versal peace and favorable con-
ditions, although several international
wrangles have been started, but these
bubbles burst without warring issue.
The young year is predicted to be a
year of numerous important events, but
just how far these guesses will be ful-
filled can hardly be conjectured. Sev-
eral all-important scientific issues are
hanging fire, as it were, and among
others, aerial navigation, accompanied
by reasonable perfections, may be real-
ized during 1908. In matters concern-
ing the nations, the agitators, those
familiar characters who talk about big
things concerning which they have no
real information, continue to discuss
the so-called inevitable war between
the United States and Japan. But it is
not probable that the “Star-Spangled
Banner” and the “Sunrise Flag” of the
far East will be opposed on the battle-
field.

The new year, we must remember,
is what is called a leap-year. The ever-
enjoyable features of leap-year will be
enacted as happily as ever.

To short-cut a subject which is worn
out by the fingerings of centuries, THE
CorLEGIAN extends, to faculty, grads.,
friends, exchanges, advertisers and stu-
dents, somewhat tardy but nevertheless
sincere, wishes for a most Happy New
X ear!

OLD 1907 has retreated gracefully

The new year is expected to witness
a change in the Flag of our Republic,—
viz.: the addition of a star in token of
statehood bestowed on Arizona. It is
announced that a bill, proposing Ari-
zona as a State, will be introduced in
Congress in the near future. With a
population of 250,000 and plentiful
governing quality included in the cen-
sus, Arizona should enjoy all the privi-
leges of the Union and, at the same
time, her admission would strengthen
the United States. In matter of in-
dustry Arizona has shown herself to be
proficient. In production of copper,
Arizona is second only to Montana. In
agriculture, Arizona is normally rich
and her educational institutions com-
pare as favorably. Congress was blind
to the merits of Arizona in 1906, and
the plea did not receive proper thought
at Washington. The governing spirit
of Arizona showed plausible sternness
when the proposal of entrance, with
New Mexico, into the Union was sum-
marily refused; in fact, this action dis-
closes that Arizona manhood has a
necessary confidence in matter of abil-
ity to govern, and shift for itself. The
President, it is rumored, favors Ari-
zona and will even help her to fight
the battle for statehood. With Mr.
Roosevelt enlisted in her cause, Ari-
zona will surely be named a State be-
fore the first day of January, 19009.

i
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Again have we listened to fruitless
long-drawn-out arguments, pro and
con, on the annexation of Oakland to
San Francisco. Time and again has
this question been debated by the
prominent men of the bay cities. Time
and again have they mutually agreed
to desist in their reasoning for the time
being. The carrying out of the annexa-
tion theory would make a grand San
Francisco, one which we coasters
might well boast of, yet the in-born
American independence of Oakland’s
sages and the desire of the residents of
Oakland to continue to reside in Oak-
land, always properly so called, makes
the final settlement of the big proposi-
tion a vague conjecture in a more vague
and distant future, and we doubt if
there will ever exist just such a Greater
San Francisco, governed by one munic-
ipal administration.

Sufficient argument there is for the
contention that religion should not be
taught in public schools, but Los An-
geles, called the most progressive city
on the Pacific Slope, has overstepped
all precedents in this matter. The
superintendent of public schools in Los
Angeles gathered his principals around
him a few days before the annual
Christmas celebration in the schools,
and instructed that no mention of
Christ be made in the ceremonies. The
order was carried out, and, of course,
the exercises lost much beauty and
nearly all sentiment as a result. The
superintendent’s action was not well re-
ceived by the multitude and he is being
justly criticised. How much more in-
finite is the mooted action of prohibit-
ing mention of the Babe of Bethlehem
on his birthday than an order forbid-
ding the mention of George Washing-
ton on his birthday? And what treat-
ment would the worthy superintendent
receive from the public in case of the
latter order? ILos Angeles is called
the most progressive of all our Pacific
cities ; when we poor Northerners reach
that stage at which Los Angeles now
lingers we will be materialists, pure and
simple, on public occasions. Should
the example of the most-modern super-
intendent be followed, the children of
our Republic would lose the charm of

the sweetest holiday of the year, and
the prettiest and worthiest traditions of
earth would cease to exist most un-
timely.

The month of November has made
a record in the matter of emigration
from the United States. The present
financial stringency is indirectly the
cause of such unprecedented emugra-
tion, and, it is recorded, most of the
emigrants were immigrants but a few
moons agone. A round-numbered esti-
mate of the total emigration during
November is 750,000. The supreme
majority of this great number of souls
are unskilled laborers, who have neither
trade nor business. The effect of this
stampede need not be felt much in
our eastern cities and hardly at all here
in California. No dearth in numbers
of laborers need suspend construction
work, for a surplus was always on
hand, and, again, some percentage of
construction projects are at a standstill
now on account of the same stringency.

Why baseball is not more popular
than it is in our western Colleges, it
is hard to grasp. Baseball is considered
by many the grandest game played in
the States, and a vote would doubtless
dub it not the “sport of kings” but the
“king of sports”, a game of games for
plebeian and patrician. The real cause
of the rather tame reception accorded
baseball by the student-bodies of our
Colleges is probably the lack of in-
terest in the game displayed by high-
school students. Our high-school
teams, even where spirit is shown, are
not properly proficient in the game.
How can our Colleges play our national
game as it should be played, when our
high-school students greet it with a
cold shoulder? Tt is a case parallel to
teaching principles in College that are
contradictory to those learned in high-
school.

A month has passed since Brother
Walter’s death, still a spirit of mourn-
ing pervades St. Mary’s. There is less
gladness in our College since the great-
ly loved Brother, freed from life’s bur-
den, departed for the home for which
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he had so long and nobly worked. Some
of us fell under the gentle care of
Brother Walter, when he was Presi-
dent of St. Mary’s; other students be-
came acquainted with him through the
various activities in which he was in-
terested, and all of us felt the beneficial
influence which, through his piety, his
sincerity and his scholarly attainments,
he exercised upon every one with
whom he came in contact.

Brother Walter’s {ruitful and stu-
dious life is well known to the thou-
sands of students who had the good
fortune to be under his fostering care.
In youth Brother Walter was placed
under the guidance of the Christian

Brothers; in early manhood he entered
the great Catholic teaching order, and
for thirty-seven years gave his every
energy to the up-building of the char-
acter of the young men of our State.
How successful he was will be realized
in looking over our alumni list, and
reading the names of his students who
have gained honor and distinction in
their chosen professions.

To the Christian Brothers in Califor-
nia we express our sincere sympathy
at the great loss they have sustained in
Brother Walter’s death, and we earn-
estly ask the graduates and friends who
loved him dearly to breathe forth for
his soul a fervent prayer.

ST. JOSEPH’S BELLS

The hour of evening prayer,

SAINT JOSEPH’S Bells are ringing

And soft the anthem filling
The balmy, fragrant air;

How deep the depths of feeling
That well up in the mind,

Those solemn sounds are pealing
God’s mercies to mankind.

The trembling echoes long had slept
In fairy-cave and dell,

Long had the storms of ages slept
Where forests rose and fell;

“Come now ! Come now !” rang out the bells,
What weird sounds were these!

, “Come now!” resounded through the dells,
And rose on every breeze.

"Twas thus the sound first fell upon
The Redman’s gory path,

"Twas thus their music melted on
The forest glade and strath;

"Twas thus they called men unto prayer,
That June’s auspicious day,

Where Lasuen raised the Cross in air,
And called it San Jose.

This is no sentimental song,
No fiction that I write,
A hundred years ago, along,
God lit a glorious light;
His word to poor benighted man:
“Come now !” rang out each day;
How happy, now, the work began
That day in San Jose.

—J. B.
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JUST A LITTLE MOTORING

explosions, a grinding noise as

the clutch clicks in, a sudden

jerk as the car takes first speed,
and with the differential humming its
monotonous song, we go gliding down
the well-paved avenue. Soon we are
aware of our bodies being electrified
by that indescribable thrill which noth-
ing but traveling in a motor car can
produce.

We are on a 100-mile trip from Seat-
tle to Olympia and are traveling by
way of Tacoma. As we speed through
the outskirts of Seattle the famous
Rainier Brewery, consisting of numer-
ous brick buildings, comes into view.
There is something in the construction
and aspect of these huge brick walls
that arouses the imagination and brings
you back in fancy to the olden days of
chivalry, knights, ladies and castle-
strongholds. The dark outlines of the
Brewery are barely discernible through
the cloud of dust which the speed-mad
wheels are kicking up behind. Soon
the brick walls are completely lost in
the distance and with slightly slackened
speed we run smoothly through the
Meadows, a beautiful stretch of land
where the northern track meets are
held.

A little creek which makes a charm-
ing and pleasing companion is hopeless-
ly running along by our side without
the least thought of ever keeping up
with us. But, nevertheless, it is a
plucky little creek and some people say
it is still running after other tourists
offering them all its beauty and cheer-
fulness and a generous drink of its
sweet water should they care to stop
and cool their dust-laden throats.

After speeding through several pret-
ty suburban towns we finally outdis-
tance our little companion, the creek,
and go plunging into a thickly wooded
country. Here the remarkable scenery
baffles accurate description. On both
sides of the road stand heaven-reaching
pines whose topmost branches lean
across the path forming a green net-
work which protects us from the sun’s
torturing rays and makes us seem as if
we were traveling through a tunnel of

a. WHIRL, a succession of sharp

green foliage. Here and there a small,
sparkling lake suddenly leaps up from
somewhere among the green trees and
is just as suddenly lost to view. There
is no underbrush or grass in this stretch
of forest but an abundance of beautiful
ferns, which grow as thickly as the
grass on our front lawns at home.

Emerging from the fairy-forest, we
encounter another beautiful scene,—
that of snow-capped Mt. Rainier, with
its altitude of fourteen thousand feet.
This far-famed mountain is mantled
with snow the entire year round and its
pure white cape forms a remarkable
contrast to the miles of forest greenery.

A vast prairie is now stretching be-
fore us with the road extending over
numerous little knolls. Traveling over
these rolling hills the machine is urged
to a sixty-mile pace and as we rattle
over each knoll our breath almost de-
serts us and we feel as if we were being
shot through space.

There goes that grinding noise again,
as the clutch goes in for second speed,
and with our industrious cylinders
shouting a fast fortissimo and the muf-
fler trying to outdo the cylinders in
producing noise, we commence making
a steep ascent up a road three miles in
length. From this road we look down
upon a thickly wooded canyon and see,
fully two hundred feet below, our old-
time friend the little brook, which
seems to be laughing triumphantly at
having once again overtaken us.

Reaching the summit of the moun-
tain, we command a view of fifty miles
of the surrounding country. From our
elevated position we can barely dis-
tinguish the housetops of Olympia at
the head of Puget Sound.

The country between Mt. Rainier and
Olympia consists chiefly of farming
land and reminds us greatly of our own
golden California. It is almost impos-
sible to tell anything of the return trip,
other than it is a pleasant night, a good
road with the gas-lights burning holes
in the vague shadows ahead. Honestly
you don’t know what life really is until
you have taken a cross-country whirl in
a motor-car.

—KENDAL DOUGLASS.







