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me BEST BUILDING MATERIALS

For your use you can buy at

Western Building Matenal 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

COLLEGE STUDENTS

will find in our large and
varied stock every proper
article of wearing apparel for

all occasions

M. J. Keller Co.,

1157-59 Washington St., above 13th

Oakland
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THE VOYAGE OF LIFE

S the way-faring mariner on the pathless wide ocean,

" 1Is steered by the compass in the course of his way,
And though storms may be raging, the sea in commotion,

'That conﬁpass, in danger, is his hope and his stay.

Even thus, O fair traveler, in life’s fragile bark,
On earth’s troubled ocean, in gloom'or in light,
Thy bark shall be safe, as of yore was the Ark,
"'With God’s Word for thy compass to steer by aright.

When the star-spangled heavens o’erhang the blue sky,
“The helmsman, not heeding their gorgeous array,
On the North Polar Star calmly fixes his eye,

" And gﬁides his lone course on the homeward-bound way.

When thus Destiny shrouds thy bright day into night,
" Though Heav’n with the stars of God’s mercies be rife,
Let Bethlehem's Star be thy guide and thy' light,

E’er cheering thee on, through the voyage of life.

How the mariner’s heart swells with joyful emotion,
' That at home, his beloved he shall clasp to his breast!
How more blissful for thee, after crossing Life’s Ocean,
“"To téet thy belovéd in yon Heaven of Rest.

beod b B2

—W. D.
Y. 3
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POETRY AND POETS

would wander back through the

broad highway of time, shad-

owed as it is with the brilliant
arches reared in the triumph of the new
civilization. We would find ourselves
with the torch of investigation search-
ing in the gloomy and melancholy ways
where lie the shattered fragments of
former greatness, overgrown by the
weeds of ages. We would find poetry
universal, long ere a Demosthenes
opened the floodgates of his eloquence
to stir up the slumbering valor of en-
lightened Greece; ere a Cyrus, in all
his glory, unfurled his victorious stan-
dards on the ramparts of Babylon; or
a Daniel read its fate at the feast of
Belshazzar. Its strains are heard echo-
ing up the corridor of time, centuries
before the itinerant Chaldeans first be-
held the majestic march of blazing
worlds from the towers of Babel; or,
seated in the shade of Belus, saw their
first flocks feed on the plains of Shinar.
In fact, poetry is coeval with man him-
self; it is the language of the soul; it
is as natural to him as that heavenly
art whose strains alone can “sweetly
soothe and not betray.”

Poetry, and her sister Music, were
without doubt cultivated among men
when as yet Painting was without a
votary, Sculpture without an admirer,
or Eloquence without a soul. It was
the light by whose lustre the student
read the character and manners of peo-
ple long before the torch of ages caught
its glow from the fires that burn on the
altar of human genius. Poetry is so
natural that Schlegel, in speaking of
German poetry and worship, remarks
that, “together with the perfection of
the useful arts, there is one thing de-
cisive as to the higher or lower degree
of culture of ancient and simple na-
tions,—viz., their poetry. What is not
poetry? What does it not contain for
people living in such close communion
with nature? It contains their history,
their faith, the sum of their limited
knowledge, their whole view of this
world and the next. It is the joy and
soul of their life; the universal mind

TO trace the origin of poetry, we

of a whole generation. Hence, it is to
be regarded as a great advance in his-
torical science that we have begun in
modern times to thoroughly examine
the poetical monuments whence are de-
rived a knowledge of times and na-
tions.”

There is perhaps nothing that will
better illustrate this than a comparison
of the two most ancient works known
to man—the Bible and Homer. In his
able review of the twio works, the Vis-
count Chateaubriand says: “The sons
of the shepherds of the East tend their
flocks as do the sons of the King of
Iliium. But if Paris returns to Troy,
it is to reside in a palace, surrounded by
slaves, and to plunge into the golden
baths of luxury.)”, * * *  “A tent, a
frugal table, rustic attendants is all the
sons of Jacob can expect at the home
of their fathers.” He continues: “No
sooner does a visitor arrive at the habi-
tation of a prince in Homer than he is
annointed with perfumes; water is
brought him in ewers of gold and sil-

ver; he is invested with the purple,

mantle, and conducted to the banquet-
hall, where all is cheerfulness and
gaiety.” * * * “Beneath the tent of
Abraham the reception is different. The
patriarch himself goes forth to meet
his guest. His sons take his camels, and
his daughters lead them to drink. They
seat themselves on the ground and par-
take of the repast of hospitality. When
he is about to depart, a covenant is
made with him, and a stone erected as
a monument of the treaty. This simple
altar is designed to inform future ages
that two men of ancient times chanced
to meet on the road of life, and, after
behaving to one another like brothers,
they parted never to come together
again, and to interpose vast regions be-
tween their graves.” In the Illiad a
whole army, a nation, “weeps at the
bier of departed royalty.” In the scrip-
tural writings, “a patriarch is borne by
his sons after his death to the sepulchre
of his fathers in the fields of Ephron.”

It does not require a penetrating ge-
nius to discover the vast difference of
style and custom delineated in these
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two writings. Those of the Bible are
more ancient than those of Homer, be-
cause they are more simple; and, hence,
in the immortal author of “The Mar-
tyrs”, we find a confirmation of the
German philosopher, when he says that
from the poetry of any people we can
form a correct estimate of their man-
ners, culture and degree of civilization.

No poetry can influence our feelings
or win our admiration, unless it is the
natural outburst of our better feelings
—of passion; for passion is the soul of
poetry. Hence, it has been said, if you
give a man of passion a dictionary and
a grammar, he will become a poet. The
true poet must be a man of acute ob-
servation, deep feeling, and tender sus-
ceptibility. He must be capable of
being roused to the heights of enthu-
siasm and sublimity ; and again, in his
sadder hours, his strains must grow: as
melancholy and tender as the sighs
which breathe through the pensive
rhythm of the Mantuan swan; and, as
he strikes the wildest and deepest tones
of his lyre, his verse must breathe the
sentiment he feels; his song must be
the echo of his soul. “This sensibility
of soul” is, as a great critic remarks,
“one of the greatest and yet most dan-
gerous gifts of heaven.” “Imagine,”
he says, “a character in which the sus-
ceptibility of the mind is very little and
the sensibility of the soul so great that
the slightest emotion thrills through
every fibre of the spiritual being. The
life of such soul would be one continual
current of agitation, like a storm-tossed
wave, now rising as if to climb the
eternal stars, and then sinking into the
lowest depths of ocean.”

In no poet within the whole range of
our English literature do we find this
strong, wild passion better exemplified
than in the unfortunate author of
“Childe Harold.” And nowhere do we
see more clearly the total inability of
the most highly cultured and gifted in-
tellect to control passion and bring it
into subjection to reason and religion
than in the case of Byron.

Borne on the wings of his magnifi-
cent genius we are transported to a
world of ecstacy where the bewildered
spirit wanders over fields teeming with

the brightest flowers of poetic fancy.
Read his “Storm among the Alps.” We
are there. We seem to hear the awful
roar of warring elements; the poet is
only the spokesman of our own feel-
ings; we seem to burst out naturally
into his magnificent strain:

“The sky is changed!—and such a change!
O night!

And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous
strong

Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light

Of a dark eye in women! Far along

From peak to peak, the rattling crags

among,
Leaps the live thunder!—Not from one lone
cloud,
But every mountain now hath found a
tongue,

And Jura answers through her misty shroud,
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her
aloud.”

How the soul drinks in this grand-
eur! We grow to love the very terror
of the storm. O solemn night! We
long to be '

“A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,
A portion of the tempest and of thee!”

In his dramatic poem of “Manired,”
we find another passage as melancholy
and sad as is the above wild and mag-
nificent. Sorrow, deep and solemn as
the low murmuring of the troubled
deep, sways our whole being, when,
standing in the tower of Manfred, he
chants these immortal lines:

“The stars are forth, the moon above the

tops

Of the snow shining mountains.—Beautiful!

I linger yet with Nature, for the night

Hath been to me a more familiar face

Than that of man; and, in her starry shade

Of dim and solitary loveliness

I learned the language of another world.

I do remember me that in my youth,

When T was wandering upon such a night

I stood within the Coloseum’s wall,

"Midst the chief relics of Almighty Rome.

The trees which grew along the broken
arches

Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the
stars

Shone through the rents of ruin; from afar

The watch-dog bayed beyond the Tiber, and

More near, from out the Caesars’ palace
came

The owl’s long cry; and, interruptedly,

Of distant sentinels, the fitful song

Began and died upon the gentle wind.”
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Where can be found anything more
beautiful than this?

Among cultivated classes a great
neglect has been fostered in regard to
ballad poetry. They assume an intel-
lectual air, and sneer at what they call
the unmeaning rubbish of the vulgar.
Their polished taste must be fed with
the brilliant turns of expression, the
lofty flights on glittering wings, the
tinged and studied diction of the closet
poet, whose works do not breathe a
passion, but assume a feeling; whose
rhymes are to poetry what inanimate
clay is to life. This is a falsely culti-
vated taste; for the ballads of a people
are full of true poetry— that of nature.
They embody the feelings of a nation,
the exploits of its heroes, the joys of
their love and the pangs of their sor-
rows. The Romans did not lose their
love for the songs of their fathers. The
stern Cato laments the lost antiquities
of his country, and the eloquent Cicero
mournfully asks, “Where are those old
verses now?’ A just tribute was paid
to this poetry by him who exclaimed,
“Let me write the ballads of a people,
and I care not who tells their history.”
Sir Walter Scott saw the ballads of his
country disappearing, and he strove in
time to rescue the precious relics of the
Minstrelsy of the Border. Moore has
written the ballads of his people, and
his name will be cherished as long as
one spark of its native fire thrills the
heart of the child of Erin. The Illiad
itself, which has survived the crash of
empires and the fall of thrones, is but
a collection of the ballads of ancient
Greece. Let no one, then, affect to
despise this charming poetry; for it
will be still young when the polished
and gaudy rhymes better known to
fame will have sunk into oblivion for-
ever—buried in the dust of libraries.

The Epic is, at the same time, the
most lofty and difficult of all practical
writings. This is evident when we con-
sider that we have but five really great
Epics—two ancient and three modern
—while our libraries groan under the
weight of other productions. An Epic
should embrace the universe, and,
hgnce,(requires a more universal ge-
nius. “Every tone, from the solemn to

the comic, every species of poetic har-
mony, from the lyre to the trumpet,”
can be introduced into this poetry; but,
however, the passions should hold the
first and most important place, and the
execution of the work must be in the
lofty and heroic style. Of all Epics,
that of the Bard of Chios—which, flung
by the shipwreck of another world on
the stream of time and wafted to the
shores of the present, still dazzling the
student by its beauties, which bear the
impress of an original genius—holds
the first rank. Of all poets, Homer has
been gifted with the greatest genius;
and his writings are characterized
chiefly by their simplicity and fire. He
often attains the sublime, and, especial-
ly in the “Twentieth Book,” where he
describes the tumult of the Universe
as the immortals join in conflict; when
Achilles goes to avenge his dead friend
Patroculus:

“Above the sire of gods his thunder rolls,

And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles;

Beneath stern Neptune shakes the solid
ground,

The forests wave and mountains nod around.

Through all her summits tremble Ida’s
woods,

And from their sources boil her hundred
floods.

Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain,

And the tossed navies beat the heaving
main.

Deep in the dismal regions of the dead

The ilnfe:in‘z},l monarch reared his horned
head!

This passage, says Chateaubriand,
has been quoted by all critics as the ut-
most effort of the sublime.

The next in merit, as in time, comes
the pensive and melancholy author of
the “Zneid.” We observe a vast dif-
ference between him and his'great pre-
decessor. One bears the stamp of the
genius of a young, bold people; the
other the refined polish of the Augustan
age. Virgil was a lover of solitude;
and, hence, his writings bring greatest
pleasure in the calm hours of life, when
peace holds empire in our hearts. He
is as unrivaled for his sensibility and
pathos as is the Greek bard for his fire.
Macaulay asserts that “the best Latin
Epic poetry is but a feeble echo of the
“Illiad” and the “Odyssey”, seeming to
forget that the original style in writing
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is not the style which never borrows
from any one, but which no one else is
capable of reproducing.

A brilliant writer remarks: “The art
of imitation known to all great writers
consists in a certain delicacy of taste
which seizes on the beauties of other
times, and accommodates them to the
present life and manners.” If Virgil
has transformed the lamentations of
Andromache to the mother of Euryalus,
he does not by that surrender his claims
to originality; for, in his hands, the
mother breathes a tenderness unknown
in the rough and warlike age of Homer.
Nor can we blame him for infusing his
own melancholy feeling into his writ-
ings, as the better part of genius con-
sists in recollections. And memory

“Oft will rise, with searching glance pursue
Some long-loved image hidden from our

Dart t;llri)vlvx’gh the deep recesses of the past,
O’er dusky forms in chains of slumber cast;
With giant grasp fling back the folds of
night,

And snatch the faithless fugitive to sight.”

Passing over the many poems and
poets that stand out as landmarks in
the march of civilization, we can only
look with a sigh of regret on our own
age. In the magnificent and giant
strides our time has made in science
and invention, the flow of sentiment has
been checked by the freezing barriers
of cold, material ambition. It is true
Bryant has given us a “Thanatopsis,”
Longfellow an “Evangeline,” and Ten-
nyson the “Idylls of a King” and
“Locksley Hall”; but will these bear

a comparison with the productions of
the past age? Where, in all these, will
you find the genius of a Homer, the
pathos of a Virgil, the imagination of a
Tasso, the depth and passion of a
Shakespeare, the richness of a Moore,
the simple tenderness of a Goldsmith,
or the perfect numbers of a Pope?

We are still a young people; there
is a vast field open for poetic triumphs.
What grander theme could stir the soul
of poetry than the discovery of our own
continent! There the poet could paint
the brilliant Court of Castile in all its
splendor; the voyage of Columbus in
all its incidents; the guardians of the
spheres and of the storms of the ocean;
the growth of a continent—its infancy,
its powers, its joys, its struggles and its
triumphs. Surely, her prairies retain
their solemn grandeur, her mountains
their wild magnificence, her forests
their awful stillness. Her roaring floods
and cataracts still swell the chorus of
the universe! Surely, this will yet
awaken the slumbering genius of some
child of Columbia!

Oh! let us still hope that the Om-
nipotent, who has been so generous to
“time’s noble offspring,” will yet give
her some master-mind whose glory and
fame will live wheen our inventions will
have perished; that Columbia, “the
queen of the world and the child of the
skies,” will yet transmit to posterity
the immortal triumphs of some gifted
son, whose soul has been cast in the
brilliant mould of poetic genius!

—SENIOR.

PEACE

Wilt thou fulfill my one desire,

O BOUNDLESS, everlasting Peace,

And bid my soul forever cease :
Through life to struggle and aspire?

Still skyward far my steps I bear,
And hopefully I stretch my hands,
My feet they tread but empty air—
My hands they clasp but lifeless- sands.

Ambition mocks with stern decree :
My path, though destined through the skies;
O Death, who would not yearn for thee
If Peace beyond thy portals lies?

—FRESHMAN.
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THE POWER OF MONEY

S he lay on his $100,000 solid gold
A bed, he dreamed that a vision
appeared and said:

“Thou hast all that money can
buy; thy father and those before him
sought to obtain complete possession
of all the wealth of the world. Many
have given up their lives and all their
property to thee. Thy wealth is limited
only by the size of the earth. Well hast
thou and thy forefathers succeeded in
all undertakings; but there shall hap-
pen to thee three things, and when the
last has occurred, all thy wealth will
avail thee naught. Behold! As the sun
setteth on the last day of this year,
then shall thine only son perish.”

Barely remembering the prophecy,
Mason, the richest man of the world,
continued to grasp and accumulate,
with but the desire to satisfy, to die
with the distinction of having owned
the earth. Times and conditions, for
the preceding century, had been such
as to make this a possibility. Mason’s
forefathers had all been thrifty, and all
their ventures had succeeded. Millions
upon millions had been piled up by each
and had passed in succession to heirs,
who continued the same relentless pol-
icy. It had become a mania in the
Mason family to accumulate wealth,
not for the purpose of using it, but
simply to satisfy a resistless desire to
take from others all they could. Dur-
ing the last few generations of the
Mason family, its wealth was reckoned
by trillions and quadrillions. In spite
of this fact, it seemed as if the craving
of the Masons for wealth would never
be satisfied, and that the limit would be
a complete ownership of the earth.

The present Mason had increased his
wealth so much during the year 1997,
that he had passed the quintillion mark,
and owned practically all of the earth’s
surface. He was terrestial dictator of
more than twenty billion human beings,
—controlling their lives, even to the ex-
tent of terminating them at pleasure.

The dream worried him not at all.
His life had so far been devoted to sat-
isfying his all-absorbing ambition.
Nothing was allowed to interfere with

his plans. Besides, was not the little
country of Abyssinia trying to break
from his control, confiscate his lands,
and set up again for itself? And had
not the former spirit of freedom begun
to manifest itself in his home country
of America? Mason was extremely
severe on occasions of this kind, and
often visited with dire punishment the
inhabitants of a rebellious country, to
bring them again securely under the
yoke. With all the ramifications of his
intricate money-making machinery, he
had, at all times. his hands at the
throats of the peoples of the earth.

Gradually the year 1997 drew to a
close. The last day of the year was a
clear one at the home of the Masons.
The thousands of wireless instruments
had early begun their clatter. These
were so arranged and assembled as to
include the entire earth in their scope.
Their design was of such an automatic
character, as to cause them to register
at once the important events that were
transpiring on the earth’s surface.
Hand-operated instruments had long
become obsolete. Young Mason had
been in India in connection with the
project of moving the Himalaya Moun-
tains into the Indian Ocean, to make
more fertile land. He conversed from
there with his father in America, ac-
quainting him with details, and at once
left for his home in his air-ship.

The father was awaitng the return of
his son with anxiety. He longed to
learn further some of the features con-
nected with the case. Just as the last
rays of the sun were dying out, an in-
strument clicked off the news of the
collapse of the son’s air-ship and the
death of the owner. The father at once
sct out to his son’s side. As he gazed
on the distorted form he recalled his
dream of the vision.

* 00k * * * *

Time had healed the wound caused
by the loss of his only son. His one
ambition to own the earth was very
near being realized. There remained
but a few more small countries to ac-
quire. At the close of one eventful
day he had retired in a troubled spirit.
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As he lay sleeping there appeared to
him, in startling clearness, the vision
of a year ago, which said:

“Thou hast prospered in earthly
things, and gained much, but thou hast
lost thy son. Thou hast not taken
warning and hast not ceased thy grasp-
ing. Behold! As the sun setteth on the
last day of this year, then shall also thy
wife perish.”

He awoke and was much troubled;
for had not the previous prophecy been
fulfilled? During the remainder of the
year, even despite his victories, the
memory of the dreadful dream was
ever in his mind. On the last day of
the year he surrounded his palace with
guards; many attendants, doctors and
nurses were in readiness, and guarded
every movement of his wife with the
utmost vigilance. All to no avail, for
as the sun was sending its last rays for
the year to the earth, the wife was
breathing her last in the diamond-
studded palace.

* ¥ * * * * *

Again had time been merciful, so that
the memory of his loss was affecting
less and less the operations of Mason.
He had striven by sheer work to keep
his mind from dwelling on his bereave-
ment. On account of this excess of ap-
plication of his tremendous power,
Mason had, at the beginning of the fol-
lowing June, accomplished what had
been his lifelong aim,—namely, the
complete possession of the earth. As
he lay one night thinking of some
means by which to gain control of some
of the other planets, he fell into a trou-
bled sleep. With dread he realized that
the vision was standing before him, and
struggle as he would, he was compelled
to listen to another prophecy:

“Thou art now master of all earthly
things. The Mason family hath at last
reached that stage beyond which it is
impossible for man to go. Thou art
the last of the Mason family, and thy
victory shall avail thee little. Thy days
are few, and at their end shall all thy
property revert to those from whom
thou hast taken it. Behold! As the
sun setteth, marking the close of this
active year, then shall it mark also the
close of life in the Mason family!”

Awakening with a start, the awful

prophecy rang through his brain. Until
sunrise he lay thinking of his past life,
and, doomed as 'he was to die at sunset
on the last day of the year, he realized
how little he really had benefited by his
wealth.

“What can I do?” said he, “the
prophecy has been fulfilled twice. ‘As
the sun sets’—‘as the sun sets’—ah!
The sun shall not set. I will stop it.
The year 2000 shall not be born.”

He called together the world’s great-
est astronomers and mathematicians,
and said:

“Gentlemen: I wish—don’t be as-
tonished—but I wish that the sun shall
not set on December 31, 1999, but shall
continue to shine forever on this place.
Come to me as soon as possible with
your plans, and do not hesitate to use
all the resources of the world, if neces-
sary, to accomplish this feat.”

In two weeks the great men ap-
peared. The spokesman said:

“Mr. Mason, we have worked out the
scheme to the minutest detail, and find
there is only one way to accomplish
the result you desire, and with very
little damage to your property. Of
course, to stop the sun’s course in the
sky we must stop the earth’s rotation
on its axis,—not altogether, but to such
an extent that it will rotate on its axis
once, exactly once, in the same time it
takes to make a revolution in its orbit,
—that is, a year. This must also be
done gradually, for as you know, the
earth’s equatorial velocity is seventeen
miles per minute, and to stop this im-
mense velocity suddenly the same re-
sults would occur as in trying to get off
a train moving at the same velocity.”

“Yes, but what is your plan to ac-
complish this?” interrupted Mason.

“l was coming to that,” continued
the speaker. “Briefly, we must fire tan-
gentially from the earth’s surface huge
projectiles in the proper direction, and
at the proper time, so as to overcome
by their combined recoil the present
rotation of the earth and cause it to
rotate once a year. It is needless to
go over our work in detail with you,
but suffice it to say, that if our plans
are carried out absolutely, then it is an
impossibility for a failure to occur. We
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have nearly six months in which to
perform the work, and”

“Gentlemen,” again broke in Mason,
“proceed at once. Give your orders in
my name. Start anywhere you wish—
the world is mine.”

Simultaneously, all powder works
were directed to work night and day to
manufacture gun-powder,—416,387,411
tons in all. The iron foundries were
directed to cast the parts to build up
the monstrous projectiles. A man set
out for South America to take charge
of the tunneling. A thousand tunnels,
each 1475 feet in diameter and forty-six
miles long, were started at the same
time in the Andes. Two million men,
working day and night, accomplished
the work in a little over five months.
By this time the projectiles and explo-
sives were at hand, and the work of
placing these gigantic charges began.

The chief had all the detonating
wires run underground to a firing sta-
tion 1000 miles away, in the interior
of Brazil. Here all the terminals were
arranged with keys, so that by closing
any one, an electric current was sent
to its corresponding tunnel and the
charge fired.

It was now the 28th of December,
1999. In three days would occur an
event which would mean changed con-
ditions for all beings on earth. It could
not fail, for had not the mathematicians
gone over their work time and again?
Mathematics was, and is, an exact sci-
ence. Everything 'was correct to the
minutest detail, and therefore failure
was impossible. On the 28th, the work
was carefully gone over, wires tested;
on the 29th, the final connections were
made, and everything put in order.
Police established along the lines of
underground wires, and around the fir-
ing station, lest some fanatic should
interfere.

It was calculated that at 12:58 a. m.
on the morning of December 31st, 1999,
the first charge should be fired, and at
intervals of one minute thereafter the
remaining tunnels would be set off.
That would make the last discharge
occur at 5:38 p. m., or about sun-down
under normal conditions.

At midnight, a tense calmness
reigned at the firing station. While no

one knew the reason for this gigantic
undertaking, failure was dreaded. With
watch in hand, the chief stood at the
beginning of the row of keys, and at
exactly 12:58 fired the first charge.
Instantly a violent shock was felt, re-
sembling somewhat the earthquake at
San Francisco of almost one hundred
years ago. Thereafter at intervals of
one minute the entire thousand tun-
nels were fired. At exactly 5:38 p. m.
the last discharge occurred, and the
chief rushed out and saw the sun
toward the east.

“Gentlemen,” said he, “if you intend
living in this vicinity, set your watches
at 9:18 a. m., and stop them, because
vou will have no further use for them.
It will be 9:18 a. m. at this longitude
until further orders.”

The wireless at the firing station rat-
tled off congratulations from Mason.
The great feat had been accomplished.
The sun would now forever shine on
one-half of the earth’s surface, and
there would be perpetual night on the
other half.

“I have caused half of my property
to become worthless,” said Mason, a
vear afterwards, “but look how the
other half has boomed in value. Aver-
aging everything up, I find my wealth
about the same as before. Of course,
the dark side, for want of sunshine,
has died completely, and explorers tell
me it is covered all over by snow. And
this side being exposed continuously
to the sun, is much hotter than it used

‘to be. Of course, those that do not

like continuous I p. m. can go where
it is always 9 a. m. or 3 p. m., or what-
ever they want. This is still December
31st, 1999, and we shall never see the
year 2000, but it is so easy to remem-
ber the date now, that many things can
be overlooked. It cost me ninety bill-
ions, and I lost many billions more by
notes and mortgages that I hold, never
becoming due. But I am satisfied.
Some day I shall move the earth out
from the sun a little, so as to reduce
the heat on this side. The earth ought
to have a larger orbit, anyway,—what
we want is more room. I think I can
sleep in peace now, even if I do have
to sleep in the day-time.”
—C. L. BAENDER.
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THE OFFICE BOY TALKS BASEBALL

A one-act sketch by Jack Foldingdoor, which throws a little light upon the abilities
and personalities of some pioneer Baseball players of old St. Mary’s College.

Scene: TuHE CoLLEGIAN Sanctum. Editor-in-Chief, Frank J. Hart, sit-
ting at desk penning editorials. Associate Editors busy preparing copy for
forthcoming edition. “Dick” Fitzgerald, ‘o5, former editor of CoLLEGIAN and
loyal graduate of St. Mary's, is visiting the editorial rooms, accompanied by
George Poultney, ‘05, who served as Athletic Editor under “Dick.” “Glue”
Smith, the insuppressible office-boy, dusting office fixtures and books and ex-

changes.

Time: Rainy afternoon in January.

Fraxk. Here, Glue, put your “Frank
Merriwell” away and dust that book-
shelf as I told you. What do you think
we have got you in here for—to read
novels? Now, get to work and forget
your novels for a while.

GLUE. Aw! Can’t I finish just this
chapter? It’s the ninth inning, and
gee! there’s big doings.

Frank. Put the novel away imme-
diately—read it some other time.

GLue. Aw! Can’t yer

Dick. Oh!let the kid read his novel,
Frank; you read novels yourself in your

“knickerbocker days.

GEORGE.  Yes, your sanctum is clean
enough—Iet the kid finish the chapter.

Fraxk. Well, all right, Glue, finish
the chapter and then clean out that old
desk that has been unoccupied since
those gloriously lazy days when Poult-
ney was athletic editor.

GrORGE. Do you imply that I was
lazy, when I was on the staff?

Dick. If Brother Agnon were here,
he wouldn’t imply, but he’d tell you
straight from the shoulder that you
were the laziest athletic editor TuE
COLLEGIAN was ever burdened with.

GreorcE. Oh! you’re just jealous of
my widely reputed industry. I was the
most energetic athletic editor Tar CoL-
LEGIAN was ever blessed with. Don’t
you remember the exchange that said,
“the athletic notes in THE COLLEGIAN
show that the editor of the athletic de-
‘partment is an exceedingly industrious
individual”?

Dick. Yes. I remember that note
very well, and remember also that the
ex-man who penned that sentence
proved to be an intimate friend of

yours. Anyhow, who ever knew of an
ex-man who told the truth? By the
way, Mr. Editor-in-Chief, how is Broth-
er Agnon? I haven’t seen him since
the season he resigned as Manager of
the Pheenix ball team.

(A knock at door. Glue, reading his
novel, approaches door, and throws back
lock. Brother Agnon enters.)

B. A. Well, well! George Poultney
and Dick Fitzgerald! When did you
two arrive? Just come now? How
long have you been here? Have you
been in here all the time? Why didn’t
you come upstairs? How have you
been, Dick? Pretty well, I suppose?
What are you doing now? Working
for the S. H. C. Engineering Company ?
The same as ever, I suppose. Well,
well! It’s almost three years since I've
seen you. You are looking splendid.
And how are you, George? Still with
the Popmacue Dramatic Company?
Are you as lazy as you used to be,
George?

Georce. Lazy! I was never lazy.

B. A. You were never lazy? Well,
that’s a good joke for the josh column.
I remember a good one they had in
TrE CoLLEGIAN about you some time
ago.

GrorcE. About me? What was it?

B. A. Somebody asked you if you
ever got tired of doing nothing, and
when you replied that you did get tired
occasionally, the inquirer asked what
vou did then.

Dick. And what did Poultney say,
Brother?

B. A. Oh! he said that when he got
tired of doing nothing he took a rest.
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Ha, ha! Poultney never said a truer
thing in his life!

(GLUE, cleaning out Poultney’s old desk.)

GLUE. Oh! look what I found! It’s
a letter, and it’s addressed to George
W. Poultney. I found it here in his old
desk.

B. A. Let me see the letter, Glue?

Dick. No, give it to me!

GEORGE. It’s mine, Glue. Here, hand
it over!

GrLue. Hand it over, nothing. I
found it—I'll keep it myself. There
may be some greenbacks in it.

(Glue makes a dart for door, seeking to
escape with his find, but is stopped by
George.)

Grorce. Here, give that letter to
me ; it has my name on it.

Grue. I won't give it to you, unless
the editor says so.

GEORGE. Tell him to give it to me,
Mr. Editor-in-Chief.

Dick. Don’t you do it; tell him to
give it to me.

B. A. Here, Glue, give me that let-
ter.

Frank. T'll settle this dispute. Glue,
stand on the ex-man’s stool and read
that letter aloud.

(Standing on stool and reading letter.)

GLUE. “Stockton, October 1st, 1904.
George W. Poultney, Dear Friend: I
have nothing to refresh my memory ‘as
regards dates or names, and I think
you had better postpone your history
of the old St. Mary’s Baseball Club,
until I can get some of the old nine to-
gether and confirm or disapprove of
what I now write you. The club——"

B. A. Oh!I know what the letter is.
Look at the end, Glue, and see if it
isn’t written by C. M. Weber?

(After turning over several pages.)

GLUE. Yes, C. M. Weber.

B. A. I knew it. Now, this C. M.
Weber . was President of the old St.
Mary’s Baseball Club back in the early
seventies. He is now a capitalist in
Stockton ; his son is now in one of the
Academic Classes. Fine fellow, Mr.
Weber. Some four years back, when
I used to have Poultney for English
Composition, T suggested that he write
to Mr. Weber, and ask for data with
which to write an article about the old
St. Mary’s Baseball team. George

finally wrote the letter and Mr. Weber
mailed him the requested data. When
George got the data, he was too con-
foundedly lazy to write an article on it.
Remember the time you asked Poult-
ney to write the article, Dick, and he
told you he lost the letter? Well, this
is the same letter. Poultney hid it in
his desk in order to escape writing it
up, and still he maintains he was never
lazy. Go on, Glue; continue reading
the letter.

GLUE. “The baseball club was organ-
ized in 1870 or '71, and during the sea-
son did not lose a single game, and the
team played thirty-one games.”

B. A. Thirty-one games? That beats
the ‘o7 Pheenix’s record of twenty-six
straight games. Continue, Glue.

GLUE. “One interesting game that I
remember, was the one we won from
the San Francisco Eagles. The Eagles
was the best club on the Pacific Coast
and was composed of nearly all grown-
up men, and previously had beaten
everything on the coast. This Eagle
team was the only team that had suffi-
cient confidence in itself to face the
famous Cincinnati Red Stockings, who
made a tour of the coast, and, of course,
beat everything they went against. We
played dozens of “picked nines” from
all over San Francisco. We also
had an exciting game with the
Santa Clara College nine, whom we
played at San Mateo, as that was neu-
tral ground, and, therefore, neither
could have any advantage as far as
grounds were concerned; but we beat
them; the game ending in some kind
of a row, the particulars of which I do
not now remember.”

Dick. Too bad he couldn’t remember
the details of that row.

B. A. Oh! talk about something
pleasant. Go on with the letter, Glue.

GLUE. “As near as I can recollect,
the names of our nine were: John Cul-
len, catcher; Delos Ashley, pitcher;
James T. Murphy, first base; ‘ Dode’
Dunn, second base, and ‘Pat’ Cahill,
third base. John Meighan and the
elder Magendie played on the team at
different times. ‘Bob' Sullivan also
played several games.”
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B. A. Yes, those are the old players,
all right—Cullen, Ashley, Dunn—yes,
those are the names. Proceed, Glue!

GLUE. “In those days a curved ball
was never heard of. The ball had to
be delivered with a straight arm and
below the waist. Ashley could not be
batted successfully, and I think his de-
livery must have consisted of in-and-
out shoots. He pitched a very swift
ball, that when hit, nearly always went
up in the air or resulted in a foul, which
Cullen hardly ever missed. A foul tip
caught in those days was an out. Cul-
len was a wonderful backstop when you
consider the kind of balls that were
pitched at him by Ashley. No big
‘pudding bags’ on your hands then;
and no masks. It would have done
your eyes good to see him stop those
wild pitches with his bare hands. I
have seen his hands after a severe game
all swollen up, so that he could not
close his fingers. Of course, he played
only one game a week, or he never
could have stood it.”

B. A. Yes, Cullen was certainly a
great catcher—a beautiful catcher, the
best in the State, then. He stood up
behind the batter without any mask,
a something then unknown, and threw
to bases perfectly. You didn’t have to
pay for gloves in those days, as I had
to, for you, Poultney, when you were
catcher for the Phcenix.

GEORGE. Yes, and you played a good
trick on the sporting goods firm where
you bought that catchers’ mitt, didn’t
you?

B. A. Oh! never mind that. Go on
with the letter, Glue!

GEeorGE. Oh! we will mind it. Wait
a minute, Glue.

Dick. Tell us about the glove,
“Mush”?

GeorGe. Well, in ‘o4, Ryan and I
were catchers for the Pheenix team,
and Brother Agnon was manager. As
“Jupe” Ryan had a fine mitt, of course
1 wanted one, also; so Brother Agnon
sent to a sporting goods firm in San
Francisco and to another in Oakland
for samples. The glove received from
San Francisco was a dandy, and was
worth eight dollars. The glove re-
ceived from the Oakland firm was ex-

actly similar in color, size and shape;
in fact, unless you examined the two
gloves very carefully you could find no
difference between them. The Oakland
firm’s glove was worth five dollars.

Dick. Which glove did you select?

Grorce. The glove from the San
Francisco firm, the eight-dollar one.
But Brother Agnon didn't pay eight
dollars for it.

Dick. How was that?

GrorceE. Well, the gloves looked so
much alike, that our manager sent the
five-dollar glove back to the San Fran-
cisco firm, stating that the team had
no use for it. He then payed five dol-
lars to the Oakland store for the eight-
dollar mitt he got from San Francisco.
By this neat little piece of head-work
the team was ahead three dollars.

B. A. Don’t you believe him, Dick;
he’s improvising.

GEORGE. I'm not improvising. It’s
true, every word of it.

B. A. Proceed with the letter, Glue!

GLUE. “Besides Ashley, we had an-
other good pitcher named ‘Bob’ Sulli-
van. Sullivan pitched a very swift ball.
The heaviest batter on the team was a
chap named Aiken. When he got a -
good crack at the ball the out-fielders
generally had to run the whole length
of the field to get in front of it. The
right and center fields of the old Col-
lege grounds sloped down towards the
fence, and if you ever got a ball started
down hill, you never could stop it.
James T. Murphy, 73, the first-base-
man, was a fair batter and was good at
blocking low-thrown balls. The rest of
the team—I don’t remember any of
their peculiarities in playing, except
that they were all pretty fair batters
and could be relied upon in a pinch. I
remember that Aiken and one other
fielder had wonderful arms, they
could throw from deep field to the
home-plate when necessary.”

B. A. Yes, there were some beauti-
ful and accurate throws from the out-
field in those days. Some of the out-
fielders had splendid arms. It was
no uncommon thing to see a runner
thrown out at the plate from deep cen-
ter-field. Go on, Glue!
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GLUE. “The diamonds that we used
to play on in those days were very
rough, uneven affairs, compared with
those of the present day, and to stop a
hot grounder, a person almost took
his life in his hands; for you could
never tell when the ball would take a
false bound and hit you in the face. I
cannot remember the scores made, al-
though some of them were quite large.
I think if you can get hold of the files
of the ‘San Francisco Chronicle’ and
of the ‘Examiner’, which was then an
evening paper, you will probably find
some interesting accounts of the vari-
ous games, for they were published at
the time.”

B. A. T remember reading of the
games ; they were all published in those
papers. You should look up the files,
George; they will make interesting
reading. Read on, Glue!

Grue. “The club consisted of many
contributing members, who furnished
the balls, bats and such uniforms as
we had. We all contributed liberally
to the funds, as we were proud of our
team, and saw that they had every-
thing that we could get for them. I
can recall many of the old scenes on the
days of the big games: the arrival of

the competing team, and the intense
interest and excitement until the finish.
Talk about your present day rooters—
you ought to have heard the cheering
and shouting on a three-bagger or a
double-play by our team—hats and
coats in the air and everybody crazy.”

(Bell rings.)

B. A. Wait a minute, Glue. Listen!
Was that my bell that just rang?

GEORGE. Have you the same call-bell,
as when I was here—one and then two?
Yes, that was your bell then.

(Starting for door.)

B. A. We will hear the rest of the
letter when I come back.

GLue. I just finished. That part
about everybody being crazy was the
last sentence in the letter.

B. A. Very well. Good-by, Dick,
take good care of yourself, old man.
Good-by, George. Tell all the old boys
you meet that I was asking for them.
And say, George, who was the laziest
athletic editor THE COLLEGIAN ever
had? There goes that bell again.
Good-by, boys.

Curtain.

Student’s Dream of Washington’s Birthday

HOSEN poet by my classmates, Washington’s proud fame to sing,
Sought I inspiration’s fountain, claimed a draught from nature’s spring;
Vain the hope! All nature dead it seemed, the birds beneath the eaves,
Watched the drops that dripping beat the requiem of the mouldering

leaves.

February still grew on apace, yet sighed the moody wind ;

Shudder’d still the naked boughs before the bitter blast’s unkind
Mocking touch; the buds that bloomed in haste to greet the early spring
Paled to meet their frosty foe, nor stopped the drowsy bee’s dull wing.

Crept the fated twenty-second on; demon-like my task yet glared,

So when noisy youth lay dreaming o’er the sports in which they shared,
Lonely in my sleepless bedroom, where the frowning hours dragged slow,
Prayed I long for mystic numbers, prayed poetic fires to glow.
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Suddenly I felt a presence, saw a form about the door,

Had my pleadings reached the Muses, brought a shadow from their shore?

Shadow surely, but a soldier’s, like a Continental dressed,

Not alone, for through the passage, surged a throng that round him
pressed.

3

1 Shade of Washington, 'twas truely. well I knew his noble brow,
Ghosts of those who'd fought beside him were the other shapes, I trow;
Soundless as each step fell chilling on the frighted midnight air,
! Thus the chief addressed his comrades, silent gazing on them there:

“Revolutionary fathers! here I welcome you once more,
Risen from your beds of glory, travelers from th’ eternal shore,
Dwellers where the blighting footprints of a sordid race ne’er burned,
Where the hero finds a blessing for the life he gladly spurned.

Often when the pangs of hunger sharply pierced at Valley Forge,

When Death’s missives claimed our soldiers by dank moor and mountain
gorge,

When the prattling infant, sireless, cooed in lately widowed arms,

Often questioned I, if Freedom dearly bought e’er lost her charms?

If, uprearing from the darkness, 'round the future densely rolled,
Mammon should impose a tribute, crushing hearts thro’ lust for gold,
Would our children court the shackles, we once scorned in English hands?
Would they turn our Constitution into laws for grasping lands?

But today I'm answered clearly, Greed is knocking at the door,
Nay, by venal hearts admitted, she demands her millions o’er;
Whilst upon weak island neighbors, whom her slimy wiles ensnare,
Fatten purse-proud politicians on corruption’s legal fare.

Womb of Chaos! claim this nation, ere her stream of purest blood
Should, by tyrants’ hearts pulsated, flow a cruel ’venomed flood ;

Rather write in thy lost records sad forgetfulness, her name;

Endless night! within thy blackness hide her from the despot’s shame.

No, sweet Heaven! Freedom’s favor’d child, Columbia, nursed by thee
\ Cannot perish; guide her wanton steps from folly's tempting tree;
In this western paradise, oh! teach her to protect the right.”
Praying thus the vision vanished—crowd and speaker—into night.

Vanished—for I had been dreaming, wily sleep had tricked my brain,
] Painting upon fancy’s canvas phantoms of the mighty slain;

Still kind memory’s echoes haunt me, whispering fondly hope’s refrain,
We will waken from our nightmare of those isles across the main.

—=SORH:
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THE MARIN COUNTRY CLUB

sporting sections of the daily

papers what Marin County is

famous for and he will reply
with much enthusiasm and little hesi-
tancy, “Why, gun-clubs, of course.”
Ask him to name some of these gun-
clubs, and he will mention as among
the most important, The Pheenix Club,
The Teal and Quail Club, The Black
Point Club, and many other organiza-
tions which have gained extensive
newspaper publicity. Then ask this
sporting-column peruser which is the
most noted club of Marin County, and
he will answer, “Well, I don’t know its
exact name, but it is the one they call
The Country Club. And it’s not only
the most prominent club of Marin
County, but also the most famous out-
ing club on the Pacific Coast.”

q SK any schoolboy who scans the

This much spoken of club is hidden
away in the rolling hills of ~Marin
County and has no other name than
that which the schoolboy gives it: The
Country Club. Why should the name
be more elegant or more euphonious?
Why should the outing organization be
called The Milton Gun Club or The
Shakespeare Gun Club? Would either
of these names help the club members
to drop deer or bag quail? The plain
words “Country Club” are perhaps
vague and indefinite, but what care the
club members?—they are out after
game and sport, and whether they have
as a club name, a word of one syllable
or of six, to them it makes no particular
difference.

The Country Club was organized
some fifteen years ago and is an off-
shoot of the Pacific Union Club of San
Francisco. Membership in the Pacific
Union Club is a prerequisite to obtain-
ing membership in The Country Club—
in other words, the Country Club is an
organization within an organization—
a club composed of the select members
of a very select club. By lease, the
Country Club acquired the shooting
and fishing privileges on a princely
estate at Point Reyes, where redwood
forests and brushy uplands shelter
large herds of deer, and where spark-

ling lakes and clear streams contain
many varieties of trout and species of
fish. The Pacific Ocean creeps up a
short distance on the western portion
of the estate, forming little islets, bays
and marshes which provide splendid
facilities for duck-shooting and deep-
sea fishing. Tomales Bay bounds the
eastern portion of the grounds and
gives excellent opportunities for boat-
ing, swimming and duck-shooting.

In Bear Valley, a beautifully shel-
tered nook, prolific in majestic red-
woods, stands the Club House. You
reach the abode by staging from Point
Reyes Station, located on the North
Shore Railroad. The drive is a splen-
did one of four miles along a road wind-
ing between tall redwoods and beauti-
ful laurels and bordered by those over-
hanging ferns for which Marin County
is so widely noted. The scenery along
the drive is of the kind that mere
words, no matter how judiciously em-
ployed, cannot fittingly describe. One
scene, however, which the “bookish
traveler” invariably tries to reproduce
with pencil and paper is presented by
the decaying redwoods, which here and
there stretch over some truckling creek
and which are draped with bows of
willow and ivy that make the giants
of the forest appear as delicately col-
ored pieces of tapestry, woven and in-
terwoven by the skillful hand of nature.

Entering the clubhouse, throw open
one of the large windows, drop yourself
into a cosy arm-chair, prop your feet on
the foot-rests, and from your comfort-
able and elevated position feed your
eyes on one of the most beautiful syl-
van feasts that nature has ever spread
at any time or in any place. To the
west, through an opening in the forest,
you can see the blue Pacific, at times
peaceful and shimmering, again white-
capped and turbulent, but always pre-
senting a picture which the eye never
wearies of looking upon. On the north
and east you may see sloping hills,
thickly covered with stately redwoods
and with here and there at rare inter-
vals a bare speck marking the spot
where a lumber-camp had, years ago,
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encroached upon the forest and made
its disfiguring swiath.

To this matchless rendezvous comes
many a weary pilgrim; some to enjoy
the delights of the sportsman, some to
rest in the quiet of the forest, and some
to continue their rounds of sociai pleas-
ure so peculiar to city life. Here also
the bibulous, free from the depressing
influence of rebellious latch-keys, too-
eloquent spouses and unsympathetic
policemen, woo gay Bacchus into the
diminutive hours of the morning and
listen with more or less lagging atten-
tion to the wondrous and almost incred-
ible tales told by the mighty and not
over-veracious Nimrods of the club. The
jaded and the weary find in the con-
templation of the sea and in long
tramps into the woods a divergence
from the hurry and worry of business-
life. Here, again, the sportsman always
finds his gun clean and in good condi-
tion; his hunting-togs are always at
hand, and his dogs and steed ever ready
and eager for the chase.

Of course, the Country Club estate
isn't as plentiful in deer and bear as
was the “forest primeval”, and as the
club wishes to prevent its game from
becoming extinct, it has, necessarily,
placed a “game limit” on its members.
Three deer and a limited number of
quail and of ducks are allowed each
member during the various seasons. In
regard to some club members, more
skillful in the manipulating of bonds
and stocks than in the wiles of the field,
this limit is unnecessary ; but it is nec-
essary, and emphatically necessary, in
the cases of a large number of mem-
bers who are crack shots and clever
wielders of the rod.

You will travel far and wide before
you find kennels that can rival in con-
struction and cleanliness those of the
Country Club.

“The deep-mouthed blood-hounds heavy bay
Resounded up the rocky way.”

So Scott sings in the “Lady of the
Lake”, and so also are you likely to
sing when you hear the Country Club’s
hounds baying in their confinement, or
making the hills echo and re-echo with

their cries and bayings when released
at the opening of the deer season. Then,
too, the club has blooded pointers and
setters, but these are separated from
the hounds. Some members of the club
track deer by what is termed the “still
hunt”, that is, they hunt without dogs;
but most members prefer the excite-
ment incidental to the use of hounds.

Naturally, when the club members
are gathered about the camp-fire on a
cold evening, some very amusing sto-
ries and reminiscences are put into cir-
culation. Some months ago a titled
Englishman was a guest of the club,
and on the very night of his arrival
told his hosts of some positively mar-
velous shots he had made, and of some
monstrous deer he had dropped in the
historical woods of “good old Eng-
land”. The next day there was a big
deer chase, and to test the Britisher’s
self-reputed marksmanship, the club-
keeper stationed the Englishman on a
slightly elevated mound past which the
deer would very likely run. When the
dogs were unleashed, eight splendid
bucks bounded past the astounded
Briton, who dropped his rifle in pro-
found amazement, shaded his eyes with
his hand and, gazing after the fleeing
deer, exclaimed: “Jove, look at them
run!”

A comparatively few harmless brown
bears still infest the deeper recesses of
Bear Valley. Bear Valley receives its
name from the numerous grizzlies
which some years ago roamed the val-
ley’s domain. However, the grizzly
disappeared from the club’s estate
about thirty years ago. A few Cali-
fornia lions and a variety of cougar
still roam the woods. Wild cats, foxes,
coons and coyotes were once very plen-
tiful on the estate, but these are fast
disappearing, as the club has set a pre-
mium upon their scalps. The club also
pays a premium on the heads of all
predatory birds. While the club mem-
bers’ chief aim is the securing of game,
they do not hunt to such an extent as
to quickly devastate the forest of all
live-stock. The club is and always has
been a strict observer of the Marin
County game and fish laws. By en-
forcing these laws and by stocking the
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streams in proper seasons, game and
fish have increased within the confines
of the club preserve and have migrated
in large numbers to adjacent parts of
the county.

Attempts at picturing the beauties
of the Country Club have been made
by many a gifted wielder of the pen,
but words cannot adequately describe
what the eye must see to appreciate.
If you are fortunate enough to have a
friend who is a member of the Country
Club and this friend should happen to
invite you to spend a few days at the
club, by all means accept his invitation.

Lose yourself in the thick forest of the
estate, chase one or two fat deer, angle
several dozen speckled trout, and inhale
the fragrant Bear Valley air; and when
the time arrives for your return to the
smoky city you will agree with Scott,
that,

“Merry it is in the good greenwood,

When the mavis and merle are singing,

When the deer sweeps by, and the hounds
are in cry,

And the hunter’s horn is ringing.”

—HECTOR A. McNEILL.

REVERIE

HEARD her voice—but in a dream—
Yet, oh, those strains of Heavenly lore,
Those Naiad airs, how sweet they seem
Unto a soul whose woes are legion
As grains of sand upon the shore.

She was an angel from high Heaven
That o’er the Seraphs cast a spell,
And e’en the Pleiads, which are seven,
All paused to hear a strain far sweeter
Than sang the angel Israfel.

Nor e’er from out the distant Aid'nn
Came there a sweeter melody

From angel throngs, with triumph lad’n,
To tear from out the realms of Pluto

The half-restored Euridice.

And still in dreams I hear again

The hymn she sang, “O Night of Nights”,
Which o’er the sainted spirits then

With rapture stole—and all seems Heaven
Wherein my wond’ring soul delights.

For still those strains of melody,

Like seas that will forever roll,
Are ringing through Eternity,

And fall like blessed balm from Gilead
In sunshine o’er my fun’ral soul.

—CHAS. T. MOUL.

L .
o —————
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THE UNIVERSITY FACULTY ATHLETIC
COMMITTEE DECISION

HE faculty athletic committees of
Stanford and California, in joint
session, have recently legislated
on a measure that strikes home

to us. Of course, we are not perturbed
over the new enactment; neither do we
feel that we must in the near future
pull up stakes and strike out on a lone-
ly highway—orphan-like—in quest of
an abiding place that we can call our
own. Be that as it may, no semi-pro-
fessional athletes may hereafter play
with the untainted children of Stan-
ford and California in their own back-
yards. We—Santa Clara, St. Vincent’s
and St. Mary's, so the story goes—
shall have to cleanse ourselves thor-
oughly with the wash graciously
vouch-safed us by the Pacific Ath-
letic Association, or be condemned
to roam outside in the muddy
streets where our athletic exercises
must be reduced to mud-slinging
or mud-pie competitive drills, or, pos-
sibly, to pee-wee, or the like. Skilled
or unskilled, these athletic feats are
confined solely to amateurs, and ama-
teurs we are condemned to become,
whether we like it or not.

Now, what is the reason of this late
decree? Some say that President Peix-
otto of the P. A. A., like unto Alex-
ander, is ambitious. He desires, these
assert, to see the whale and the little
fry all swimming peacefully together
in his fishing pond. Then, again, it is
declared that a semi-professional is
neither flesh nor good red-herring, and,
therefore, like the tepid in the gospel,
is a stomach-turner to connoisseurs of
the type of Stanford and California.
Ambition may be playing a conspicu-
ous role in the little hidden scene, and,
besides, it is pretty well known that
President Peixotto has of late been in
touch with our esteemed local educa-
tional celebrities, Drs. Jordan and
Wheeler. Withal, we think that both
Stanford and California have been an-
noyed by these two little pests, St.
Mary’s and Santa Clara. Both have
always hit hard, causing Stanford and
California to travel in a Tunaway pace

that may have proved too hot and too
annoying to the respective university
committees. As for St. Mary's, our
baseball intercollegiate contests for five
seasons or more have, in the main, been
athletic jokes, and, Christianlike, we
must not worry for being driven away
from the cruel end of this unpleasantry.

As for the semi-professional charge,
we need have little to say. If money-
taking is the professional test, and the
P, Al A, says it is, theniiwe rat, St
Mary’s are willing to register as out-
and-out professionals. We venture to
say, without fear, that there is not a
player of ability in either the Stanford
or the California baseball squad who is
not a professional, according to the P.
A. A. dictum. We believe and know
this to be true of several now holding
positions on each of these clubs. More-
over, we at St. Mary’s are not going to
legislate against our players who legiti-
mately take money for their athletic
services. We believe that they have a
clear-cut right to do so, and that their
right is an honorable one. The glee
club and the mandolin club members at
California and Stanford know that they
have a just claim to remuneration for
their services. They are amateurs, and,
O Lord, deliver us from many musi-
cians if money-taking makes of them
professional musicians!

Now, the point is, what are Santa
Clara and St. Mary’s going to do about
this little matter? We at St. Mary’s
have in our ranks a nice sprinkling of
Missourian blood, and are ever prepared
to do what is right, but then we have
“to be shown”. Will it benefit us to
join the P. A. A.? For doing so we
shall be graciously permitted to play
unmolested with the good boys of Stan-
ford and California, and, moreover, we
shall revel with joy in the realization
of the fact that Doctors Jordan and
Wheeler are pleased with us because
we have become docile, untainted little
children, like unto their own. But we
must not forget that the P. A. A. is
part of a huge incubus that has about
a thousand miles of red tape dangling
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in its trail. St. Mary’s was once promi-
nent in the P. A. A. This was before
President Peixotto had graduated from
knickerbockers. It was all right with
St. Mary’s so long as we kept our
heads down modestly. When, how-
ever, we began to teach California and
a few others just how football and
baseball and rowing could be made
very artistic, then we were tilted here
and slapped there, and told to be good.
We could not play such a team on
Sunday and could not go here or there.
Finally, St. Mary’s entire football
squad was declared professional for-
sooth, because the team had played
Vallejo, which club had in its line-up
two men who had been guilty of the
heinous crime of having at one time
forfeited their P. A. A. cards for hav-
ing accepted money for athletic serv-
ices. So, St. Mary’s will, in all likeli-
hood, stay outside the pale of the P.
A. A. We must not forget it, the P. A.
A. is ever going to parcel out the lion’s
share and best meats to the biggest

families, and St. Mary’s and Santa
Clara would always be fed last and
sparsely.

Come together, Santa Clara and St.
Marys. You have been legislated
against, so unite now for your own in-
terests. Come down from your pedes-
tals and clasp hands; the pedestals will
not move to bring you together. St.
Mary’s, recognize that Santa Clara is
as good as you, and, Santa Clara, if
you have a sneaking notion that you
overtop St. Mary’s, rid yourself of the
false notion. Come together, frame up
rules and regulations that shall begin
to bind you, say a year from now.
Don’t league yourselves with your ene-
mies. What do Stanford and Califor-
nia care for you? They use you as will-
ing try-horses, that’s all. Come to-
gether, and, shortly, Stanford and Cali-
fornia will not be the all-absorbent
athletic force.

—F. J. HART.

WHY 1§ IT SO?

ANY a heart is wrung by grief,
And many a soul by care,
Sorrow burns deep on many a mind,
And leaves its traces there;
Tell me, ye who come and go,

Why is it so?

Some are afflated with boundless joy,
And some by peace untold,

And some are burdened with poverty’s chains,
And others with countless gold;

Tell me, ye who say you know,
Why is it so?

Some o’erflowing with priceless health,
Are filled with lusty life;

While others are victims of dread disease,
And die in unequal strife;

Tell me, ye who think you know,
Why is it so?

~5.
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we celebrate the anniversary of

the birthday of George Washing-

ton. “First in Peace and First
in War”, the Father of his Country and
ever a model for American youth. In
our early school-days which one of us
did not idolize George Washington?
As we read history and, later, judge
Washington as a man, and ponder on
his character, we are unanimous in pro-
nouncing him ‘“the boon of Providence
to the human race’”; a man in a million
for leadership and an ideal ruler. As
a general, Washington displayed a de-
lightful blend of gentleness and firm-
ness to his own whole-souled patriots,
and, to his enemies, he exhibited the
strength of a great will and the skill of
a conqueror, properly so called. As a
statesman and a president, his charac-
ter has been idealized by his successors.
His praises have been sung for a cent-
ury and a third, for he has ever been
considered the model citizen, the mag-
nanimous soldier and the profound
statesman. When first he charged him-
self with the management of affairs in
the colonies, his followers were under
an unbearable yoke; when he retired
from his public career, he left a budding
nation, admired by the powers of earth
and gloried in by a happy, prosperous
pzople. What our nation is today is
due to George Washington, for he mas-
tered the ceremonies in laying the
foundation of Earth’s grandest repub-

ON the twenty-second of the month

lic. Well might we sing George Wash-
ington’s praises for space unlimited, for
his fame has encircled the earth, his
name was, and is, a spell of power and
of might, and his example is a rich and
priceless legacy to the sons and daugh-
ters of freedom.

The twelfth of February, a date
practically unnoticed by the majority
of the American people, is this year the
ninety-ninth anniversary of the day on
which one of the greatest men in Amer-
ican history first saw the dawn of life.
Abraham Lincoln was the first presi-
dent who was chosen from the masses.
The time during which he held the na-
tion’s highest office will never be for-
gotten. His, “a term and a month”,
saw the nation eating itself bodily, and
through all the terrible days of the
Civil War, Lincoln was the mainstay
of his people. He was the man of the
hour in those ne’er-to-be-forgotten four
years. When the “saddest strife” was
about to close and the North and the
South were about to be cemented to-
gether by a firmer, truer bond than be-
fore, Lincoln’s career was cruelly ended
by the mad deed of a crazed assassin.
What Lincoln’s reconstruction policy
might have been we can but surmise.
Pity that the greatest man of the nation
was taken from earth on the eve of
what surely would have been the hap-
piest moment of his life—when Blue
and Gray clasped hands, and when the




244 ®he Collegian

United States was truly the land of the
free, as it had proved itself to be the
home of the brave.

It was only many years after his.

death that the people recognized the
true worth of Lincoln. His qualities
were the sum-total of what is admirable
in man. Great men have said of him:
“His heart was as great as the world,
but there was no room in it to hold the
memory of a wrong”; and in his own

-words he had “malice toward none and

charity for all”. A pure statesman, a
peerless President, he was a veritable
model in private life. It is the opinion
of many, and methinks ’tis a sound-
minded many they are, that Abraham
Lincoln was the greatest man the
Union ever boasted. And yet how few
of us spare him a fleeting thought on
his birthday. George Washington’s
Birthday is remembered by all Ameri-
cans. Why not celebrate the birthday
of the immortal Lincoln?

When first THE COLLEGIAN struggled
with the turbulent, treacherous sea of
existence in search of the fleeting mi-
rage of literary fame, the cry of the
staff was solely for financial assistance.
Literary support THE COLLEGIAN was
certain to receive, and only financial
support must needs have been solicited.
Eagerly solicited, it was almost as eag-
erly given by friends, many and true.
In these stringent months, we are com-
fortable from the business manager’s
viewpoint. But around St. Mary’s cor-
ridors Tug COLLEGIAN seems to have
lost the golden charm of novelty. When
the paper was in its infancy, students
were eager to see the fruits of their
minds in print. Now the monthly and
regular appearance of THE CoL EGIAN
is taken for granted and a contributor
is looked upon as practically a martyr

- to his work. Seldom is the editor dis-

turbed, or rather elated, by the appear-
ance of an ambitious contributor with
the fabled manuscript tucked 'neath his
arm; but, rather is it the lot of the
editor to plead for literary offerings.
This is truly mo proper state of affairs.
Contributions, large and small, includ-
ing stories and essays. should be show-
ered at THE CoLLEGIAN office every

month, and students should, as of yore,
pride themselves on the appearance of
their names at the end of a creditable
article.

Our only request is that you try, fel-
low-students. You argue that you
haven't necessary ability; but you
know that, by shedding the mantle of
laziness which seems.to shroud many
of your actions, you can attain
success and satisfy that ambition
which, to some degree at least, lurks
in every soul. To this plea for literary
aid we expect quick, willing and ade-
quate response.

By the death of Lord Kelvin the
scientific world lost its leading light.
He was known the world over by his
many discoveries and inventions. Much
of the apparatus which perfects a physi-
cal laboratory was the fruit of his won-
derful mind. His was a rare genius,
and its trend was inventive in the ex-
treme. His discoveries and clever de-
signs vie in number and value with his
inventions, which have affected the
scope of engineering in general, and the
scientific laboratory in particular. Lord
Kelvin deserves to be called the pre-
mier scientist of his age and, in addi-
tion, his lovable character obtained for
him a rare popularity among his asso-
ciates in society and in science.

The study of hypnotism is daily re-
ceiving greater attention from psychol-
ogists and medical men. It is not un-
safe to say that hypnotic sleep in its
varied phases will claim in the near
future a great share of attention from
those who are interested in the study
of man. Unlike mental telepathy, it
presents a practical aspect which has
already found favor in hospital work
and in the treatment of the insane. Its
advent into the domain of medicine
may be hailed as a valuable adjunct in
the treatment of physical disease and
impediments. Its utility in mental and
moral disease is no less striking. Al-
coholism, tobacco habit, addiction to
drugs, and such like have been rendered
obedient to hypnotic treatment. Stut-
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tering, stammering and any number of
nervous complaints likewise have been
successfully combated. = Hypnotism
pure and simple is founded on psycho-
logical principles, and their application
is wholly free from charlatanism; it
has absolutely no affinity with super-
stition and does not conflict with reli-
gious belief. Unlike Christian Science,
it lays no claim to preternatural influ-
ences. Recent tests by members of the
Society of Psychical Research tend con-
clusively to disprove the “divine inter-
position” pretensions of the Baker-
Eddy cult, and accredit solely to auto-
suggestion, induced by hypnotism, the
wonderful cures to which Christian Sci-
ence lays claim. In its application,
hypnotism is indeed liable to become
an occasion of evil when exercised by
a conscienceless hypnotiser, but the
conscientious Christian physician can
effect much good in the relief of suffer-
ing humanity. It would be well to
safeguard the public by limiting its
practice to licensed physicians, as is
being done in the hospitals of France;
then the depraved tactics of quacks are
avoided ; if these latter do exist, how-
ever, it is consoling to know that the
right-minded, even under the severest
hypnotic influence, can never be in-
duced to do what is repugnant to their
moral or @sthetic nature. All valuable
adjuncts to science should be encour-
aged by endowments. Vast sums are
lavishly expended for purely theoreti-
cal projects of no material fruition.
Here is an opportunity of doing a prac-
tical and lasting good by placing funds
to encourage research in a purely hu-
man science the benefits of which are
matters of record, and the abuses of
which may be largely eliminated by
due process of law.

“Oh! I can’t do half the amount of
reading I ought to do,” complains the
College student. “There are many
books that I should read, but my class-
studies devour all my time. I would

like to take a few weeks’ vacation,
throw myself into a comfortable li-
brary-chair and do nothing else but
read from morning till night. Then,
and then only, could I read with profit
and satisfaction.”

This bemoaning of a lack of reading-
time is the complaint, not of a few, but
of a very large number of College men.
They contend that they can do no read-
ing unless they have especially assigned
reading periods, or unless they have a
week or two to give exclusively to the
perusing of books. These contentions
are absolutely incorrect. No College
man who was propped up with fancy
cushions and swamped with leisure has
ever accomplished wonders in the read-
ing world and no College man who is
afforded luxuries and an abundance of
time is ever likely to develop into “an
extraordinary absorber of books”. The
luxuries of an elaborately furnished li-
brary and the realization of having an
abundance of time are sources of un-
avoidable distraction to the student.
The over-consciousness of reading, also,
is a fact which prevents the student
concentrating his complete attention
upon a book.

Looking over the pages of biography,
we find that the men who read most
extensively and profitably are the men
who enjoyed very few advantages and
possessed comparatively little time for
the perusing of books. But they were
equipped with determination, and by
employing every minute of their spare
time, made their names shine brilliantly
on the pages of literature and history.

Times have not changed. The pres-
ent-day student who is determined to
accomplish a certain amount of reading
while at College, will always find
enough, and more than enough, leisure
to give to his books. But he must be
ever on the lookout for spare moments
and must give up the stupid idea “that
to read with profit, one must recline in
a velvet arm-chair and have a sea of
time to swim in.”

~TE B
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HE entire student body much re-
I gretted the recent illness of the
Prefect of Discipline, Brother
Joseph, who was confined to
his bed for some two weeks. We
all realize that the office of a Pre-
fect in a Boarding College is a
most trying one; still Brother Jo-
seph has performed this task to the
satisfaction of all concerned. His
kindness of heart and close attention
to every detail concerning the students’
welfare has endeared him to them, and
it is no wonder that they are glad to
know he will soon be able to resume
his onerous duties. During his illness
Brother Vitas performed the duties of
the Prefect with marked executive
ability.

Since the beginning of the second
semester, the influx of students still
continues at the College. Not only the
old boys, but even the faculty, are sur-
prised at the unprecedented number of
new students. Every bed in all dormi-
tories is occupied, and many are ob-
liged to find sleeping room elsewhere.
The late arrivals seem to be well
pleased with their surroundings, and
agree with the old fellows who say that
there is no place like St. Mary’s. The
Registrar is highly elated over the aug-
mented attendance, but says that if
more students make application he will
be obliged to refuse admission. The
question of accommodation is an im-
portant factor to be considered. Evi-
dently the building of a more spacious
College cannot be delayed much longer.
Here’s success to the newer and great-
er St. Mary’s.

THE CoLLEGIAN has enlisted a new

staff-artist in the person of George

Hurlbut. Watch for his work in our
subsequent editions.

The good, old “Ram Pasture” is no
more. What was once the scene of
festive board and frolic has succumbed
to the “big stick”. For the metaphori-
cal title of “Ram Pasture” has been
substituted the humble name of dormi-

tory, and activities in this apartment
will henceforth be limited to robust
snoring. They alone who in past years
were on the register of the now de-
funct “Ram” can appreciate what a loss
the abolition of the rhymed and storied
“Pasture” is to the favored “rams”
who enjoyed the ultra-social privileges
until the posting of the interdict.

To Query Editor:
Please inform me as to where the
new A. P. G. U. room is situated.
Yours truly,
H. 0. B.

Answer: For the desired informa-
tion apply to a member of the A. P.
G. U. There are a few things about
the College that we are unfamiliar
with, and the location of that literary
clubroom is one of them.

QUERY EpITOR.

Mr. George P. Webster, of Ye Lib-
erty Playhouse, has been engaged as a
teacher of elocution at the College.
The students are hereby advised to
take advantage of the opportunity af-
forded them to excel in this much de-
sired accomplishment.

A theatrical manager and play-writer
has been discovered in the College.
This real, live, theatrical manager who
has concealed his identity for many
months is a member of the Commercial
Department and is no less a person
than Jack Herrin. Jack’s talents were
revealed during the Christmas holidays
when he spent his “spare days” attend-
ing to the staging of plays at the Val-
lejo Opera House. Charlie Manning
happened into the Vallejo Opera House
one night during vacation, and was sur-
prised when he handed his price of ad-
mission to Manager Herrin. Charlie
claims that he was buncoed by the
management, and on returning to Col-
lege, insisted upon circulating the re-
port that “Jack Herrin was one of those
guys that put on bum shows”. Man-
ager Herrin affirms that his shows are
of first-class quality and that Charlie’s
protest arises from the fact “that
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Charlie paid his money to see a beauty
chorus, and witnessed instead five acts
of fiery melodrama.”

The Seniors have jogged along for
the first semester and are now entered
upon the stretch for the final spurt to
Commencement Day. Every member
of the upper classmen has hopes of
crossing the tape with many points to
spare, and with a parchment roll tucked
under his arm. There is no period of
College life which passes so rapidly
as the students’ last year. Members of
both Arts and Science Departments ap-
preciate this fact, and are applying
themselves assiduously, determined to
utilize the remaining months which
mark the close of their College careers.

““There goes that love-sick bunch
again,” groaned a Freshie, as the Oriole
Singing Club set up its regular after-
dinner wail. Who the members of
the Oriole Singing Club are and what
the purpose of the club is, we do not
know, exactly ; but we can make a good
guess. We can guess that the purpose
of the club is to make everybody feel
homesick. But this is a cruel thing to
say, when we realize that the Orioles
strain their vocal organs and exert
every effort to make the campus ring
with music. We understand the Ori-
oles are looking for donations. We

wish our financial condition were such

that we could make a donation to the
club—we would deed to them a vacant
lot to practice in.

There is much comment among the
students of the upper classes regarding
the recent activity of the Juniors.
Within the past few days, several meet-
ings have been held, some of which
ended in animated discussions. In-
quiries addressed to the class President
elicited the following information:
“Yes,” said Mr. Collins, “we have our
hands full at the present time. We in-
tend, however, to keep our plans per-
fectly quiet, but you may rest assured
that there is a surprise in store for
everybody.” This statement of the
Class President and the well-known
versatility of the Juniors makes us con-
fident of a rare treat in the near future.

During the early part of January,
Father Cranwell, the College Chaplain,
was confined to his room for some days
with a severe cold, but his many friends
will be happy to know that he has re-
covered, and is now able to perform his
duties as formerly. The Reverend
Father is a favorite with the students,
and though his absence was but brief,
it caused sorrow to his young friends.
In the Chaplain’s absence, the spiritual
wants of the College were attended to
by the Reverend Father Moore, C. S. P.

Social functions will hold sway at
St. Mary’s at least once a month for the
remainder of the semester. It was an-
nounced that every class will appear at
least once on the College stage before
the close of the term. This mode of
entertainment is indeed acceptable to
the students and serves as an adjunct
to the regular lecture course.

And wasn’t Neil Kelly popular when
he came back! Didn’t he get the glad
hand from everybody? Well, I guess,
yes.

Rev. Father Moore, C. S. P., has re-
turned from his hurried trip East,
where he was summoned on urgent
business before Christmas, and has re-
sumed his course of lectures on Moral
Philosophy.

Tue CorrLecianN staff respectfully
suggests that some means be devised
to add to the comforts of our editorial
sanctum. Prior to the last issue, which
was a trifle late, the editor and his co-
horts realized what a handicap to
scribes is a generous attack of frigidity.
An electric heater or gas stove would
be a devoutly to-be-wished-for com-
modity. Would some one kindly con-
vey this hint to the President?

“How is it that you fellows are ac-
complishing such wonders in Spanish
this year?” inquired an old boy of a
Junior last week. “Well,” the Junior
was heard to say, “it’s simply because
we have a new Spanish professor, who
can’t be surpassed. Professor Adalid
is the man who is initiating us into the
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mysteries of the Spanish language, and
with much success.”

We are informed that Librarian W.
L. Kidston has formed a Reading Cir-
cle. Since the appointment of Mr. Kid-
ston to the office of College Librarian,
interest in reading has become percepti-
bly stimulated. Recently he addressed
the students relative to the proposed
Circle, and the readiness with which
his project was approved manifests
the popularity of the latest move in lit-
erary affairs at St. Mary’s. New books
are being added to the already select
collection, and the magazines on the
shelves are about fifty in number, and
include foreign as well as American
publications.

There’s going to be big things doing
when the election of officers for the new
Reading Circle takes place. There are
some responsible positions to be filled
and some capable men are candidates
for office. As usual, “Bill” Davie is out
electioneering.

On the 24th ult. two youthful teams
of debaters from the Second Academic
Class entertained the students with a
discussion on the “Lay of the Hunts-
man” in Walter Scott’s “Lady of the
Lake”. The discussion was brought
about by a dispute in class as to who
was the singer of the “Lay”. The
members of the class determined to
debate the question before the assem-
bled students. Accordingly six mem-
bers were selected by the class to argue

the question: “Resolved, That Malcolm
Graene was the Singer of the Hunts-
man’s Lay.” The affirmative side was
championed by Clarence Churchill, Ar-
thur Doyle and Charles Weber, while
Alfred Frederick, Gerald Brasher and
Louis Lefevre upheld the negative. The
young debaters had evidently studied
not only the poem, but the historical
points alluded to. Brother Leo of Sa-
cred Heart College acted as arbiter and
awarded the palm of victory to the
affirmative side. Three beautiful vol-
umes of Scott were awarded the win-
ning side, and a fourth volume was
given to the best debater on the nega-
tive side. So pleased was the President
of the College with the research of the
young orators that he promised a vol-
ume of Scott’s poems to all who took
part.

We sincerely regret to chronicle the
death of the mother of William Burke,
'11. Mrs. Burke was suddenly called
away on January 13th. The Freshman
Class sent a floral piece and attended
the funeral in San Francisco on the
15th ult.

The mother of James Lee of the
First Commercial Class died in San
Mateo on January 2oth. A delegation
from the Commercial Department of
the College attended the obsequies, and
a floral piece was sent to the residence
by the class in token of sympathy to
their bereaved classmate.

To the relatives and friends of the
deceased, the faculty and students ex-
tend sincere condolence.

May their souls rest in peace.

future “The Bells” will be staged

at the College. To the A. P. G.

U. falls the credit for giving the
first interpretation of this play in the
College Hall. So complete was the
success achieved when the trial scene
was produced, that the Seniors adopted
the same for one of their numbers in
their annual entertainment, in which
Charles Moul repeated his success in
the role of Mathias. We are glad to
hear of the interest being displayed in
dramatics, and since the A. P. G. U.
has encouraged the good work, so much
the more credit is due to the literary
men.

RUMOR has it that in the near

Since the S. S. S. S. Committee,
named in the columns of the last CoL-
LEGIAN, has failed to appear, A. P.
G. U. will send a delegation to confer
with the representatives of the Science
Society, concerning the annual debate.
Encouraged by last year’s success, the
literary members will be ready, when
the time comes, to repeat the victory.

In order that latent singing ability
may be developed, the A. P. G. U. has
established a choir among its mem-
bers. President Doran volunteers the
information that within a few weeks
the choir will be heard. One of the
members recently remarked that we
would soon be writing our own hymns
and College songs. We wonder what
will be the next venture of these versa-
tile society men.

Election of officers was postponed
till next meeting. Sickness caused the
absence of several of the members, and
it was deemed advisable to delay such
important proceedings till all could he
present.

A. P. G. U. soon anticipates holding
an initiation. Several applications for

membership have been received, and
the next meeting will determine their
standing. Praise is due to the efforts
of the committee to make the initiations
as successful as those of the past, and
all the new members readily admit
that there was no end of excitement
and thrills during the performances.

At a recent meeting of the Society
it was decided that the regular annual
banquet of the A. P. G. U. would take
place in the latter part of May. Past
events of this kind proved to be very
successful, and, if present financial con-
ditions prevail, the repast will indeed
be one of plenty. The Society slogan
on such occasions is:—“On with the
feast! Let joy be unconfined!”

On going to press we herald the ap-
proach of another debate, on the ques-
tion, “Resolved, That Hamlet was ra-
tional.” The Steering Committee has
selected the debaters. The affirmative
is comprised of C. Moul, F. W. Dunn,
J. Doran, E. Henderson, and C. Rus-
sell, while the negative side will be
upheld by H. Carroll, C. Kelly, B.
Sheehan, W. Kidston, and W. Davie.
The younger members will have the
advantage of present experience and
recent reading over their older breth-
ren. These sides are so well balanced
that we opine that judges will have
no small task in rendering a decision.

The Committee on Dramatics is
busily concerned with several selec-
tions appropriate for presentation. At
the last meeting it was urged by the
Committee that the Society present an
original sketch. This would be a start
in the right direction, and several mem-
bers would try for the honor of having
their sketch staged.

—R. W. MERRICK.
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ALUMNI

HE Board of Directors of the

Alumni Association of St. Mary’s

recently held a meeting in San

Francisco. The subject selected
for the Alumni medal for the English
essay this year is, “The Value of
Ideals in Civic Life.” The members
of the board discussed the ways and
means to make Alumni Day at the
College this year as great a success,
and if at all possible, greater than it
was last year. '

Rev. W. J. Deeney, ‘9o, S. J., visited
the College during the Christmas holi-
days. Father Deeney is at present
Chaplain at Santa Clara College.

L. A. Pomeroy, ex-'04, is now resid-
ing in Oakland. “Louie” was for the
past two years doing business in Lodi;
he intends soon to go to the gold-fields
of Nevada.

F. J. Ferguson, ‘o5, is with the en-
gineers of the San Diego and Arizona
Railroad Company at Tiajuana, Mex.
Frank lately sent a donation to help
TaE CoLLEGIAN, for which the Business
Manager wishes to acknowledge the
same with many thanks. Why cannot
others of the Alumni, better able than
“Fergy”, help us along?

John E. Kelly, ‘92, paid us a visit the
other day. He is at present in his old
home at Oakdale. “Mike” is recalled
by the old boys as being quite a base-
ball fan, and a pitcher of some preten-
sions.

Louis F. Ryan, ‘02, called at the Col-
lege recently. He is now a married

NOTES

man and employed in the County
Clerk’s office at Fresno. “Louie” is as
loyal to St. Mary’s as when he caught
for the champion Phcenix team.

Not for a great many years have
there been so many graduates stopping
at the College. At present we have
with us W. J. Fitzgerald, 'o5; G. W.
Poultney, 'o5; A. T. Shine, ’06; H. A.
Davie, ‘07; J. P. Donegan, ‘o7, and W.
H. Barringer, ’‘o7.

Among the recent visitors to the Col-
lege we noticed C. M. Weber, '73; F. J.
Kierce, '82; B. J. Flood, ‘97; A. F.
Burke, 'o4; J. T. Fitzgerald, 'o5; T. W.
Lundy, 'o5; J. F. Brady, ’06; E. L
Barry, 'o7; E. J. Burns, ‘07, and W. ]J.
Thompson, ‘o7.

John P. Callaghan, ’o1, at present in
Modoc County, recently informed us
that he had “laid in five cords of dry
juniper for the winter, and may be seen
playing jiu-jitsu with it every morning
at 7:45.” John was quite a character at
College; the faculty, editorial staff and
student-body join in hoping that he
does not cut his foot.

The mother of Leon J. Le Quime,
‘87, died in San Francisco last Decem-
ber.

Dr. J. S. Barrett, ‘87, died at Prescott,
Arizona, on December gth. Dr. Barrett
was City Autopsy Surgeon of San
Francisco, and while in that office his
testimony formed an important link in
the chain of evidence that sent the
noted murderer Durrant to the gallows.

We extend condolence to the rela-
tives and friends of the deceased.
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E observe that The Dial is al-
VV ways in keeping with the time.
When one is about to consider
the worth of a Christmas
essay, story or poem, his mind must be
in accord with the time, or he will
hardly appreciate the meaning and
worth of such productions. The De-
cember issue is opened with “The Bal-
lade”, a tribute to the “King of Peace”.
“Christmas, Past and Present”, is the
subject of a well-written essay contain-
ing many beautiful thoughts and apt
quotations. The Dial fosters the good
idea of awarding prizes for stories, sub-
mitted for publication, and thereby
gives an incentive to the students to
write. This practice is too much neg-
lected by students, especially by those
who follow college scientific courses.
The prize papers not only benefit the
-writer, but help the college journal as
well. It would not be a bad move if
some of the college papers that find it
hard to get a good story would try this
scheme. An exchange column would
increase the size as well as the quality
of your magazine, for “every little bit
added to what you've got, makes just
a little bit more.”

“Fides, Mores, Cultura”, this is in-
deed a good motto, fit to be borne by
the highest type of literary journals.
In navy blue, on a pale blue back-
ground, it is admirably adapted to the
charming face of the convent girl on the
cover of the Lorettine. The first glance
at the December issue left with us a
pleasant impression. The anxiety to read
it was somewhat like that felt by one
who sees another cut a lemon ; the mouth
“waters”’, as it were, for the choice lit-
erature he hopes to enjoy. But when
he peruses it carefully the effect pro-
duced on the literary mind is the same
as that produced on the man when the
genuine lemon is handed to him. Aside
from a few stanzas of verse, and a short
essay on Cardinal Newman, there is
but little that attracts the attention of
one who really loves to read. We

found a few little stories and girlish
yarns and jokes that digress entirely
from the real object for which a
scholastic magazine is intended. Let
us see an improvement with your next
issue.

Two nice little college papers are
The Patrician, from St. Patrick’s Col-
lege, Columbus, and The Morning
Star, from Conception, Missouri. Both
magazines are meager in quantity, but
in quality they rank with more pre-
tentious productions. In The Patrician
we find “Religious Intolerance in
America” an essay of merit, and “A
Little Child Shall Lead Them” is the
title of an extremely interesting and
well-written story. The verse in The
Morning Star is most creditable. We
hope that both of these magazines suc-
ceed as they deserve, and that they
may overcome the many difficulties so
often met with by small school papers
in their journalistic careers.

The Pittsburgh College Bulletin
opens the new year with an issue be-
fitting the season, an “Ode to the New
Year”. This poem is a stately compo-
sition suitable to be set to music. Fol-
lowing this little lyric ballad are three
fine essays, “Religion and Fiction”,
“Japan”, “Causes of the Commercial
and Naval Prosperity of the Phceeni-
cians”; a character sketch of “Robert
Emmet”, is a fine specimen of this kind
of literature. The Bulletin in each
issue contains two or three good essays,
that furnish good solid reading matter
in every respect, and should benefit any
one who may have the good fortune
to read them. But, while all this heavy
matter is good, a college journal proper
should have some light and refreshing
material. Youth is the season of jol-
lity. If The Bulletin would insert a
few stories and college joshes, then this
journal might put in a strong bid for
first place among our exchanges.
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WITH THE

A Handbook of Literary Criticism,
by William Henry Sheran. Hinds,
Noble & Eldredge, publishers, 31-33-35
West Fifteenth street, New York City.

One particular advantage which the
reader enjoys in William Henry Sher-
an’s Handbook of Literary Criticism is
the opportunity of viewing critically
the whole field of letters—an oppor-
tunity which no other manual offers.
It was Sidney Lanier who pointedly
and wisely remarked that “there is no
book extant in any language which
gives an analytical and comprehensive
survey of all the well-marked, widely
varying literary forms which have dif-
ferentiated themselves in the course of
time—the letter, the essay, the oration,
history, fiction, biography, the lyric,
the drama, the epic.” Perhaps Sidney
Lanier would moderate his remark con-
cerning the lack of a comprehensive
handbook of literary criticism if he had
the extreme pleasure of perusing Will-
iam Henry Sheran’s new book—a book
in which the author has attempted to
furnish, and really has furnished, as
complete a survey of the literary forms
as the vast range of subjects and the
limitations of a handbook allow.

William Henry Sheran’s work
evinces that he recognizes the fact that
literature, in common with all fine arts,
has its own province, its own form and
content. The author also realizes that
the art-form and art-content of litera-
ture should be ascertained before the
student makes any detailed study of
the various departments in which lit-
erary art finds expression, and for this
reason has given as a preliminary study
in his new handbook a treatise on liter-
ature from the viewpoint of a fine art.

While the volume is remarkable for
its comprehensiveness, it also possesses
in a very great degree that other very
desirable quality,—conciseness. In the
treatises on all the departments of lit-
erature the briefest possible compen-
dium of the best criticism has been
given. The “first principles” of literary
art are tersely set forth and their ap-
plication to the various prose forms
and verse forms is equally terse.

BOOHMEN

The book is divided into three parts,
the first part treating of literature as
a fine art and of the art-content in lit-
erature. The second part gives an an-
alysis of prose-forms and treats of the
letter, the essay, the biography, the his-
tory, the oration and fiction in general.
An analysis of the poetic forms is given
in the third part.

A History of the United States, by
John Bach McMaster. American Book
Company, 545-551 Market street, San
Francisco.

A newly published history of the
United States which has already won
recognition with school teachers and
which is, we think, certain to continue
gaining popularity is McMaster’s Brief
History of the United States. The
author of this history believes, and with
reason, that most Americans are famil-
iar with their country only to the ex-
tent to which they became acquainted
with it at school. In view of this fact
he has produced a book which presents
not only the essential features of our
country’s progress, but also many
things of secondary consequence which
it is well for every young American to
know. The text proper consists of the
essentials, and these are told in as few
words as truth and fairness will per-
mit. The notes, which form a large
part of the book, include the matters
of less fundamental importance. In the
illustrating of the book no trouble has
been spared in the selection of inter-
esting and authentic illustrations.

Elements of Biology, by George
William Hunter.  American Book
Company, 545-551 Market street, San
Francisco.

The aim of this book is to correlate
the allied subjects of botany, zodlogy
and human physiology in a general
course of biology for the first year of
the high school. The book is the result
of the author’s extensive experience
with large classes of students in the
first year of high school work, and con-
sequently contains just such matter as
the student demands,
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In the printing of thé book two styles
of type have been used. The larger
type contains material which is be-
lieved to be of first importance, the
smaller type is employed to set up
topics of less importance. Suggestions
for laboratory exercises are set in the
smaller sized type without leading.
The matter treated of in the book may
be divided into three headings: botany,
zooOlogy and human physiology.

Books on spelling have poured into
our sanctum with such ceaseless rapid-
ity during the past few weeks that our
office-boy has been busy making space
for them in our book-case. The ordi-
nary spelling-book we have no space
or desire to review ;—the extraordinary
spelling-book, such as the Practical
Commercial Speller, prepared by Eliza-
beth F. Atwood, we are always glad to
mention. What makes Elizabeth F.
Atwood’s speller differ so greatly from
other spellers is the fact that it con-
tains only those words which the ordi-
nary person meets in reading or uses in
writing and presents these words to the
mind in 2 manner which makes the for-
getting of them a not altogether easy
task. Elizabeth F. Atwood’s speller
is published by Ginn and Company.

The Elements of Business Law, by
Earnest W. Huffcutt. Ginn and Com-
pany, 717 Market street, San Francisco.

This book states as clearly and con-
cisely as possible the leading and funda-
mental principles of business law—the
laws which the butcher, the baker and
candle-stick maker are obliged to have
a knowledge of. The pleasing thing
about the book is that it explains the
laws in common, every-day English,
and is remarkably free from confusing
technical expressions. ILaw books are
necessarily much alike in substance.
They are greatly unlike in treatment—
although most books present the laws
in a manner that makes them difficult
to interpret. In Huffcut’s Elements of
Business Law the leading business laws
are clearly presented. The book is one
which the man on the sand-wagon or
the man with the pick can read with
ease and intelligence. It is particularly
adapted for students.

Text Book in General Zodlogy, by
Glenn W. Herrick. American Book
Company.

Zoology is a study in which com-
paratively few students are interested
—a study in which, more students
would become interested, if they had
Herrick’s General Zodlogy in their
hands for a few weeks. The arrange-
ment, presentation and selection of the
subject-matter in this book have been
gained from the labors of ten years in
the classroom. In fact, the text is
simply a more orderly discussion of
the same subjects in the same sequence
that have been presented for ten years
to successive classes in elementary zo-
ology. Like all zodlogies, the book
has the unexpressed aim of creating an
interest in nature, and of begetting an
acquaintance with the lives, habits and
activities of animals. In realizing this
aim, Herrick’s Zodlogy has been more
successful than any other of the several
zooOlogies now on file in our book-re-
viewing department.

The Fruit of the Tree, by Edith
Wharton. Scribner’s & Company, New
York.

There are many, many things to be
said about this already widely-spoken-
of book by Edith Wharton. Most of
these “to be said” things we intend to
leave unsaid, partly because they have
already been spoken of by eminently
skillful book-reviewers, and chiefly be-
cause we cannot with our limited ex-
perience as bookmen speak of them
as could the more experienced reviewer.
One thing we can say with firm con-
viction, however, and that is that The
Fruit of the Tree should not be placed
in the hands of an impulsive high-
school girl or in the hands of an indo-
lent-minded school boy. In her book
Edith Wharton has presented a vital
problem—a problem which, if untan-
gled unwisely, is very likely to prove
disastrous to the untangler. The vital
problem enmeshed in the story is one
which is growing and threatens sooner
or later to demand attention. In plain
words the problem consists in this:
Is it possible for a condition to arise
under which a man may be justified in
putting a painless end to a life that







