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THE MESSAGE OF THE JUBILEE

AINT MARMISTCODILEGE s

celebrating a Golden Jubilee.

Faculty, alumni, students amd

friends of the old institution are
gathering from far and near to rejoice
in her rejoicing and give thanks in her
thanksgiving because a half century
cycle of golden years stands completed.
Fifty years bestow the dignity of age;
fifty years establish traditions; fifty
years proclaim a triumphant past and
presage a glorious future.

Half a century as this world goes is
not a very long time. But the first fifty
years in the life of any institution are
of monumental importance, for they
constitute the crucial test of the institu-
tion’s efficiency. A Golden Jubilee
bears a message fraught with deepest
significance. Particularly is this true
in California, where our very statehood
is comparatively young; here fifty
years of life and achievement mean fifty
years of identification with the growth
and development of the commonwealth,
and the organization that attains its
fiftieth anniversary in the first momen-
tous century of a state’s existence is an
organization endowed with those essen-
tial attributes that make for success.

Success! If the Golden Jubilee of
St. Mary’s College means anything at
all it means success. This is the mes-

sage of its celebration. Fifty years
have brought with them, beside the
host of trials and tribulations that beset
the course of ordinary life, the addi-
tional calamities of fire and earthquake.
They have proved for St. Mary’s fifty
years of bitter struggle against “a sea
of troubles,” against obstacles and ad-
versities that have tried her integrity
as “the fire tries iron and temptation
the just man.” And the Jubilee cele-
brates her day of triumph and success,
the triumph that follows a long battle
nobly won, the success that comes to
reward the consistent and unfaltering
endeavor for the maintenance and real-
ization of high ideals.

The inculcation and development of
these ideals in the character of the true
Christian gentleman constitutes the
function of the Catholic college. The
secular universities throughout the land
are the crowning glory of America’s
educational achievements, they repre-
sent the latest steps in the march of
the educational idea. But they are
godless schools of godless knowledge.
They concentrate their entire effort
upon the perfection of the rational in-
tellect in man, and they turn a deaf ear
to the eternal cry of the soul for that
spiritual food which is its only true
life. They build their concept of man
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on materialistic premises, they base
their ethical systems upon principles of
utility and convenience, they find the
end of life to be the development and
“uplift of the race, and they utterly ig-
nore all the relations existing between
man and God, the “first beginning and
last end of all things.” Their graduates
are cultured American men, if you will,
but they are not Christians, they are
pagans.

The trouble with the universities is
that they are nothing more than huge
educational machines. Their immense
size renders them unwieldy, their num-
berless departments deprive them of
unity, the attendance of thousands of
students makes them impersonal. They
must be all things to all men, and so
become nothing to any man.

And here enters the function of the
small Catholic college, in the preserva-
tion of and the consideration for the
personal element. The most successful
development along any line is the de-
velopment that reaches directly to the
individual. But this particular interest
in the particular individual is possible
only in the small college where the
ordinary relations between professor
and student are supplemented and
strengthened by the bonds of sym-
pathy and love in human companion-
ship. In the small college individuality
is developed, in the university it is sub-
merged in the collectivity. It is a false
system that neglects the individual that
the type may be preserved, for in the
perfection of the individual is the type
perfected.

The Catholic college develops the in-
dividual with a view to his attainment
of his last end. It places the soul of
man first in the scale of wvalues, and
relegates the mind to second place. It
imparts a Christian instead of a god-
less education. It does not neglect in-
tellectual development, nor minimize
the importance of purely secular learn-
ing; it does not fall behind the leaders
in the progressive march of the scien-
tific thought of the day, but it does
emphasize the supreme importance of
soul and the necessity of religious edu-
cation.

The function of the Catholic college
is the development of the cultured
Christian gentleman. To effect this it
is necessary that the college look to the
physical, mental and moral elements in
man, for “only when truth and good-
ness walk hand in hand and the soul
grows apace with the intellect, does the
soul develop into strong, healty action.”
The Catholic college must supplement
the home, it must strengthen and com-
plete the training commenced at the
mother’s knee; it must mould the char-
acter of the “rare immortal soul” placed
in its care, and equip it and fortify it
for its great battle against the powers
of evil; it must evolve an available solu-
tion to the baffling problem of adjust-
ment and render it adaptable to the
needs of the particular individual; it
must make the man fit to enter the
arena of real life which opens at his
Commencement.

To accomplish these things the col-
lege must possess certain guiding
ideals. If the ideals are true and con-
sistently pursued, the college will
stand; if they are false or neglected,
the college will fall.

St. Mary's College was endowed with
ideals in the day of its {foundation.
Archbishop Alemany, of sainted mem-
ory, raised an institution on San Fran-
cisco’s historic Mission Road whose
only aim and end should be the devel-
opment of the Catholic gentleman. The
Christian Brothers coming from the
East to assume the direction of St.
Mary’s accepted the ideals of the found-
ation and added to them those exalted
ideals of education which have made
the order of St. de la Salle renowned
the world over. These ideals became
so inseparably identified with the life
of the college that their realization
alone could spell success. They con-
sisted in the inculcation in the Catholic
vouth of a deep and abiding faith in
the religion of Christ’s Church, with a
practical piety, free from frills and in-
sincere display: the development of a
certain self-control blended with a spirit
of self-reliance and independence
among men; and the teaching of that
practical knowledge of American men
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and American methods which alone
will make the successful man of the
world.

These are the ideals at which St.
Mary’s aimed and upon the attainment
of which she stood or fell. And the
success of her standards is attested in
the success of her graduates. In the
ranks of our priests, doctors, lawyers,
in all the professional, political and
business walks of life she numbers her
alumni. And they who stand the lead-
ers in their professions are the men
whose lives and characters reflect in an
eminent degree the practical ideals of
St. Mary’s College, their Alma Mater.
These ideals make for efficiency; and
efficiency is the thing that makes for
success.

And so we join, alumni, students and
friends, with old St. Mary’s in the cele-
bration of her Golden Jubilee. We
gather in her now historic halls,—the
graduates of fifty years, the students of
today,—in one happy, jubilant throng;
and our hearts are welling with emo-
tions too deep and too sacred for words.
We have “that within which passeth
show,” and we dumbly speak our feel-
ings in the smile of joyous congratula-
tion and the silent hearty clasp of the
hand.

In the Jubilee we rejoice with St.
Mary’s in her success. She has stood
undaunted the supreme test of time, she
has grown old in years without the loss
of youthful vigor, she has established
traditions the “noblest and the best,”
and she has become a great factor in
the world of Christian education. The
sons of her graduates are graduating
now, and their love for Alma Mater
shall endure beside that of their fathers.
The alumni of St. Mary’s are a body
of successful men in all the walks of
life ; their success is the success of their
college, and therefore are they gathered
rejoicing.

In the Jubilee we honor the men who
have lived and died that St. Mary’s
might prosper, the noble self-sacrificing
sons of La Salle, the Christian Brothers
who have made our college what it is,
who have taught the lessons that have
made the successful alumni, who have

labored incessantly and spent them-
selves unsparingly for no earthly re-
ward beyond the undying love and re-
spect which their students bear them.
That little pioneer band of heroes, who
worked and suffered in the trying days
of the institution’s foundation have
“one by one passed silently to rest,” to
live unforgotten in our memories and
our prayers. We honor them, and we
honor their successors who have un-
flinchingly stepped into their places to
carry on the good fight through fifty
years to victory. We honor the faculty
of this day of jubilation, and rejoice
with them in this their hour of triumph-
ant celebration.

In the Jubilee we msher St. Mary’s
upon a new era of her career, an era
of prosperity and of continued success.
“We can only judge the future by the
past; and judging by the past,” we may
safely predict for our college a career
of successful endeavor and glorious
achievement. We see St. Mary’s today
still endowed with the ideals of her
foundation and her growth; the adher-
ence to those ideals has made her what
she is, and in their increase and fullness
shall bring to her even greater honors
and successes.

Finally in the Jubilee we lift our
hearts in prayer. We turn our thoughts
to the God of our fathers, the same
living God whose saving Spirit inspired
the chosen Twelve in the days of the
Church’s infancy, sustained and
strengthened the faith in the hearts of
the numberless martyrs of the earlier
years, became the principle of life in
the monastic institutes of the Middle
Ages, and now remain our Hope and
our Salvation in these days of material-
ism and agnosticism. “Adjutorium nos-
trum in nomine Domini”: our help is
in the Name of the Lord. And we pray
and beseech that the all-sustaining
Light which has been the guide and in-
spiration of St. Mary’s in the days now
gone may never fail, but may continue
to lead her on, illuminating the way,
making bright the darkest days, help-
ing and sustaining forever and forever.

—RICHARD ]J. CURTIS.
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WHILE THE FACTORY LAUGHS

N ye good olden days when gaily

clad knights were wont to ride

hither and yon upon prancing

chargers, there lived ye mediaeval
press agents; only in ye olden days
these men of many and varied adjec-
tives were called by the more euphon-
ious names of troubadour and trouveur.
Now the troubadours and the trouveres
possessed the artistic temperament,
which is another way of saying that
they were the original opponents of
hard work.  So, like all artists they
planned ways and means to avoid labor
and calloused hands and to say that
they succeeded is to put it mildly. As
long as the knight was content to pro-
vide three meals a day, plenty of wine
and sleeping apartments, the trouba-
dour and the trouveur were content.
But of course the knight had to be re-
paid in some way, so after a pleasing
repast the minstrel would bring forth
his lute and sing and sing and sing.
All of which was very good for the
knight and the minstrel. However, one
troubadour of an ingenious turn of
mind saw that in time the knight would
become weary of songs of the fields,
the sky, the birds and the animals, and
accordingly he devised a brilliant plan
for insuring permanent employment.
The scheme was simple, but worthy of
a genius. Instead of praising the beau-
ties of nature, this troubadour sang the
praises of the baron who supported
him. Needless to say that the knight
was pleased. The minstrel was re-
warded with gold and a quart more of
wine every day, which made the min-
strel exceedingly joyful. In time the
rest of the profession learned of the
subterfuge ; and as the troubadour had
been careless and had neglected to have
his idea. copyrighted, the rest of the
brethern took the scheme unto them-
selves. And then ensued a terrible
battle of song that made the Prince of
Iiars shake in envy. The knights were
convinced that each and every one of
them was the only person in the world
that mattered, which made the knights
particularly cocky and increased the

death rate of the country enormously.
But the troubadours and the trouveres
didn’t worry as long as they were able
to increase their supply of superlatives.

When the knight overcame an enemy
in battle the minstrel would compose
new verses, telling of the glorious con-
quest. But if it chanced that the knight
was overthrown the minstrel remained
discreetly silent. Thus it is that we
never read today of the terrible defeat
of the heroes of antiquity. When the
knight went forth to slay the dragon
he always slew him, at least according
to his press agent. The poor dragon
rever received his just dues and if he
had a half dozen dashing knights for
breakfast and died later of indigestion,
he didn’t even receive an inch of space
in the obituary notice. Such was the
way of the middle ages.

Now in the year Nineteen Twelve
A. D. there lived a fierce old baron of
finance, known to the world as James
Wellington Manning. Many years ago
he had started a fight against a terrible
dragon that was called the Factory. It
had been a long and weary battle, but
at the end James Manning was able
to write a check for six figures and men
said of him that he had won the fight.
But these men were direct descendants
of the troubadours and the trouveres
and the Factory wasn’t given its just
due. Were we able to claim relationship
to the minstrels this story would never
be told; but fortunately or unfortu-
nately we are not, so the truth will out.

James Manning had a son, called
William by his father and Billy by his
chums at college. ~When Billy bade
farewell to the college on Commence-
ment day he had certain high ideals for
which he meant to do battle. Looking
around him for a foe worthy of his
steel he saw the Factory. Whereupon
he convinced his father that he was
needed in the business and immediately
began work in the office of the “Man-
ning and Company’s Steel Factory.”
The father belonged to the old school
and while new inventions were welcome
in the Factory he would have none of
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them in his office. The same book-
keeper that had started with him when
the Factory was in its early stages was
still working in his employ and the rest
of the office staff were for the most part
veterans in the service. Typewriters,
dictaphones, adding machines and the
other time and labor saving devices
had no place in that office. The desks
were old, the office stools were racked
and unsteadied by age, the wall paper
was streaked and musty, but the head
of the Factory minded all these things
not at all. As long as the Factory pros-
pered he was content.

Billy, fired with the enthusiasm of
youth, saw the office and told himself
that in a short time all would be
changed. But it was much easier said
than done. James Manning had a will
of his own and was not to be dictated
to by his son.

“You mind your business and I’ll
mind mine,” he told his son, when the
subject of office improvements was
broached. Being wise in his genera-
tion, Billy was not discouraged, but by
dropping hint after hint and by various
schemes he at last persuaded the head
of the firm to purchase typewriters and
adding machines. Inspired by his suc-
cess Billy ventured the opinion that
they should employ a typist.

James Manning -exploded:

“I've stood for your new-fangled
ideas long enough without a murmur,
but this is too much. T’ll not have a
girl around this office. No, sir. That’s
final.”

Sammy, the office boy, told “Pop”
Rankin, the ancient bookkeeper, all
about it the next morning. Before
“Pop” could make any comment, the
door swung open and James Manning
walked into the office.

“Good morning, sir,” said the book-
keeper, in the exact way he had bade
his employer good morning for twenty-
two years,

“Morning, Rankin,” answered Man-
ning. “Has my son arrived yet?”

Rankin looked at the clock. It was
ten after nine, and Billy was due at
half past eight.

“No—no, sir,” he answered, once
more looking at the clock.

“Hm. When he comes let me know.
And, Rankin, bring your ledger into
my office.” And slamming the door
behind him, Manning went into his pri-
vate sanctuary.

Hardly had the father departed when
the son, whistling the latest popular
song, entered.

“Morning, Rankin. Hello, Sammy,”
was his greeting. “Dad arrived yet?”
Sammy grinned.

“He sure has. And what a panning
you're in for. Take it from me and
beat it for the tall timbers.”

Billy slowly removed his auto-duster
and his checkered cap, hung them care-
fully upon the rack, lit a cigarette and
started for the private office. With his
hand on the knob, he paused, then
turned the handle and entered the room.
His father was sitting at his desk im-
mersed in work. As Billy shut the
door he looked up.

“So you're here at last?” he asked.

“WYies s dadirhere T iam.?

James Manning swung around in his
chair, facing his son.

“Young man,” he said, sternly, “when
I took you into this business it was
with the understanding that you were
to work. And what do you do? Run
around town with your society friends
—Ilate suppers—dances—theatre parties
and all the rest of it. Now you get
down to work or get out. Understand ?”

Billy nodded:

SlRdo s

“Well, see that you follow my in-
structions. Now send Rankin into me.”

In the next office Rankin was anx-
iously going over his books.

“Dad wants you, Mr. Rankin,” said
Billy.

The old man picked up his ledger
and moved slowly towards the door.
Then he turned.

“My boy,” he said, “yesterday your
father was talking to me about you.
He thinks you're light headed and {riv-
olous. He says you can’t take things
seriously. But don’t get angry at the
things he might say to you. He’s
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bound up in this business heart and
soul. It’s his life.”

Perched on Rankin’s flat-topped desk
Billy, swinging his feet backward and
forward, asked:

“What did the governor look like
when he was my age?”’

Rankin smiled.

“Not badly,—like you,” he answered.
“He was straight, slim and good look-
ing.” 4
Billy whistled, then said:

“And look at him now. Fat and bald
headed. Oh, no disrespect to dad. But
it’s the truth. If business does that for
you, I want none of it for mine.”

“Rankin!” called Manning, senior.

“Coming, sir, coming,” answered the
bookkeeper.

After Rankin had gone Billy walked
up and down the office. He took a
blue paper of legal appearance from his
pocket, looked at it, shook his head and
then restored it to its former place. The
phone bell rang.

“Hello,” he said, taking up the re-
ceiver. “Oh, hello, Momsy. No, not
very bad. He might have pitched into
me worse. Tickets for tonight. All
right. Good bye, Momsy.”

He hung up the phone and entered
his father’s private office. At the door
he stopped, for his father was talking
to Rankin.

“Yesterday, Rankin,” said James
Manning, “I warned you that you were
getting careless in your work. quay
I find you have made a very serious
blunder. This cannot go on. If you
can’t do the work—resign. And that’s
what you had better do.”

Rankin did not answer, but sat very
still and white, clutching the arms of
his chair. Billy took a step forward.

“Say, dad, where’s your idea of grati-
tude? ‘Pop’ has worked for you for
years and years, and now when he
makes a mistake you discharge him. It
seems to me, dad, that that’s a rather
strange way of rewarding his services.”

“Never mind, my boy. When we
get old we have to go under,” the book-
keeper interposed.

“Quit nothing. If my father hasn’t
any sense of decency, I hope I have.

You're going to stay here.”

The father arose from his seat and
faced his son. His face was white and
stern.

“Young man,” was all he said, and
he pointed to the door.

But Billy refused to leave.

“You gave me charge of the office,
didn’t you, dad?” he inquired. “I
thought so. Well, I find I need a pri-
vate secretary and Mr. Rankin has ap-
plied for and accepted that position.”

“Young man, don’t carry this too far.
There’s a limit to my patience.”

Billy smiled and approached his
father and said calmly:

“I'm not trying to fight you, dad. I'm
only trying to help Rankin.”

The father grunted, sat down and
motioned Billy and Rankin to the door.
As they were leaving he stopped them.

“Have it your own way,” he agreed.
“Keep him. TI'll get another book-
keeper.”

Outside of the door the old man
grasped the hand of the younger man.
Tears were in his eyes and his voice
quavered as he tried to speak.

“My boy,” he said.

Billy interrupted: “That’s all right,
‘Pop.” There, never mind the thanks.”

All that day Billy thought of the
troubles of the morning. And some-
how before him there appeared time
and again a picture of his father when
he was young and then a picture of him
as he was now. And through his mind
ran Rankin’s words: ‘“He’s bound up
in this business heart and soul—it’s his
life,” and then his own words: “If
business does that for you, I want none
of it for mine.”

Finally Billy got up and walked to
the door. He opened it. He could
hear the giant wheels of the Factory
as they turned unceasingly and the
whir and the puffing of the engines.
Through the windows he could see the
bodies of men, stripped to the waist,
laboring before the furnaces. Through
the chimneys giant flames leaped up-
ward and over all hung a black pall of
smoke that resolved itself into fantastic
figures.

Billy shook his fist at the Factory.
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“You've got him,” he muttered to
himself. “But you can’t get me. You
can’t get me.”

He closed the door and went back to
work, but the Factory was still his
dominant thought. The Factory be-
came a living thing for him; something
to be met and conquered. As he re-
solved again and again never to let it
overcome him, he thought he heard
above the noise of the machinery a
terrible laugh—the laugh of the Fac-
tory.

It wasn’t until late that afternoon
that he remembered his mother’s mes-
sage. Going in to his father, he said:

“Dad, mother asked me to remind
you to get tickets for Nazimova to-
night. You know, dad, mother has
wanted to see her for quite a while.”

Hardly glancing up from his work,
James Manning replied :

“I'm sorry, but tell your mother I’'m
busy tonight. Business is bad. I have
to work. I'm sorry—but it can’t be
helped.”

Billy waited a moment and then
spoke.

“You mean

> hixactly lisicantteus g

“But just for tonight, dad.”

“I can’t go. That’s final.” And with
a wave of his hand Manning seemed to
dismiss the whole matter.

“The son’s face grew slightly red.
His hands clenched and unclenched. “I
wouldn’t give mother that answer if I
were you. I'd go and let business go
hang,” he advised.

His father got up from his chair and
threw his cigar violently into the waste
basket. ‘“You’d do what?” he asked,
sharply.

“I"d go to the theatre, with mother.
It’s over six months since you've gone
with her. I think you it

James Manning exploded. He grew
purple with anger.

“You think!” he shouted. “It ap-
pears to me you've been doing a little
too much thinking lately. I've stood
for your fool ideas and I’ve stood for
your hiring Rankin when I had dis-
charged him. But now you've gone
too far. You attemptito dictate to me.

3]

Well, T'll do a little dictating on my
own account. You can hunt for a new
job. I'm through with you.”

Father and son stood there facing
each other. The same fire of anger
burned in their eyes and the same reso-
lute look was on their faces. Neither
would give an inch.

“You're wrong,” said Billy, “you're
not through with me, but I'm through
with you. Now, wait a minute, dad.
You've been doing a lot of talking and
now I'm going to do a little. You
wouldn’t go with mother tonight and
you haven't gone anywhere with her
for months and months. And why?
Because you're a slave of the Factory
—Dbecause the Factory owns you, body
and soul. You know it. You know it.”

The father took a step forward, but
Billy was not to be stopped. The pent-
up feelings of the day were loosened
and could not be stemmed.

“Manning tells me that when you
started in this business you were tall,
slim and good looking. ~ And now—
why! now, dad, you're old—old before
you're out of the forties. You railed
at me because I went to dances and
parties. Well, T went because I didn’t
want to be ‘a business man, but I
wanted to be ‘a man in business.” And,
dad, that’s exactly what you are not.
What are your pleasures? You have
none. It’s the Factory—first, last and
all the time—the Factory.”

The elder man was fast losing his
grip upon himself. His voice rose as he
spoke, and he ended almost with a
scream:

“You’re a fool. How can you live?
Who'll employ you?”

The boy smiled as he drew the blue
paper from his pocket. He passed it
to his father. It was an unsigned base-
ball contract calling for one hundred
and seventy-five dollars a month. The
boy had been the star pitcher at college
and had given up the national game for
the bigger game of business.

EWell, « fake ity Manning snarled.
“I'm through with you.”

Billy walked to the door. There he
said quietly: “And mother is going
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with me. She will be glad to leave
you.”

Manning, senior, was stunned. He
was unable to speak. The shock had
come so unexpectedly that it had taken
his breath away. At last he managed
to gasp:

“Glad to leave me? Have I done

$¥oulhave:s iShe’s iijealoust“of iiher
rival.”

“Her rival! I don’t understand. I
have never f

“Yes, her rival in your affections, the
vampire that is sucking out your life-
blood, the Factory. Mother will go, all
right, and she’ll go tomorrow.”

The boy left the office hurriedly, His
father started after him, paused, turned
and walked slowly back to his desk.
He heard the door of the outer office
slam. He took out a cigar, bit off the
end, lit a match and held it until it
burned his finger-tips, threw it on the
floor, lit another and then lit the cigar.
He puffed viciously for some minutes.
Suddenly he pressed a button in the
side of the desk. He pressed it again.
A bell rang in the outer office. Rankin
walked into the room. Manning arose
and threw the cigar away. He walked
the length of the office and stopped.

“Rankin,” he said, gruffly.

“Yes, sir.”

“Rankin, I want the truth. Am I
getting old, fat and baldheaded?”

The old man flushed slightly and did
not answer.

“Rankin, answer me.”

“Why, Mr. Manning,” he stammered,
“you are rather-er-er—stoutand you're
not as young as you used to be, and
vour hair is rather thin, but 3
" The head of the Factory walked to
his desk and sat down.

“Rankin,” he asked, “you’re my son’s
private secretary ?”

Rankin smiled a gentle smile as he
answered, “So he tells me, sir.”

Manning did not smile as he replied:
“Rankin, you're discharged.”

“But, Mr. Manning, you asked me

The head of the Factory walked to

the door and opened it. “I said you
were discharged.”

Holding himself very erect, the old
bookkeeper started to leave. Manning
stopped him.

“And, Rankin,” he said, “I want you
to accept a position as my companion.
I'm getting old and fat, Rankin, and
need one.”

As he had answered hundreds of
times before the old man answered
again:

“Very well, siz”

The head of the Factory chuckled to
himself. “And, Rankin, you, my wife
and I start for Europe as soon as possi-
ble. My boy, Rankin, my boy will run
the Factory. Are you smiling, Ran-
kin?”

And Rankin, not knowing whether he
was crying or laughing, made reply:

“Yes,—that is, no—yes, sir.”

Now if we had the blood of trouba-
dours and trouveres in our veins we
would have ended the story right here
with everybody living happy ever after-
wards. But such is not our fate. We
must needs go on.

As the minstrels used to sing it,
“Twenty years have rolled past.” The
office of the Factory has scarcely
changed. In the Factory new machin-
ery and the latest inventions turn out
profit for the man, the world calls a
success. The furniture in the office is
old and time worn. The fixtures are
ten years out of date. The tinted walls
are faded and streaky. The office force
are veterans in the service.

In the private office of the head of
the Factory a picture is hung over the
door, draped in black, for when a giant
ocean liner sank in mid-Atlantic it took
with it James Wellington Manning, his
wife and his companion, whom the
office staff had affectionately called
“Pop” Rankin.

William  Manning, often called
“Billy” by his college friends, sits in
the desk formerly occupied by his
father. He has barely passed his for-
tieth birthday and yet he is fat, old
and bald. The telephone bell rings.
He picks up the phone hurriedly.

Ghe Collegian 309

“Hello,” he snaps. ‘“Yes, this is the
office. Oh, Margaret. No, my dear, I
can’t go tonight. Yes, I know I prom-
ised. Business is in a bad state. I’ve
got to stay. I know its quite a while
since I've gone to the theatre, but I
must attend to business. I'm sorry
good bye,” and he hangs up the phone
with a bang. Later he mutters to him-
self: “Confound it. Women can never
get it through their heads that we
haven’t time to ‘wait: on  them. T
haven't time. The Factory has to have
all my time.”

You remember in ye olden days when
ye dragon used to destroy ye knights,

and ye troubadours and ye trouveres
didn’t give him any credit for ye deed?
Well, ye dragon didn’t mind, but he
used to retire to a nice cool, shady spot,
and as he thought of his triumph over
ve knights he was wont to laugh a ter-
rible laugh. When men, descendants
of the troubadours and the trouveres,
called William Manning a success, the
Factory didn’t mind, but if you could
have listened you would have heard the
Factory laugh a terrible laugh, a cruel
laugh, a laugh of triumph.

—LOUIS E. LE FEVRE.

A JUBILEE PAEAN

ING, Jubilee Bells, ring merrily,

For the years that have sped away;
Ring, Jubilee Bells, ring cheerily,

For the joy that is ours today.

Fifty years! Fifty years! Ring it loudly,
Let the glad tones circle amain;

Fifty years! Fifty years! Sound it proudly,
Till echo re-echoes the strain.

O ring, Jubilee Bells, ring out gaily
A paean of joy for today;

O ring, Jubilee Bells, ring merrily
Of the years that have sped away.

Fifty years bring their joys and their sorrow,
Fifty years bring their pleasure and pain;
Some voices we loved now are silent,
Some faces we seek for in vain.

So toll, Jubilee Bells, toll sadly
A requiem to our dear dead;

Then peal out your grandest Te Deum,
For the joy that is theirs instead.

Fifty years! What a glorious half-cycle!
Fifty years patient labor of love;
Fifty vears! What a golden harvest,
To lay at the throne above.

So ring, Jubilee Bells, ring merrily,
O the joy that is ours these days!

O ring, Jubilee Bells, ring sweetly,
To memories that will live always.

—S. M. C.
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THE MISSION OF THE CATHOLIC COLLEGE

ROM Simon Peter, prince of the
chosen twelve, in the year 33,
unto Pius X, prince by succes-
sion in this twentieth century—

behold your spiritual lineage! Along
that great highway of time, spanning
the lapse of ages, myriads have passed
in procession; men gathered from all
nations; of every rank and rite; from
every stratum of society; the prince
and the peasant, the literate and the
illiterate, all signed with the symbol
of Faith, all enlisted in that great army
of Simon Peter. How gorgeous the
panorama unrolled to the eyes of the
Christian World.

In our day that army is pressing on-
ward ; at its head other generals exhort-
ing and leading; in the ranks other
warriors warring and waging, combat-
ing the forces of error, smiting the idols
of false belief, destroying vicious weeds
in the garden of society; but leaving in
the path of conquest not the wreckage
of human institutions, not the destruc-
tion of human enterprise, not the
blighting of human growth,—no, none
of these. Whithersoever these legions
march, there are erected the shrine of
faith and the temple of philosophy,
where man’s soul may grow and ex-
pand and fructify in the knowledge of
God and humanity.

The Church militant is pledged with
an unflinching pledge to one ideal—the
restoration of man to his high estate.
In the pursuit of that ideal her abiding
instrument is the Catholic School. In-
deed, the School is the right arm of the
Church. In her scheme of conquest
she destroys and in destroying briids
anew.  On the one hand stands the
hydra-headed idol of Unfaith with its
ministering high-priests Frenzied Lib-
erty, Unrestraint, Self-worship, Hu-
manitarianism, the last symbolizing the
supreme effort of human reason to ease
its conscience. On the other hand, the
Church, through the School, aims to
reconstruct society, morally and re-
ligiously, where once stood idols of
ligiously. Where once stood idols of
brass and clay she rears an humble

chapel and around it she groups the
halls of culture and in these temples
of the true God, she bids man to “live
and move and have his being.”

The conquests by Catholic education
in the old world won to civilization the
barbaric hordes of Europe. Stand on
the summit of events and review the
panorama as pictured in the pages of
history. There as on tablets of flint
the historian has chiseled deep the
achievements of monastic education. In
the monastic schools, as in wells un-
defiled, the waters of culture reposed,
and rising, flowed out over the land
bedewing arid wastes, reclaiming desert
places whence sprang up rich growths
budding forth into a system of schools
for the conservation and diffusion of
learning. What, now, is the debt of
regal university to madiaeval monk?
Like so many armies the great teaching
orders swept over the land, battalion
on battalion, swinging steadily forward
to the trumpet blast of their battle-
hymn, Christianity and Culture! The
strains of that battle-cry have encircled
the globe, America has heard it, Cali-
fornia has heard it. Our fathers in the
faith have heard it.

Fifty years of educational effort in
this province of the west have yielded
harvests richer than mere tongue may
tell. Faith, culture and a spirit of sac-
rifice—these were the seeds St. Mary’s
sowed. That the soil was cultured and
the sowings constant, examine the
sheaves and the clusters of her grad-
uates. Assemble them all this Jubilee
vear. The priest and the physician,
the jurist and the engineer, the layman,
merchant and the man of affairs. All
did drink from her fountains the waters
of Truth; from her palms they did eat
the bread of Broad Culture. List to
the chant “In Excelsis Deo” of her
eight and twenty priests, and the deep
“Deo Gratias et Almae Matri.” In that
swelling hymn of gratitude mingle the
birdling notes of the morning graduate,
and the dulcet strains of him in the
evening of life; and faint on the wings
of an echo the low “Amen” of the dead.
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The mission of the Catholic college
is towfold in its purpose: On the one
hand, training its charges to higher effi-
ciency in life and through these prod-
ucts translating the spirit and teach-
ings of Christ into the laws that govern
society.  When the Catholic college
man ventures forth into the business
of life he finds himself set in an envi-
ronment morally foreign to that from
which he has lately come. In the col-
lege he was taught to rise to ideals; in
life men seem to measure downward.
In the classroom he learned that ethics
is the science of right thinking; in life
he finds the conduct of men mercurial,
like the barometric fluid, now low, now
higher, according to the pressure of
spasmodic reform. He sees evervwhere
varying standards of morality in the
hands of intelligent men. He walks
with them and talks with them. They
tell him that life is enigmatic, that reve-
lation is a myth, that knowledge alone
is sufficient to guide the human will,
that Humanitarianism is the only re-
ligion—the great panacea for the
wrongs and ills of society. And yet,
he observes, the multitudes are mur-
muring discontent.  Class hatred is
abroad. The rich oppress the poor; the
weak mistrust the mighty. The gulf
between is widening, deepening. Re-
formers shriek from afar at the peril
of Socialism, but are blind to the
causes that produce it. Philanthropy,
it would seem, waits for the deadly
canker to appear for the pleasure of
giving a cure. More schools, the secu-
larists cry, but mere knowledge does
not blot out crime. Charity is organ-
ized, but it coddles reciprocity. The
State should be paternal, but the child
of Cain harks back: “Am I my broth-
er’s keeper?” All this and more sees
the Catholic college man. To the un-
believer life, indeed, is enigmatic. Up
before his vision swim the fundamental
problems of society, but alas! unsolved,
swirl onward to unfathomed depths.

Wearied and heart-sick, the Catholic
college man returns to his books of
wisdom to read again that philosophy
which is the outcome of the noblest
efforts of human reason, to re-absorb

the principles of that philosophy en-
lightened by divine revelation and gov-
erned and enriched by the experience
of all the ages. He breathes again the
sweet breath of Faith and drinks again
the waters of Truth. The cloud has
passed and the glory of a child of God
shines around about him.

The Catholic educator from a win-
dow in his Shrine of Faith and Temple
of LLearning looks out upon the masses.
He yearns to reconstruct society. He
cannot influence those who already are
without the pale; he may confirm the
sheep of his own fold. Night has fallen
on the scene and the Catholic educator
returns to his study. If the Church, he
reflects, will save the Catholic youth
of the nation, the process of conserva-
tion. must operate through the Catholic
college. There are no better subjects
for Socialistic propaganda than weak-
kneed Catholics. And for the most part
weak-kneed Catholics are the product
of secularism. The Catholic college
man may wander from the paths of
righteousness, but rarely into the
shades of unbelief. It is the under-
instructed member who falls prey to
the Socialist agitator. No man who
knows the mind of the people can deny
that discontent is fomenting in a cer-
tain species of the laity. In a certain
sense these are lost to the cause. Hence
the starting point in the way of con-
servation is with the children through
the medium of the parochial school;
thence through the high school and the
college. Then only have you a finished
product, a good citizen of the State, be-
cause a high citizen of God. To ac-
complish this end we must have free
Catholic Schools. If the Church would
reach all the children, if it would save
them from the secularism which domi-
nates our social structure, then it must
gather them into free schools. In
these days of trading stamps and gov-
ernmental paternalism, in order to
safeguard the interests of the children,
the Church must meet that growing
American tendency “to get something
for nothing.” The toiler objects that
he cannot pay. The penurious acclaim
they will not pay. The child of the



312 Ghe Collegian

toiler as well as he of the “get-some-
thing-for-nothing type,” must be saved.
The free school will do it.

In this system of education the chil-
dren of the masses will have all the
advantages of a thorough Catholic
training. Then indeed will our laity
be men of light, leading exponents of
Catholic philosophy, whose principles
they may confidently apply to the issues

of the day. The State, too, will profit,
for the cultured citizen of God is the
bulwark of morality, and morality ex-
alteth a people. Then will the great
army of Simon Peter march onward,
translating the spirit and teaching of
Christ into the laws which govern the
nation.

—RICHARD J. DORAN.

D s

A MEMORY

HE crescent moon is beaming,
Through its flaky vapor gleaming,
And its pearly tints are streaming
As the lustre of thy smiles;

The silver stars, senescent,

Flash their twinkles, evanescent,

And their lights are soft, liquescent,

As thine eyes were liquid wiles.

The nightingale is singing,
His golden voice is ringing,
And the limpid tones are bringing
Thy voice to memory;
The winds of night are sighing,
As souls when they are dying,
And my sad soul is crying,

' That they are but sighs from thee,

My memory is throbbing,

My soul is sadly sobbing,

‘Gainst the death that came a’robbing
Me of thee, my love; )

‘Gainst the death that came a'killing,
‘Gainst the frost that came a’chilling,
And bore thee from me, unwilling,
To the filmy clouds above.

Though the stars are thine eyes, shining,
Though the winds are thy sighs, pining,
Though in clouds thou art reclining,
And from me forever fled—

Though the nightingale’s soft straining
Is thy voice in sweet refraining,
Though thy loss hath left me paining,
In my soul thou art not dead.

—THOMAS L. LENNON.
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IS BLOOD THICKER THAN WATER?

An Episode of Indian Ghost-Dancing Days.
(Concluded.)

“‘ TERY well,” he said, “please

yourself, but be careful, my

boy: and now for the final

and important word of my or-
ders to you. If the Indians refuse to
surrender their guns, do not return to
me. Remember now, do not return to
me. Walk slowly toward the hills
away from my camp and that of the
Seventh Cavalry, over there. I shall
see you thus moving, as will also the
officers of the opposite camp, for I have
instructed them in the matter, and your
action will be a signal to us that your
peaceful mission has failed. Then
both camps will move out—surround
the hostiles, and, if necessary, disarm
them by force. Now go, and may good
luck protect you.”

I turned away and swung off toward
the Indian camp. As d neared it, I
turned and looked back at the colonel’s
tent. He was standing inside its flap,
watching me through a field-glass. By
the time 1 had reached the center of
the camp all the warriors therein had
assembled about me, for they well
knew that I came as a messenger from
the troops. = The faces of the: men
looked wan and worn, and their bodies
were terribly emaciated from their
vigils and fastings, but in the eyes of
most of them there was a fanatical light
that spoke of a firm resolve and dan-
gerous passions. [ stated the demand
for the surrender of the guns as forcibly
and diplomatically as I could. The de-
mand was met with such a thunderous
and universal “No!” that I almost gave
up the cause as helpless. I was about
to continue the argument, however,
when a noted Sioux Medicine Man
stepped forward and settled the mat-
ter’s

“What you ask,” he said, “is impos-
sible.  You know that two weeks ago
Sitting Bull, our most able and illus-
trious chief, was butchered like a dog
after he had given up his arms. What
warrant have we, that we, his humble
people, will fare better at the hands of
the whites? You can go.”

The warriors turned away from me
and I saw that further talk was useless,
though I knew that the man’s state-
ment about the death of Sitting Bull
was false and misleading. That chief-
tain’s death was due not to the fact
that he was disarmed and helpless, but
to the fatal mistake of having at-
tempted to have him arrested by some
of his own young men, who had been
made policemen, instead of having him
taken into custody by the regular sol-
diers. “These ‘boys,” Said -the chief,
“whom I have held on my knee, think
they can lay hands on Sitting Bull!
Not while I am alive!” And so, re-
sisting them, he was shot to death.

All' this, however, was beside the
question of the moment. I saw that
my mission had failed, and I proceeded
to carry out the colonel’s instructions.
I strolled slowly toward the hills with
my head down, as though meditating
something serious and important, but
all the time casting an eye from side
to side toward the camps. At once I
saw an active stir there. No bugles
sounded, but the troopers fell swiftly
into line, and circling out, surrounded
the Indian camp on three sides, leaving
only the eastern side,. toward the
agency, open. The soldiers proceeded
at a walk and without noise. When
the troop closing in from the rear
reached me I passed through the ranks
to the last one, and then taking hold of
a dragoon’s stirrup, walked back with
the horsemen toward the camp to see
the end.

Then the colonel, from his position
in the center beside the guns, called me
to him.

“Go, Bonnet,” he said, “ and convey
one more request to those Indians. Tell
them that if in three minutes they are
not stacking their arms in the open
here in front of this line of troops I
will send and take the weapons by
force. You can remain in the camp.
If force must be used you may be useful
in showing my men where they are
most likely to come upon the arms, as
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I see but few weapons now actually
in the hands of the warriors.”

I delivered the colonel’s order. For
a moment the stillness of death reigned
in the camp. Then by twos and threes,
warriors not wearing the ghost shirt
stepped forward and laid down their
guns until thirty or forty, a third of the
force of fighting men, were disarmed:
but the others stood defiant, like men-
at-arms in mail of proof.

Seeing this the colonel ordered for-
ward a file of troopers to collect the re-
maining arms. As these men came for-
ward to perform this duty something
happened which caused me to really
precipitate the conflict that followed.
The young medicine chief I have men-
tioned refused to deliver his gun, at the
same time stepping forward and as-
suming leadership. Two burly soldiers
advanced to disarm him by force. At
the same time I stepped forward to
again try persuasion. As I did so Cun-
ning Hand, whom I had not before
seen, and who had, as I believed, left
the camp, stepped from behind a near-
by lodge and approached. As he saw
me his evil face darkened with a de-
moniac scowl of ferocious hatred, and
his eyes glistened with all the passions
of brutal savagery. As he came near
he thrust his face close to mine and
begun to revile and abuse me,

“You here?” he shrieked. “You, cur,
renegade, traitor, woman stealer, cow-
ard, white-livered covote, curse you for
a black-hearted thief and devil, curse
you, curse you!”

Thus he poured out his wrath and
hate with rising passion, while all
paused to listen and to look at us, until
his rage seemed to completely master
him, and in impotent fury he spat full
in my face.

Flesh and blood could not endure
this insult, especially the fighting blood
that had flowed in my veins from both
my father and my mother. T felt my
whole body harden like a rock; a red
film passed before my eyes, and my
whole soul seemed bent upon the im-
pulse to strike and strike hard. I did
not try to resist this desire to punish.
My right arm flew out like a flash of
light. The blow landed on my enemy’s

neck just under the ear, and he
dropped like a felled ox in the sham-
bles.

Instantly several rifles cracked, and
three or four soldiers fell about me.
The remainder fled back to the line of
troops, as had been their orders, if at-
tacked, and I followed closely. Hardly
had I passed the front rank, when a
sheet of flame leaped from it, followed
by the crashing roar of the guns in the
center. I looked toward the Indian
camp. The battle smoke lifted and I
saw some three score victims of that
terrible volley stretched prone and still,
or in writhing agony upon the snow-
clad earth now fast reddening with
their blood.

The soldiers made ready but held
their fire, and the colonel called upon
the Indians to surrender. The surviv-
ing warriors rushed together amid the
bodies of their dead and motioned for a
parley, but this was only a subterfuge.
Poor, deluded, suffering creatures!
They saw now that the ghost shirts
did not save them from the bullets of
the enemy, that the messiah, the savior,
was not there; but they saw also that
they must die there or accept a fate
worse to them than death,—degrading
slavery. A terrible thirst for venge-
ance before dying possessed them.
They raised their guns and poured a
last volley into the ranks of the sol-
diers. A large number of these, both
officers and men, fell. I escaped un-
harmed, though men fell all around me,
and seeing that the doom of the In-
dians was now sealed, and their de-
struction only a question of a few mo-
ments, [ turned and fled at my topmost
speed toward my own little camp to
relieve the anxiety of my women, and
give them my aid and protection.

Fleeing toward the hills, I had
reached a rising ground, when I heard
the terrible guns speak again. The
soldiers had recovered from the shock
and surprise of the unexpected attack,
and were now finishing the tragedy.
Volley after volley of combined battery
and rifle fire rang out with terrible
swiftness and effect. T paused a mo-
ment to gaze upon the scene. Not a
single figure was standing in the In-
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dian camp. All men, women and chil-
dren had fallen before that smiting,
withering fire, and, like a black pall of
death, the battle smoke hung over the
stillness and terror of it all.

Appalled by the horror of the bloody
scene [ again started on, bounding
toward my camp, and had covered
three-fourths of the distance when I
saw my mother and wife speeding
toward me down the gentle slope. As
they drew up to me my wife caught
my hand and gaspingly cried out:

“Hasten, Bonnet, hasten. Some one
is following on your trail and I fear he
means harm. All is ready. Let us
away, let us away.”

I turned and looked behind me. Sure
enough there was a single Indian fol-
lowing swiftly on my track.

“Let him come up,” I said. “It is
only some poor creature escaping from
that field of blood. Perhaps he needs
us sorely and we can help him. T.ct
him come up.”

For a moment we watched the seem-
ing fugitive and then my wife cried out
in wild appeal:

“No, no. Itis an enemy. I knew it,
I felt it. See! Do you not know him?
It is Cunning Hand, and he is aflter
your life. He means murder and worse.
Let us away, let us away.”

She spoke truly. I could now recog-
nize my enemy, for he was within rifle-
shot. Suddenly he stopped, threw his
gun to his face and fired. My wife was
standing by my side, with one arm
around my mother and the other hand
clasping my arm. As the gun cracked,
I did not, as T expected, feel the bullet
myself, but I saw my mother sink down
a lifeless heap, without a moan, while
my wife with a shriek fell fainting be-
side her. The ball had passed through
my mother’s heart, and into my wife’s
arm near the shoulder. As I bent over
the bodies, horrified by what had hap-
pened and trying to see if either of the
victims yet lived, T heard the sound of
approaching footsteps and turned to
see Cunning Hand running swiftly
toward me. He had thrown aside his
rifle as useless, it afterward appearing
that his ammunition was exhausted,
and was coming on waving a glittering

knife and yelling his hatred, defiance
and vengeance. He clearly believed
me unarmed, having seen me apparent-
ly so in the Indian camp. There he
was mistaken. I had shown no arms
there, thinking it not best. I had, how-
ever, concealed in a secret pocket of my
hunting shirt, beneath my left arm, a
trusty blade that was now to serve me
well. My enemy circled around me,
hurling threats and abuse, and enjoying
what he thought my tortures, as the cat
does those of a captured mouse. I
faced him and watched him closely, but
said not a word. When I saw from his
eye that he was about to spring upon
me and glut his vengeance, my right
hand flew to my concealed weapon, and
in an instant I was armed, and his
equal.

The flash of the cold steel seemed to
strike a chill to his very vitals and he
recoiled from me even in the act of
springing. As I have said before, the
man was a natural coward and bully,
and he now showed the yellow streak.
With all the chances in his favor he
could torture or murder and chuckle
with glee in the act; but before a foe
on an equal footing he was afraid. I
then spoke my first word to him, and
it was a taunt. I had determined that
this man should not escape justice and
merited punishment, and T was eager
for the conflict to begin, for I felt that
in such a battle as this mine must be
the victory.

“So, sneak, - snake-in-the-grass,” 1
said, “you are afraid. For months you
have hounded and abused me. You
have maltreated my wife, and now you
have killed her and my mother, as it
was your purpose a moment ago to kill
me. Why do you hesitate? Come on,
you faint heart! If you do not instant-
ly come to me, I will come to you, and
kill yvou like the dog that you are.”

He saw that I meant what I said;
that the die was cast and the game
desperate. He saw that he must slay
or be slain where he stood, and he
leaped at me with the agility and feroc-
ity of a tiger. As we closed T saw that
T had no mean antagonist to deal with.
He showed himself a past-master in
the art of knife-fence, but I, too, knew
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something of the use of the weapon
as did most plainsmen of that day.

I soon had several slight wounds,
though nothing dangerous or disabling,
and I verily believe that had he been a
fearless man with a just cause to de-
fend he would have vanquished me.
He fought wildly, viciously, savagely,
for no creature fights more desperately
than the common coward. I fought
coldly, warily, cautiously, but with
every sense alert to defend myself and
compass my enemy’s death.

I soon found that the contest must
end quickly, or by some wild lunge he
would reach my life. His favorite at-
tack appeared to be a swinging side-
wise thrust at the side of the neck, and
so expert was he with this blow that
I saw it likely to prove quickly fatal.
As I cast about for some successful
means of meeting or avoiding this dan-
gerous thrust, there went through my
mind a notable knife-play taught me
by a famous chief some years before.
It was an almost surely fatal stroke,
but to practice it a man needed to be
ambi-dexterous, have equal use of
either the right or the left hand. It
was my good fortune to be thus
equipped.

I therefore waited for him to again
attempt this terrifying and dangerous
pass. When I saw by his eye that he
was fully intent upon the thrust, I
quickly threw my knife from my right
hand to my left, a movement that he
was not expecting, and which he did
not perceive until it was too late, when
his blow was in the air, swinging
toward the left side of my throat, I
threw back my head, turned slightly to
the left and caught his descending right
arm in my right hand. Then with a
quick jerk T spun his body around
- toward his left, aided thus by the im-
pulse of his swinging blow, and in an
instant had his unguarded back com-
pletely exposed to the knife in my left
hand. With all my power I drove the
blade in between his shoulders. It
cleft his heart in twain. He uttered a
gasping sob: and spitting blood and
curses, he fell at my feet, dead.

Yes, he was dead, and well he de-
served his fate. How he had escaped

the massacre on the plain to follow me
I never knew, but doubtless there his
subtle cunning and ingenuity served
him as it had in many another case.

Gasping for breath and wiping the
sweat from my face, I turned from the
dead body of my enemy to what I sup-
posed were the corpses of my loved
ones. My mother had indeed passed
beyond human aid, but what was my
delight to find that my wife, though
unconscious, was still breathing faint-
ly. Examining her for wounds I found
that the bullet of the assassin, passing
upward through my mother’s body, had
penetrated my wife’s arm above the
elbow and, ranging along the bone,
had lodged just under the skin back of
the shoulder, making a deep but not
dangerous flesh- wound.  With the
point of my knife T removed the ball,
then brought water from the camp and,
with such rude skill as most frontiers-
men have, bathed and bandanged the
wound. As I completed this she re-
covered consciousness, and I soothed
and calmed her by telling her gently
what had happened and that all was
well. Then I carried her to the camp
and left her warm in the lodge while 1
found means to lay my mother in the
grave.

For several days we remained undis-
turbed in the little camp, and then
when my wife was able to travel we
journeyved here. In storm and cold we
built our first little home, and with the
winds of winter ever howling about our
poorly sheltered heads, we waited for
spring. Then we began to make the
home you see about us, and here since
we have lived happily and in comfort,
our industry providing for our wants,
and our loneliness for our peace. This
land is mine by rights that none can
question. Upon it myself and wife will
live until death calls us. Then we shall
leave it to our children, assured that
they can, as we have, live upon it out-
side the dark shadow cast by the curse
of crossed blood, for, with this clouded
inheritance, they will find, as we have.
that “blood is NOT thicker than water.”

—J. W. WALSH.
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IDEALS IN COLLEGE TRAINING

[The following article, originally an address delivered at a faculty meeting, has
a special appositeness in view of St. Mary’s College Golden Jubilee. Over thirty priests
and scores upon scores of professional men are graduates of St. Mary's Department of
Arts and Letters, and their success in life is to a great extent due to the ideals cherished
by their alma mater. Brother Leo is Dean of the Department of Arts and Letters and

Professor of English at St. Mary’s.]

HE history of St. Mary’s College
—a history rich in achieve-
ments and bright in associa-
tions — manifests the fact that
the Departments of Arts and Let-
ters constitutes and has always con-
stituted the heart and inner center of
the institution’s life. Other departments
have been called into being in response
to the demands of conditions in the
outer world and by reason of the
changed and changing standards of col-
legiate efficiency; the Department of
Arts and Letters stands as the sufficient
raison d’etre of the college, the depart-
ment by which the true worth of the
institution can be most adequately de-
termined, the department which links
the work of the St. Mary’s of today
with the St. Mary’s of fifty years ago
and with the long line of academic ven-
tures with which, almost from her be-
ginnings, the Catholic Church has been
identified.

The Department of Arts and Letters,
as its name indicates, concerns itself
with the Arts of Living and with the
Letters of the Race. The Bachelor of
Arts, despite his necessary limitations
which only time and experience will re-
move, is a man who possesses a knowl-
edge of the meaning and dignity and
sacredness of life. And that knowledge
has been secured by four years of inti-
mate and vital contact with the Letters
of the Race—the record of man’s striv-
ings and successes and failures, of
man'’s fears and hopes and loves.

This history of the Department of
Arts and Letters of St. Mary’s College
reveals numerous external mutations
during the half century of its existence
—an emphasis now on philosophy, now
on languages, now on history, now on
the arts of expression; but through all
the changes—changes typical, not of
uncertainty nor of mistaken policy, but

of foresight and vital development—are
discernible the ideals toward which the
department has been steadily tending
and which in many respects have been
realized in so far as ideals are attain-
able. Methods have changed, text-
books have been adopted and aban-
doned, instructors have come and gone;
but the ideals of the department have
remained unaltered and undimmed.

And what are those ideals? They
may be summed up in two words—
Culture and Efficiency.

Though often sadly abused, culture
is still a word to conjure with. It con-
notes education, scholarship and char-
acter, but implies more than all three.
It implies more than education. Edu-
cation concerns itself with the relatively
elementary processes and conditions of
mental and moral growth, with the
methods and materials of learning. It
is the necessary foundation of culture,
but not the fine fruitage of college
training.

Culture implies more than scholar-
ship. The scholar, despite his superb
advantages, finds perils in his paths of
lore. On the one hand he may lapse
into mere pedantry and become inter-
ested in books simply because they are
books, forgetting that even the most
vital books are at best but substitutes
for life itself. On the other hand he
is open to the temptation of the special-
ist—the man who devotes himself so
exclusively to the classification of in-
sects or to pondering the course of the
stars that he becomes intellectually
near-sighted or far-sighted, and his per-
sonality suffers from hopeless deflec-
tion.

Culture, in the sense in which the
word is understood at St. Mary’s, im-
plies more than character, for it per-
tains less to what a man seems to be
than to what a man really is. Now,
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what a man really is, is a fact of the
spiritual order, and facts of the spir-
itual order imply the relations of the
individual soul with God—in other
words, they imply religious experience
and the viewpoint of faith. If the soul
is right, all is right.

The second ideal cherished during
the past half century by the Depart-
ment of Arts and Letters is efficiency
in the liberal and enlightening meaning
of the word. A man is efficient when
he not only knows, but knows how.
Efficiency implies the power of expres-
sion and the power of execution. A
tradition of St. Mary’s is identical with
a tradition of Oriel College, Oxford—
the preference for the student whose
mind is an instrument over the student
whose mind is merely a receptacle.

One aim of the department has been,
therefore, to develop in its students a
sense of proportion; to impress upon
them that the mind must be an instru-
ment and—should occasion arise—a
weapon of offense and defense; that
a thorough grasp of principles is neces-
sary for dealing intelligently with
things; that self-expression depends
largely on a facile, clear and vigorous

use of the mother tongue; that the
only short cut to achievement is the
royal road of hard work; that it is im-
portant to distinguish between the size
of a man and the size of his megaphone;
that, while there is both cultural and
practical value in linguistic studies, a
man may be able to speak half a dozen
languages fluently without having a
solitary idea to express in any one of
them; that a knowledge of the doc-
trines of the Church and a practical,
manly piety are proofs of efficient ad-
justment in life quite as much as they
are evidences of the highest and deep-
est culture.

That the ideals of culture and effi-
ciency, conceived of and fashioned
under the inspiration of faith and truth,
have been striven after and in a way
attained to, is due to the teaching staff
of the department—to the enlightened
zeal of the men whose voices are now
stilled, but whose works, thank God,
endure. They were men who had mas-
tered the Arts of Living, who had pene-
trated to the inner meaning of the Let-
ters of the Race.

—BROTHER LEO.

TO THE CLASS OF 13

The roaring breakers surge,

ESPLENDENT rays of morning sun dispel
The last faint mist.

In angry mood, beneath our feet. And hark!
The troubler bar, in hollow fitful moans,
Now calls us on! Our parting hour has come!

Sweet Friendship’s ties!

Affections fond would stay

The hand of time, yet that shall never be.

On Life’s expansive deep we must embark,

To brave the storm, the tempest wild—alone.
Embark! ’Tis sad to think we now must leave
These hallowed walls we love, our masters kind,
Our true devoted friends, whose genial smiles
Oft’ cheered our hearts, when grief surrounded all.
O comrades dear, yet linger—once to glance
O’er scenes of youth, to share one loving smile,
One fond embrace, ere thither we disperse.

In tender strains let Alma Mater hear

Our long farewell, our loving, fond farewell.

13.
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THE SYMBOL OF “THE RAVEN”

DGAR ALLAN POE was ever
and always, consciously and un-
consciously, garbing the sublim-
ity of his thought and its psycho-

logical import with a morbid, sullen
symbolism. Because of this tendency
to symbolize, the majority of his poeti-
cal works, and a goodly portion of his
prose, possess two distinctly different
yet correct meanings—a literal and a
figurative. But oftimes the fantastic
form and glyptic glamour of the literal
outshines and overshadows the lustre
of the deeper and intended meaning so
far as to conceal it completely. In
“The Raven,” however, Poe has incul-
cated the figurative and symbolic ele-
ments to such an extent as to place
them upon a plane with the literal; he
has laden the poem with his symbols
so heavily that three meanings may be
taken from it, each more fancifully gro-
tesque than the others. The literal
meaning of “The Raven” is, briefly:

The poet was pondering over his
books late in the evening of a bleak
December day. He was startled by
the sound of some one rapping at his
chamber door. His mind was crowded
with visions of his lost Lenore, his love,
and half dazed and almost mechanically
he moved to the door, opened it and
peered into the night. Finding no one
there, surprised and startled into con-
sciousness at the strangeness of the
occurrence, he returned wondering to
his chair. He had again settled himself
to his books, when the rapping again
was sounded, this time at the window.
The poet opened the lattice and silently
and gravely a ‘“‘stately Raven of the
saintly days of yore” stalked in and
perched himself on the poet’s “bust of
Pallas just above his chamber door.”
The man’s distorted mind now hurled
all sorts of questions at the bird, which
continued to sit and answer stolidly and
with a mysterious taciturnity a sullen
“Nevermore” to all the queries. So
much for the literal meaning, the simple
story of the poem. The air of mystery
surrounding it, and the preternatural

shroud of mysticism ghat envelops it,
coupled with the alluring genius of Poe,
makes the literal meaning peculiarly at-
tractive and possessed of the sweet
charm of melody. In fact, the literal
meaning, at a first glance, is seemingly
the only meaning, Poe having con-
structed the apparent impossibility of
the tale into a probability. But Poe
had a second meaning, aside from the
“machinery” of the poem. “The Raven”
symbolizes the saddest part of Poe’s all
too sad life. The melancholy bard had a
proclivity to darken the stories of his
pen with the shadowed story of his own
life, and in “The Raven” he has done so
probably more so than in any other of
his poems. It is apparent that “Anna-
bel Lee” is the story of the loss of his
child-wife. But “The Raven” tells the
same story with a more complex system
of narration. It is not apparent or ob-
vious that the tragic story of the death
of his wife is contained in “The Raven,”
but that sorrowful tale is written more
deeply into “The Raven” than in any -
otner of the poems. As the poet him-
self said in “Annabel Lee,”

“A wind blew out of a cloud,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee ”

and Poe had been a melancholic ever
after. The zest of life was gone from
him, all was merely a bleak December
of an existence, fraught with memories
that brought nothing but sorrow to his
sensitive soul. In “The Raven” he rep-
resents himself dreaming over the past,
his lost Lenore, and wondering if he
shall ever see her again in the supernal
world, if there be a supernal world fol-
lowing this. The question, is there a
Heaven, has raised itself in his mind,
just as it has raised itself scores of
times in the minds of all men. But
Poe’s mind was weakened and rotted by
drugs and sin, and this, coupled with
his genius, caused him to reach a dif-
ferent conclusion from the normal
mind. He wonders and fears that he
shall never see his Lenore again, that
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she is gone from him forever. The idea
is hazy at first, but it festers and grows
stronger and stronger in the rotted
mind of the man, until he accepts it as
the truth. “The Raven” itself is the
figure of the thought that tells Poe
finally and irrevocably that he shall
never see his Lenore again. The Raven
is the figure of the thought that de-

stroys all his hope, that leaves him’

dispairing, blighted and crushed. He
cannot drive the thought away, and the
Raven remains ‘“perched above his
chamber door,” casting a dismal reflec-
tion on the Poet so that he exclaims,

“And the lamplight o’er him streaming
casts his shadow on the floor,

And my soul from out that shadow that
lies floating on the floor,

Shall be lifted—Nevermore.”

The Raven in its third and deepest
meaning, may well be termed a treatise
on the psychology of despair, or the
story of despair following in the wake
of sin. A striking analogy exists be-
tween “The Raven” in its third mean-
ing and the “Fall of the House of
Usher” in the symbolic interpretation
of that lurid tale. The psychology of
despair formed the underlying principle
of many of Poe’s works, prose as well
as poesy, and “The Raven” is merely
the poetical rendition of the “Fall of
the House of Usher,” so identically do
the ideas of the two coincide.

In the symbolic interpretation of the
poem, Poe goes into Philosophy, Psy-
chology, and Ethology, and his genius
has constructed a masterpiece of
fictional ethics tempered with a philo-
sophical trend of thought. In this
meaning of the poem, the house is the
mind of any man, who has sinned griev-
ously: Poe himself is the soul of that
man. The soul is dreaming over the
past, the lost Lenore. In the sym-
bolic interpretation, Lenore is the lost
grace, the lost innocence of the man,
caused by his fall into sin. The soul
dreaming over the past remembers its
sin, the consequent loss of innocence,

and debates the possibility of its ever
being again happy. Because of the
enormity of the sin, the mind has be-
come a tarn where evil despairs may
breed, and even before the Raven en-
ters, has almost extinguished all hope
of forgiveness. The Raven comes, and
in Poe’s deepest meaning, the bird is
Despair entering the mind of the man.
It settles over the soul, and casts it
into perpetual gloom and sadness. Be-
cause of its inherent nature the soul
fights against accepting the despair,
calls upon it with oaths and revilings,
tries by threats to drive it away, but
even as it had in the past yielded to the
sin itself, so does it now yield to the
aftermath of the sin, succumbs to the
despair, and is shadowed forever by the
Raven.

The symbolism of psychological inter-
pretation of the Raven is the most forci-
ble of the three, and possesses that
morbidness that characterized Poe
from beginning to end. After reading
“The Raven” in its three meanings the
student is confronted with the problem
of determining the truth or untruth of
the poem. No discussion can be made
upon the literal meaning, as it is merely
the outcome of Poe’s imagination. The
figurative meaning, containing as it
does the story of his wife’s death, can-
not be doubted as to its veracity. But
the symbolic meaning, because of the
ethics in it, is to be seriously regarded.
The ethical significance of the poem
does not gibe with the tenets of Catho-
lic theology, and ethically ““The Raven”
is decidedly opposed to the doctrines
of the Mercy of God, and the Commun-
ion of Saints. Aside from the ethics of
the poem, however, “The Raven” pos-
sesses a profound psychology, and its
third meaning clearly expresses the
meaning of “The Wages of Sin Is
Death.”  Though Poe erred in his
ethics he was correct in his morals,
and taken as a purely psychological
study, “The Raven” presents a sound
lesson.

—THOMAS L. LENNON.
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MOTORMANIA AND THE MOTORMANIAC

HERE are two things on earth

that will bind men together in

a bond of eternal union; one is

jail and the other is suffering.
Now not all persons have the chance
to experience the joys of the former,
owing to the fact that not every one
can go to jail in these modern times.
Jails are reserved in most thriving com-
munities for the use of trust magnates
and policemen and the common people
are given no chance at all. Policemen
seem to be in the lead at present, owing
probably to the fact that they are able
to wield strong influence both without
and within the prison walls—quite a
few of their compatriots, minus their
stars and clubs, are usually found with-
in and the rest of their fellow employ-
ees of the city, town or bunco ring, as
the case may be, are getting ready to
make their reservations and learn the
gentle and popular sport of weaving
jute. But the trust magnates manage
to maintain quite a healthy average in
spite of this handicap and many of them
are giving up their summer homes, ow-
ing to their habit of spending part of
their time at the government hotels,
where the cells are airy, well ventilated,
furnished with shower baths, hot and
cold water and all conveniences for the
comfort of the guests.

However, it is not advisable to spend
too much time in discussing the many
advantages of the well equipped jail—
no, it is better to call it a boarding-
house which the state supports for the
entertainment of its particular friends
—such an expression is more euphoni-
ous and not so liable to hurt any one’s
feelings. At present we intend to con-
cern ourselves with a consideration of
the second of the aforesaid bonds,
which are as dependable as those is-
sued by the United States government
and as lasting as a cough in the dead
of winter.

Suffering is one of those touches of
nature that makes the whole world kin,
or thin—we have forgotten which one
the poet said, but either will suit the

case fairly well, and life is too short to
spend much of it in making scholastic
distinctions. At any rate, suffering
brings more people together than a
general alarm of fire in a big town.
Have you ever acquired the eternal
friendship of the man hanging on to
the adjoining strap in the street car be-
cause he turned to sympathize with you
when the stout lady trod gracefully
but not lightly on your pet corn? Cer-
tainly you have, unless you do not hap-
pen to be the proud possessor of one
of those pedal adornments. The man
tells you the peculiarities of his own
corn, explains its fine points and does
everything but show it to you. Before
you have reached your street the ac-
quaintance has been firmly cemented
and the man has given you a cigar—
which if you are wise you will donate
to the unsuspecting Japanese servant
boy as soon as you get home. It is as
dangerous to smoke unknown cigars
as it is to fool with unknown dogs, so
don’t take any chances. But the fact
remains that the man on the car has
become your firm friend and the next
time you meet him down town he will
nod to you with all the cordiality of the
man who has lived in the flat below you
for twenty years, and may ask you to
come in and have an ice cream soda or
a nut sundae with him; personally we
would not think very much of a man
who would extend such an invitation
as that, but you usually can guide him
around the corner to your friend Bill’s
dispensary of high powered stimulants
without very strenuous urging. After
vou get there no one can tell what will
happen. And all this on account of a
bit of suffering!

As it is with corns so it is with every-
thing else. When your wife attends
one of those tea tournaments, which the
ladies of her set hold whenever they
can obtain the services of some literary
giant who once wrote a joke for the
comic section of a Sunday paper, or a
futurist painter, whose artistic creations
wouldn’t be accepted as the advance ad-
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vertisements for a circus, the main topic
of conversation after she has tired of
rhapsodizing over the thing with the
long hair and the soulful eyes, is how
much trouble she is having to find a
good cook ; this is the cue for her sister-
sufferers to get in the game and the
Gloom army marches in en masse to
encamp for the remainder of the after-
noon.

But the king of troubles, the prince
of suffering inspirers, the very acme of
all things that will make a man think
the world has turned against him, is
the automobile! There is more concen-
trated trouble in one little harmless
looking motor propelled vehicle thanin
all the other things in the world com-
bined, with a few of the fiendish inven-
tions of the Coal Heavers’ brigade of
the next world thrown in for good
measure and an ample sufficiency. Con-
sequently there is nothing that will
make friends for you faster than the
possession of an automobile. Have
you ever seen two automobile owners
that were anything but friends? Of
course, the first owner may hold that
his 1913 Zeezu is a better machine than
the second man’s 1863 Chugger, and
thus open the way to a heated and pro-
tracted argument between drinks, but
the two men are close friends, neverthe-
less. They are companions in misery.
They understand each other’s troubles
and can mutually proffer comprehen-
sive sympathy and advice. They are
both afflicted with motormania and
both able to prescribe for all cases save
their own. So runs the world along
when you put it on wheels and use
gasoline as the motive power,

If you are an automobile owner you
will appreciate this article and agree
with its statements; if you are not yet
paying garage bills, you may not do
the former and are certainly not quali-
fied to do the latter—but the great ma-
jority of persons know what it is to
drive something faster than a sleepy
farmer’s horse, so the outlook is cheer-
ful. And now for the automobile.

Do you remember the day you
bought your first automobile—and per-

haps your last? Certainly you must.
That day is one which sticks in your
memory along with recollections of the
day vou were married and the day you
fell down. a flight of stairs and broke
your arm—it’s queer how the pictures
of those particular calamities continual-
ly pass in review before your mind’s
eve. Yes, of course, you remember the
day you bought your automobile.
You recall how beautifully the thing
worked when the agent took you out
on the trial trip. The car skimmed
along like a swallow, not seeming to
touch the ground except at the bumps—
every automobile takes care to hit all
the bumps possible. There seems to be
a spirit born or rather bolted in the in-
sides of every motor which impells it
to seek out all the uneven places in the
road so that it may present a correct
imitation of a brewery wagon horse
climbing over a six-foot hurdle. If any
self-respecting automobile missed one
of the chain of mountains that provide
artistic roughness for our country roads
and a means of subsistence for tire deal-
ers, we firmly believe that it would turn
around of its own accord and go back
to make a perfect record in the field
meet. But they don’t miss them. Some
make a better jump than others, some
rise high in the air, some stick close to
terra firma like a flying fish out of
water, but they all land on the opposite
side of the obstacle with a good sound,
soul-satisfying “thump,” which gives
those riding in the back seat a chance
to experience all the joys of aviation
without having to go to the expense of
buying an aeroplane. You recall also
how dexterously he manipulated the
thousand and one levers, pedals, pumps,
cranks, wheels, horns, whistles and all
the other things. At the time you won-
dered if you would ever be able to
understand the use and purpose of each
one. But the agent assured you that
running the machine was mere child’s
play and that you would have no trou-
ble at all in learning how to do it per-
fectly.

In the hands of the agent the machine
behaved beautifully. They always do
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when they are in the hands of the agent.
Later on you find out that they are very
much like the trick mule in the circus,
the clown can ride him with ease, but
the result of any one else’s attempts to
do the same is a hurry call for the
arnica bottle and a soft cushion. After
the lesson the agent told you that you
would have no difficulties—in fact, the
machine would almost drive itself. That
last statement proved to be nearly true.
The machine permitted you to drive
it when it wanted to be driven; when
it didn’t, neither you nor any one else
could do more than wait till it recov-
ered from its grouch and decided that
it was time to move. The best way to
get along is to humor its wishes and
treat your automobile as you would
treat your child.

After receiving your due share of in-
formation and misinformation ifrom the
man who wished the automobile on to
you, you decided to take your first trip
—an “‘atitomobile tour” you probably
called it. Why automobile owners al-
ways desire to make their first trip a
long one is a mystery, but they do it
every time. First you and your wife
and a conclave of the neighbors who
did not happen to be the proud possess-
ors of machines went into executive
session concerning the route to be fol-
lowed. You purchased a volume of
road maps and during the next few
evenings the whole country in book
form was traveled over again and again.
Here your neighbors had a great advan-
tage which they failed to realize; they
were able to enjoy the whole trip with-
out the annoyances that were to knock
big holes in your store of pleasure later
on in the game. But ignorance was
bliss, so you did not worry about the
unseen black clouds that were hanging
low on the horizon. At last you se-
lected a route that seemed to please
every one concerned and almost all of
those not concerned.

The day that you pick for the start
of your transcontinental trip always
dawns bright and sunny. But long ere
the first faint streaks of dawn have
tinged the eastern sky vou are up and

busy with the preparations for the voy-
age that is to prove your machine the
superior of all others. You spend more
time over your car than does a driver
before entering a Grand Prix race on
the Indianapolis speedway. You scour
and polish, scrape and rub, until the
Chugger glistens like the noonday sun.
You load barrels of lunch aboard, put
in blankets and rugs and your library
of road maps don your immaculate new
duster and a pair of goggles that make
you look like a deep sea diver, round
up your passengers and proudly an-
nounce that you are ready to start.

All your friends, acquaintances and
neighbors have assembled to witness
the grand get-away, fondly hoping
that you won’t be able to get away, and
thereby furnish some free amusement
for the crowd. Disdainfully ignoring
some poor attempts at humor on the
part of the onlookers, you mount to
your seat, turn what you have reason
to suspect are the right levers, then ask
some one to “crank her up.” A volun-
teer steps out, grasps the crank, which
projects beneath the radiator, and ex-
erting all his strength, gives it a mighty
twirl. Nothing happens save that the
crank flies loosely around, causing your
assistant to sit neatly, forcefully and
unexpectedly on the ground. The
crowd applauds gleefully, and seeming
to think that his downfall was the re-
sult of a practical joke, the assistant
refuses to have anything more to do
with either you or your machine and
retires from the scene of the conflict,
limping perceptibly.

After witnessing his fate, none of the
crowd is willing to take the volunteer’s
place, hence you are forced to get down
and try yourself. You also grasp the
crank and give a mighty heave with
equally fruitful results. By this time
the crowd is impressing on you the ad-
visability of getting a horse. At about
the fifteenth cranking, which is entirely
uneventful as far as the automobile is
concerned, a shabby individual in the
mob inquires,

“Why don’t you turn on your gas?”
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All the while you have been spending
time and energy in trying to start an
automobile with the gasoline shut oft!
The crowd applauds vociferously and
you sheepishly turn on the gasoline.
The next time you turn over the fly-
wheel something happens. There is a
roar and a mighty splutter which causes
you to race madly for your seat, fearful
that the machine will start off of its
own accord and. leave you standing
helpless in its wake. But it behaves
beautifully. You climb in, pull all the
remaining levers, and with a sudden
jerk start to travel backwards at the
rate of forty miles an hour, narrowly
missing a telegraph pole, two children
and a delivery wagon. After managing
to halt your mad course you find that
you have had the satisfaction of scat-
tering the crowd, which has retired to
safe points of vantage on stairs and
front porches. Changing from reverse
to slow speed ahead, you throw in the
clutch once more and, De» gratias, be-
gin to move off in the right direction.

After this, things move smoothly for
quite a while. You spin along in the
sunlight, exhilarated by the joy of mo-
tion and proud of your success as a
chauffeur. © Beware! . You are filled
with the pride that cometh before a
fall. Joy in an automobile is joy pre-
destined to be short-lived.

Just as you are pointing out the
beauties of the surrounding country,
there is a final “p-r-r-r-t” from your en-
gine and it dies a sudden and unnatural
death, leaving you stranded, becalmed,
marooned and stuck amid the aforesaid
scenery. Of course, you do what all
other motorists do under the same cir-
cumstances—crawl under the machine
and gaze up into its innermost parts.
This is just what the machine has been
waiting for. As soon as you turn your
gaze upwards the accursed thing ex-
pectorates a large quantity of gasoline
and oil into your eye with unerring

precision. You dive out and hop about
the road, emitting howls of pain and
the auto looks on with placid indiffer-
ence.

Before you have finished turkey-
trotting vour friend in the front seat
fiddles with the levers a bit and sud-
denly the machine starts purring as
evenly and smoothly as a contented
cat.” It has had its fun and is now
quite willing to go to work again. But
yvou have lost patience. Your eye feels
like Mount Vesuvius on one of its busy
days and you are not sure how many
more tricks the confounded machine
may have up its sleeve. Your one de-
sire is to get home and get there
quickly.

You turn your auto around and head
toward the desired refuge with all pos-
sible celerity. In this you and the ma-
chine appear to be of one mind. The
thing fairly flies along. You compli-
ment yourself on the turning of your
luck, when you hear an imperative
shout behind you, and looking back,
find that you are pursued by a motor-
cycle cop and your sixth sense tells you
that your speedometer is registering
forty-five miles per hour. You are
pinched for speeding!

But why go on with the tragic de-
tails? Sometimes the ordeal is short,
sometimes protracted, yet an ordeal it
is, and through it you must pass.
When you have cured your eye, paid
your fine and recovered your even tem-
per you are an initiated motormaniac,
bound to all other motormaniacs by
that eternal bond of sympathy.

Now, as said before, all who own
autos will appreciate the truth of this
narrative. And if you happen to be
one of those unfortunates who have
not yet joined the rapidly growing
band, save up your money, buy your
favorite style of Chugger and find out
for yourself.

—LEO A. MURASKY.
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THE CHILDREN’S HERITAGE

HE social unrest of the age brings
us face to face with innumerable
problems of reform, which in
themselves embrace but one gen-

eral idea, the revolution and readjust-
ment of our present mode of living.
This tendency toward reform is the
outgrowth of the development of na-
tions that begets in the mind a more
insatiable craving for luxury as one
year succeeds the other.

And in this age of industrial revolu-
tions, while the moneyed aristocracy on
the one hand is crying for peace and
the militant poor on the other for death
to the rich, we are brought face to face
with precisely the same conditions that
threatened France in the eighteenth
century and the mighty Roman Empire
in the fifth,

In the history of our own gloriously
opulent republic we will find that the
stages of a nation’s development have
long since been past. Our United
States has extended her power of do-
minion from the thirteen original colo-
nies until today the stars and stripes
float over her land from the Atlantic to
the Pacific, from the Arctic to the
Isthmus of Panama, and even to the
very gates of India, China, and Japan.

Reasonably we may ask, What does
all this mean? It means simply that
with material power and the increase
of our dominions has come wealth, and
with wealth luxury, the third and final
stage of national development. It is
here, where we have found the apex
of modern civilization, that we are
made to confront the stern reality that
on this side of eternity there is no
happiness. It is here, where we find
the fettered hands of man striving to
tear down the impregnable wall of lim-
itation that separates him from his
Creator, that we are made to feel once
again the inevitable undertow of dis-
content and revolution that threatens to
drag our nation into the darkest heresy.
It is here, in this generation, that we
are brought to face the three lean and
hungry wolves that lurked at the door
of the ancient Republic of Rome, that

caused her corruption and her weak-
ness, her decline and her fall; luxury,
immorality, and divorce.

For our own modern, flourishing re-
public the same hungry, gnawing
wolves await. But as times have pro-
gressed they have assumed the form
and shape of an unearthly creature, a
phantom of horror more lean and fero-
cious than the original. Out of their
incongruity has sprung a ravenous ap-
petite that gnaws unceasingly at the
vital points of their sensuousness. And
like a hurricane cloud that grows from
a dark speck on the horizon to a thing
of horror above our heads, this mad ap-
petite for material comforts has grown
until today we are engulfed in the wild
storm that blows from its entrails. No
longer can Socialism be considered a
harmless cloud on the horizon of the
world’s life, politics, and religion, for
already the storm of its abuse is upon
us in all its fury.

Socialism. How many of us under-
stand the true significance of that term?
Sorely is our country in need of social
reform, but never—never Socialism. It
is by deceiving the public, by confound-
ing these two totally different concepts,
that the radical Socialists hope to attain
their end they tell us that their govern-
ment would have nothing to do with
religion or the family ties. Socialism
in its true form means the embodiment
of all that is luxurious, all that is im-
moral. It is the means by which the
state would usurp the throne of virtue
in the heart of the individual and wreak
havoc with the sacred ties of marriage.

Are these things to be considered
lightly, to be regarded as mere matters
of small moment? No, they are affairs
that concern each and every one of us;
affairs that should stir within our
breasts sentiments of filial love, nation-
al pride and the fervor of charity. They
are affairs that should arouse us to call
forth every ounce of energy concealed
within our frames that we might see
in its true light the shadow that over-
hangs the pathway of the next genera-
tion, the generation of our children, and
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that seeing, we might raise our children
to respect the laws of propriety and de-
cency.

Socialism, again, is the cell that
would contain in its embryonic form
the germ of divorce, the scourge of
American law. The very idea that di-
vorce would be tolerated under the So-
cialistic form of government should be
enough to condemn it in the eyes of the
public. But no! Socialism is gaining
in strength daily by the intrigues of its
leaders, who simply hold up before our
eyes the bauble of municipal ownership
and consequent higher wages and a
lower cost of living. These things are
very desirable in themselves, but we
can never hope to obtain them at the
cost of our own happiness.

Consider the present mockery of the
divorce laws and then ask ourselves
what would be the state of affairs if
Socialism were to obtain the upper
hand. What would become of those
whom we consider the very light and
guiding star of our existence? What
of those bonds that link to our sidcs
relatives and friends, who in times of
tribulation and sorrow are our sweetest
consolation? And you who are parents
—what of the little curly headed ones
whom you delighted so much to stroke
and fondle, whose smile and laughter is
vour most enchanting music, whose joy
is vour joy, and whose future is your
future?

Think of these things and then frans-
port yourselves into the realm of Social-
ism and picture your infant child being
torn from your arms to be nursed and
reared in a government institution by
other hands than yours. What, then,
of those single touches of nature that
make the whole world kin? What of
those fond memories of the ones who
now-are all in all to you, the little ones
who are flesh of your flesh?

No. Socialism is nothing more than
a horrible nightmare, a thing that must
not, cannot become a reality. True
that it is a live subject. True that it is
gaining in forces daily; but there shall
come a time when you shall awaken
from your sleep of tranquility and
dreams of peace to find that the flood

of heresy is at your very door, that its
waves are already lapping your thresh-
old.

What will you do then? Will you be
totally unprepared, or will you have
provided a barrier that you can build
up in order to protect yourself and your
family from the ravaging waters. Will
you gnash your teeth and rend your
flesh and curse your neglect in those
last moments of your existence?

Beware, you who have little ones to
cherish, to love. Even now the flood
gates are opened and the waters of in-
iquity are swelling into torrents of
abuse. And remember, that it is not
only your life alone that is threatened,
but that of your little ones. And re-
membering, do not hesitate to build a
barrier that will shut out the waves of
temptation from the ears of your chil-
dren.

Awaken from your dreams of tran-
quility and peace and strike asunder the
bonds that bind you to a life of indo-
lence and neglect and place a restrain-
ing hand upon the arm of those whom
God has given you to guard and cher-
ish. As sure as a chain is as weak as
its weakest link, so is that bond frail
that contains the link of neglect. Bind
vour children to you by strict disci-
pline, lavish upon them the love that is
theirs, but love them most by dimming
the allurements of dances and late
hours.

There is a picture that I have seen in
one of the most virulent of Socialistic
journals that portrays the pathway that
leads from the home to the den of vice.

T would that a Michael Angelo or a
Raphael were amongst us, that from
the innermost depths of his soul he
might express the degradation, the ab-
solute despair painted upon the fea-
tures of those whom neglect has cast
into a life of ignominy and shame. I
would that he might make expression
of the illusiveness, the wantonness of
those so young but yvet so aged, that
you awakening, might cry aloud to
Heaven, “Is this my children’s heri-

tager”

—NHEODOREG] IDANVIE.

HE big automobile parade held
on Saturday afternoon, May 3d,
proved one of the most success-
ful features of St. Mary’s Jubilee

yvear. At 12:30 in the afternoon of a
perfect day the parade formed in front
of the college and started its triumph-
ant journey through Oakland. The
front of the main building was very
artistically decorated with flags and red
and blue bunting, with a great Ameri-
can flag draped from the central cross.
The automobiles were bedecked with
flags and college pennants, and the pa-
rade presented a gala sight as it wended
its way down Broadway. The immense
line of automobiles, more than a mile
in length, made an extensive tour of
the business and residence sections of
Oakland, and then proceeded out the
road to Hayward, where the happy
riders sang and danced until evening at
the pavilion among the cherry blos-
soms.

In the first automobile were Chief of
Police White of San Francisco, Chief
of Police Walter J. Petersen of Oak-
land, Mayor Thomas Monahan of San
Jose, and Sergeant J. Sherry. In the
second machine were Mayor Rolph of
San Francisco, Mayor Mott of Oakland
and Brother Fabrician, President of St.
Mary’s.

A feature of the parade was the St.
Vincent’s band, which was pyramided
four tiers high in a giant auto truck,
and which enlivened the way with some
really excellent music. But where the
band boys shone particularly was at
the pavilion at Hayward, where their
music made successful the dance of the
merrymakers.

Great credit is due to Mrs. R. H. Ham-
mond and her co-workers for the suc-
cess of the affair. The automobile pa-

rade was Mrs. Hammond’s idea and she
literally worked day and night for
months to make it a success. She is a
true friend of the Christian Brothers
and of St. Mary's College, and the sin-
cere thanks of the faculty, the students
and THE COLLEGIAN are hers for her
glorious efforts and most successful
achievements in the cause of the Golden
Jubilee Fund.

Thanks are also due the generous
agencies and owners who donated cars
for the day, and whose codperation
meant so much to the success of the
affair.

The annual Oratorical Contest for
the Cottle Medal was held in the Alum-
ni Gymnasium, Thursday evening, May
29. Following was the program:
March, “The Whip,” College Orches-
tra : Introductory Remarks, Leo A. Mu-
rasky, '13 “The Penalty of Progress,”
Louis F. Le Fevre, '13; Vocal Solo, R.
H. Hammond, ’'15; “The Children’s
Heritage,” Theodore J. Davie, '14; In-
terlude, “The Spirit of Independence,”
Orchestra; “The Case of the News-
boy,” Frederick T. West, '14; Vocal
Solo, J. Valentine Fleming, ’16; “Cath-
olicity and Patriotism,” Richard H.
Hammond, ’15; Specialty, J. V. Flem-
ing, T. J. Horan; “International A.I‘bl-
tration,” Raymond T. McGlynn, "13:
Interlude, Orchestra; Decision of the
Judges ; Finale, “Good Night,” Orches-
tra.

The Judges of the contest were Very
Reverend T. L. O’Neill, C.'S. P., Hon-
orable Everett J. Brown, Honorable
W. J. Hennessey and Brother Henry,
BESHG

The usual large crowd was assembled
in the Gymnasium for the evening and
displa_\'ea an unexpected enthusiasm 1n
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the program. The orations of the even-
ing were all of a very high standard,
and deserved particular commendation
for their originality of thought and
presentation.

Father O’Neill, as chairman of the
Judges, announced the decision in favor
of Theodore J. Davie. Mr. Davie’s
oration was a well written denunciation
and exposition of Socialism and other
evils of the day. His delivery was well
nigh perfect, displaying admirable ease
and laudable repression and at the same
time never sacrificing a certain intens-
ity of feeling throughout.  Mention
must also be made of Mr. Le Fevre's
splendid paper on the “Penalty of
Progress,” and Mr. McGlynn’s scholar-
ly essay on “International Arbitration.”
Both of these orations undoubtedly dis-
played purer English and more artistic
literary finish than that of any of the
competitors. But Mr. Davie excelled
in the matter of presentation.

The annual meeting for the election
of officers for the Associated Students
of St. Mary’s College was held in the
Hall of Studies, Monday afternoon,
May 26. The meeting was called to
order by President Horan at 3:30.
Brother Fabrician, our President, made
a brief address to the students, urging
the election of a staff of officers which
should be representative of the stan-
dard of the student body, and which,
above all, should work in harmony with
the policy of the college facully.

President Horan, after a few remarks
anent the election, declared nomina-
tions in order. Mr. Dreier and Mr, Mc-
Glynn were on their feet in an instant.
The President recognized McGlynn,
the Senior, who after a very capable
address moved for the nomination of
Theodore Davie for the office of Presi-
dent. Q. Cotton seconded. Mr. Len-
non took the floor, and made the great-
est speech of the afternoon, and perhaps
the greatest nominating address ever
made at St. Mary's, proposing the
name of Frederick T. West for Presi-
dent. His speech was interrupted
throughout by burst after burst of ap-
plause and at the conclusion was

greeted with a veritable tumult. E.
O’Connor seconded the motion. The
nominations were closed and the ballot
taken. Mr. West was elected with an
overwhelming vote.

In a short speech of thanks and ac-
ceptance the President-elect pledged
himself to the best interests of the
Associated Students and to a faithful
adherence to the policies of the college
faculty, urging that every man of the
student body should support him in
putting shoulders to the wheel and
making the coming year an era of
progress and prosperity.

Mr. Fleming moved the nomination
of Earle Diller, '14, for the office of
Vice-President; Joseph Guptil sec-
onded. Mr. Magee moved the nomina-
tion of “Cy” Young, and was seconded
by Peter Stolz. The ballot showed
that “Cy” had the required majority.
Mr. Young thanked the assemblage for
honoring him and pledged his support
to President-elect West.

Leo A. Murasky made a neat address
moving the nomination of J. Valentine
Fleming for the office of Secretary. He
was seconded by Charles Weber. Louis
F. Le Fevre, in a speech which was
second in merit only to Lennon’s won-
derful nomination of West, moved the
nomination of the silver-tongued
Thomas Lloyd Lennon.  Richard
Hammond seconded. The ballot was
close, but Lennon was elected. Once
more the oratorical Sophomore broke
into liquid speech, thanking the stu-
dents, announcing his intentions of
support for Mr. West, and presaging
a glorious future for the student body
in the coming year.

Howard Magee achieved the distinc-
tion of a unanimous election to succeed
himself as Treasurer of the organiza-
tion, on the motion of John Cummings,
seconded by “Val” Fleming.

Joseph O’Connor was elected Yell
Leader, and John Cummings, Field
Captain for the ensuing term.

President Horan called upon Brother
Cyril. Our worthy Prefect in a well-
worded and brief speech complimented
retiring President Horan and his effi-
cient hoard of officers on the excellent
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work accomplished during the past
year, and exhorted the incoming offi-
cers to continue the endeavors of their
predecessors.

Mr. Horan then made an effective
and graceful retiring speech, thanking
the students for the support of his ad-
ministration and wishing them contin-
ued and increased successes along all
lines of collegiate activity, and the
meeting was adjourned.

The first Annual Entertainment of
the Class of '16 was given in the Alum-
ni Gymnasium early last month. Fol-
lowing was the program: Overture,
S. M. C. Orchestra; Vocal Solo, J. Val-
entine Fleming; Recitation, Frank A.
Atwill; Violin Solo, Joseph O’Connor ;
“Our Object,” Quincey Cotton; “La-
tent Resources,” Brother Lewis; Se-
lection, S. M. C. Orchestra; “Box and
Cox,” a farce in one act, by J. M. Mor-
ton. Cast—Cox, a Hatter, J. Valentine
Fleming Mrs. Bouncer, Landlady,
Howard F. Magee; Box, a Printer, Jo-
seph E. McNamara. Exit March, S. M.
C. Orchestra.

The sketch “Box and Cox” and the
solos of the inimitable Valentine Flem-
ing were the big successes of the even-
ing. Howard Magee, as Mrs. Bouncer,
was a scream. All in all the Freshman
show was a decided success and pre-
sages great things for future years from
the '16 men.

The Gamma Beta, the college musical
society, held a grand Jubilee meeting
on the evening of April 8 The occa-
sion was enlivened by a debate and the
following excellent program: Orches-
tra Selection; -Dramatic Reading, B.
Callahan; Piano Solo, R. Caffero; Reci-
tation, R. Lyttle; Violin Solo, J. O’Can-
nor ; Clarionette Solo, E. Dreier.

The debate was on the same question
proposed for the Sacred Heart-St.
Mary’s affair, namely, “Resolved, That
it is opposed to the best interests of
California that aliens ineligible to be-
come citizens should be prohibited
from acquiring land.” The Affirmative
was upheld by Frederick West and M.

Hurst, with Thomas Lennon and W.
White on the Negative. ,

The Affirmative was declared the vic-
tor of a very close decision. Hurst
scored the winning point in his rebuttal
by proving conclusively that one of the
arguments adduced by White was ab-
solutely and atrociously false.  Both
White and Hurst are promising debat-
ers. Considering the fact that a musi-
cal society is not necessarily supposed
to consist of great debaters, the con-
test was one of exceptional merit.
Credit is due Dictator Tait of the
Gamma Beta for the splendid success
of the evening.

On Monday, May 12, the student
body was honored by a visit from Mr.
James Kirwin of the publishing firm
of “Schwartz, Kirwin and Fauss” of
New York, who was a pupil of our
President, Brother Fabrician, back in
the 60’s. Mr. Kirwin has been promi-
nent in political circles in his home
state, having been successively Com-
missioner of Public Education, Com-
missioner of Prisons and Penitentiaries,
and Commissioner of Public Works.
He addressed the students assembled
in the Hall of Studies, and paid a trib-
ute of gratefulness and love to Brother
Fabrician, his former teacher. He said
that the influence of our worthy Presi-
dent was one of the greatest determin-
ing factors in the course of his life.
“Brother Fabrician,” he declared, “is
the cornerstone in the edifice of my
success.” He spoke to the boys on the
real meaning of life, and urged an at-
tention to the education now placed at
their disposal as the greatest prepara-
tion for a truly successful career. He
spoke tenderly and at length on the
saving influence of mother love, and
dilated upon the salutary influence of
Christian teachers for Christian men.
In conclusion, he begged the President
for a half-holiday for the students: a
request which was readily granted. He
retired amid a thunder of enthusiastic
applause.

Later in the afternoon the students
of the Senior Class were presented to
him in the private office of the Presi-
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dent, and enjoyed an intimate and per-
sonal chat with the worthy guest.
Brother Fabrician accompanied Mr.
Kirwin on an extended and detailed in-
spection of the college and its appoint-
ments, including the Gymnasium. Ow-
ing to his former experience as Com-
missioner of Education in New York,
he is certainly a competent authority
on matters of school equipment, and
accordingly expressed himself as de-
lighted with St. Mary’s in its appoint-
ments and its well-oiled system of edu-
cation and discipline.

Sunday, June 8th, was Circus Day
at St. Mary’s. The much heralded
Student Circus, which was to consti-
tute the boys’ share in the endeavors
for the success of the St. Mary’s Col-
lege Jubilee Fund, proved a success
far exceeding even the most optimistic
expectations. The immense advance
sale of tickets had warned the man-
agement that a crowd would be on
hand, and additional bleachers had
been erected for its accommodation.
But the attendance crowded the sta-
dium far beyond its capacity, and addi-
tional chairs were hastily provided at
all the windows of the college build-
ing overlooking the field.

It was truly a gala day. The weather
was typical of the California balmy
summer. The circus field and rings
as well as the bleachers and walls of
the stadium were profusely and artis-
tically decorated with American flags
and banners, college pennants and
thousands of yards of red and blue
bunting. The cries of the “barkers,”
the pleas of the “peanut butchers,” the
happy laughter and shout of the merry
circus throng, filled the air and made
the day one long to be remembered by
all present,

Shortly after 2:30, amid the blare of
trumpet and brass band, the great cir-
cus parade entered the field. This was
a parade of collegiate and world sports.
The famous Phoenix baseball team ap-
peared in uniform, carrying the various
intercollegiate championship banners
won during the years of the team’s ex-
istence, among which was the beautiful

Midwinter Fair championship trophy.
The parade was led by the League of
the Cross Band, and a company of the
League, and comprised teams appro-
priately uniformed representing such
sports as Basketball, Swimming, Row-
ing, Track and Field, Tennis and
Wrestling.

A troupe of equestriennes under the
direction of Miss Graham, who con-
ducts a riding school in Oakland, dis-
played some daring and difficult feats
of horsemanship for the audience, and
received a generous applause.

The College Gymnasium classes,
prettily uniformed in their class colors,
gave three splendid presentations of
Pyramid building, and later presented
a Calisthenic drill team whose work
was a marvel of perfection and pre-
cision.

A Track team composed of such St.
Mary's stars as Vlught, Lennon,
Meyers, Stolz, and West appeared
in contest with some of the best ath-
letes from the leading athletic clubs of
the State.

There were splendid wrestling bouts
by the students of Al Levene, as well
as some brief but very fast boxing con-
tests.

The comedy for the afternoon was
furnished by a troupe of student clowns
under the capable direction of Joseph
Sherry, a professional circus clown.
The leading clowns were J. Valentine
Fleming, '16, and Emmett McNamara,
'16; and they were assisted by Emmett
O’Connor, Franklin Soules, John Kent,
Howard Magee, Alexander McLean,
and Roland Sisemore. The last named
gentleman gave a very humorous pres-
entation of the famous Fisher cartoon
character, A. Mutt, with Otto Rittler’s
promising son adequately filling the
bill in the capacity of little Jeff. This
feature was a winner.

Then there was a great Bull Fight,
an event par excellence. Raymond Mec-
Glynn, ’13, was “el presidente” of this
affair.. The bull hide was filled by
Joseph O’Connor, '16, and Howard Ma-
gee, '16. The bull was under the per-
sonal direction of Mr. Sawyer of the
Orpheum Theatre.  Emmett McNa-
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mara, ‘16, ‘and Quincey Cotton, 16,
were the Picadores; John Quinn, 16,
and Emmett O’Connor, 16, were the
Cholos; and our old friend and song-
ster, the valiant and shapely “Jake”
Valentine Fleming, strode about in the
picturesque costume of the Matador,
and stuck the Bull at the psychological
moment in the exact physiological spot
in truly Spanish style. This event, a
farce burlesque in every sense of the
word, probably caused more genuine
laughter than any other feature of the
day.

(Charles W eber et 8REIEr= ] MHT1H17;
13, Manuel Gochuico, '13, and Louis
F. Le Fevre, 13, impersonated a troupe
of trained bears with alarming natural-
ness, and danced and leered and hugged
one another in true Red Riding Hood
style to the merry tunes of a hand-
organ under the personal operation of
Leo A. Murasky, ’13.

Under the shrewd direction of T.
Jose Horan, '13, rigged out as a Hiber-
nian Arab, E. McInerney and Bart. J.
Hardiman, '13, did some very effective
work under the guise of a huge ele-
phant. A terrible tragedy was narrow-
ly averted in this feature when Mr.
Hardiman, impersonating the nether
portion of the gigantic beast, stepped
squarely on the embon-point of the
Arabian Horan, while endeavoring to
walk over his prostrate figure.

All in all, the circus was one grand
success, and too much credit cannot be
given to Mr. Otto Rittler, physical di-
rector at St. Mary’s, for his untiring
endeavors in the preparation of the en-
tertainment. Every feature of the
whole stupendous circus performance
was under the personal management
and direction of the efficient Mr. Rit-
tler, and the unqualified success of the
affair is the greatest tribute we can
offer in testimony of the genial Otto’s
ability.

For the financial success of the cir-
cus the credit also goes to one man,
Brother Lewis. Our genial instructor
of Mathematics devoted himself un-
sparingly to the financing of the enter-
prise, and by the strenuous exertion of
that rare business acumen for which

he is justly famous, succeeded in mak-
ing the Student Circus the greatest in-
dividual success of the many affairs
given for the benefit of the Jubilee
fund of St. Mary’s College.

Tar CorLLEcIAN congratulates the
students, the faculty and the friends of
the college in general, and Brother
Lewis and Mr. Otto Rittler in particu-
lar, upon the unqualified success of Cir-
cus Day.

On the evening of May 28, J. Valen-
tine Fleming, '16, and the College Or-
chestra, under the direction of Freder-
ick T. West, ’14, journeyed to St.
Francis De Sales Hall, Grove street
and San Pablo avenue, to assist in the
graduation exercises of the Nurses of
the Providence Hospital.  As usual,
the genial Val was the star of the pro-
gram and had to respond to several en-
cores.

Decoration Day, May 30, the Annual
Solemn Mass of Requiem was cele-
brated in the College Chapel for the
souls of the deceased Alumni, com-
mencing at 9:00 A. M. Reverend E. J.
Nolan, ‘91, was celebrant. Reverend
Father Cranwell, the College Chaplain,
acted as Master of Ceremonies.

Reverend Father Harrington of St.
Brigid’s Church, San Francisco,
preached an eloquent sermon.

The Mass was effectively sung by
the following choir: Thomas B.
Wheaton, J. Valentine Fleming, ten-
ors; Rudolph Caffero and Frederick
Kerrick, second tenors; Frederick T.
West and Thomas J. Horan, baritones ;
and Donald Wood and Emmet McNa-
mara, basses.

The recent student body election de-
veloped the fact that a well-oiled politi-
cal machine is, after all, a wonderful
thing. It seems that the ticket headed
by Mr. West was elected to a man, not
even excepting the Yell Leader and the
Field Captain. Thomas Lloyd Lennon
was the leader of the campaign com-
mittee, and his effective work in secur-
ing pledges of votes was only equaled
by his masterful speech of nomination
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which started the steam roller at the
convention and resulted in the landslide
for his party,

The newly organized Glee Club,
which made its official debut on the
evening of the College Commencement,
has been filling the college halls with
marvelous melody and harmony for the
month past. Its personnel is as fol-
lows:  Messrs. Newberger, Fleming,
Horan, Watson, Kerrick and Caffero,
tenors; Messrs. Hammond, Rykin,
Wallace, McNamara, Wood and Pero-
vich, basses.

The organization is fast approaching
a condition of perfection under the
capable direction of Professor Schorcht.

Those two talented playwrights of
the Senior Class, Louis F. LLe Fevre and
Gerald J. Brusher, have branched out
from the one act playlet class and at-
tempted something big. They have
written a three-act drama, “The Jester,”
which was the event of the evening at
the High School Commencement exer-
cises.

In addition to this, Gerald Brusher
has written a new playlet entitled “The
Government Contract.” This latest ef-
fort is a sketch of modern business life,
and was produced at the Commence-
ment exercises of the Commercial De-
partment. The success of Brusher’s
other playlet, “Thieves in the Night,”
produced at the last A, P. :G. U. enter-
tainment, is well remembered.

Louis Le Fevre's list of playlets pro-
duced includes “His Mother,” “The
Great Skinnem-Skinnem,” and “The
Governor’s Gift.” All of these sketches
have lived through repeated perform-
ances with increased success.

The Saint Mary’s players on the
twenty-fifth of April journeyed to Bo-
dega, where the college thespians pre-
sented a complete vaudeville perform-
ance for the benefit of the parish
church. The show was opened by the
farcial burlesque of T. Jose Horan and
Louis F. Le Fevre, “The Great Skin-
nem-Skinnem.” Theodore Davie fol-
lowed the farce with a recitation,

“Casey at the Bat.” Those inimitable
comedians, T. Jose Horan and J. Val-
entine Fleming, took the town by storm
with their classic rag-time melange.
The popular duo were forced to render
four encores before the audience was
content to allow them to make their
final exit. Louis F. Le Fevre closed
the program with two dramatic read-
ings, “You Sabe Me” and “The Old
Man and Jim.” Leo A. Murasky, Em-
met McNamara, Theodore Davie,
Louis F. Le Fevre, J. Valentine Flem-
ing and T. Jose Horan were the lucky
ones who made the trip.

The word lucky is used advisably,
for from all accounts the party had a
most enjoyable time. The entire trip
of some one hundred and fifty miles
was made by automobile under perfect
weather conditions. This was compen-
sation enough for the show, to say
nothing of a country dance and a mid-
night chicken dinner, at which the thes-
pians particularly shone. Then, again,
we hear that the gallant six, led by the
most gallant “Jake” Fleming, rescued
five fair petite co-eds from a terrible
peril in the shape of a rattlesnake. The
snake had the five representatives of
the progressive sex treed on the porch
of an empty bungalow, when the auto
bearing our heroes hove in sight. The
tale is soon told—a fierce battle, and
the rattler was overcome—the chival-
rous knights departed with words of
grateful thanks ringing in their ears.
Although the fair maidens didn’t know
it, the snake had been dead for many
weeks, but as “Tommy” Horan says,
“That’s beside the point; and anyhow
we were potential heroes.”

The First Academic students pre-
sented on their Commencement Even-
ing, June 12, a three-act romantic
drama; “The. Jester.””. " The play .was
written by Gerald J. Brusher and Louis
F. Le Fevre, both members of the Class
of 1913. Longfellow’s poem, “King
Robert of Sicily,” and the drama “The
Proud Prince,” suggested to the two
young dramatists their latest offering.
The poem has been taken as a basis
and an entirely new plot has been built
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around it. The production was given
a lavish presentation with special scen-
ic and lighting effects. Fred T. West
had charge of the stage and surprised
even the most hardened theatre-goer.
Messrs, Kerrick, Tait, Azavedo, Dow-
ling, Nevis, E. Wall, Perovich and Moy
took the principal parts, with thirty
others in minor roles. The college
choir sang all the incidental music.

This shouldn’t really be told, but it
is too good to-keep a secret. Two
weeks ago in Alameda, the little city
across the creek, the police force, in
the pale and early hours of the morn-
ing, discovered two suspicious charac-
ters prowling around the tide lands
armed with shot guns. Upon stopping
them the police force was informed that
they were honest and hardworking stu-
dents of Saint Mary's College. Further
inquiry as to why they were packing
a modern arsenal with them brought the
answer that they were hunting clams.
The police force fainted away at this
and has not yet recovered from the
shock. Of course, we wouldn’t mention
the names of the collegians who went
hunting for clams with shot guns, but
it seems strange that L.eo Murasky and
Louis Le Fevre shuddered when clam
chowder was served last Friday, and
that Stacev Hepburn Haskell barely
escaped with his life when he suggested
to the aforesaid Seniors that “maybe
vou should have used fish bait and a
gopher trap.”

The annual banquet of the St. Mary’s
Athletic Association was the event on
Tuesday evening, June 3d. The college
refectory was very artistically deco-
rated with flags and pennants and red
and blue draperies.

The following excellent menu was
served: Oysters on Half Shell; Rel-
ishes: Olives, Radishes, Toasted Al-
monds ; Salad: Asparagus Tips, Mayon-
naise: Entree: Veal Cutlets Breaded,
Tomato Sauce; Punch a la St. Mary’s;
Roast: Young Spring Chicken, Oyster
Dressing; Vegetables: Cauliflower a la
Creme, French Fried Potatoes; Des-
sert: Tce Cream, Assorted and Layer
Cake, Fruit, Cheese, Coffee.

Owing to an unfortunate cold which
deprived Thomas J. Horan, the retiring
President of the Athletic Association,
of the use of his voice on this important
occasion, Vice-President Thomas L.
Lennon assumed the office of Toast-
master, and treated the assemblage to
one of those rare flights of oratory for
which he is becoming famous.

Toasts were responded to by Brother
7. Deo; on~ Lhe Athlete el Peter].
Stolz, “The Track;” Manuel Gochuico,
“Basket Ball;” Clifford A. Russell, “A
Retrospect;” Leo A. Murasky, “The
Past Eight Years;” Otto Rittler, “The
Coach;” Brother V. Cyril, “Today’s
Problem,” and Brother Fabrician, “The
Year’s Work.”

Sweaters for consistency and suprem-
acy in athletic activities were awarded
at the Banquet to Messrs. Wallace,
Hayden, Wilson, Johnson, Oeschger,
Claflin, Horan, Guisto, in Baseball; to
Messrs. Weber, Moy, Corson, in Bas-
ketball; and to Messrs. Myers, West,
Lilley, in Track. Four stars for four
consecutive years on collegiate teams
were awarded to Messrs. Wheaton and
Vlught, in Track; and to Captain
Gochuico, in Basketball.

The official announcement of the
Honor Degree awards in the Depart-
ment of Arts and Letters was pub-
lished last month, and reads as follows:
“Announcement of Honor Degrees.
Maxima cum laude—Gerald J. Brusher,

Richard ™! J#:Curtis; *lLotis E. . Tie
Fevre and Leo A. Murasky.

Ra_vmon(-l T. Mec-

Magna cum laude
Glynn.

“In announcing the Honor Degrees
for 1913, we wish to extend our hearty
felicitations, not only to the successful
candidates, but also to those students
whose work was not deemed of suffi-
cient merit to put it in the Honor class.
In some cases the theses submitted
were of .such a degree of excellence
that, were our decision based exclu-
sively on the work presented, the list
of Honor students would have been
considerably larger.

“Many things were taken into ac-
count by us in making our decisions.
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The intrinsic excellence of the formal
theses submitted, the record of the
year’s work in the leading collegiate
subjects, the degree of practical and
salutary influence exerted by the stu-
dents on collegiate activities of an aca-
demic and of a semi-academic nature,
the extent to which the students have
manifested estimable traits of character
—all these matters have been taken
into consideration.

“In conclusion, we venture to say
that the justice of our rulings is to
some extent evidenced by the fact that
the students we have deemed worthy
of distinction are precisely the men
who have been most prominently iden-
tified with the best elements in the
social, academic and religious life of
the institution.”

Always one of the most interesting
of literary courses, the course on the
English novelists has proved more than
ordinarily successful this year, thanks
largely to the enthusiasm manifested by
so many Sophs and Freshies in the
representative works of English fiction.
During the last month of school writ-
ers of the present day were discussed,
and the librarian found it impossible to
supply all the demands for the works
of Monsignor Benson and Canon Shee-
han. Benson, in particular, has proved
to be a big favorite—some of the stu-
dents preferring his historical ro-
mances, others the stirringly imagina-
tive “Lord of the World,” others still
the quiet, keen psychology of “The
Sentimentalists.”

That the Class of ’13 in Arts and
Letters has set a standard has been all
but conceded by Brother Fabrician.
Certain it is that the Seniors have been
consistently interested in their work
throughout the year and have accom-
plished definite results. Nor does this
apply merely to book work and class
work. True, their records are high
and their theses mighty; but they have
shown progress in vastly other ways.
For instance, they managed to forge
ahead in such a way that, at random,
one of them might be picked to address

a meeting on almost any subject under
the sun, and the result would be more
or less satisfactory. Again, the bulk
of the best work appearing in TuEg CoL-
LEGIAN during the year has been Senior
work. Then, to count up the number
of plays and playlets, toasts and after-
dinner speeches prepared by the Class
of '13 would be a task difficult of per-
formance. Certainly and seriously the
“Thirteeners” have demonstrated that
they are on the way to an appreciation
of the Art of Living and the Letters of
the Race.

After having completed a year of
eminent successes in all fields of en-
deavor, and having written graduating
theses in Philosophy, Literature and
Science, which stand, all in all, superior
to those of any class ever graduating
from St. Mary’s, the Class of 1913
established a precedent on the morning
of Sunday, June 8th, which it is to be
hoped will be taken up by following
classes until it finally becomes one of
the traditions of the old institution.

The thirteen ‘“thirteens” assembled
in the “Ram Pasture,” the famous Se-
nior dormitory, before the seven o’clock
Mass, and arrayed in academic cap and
gown, formed a double line of march,
with Class President Thomas J. Horan
lecding. Immediately after the faculty
and all the students of the college were
seated in the Chapel, the Seniors, sedate
and dignified, marched down the center
aisle to their accustomed places. The
class received Holy Communion in a
body, and after the usual prayers after
Mass, again formed in line and marched
from the chapel. It was truly an im-
pressive sight, and its effect was evi-
dent alike upon faculty and students.
The ’13 men deserve particular com-
mendation in view of the fact that the
affair was the original conception of the
class, and was not promoted and fos-
tered by the faculty or any member
thereof. It was an eminently fitting
inauguration of the great Jubilee week
at StaMarys:

After the Mass a special breakfast
was served to the Seniors, with Brother
Fabrician, President of the college,
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Brother Z. Leo, Dean of the Depart-
ment of Arts and Letters, Brother V.
Leo, Dean of the Department of Sci-
ence, and Brother V. Cyril, Master of
Discipline, invited guests.

Tae CoLLEGIAN congratulates the
Class of 13 upon their establishment of
this precedent, and hopes to see the day
when it shall have become an honored
tradition at St. Mary’s College.

On Tuesday, June 10th, Pontifical
High Mass was celebrated at St. Mary’s
Cathedral, San Francisco, in commemo-
ration of the Golden Jubilee of the col-
lege. Right Reverend Bishop Hanna
was the celebrant, Reverend J. E. Cot-
tle, ’77, acted as deacon, Reverend T.
A. Crimmins, ‘o1, subdeacon, Reverend
P. E. Mulligan, '83, assistant priest,
Reverend J. J. Cantwell and Reverend
W. P. Sullivan, ’97, masters of ceremo-
nies. Fifty altar boys added impres-
siveness, and the sanctuary was filled
with church dignitaries, heads of Catho-
lic institutions and visiting clergy. The
Seniors in cap and gown occupied the
center of the church. An augmented
choir with orchestral accompaniment
rendered Beethoven’s Mass in C.

The sermon was preached by the
Reverend M, D. Connolly, of the Class
of 78, Father Connolly’s truly elo-
quent sermon was an appreciation of
the work of the Brothers, as a teaching
body, with special emphasis on the solid
w.ork of their achievements in Califor-
nia.

Archbishop Riordan was unable to
be present; he sent from Chicago the

following leter, which was read by
Father Connolly:

“I send from a sick bed my most cor-
dial and loving congratulations to the
Brothers of St. Mary’s College on the
occasion of the celebration of its golden
jubilee. It is a great trial not to be
with you on Tuesday next, which will
be the fortieth anniversary of my ordi-
nation to the priesthood.

All your friends will rejoice with you
on that day for the wonderful good the
college has done for our Church and the
State in having prepared so many thou-
sand young men to be splendid citizens
of the one and devout and loyal mem-
bers of the other.

I do hope and pray that Almighty
God will bless the dear old college and
those in charge of it, that its future may
be in keeping with its past—a source
of joy and consolation and strength to
all who love our Holy Church and the
great State of California.”

Mr. William F. Brusher, father of
Gerald J. Brusher, 13, and William F.
Brusher, '16, died in Oakland on May
24th.. The Seniors, Freshmen and
members of THE CoLLEcIAN staff at-
te'nded the funeral and sent floral
pieces.

The faculty and students of the col-
lege and especially the members of
TaE CoLLEGIAN staff extend sincere
sympathy to the relatives of the de-
ceased.

—RICHARD ]J. CURTIS.

ADVICE

And bend thy energies with ceaseless aim

SET not thy heart upon the world’s applause

To win a chance applause called fame,

Then find from day to day sufficient cause
For joy or grief in passing tell-tale straws
Of public gossip that metes praise or blame,
Awards one honor, and another shame—
'Tis as a child transgressing wisdom’s laws.

—M. E. F.
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A Word of Condolence.

HE approach of Commencement
day should mark, for the student
who is-about to receive a degree
from- his Alma Mater, the ap-
proach of a time of joy. It designates
the time when he shall set forth to en-
ter into the battle of life, armed by
years of study of the arts, the sciences,
and the right principles of living, ready
to take his place in the march of prog-
ress, to do his share of the world’s
work, to fight for his ideals and his
convictions, to prove himself worthy
of the confidence which his friends re-
pose in him, to strive manfully, that
his achievements may bring honor and
pride to those whom he loves. He
dreams of this day as the day of all
days when from the assembled audi-
ence loving eyes will see prizes be-
stowed upon him and loving hands will
applaud his success—the eyes and the
hands of his mother and his father.
To have these dreams rudely shat-
tered on the very verge of their real-
ization, to have the anticipated joy sud-
denly turned to the bitterest pangs of
corrow, is-a thing that few of us can
understand, for few of us have ex-
perienced it, and by experience alone
is it possible to gain an adequate idea
of the pain of such transition.

This has been the sad fate of Gerald
J. Brusher, who but three weeks before
his graduation was robbed by death of
a kindly and loving father, a friend
whose passing leaves a vacant place
which can never be refilled. Mr.
Brusher has been a fellow staff member
of Tue CoLLEcIAN for three years, and
a sincere friend and companion for
many more. His loss has been our loss
and his bereavement has cast a shadow
upon our own happy eagerness for the
pleasures of Commencement, as it has
upon that of every other member of the
Class of 1913. Our sympathy for him
cannot be expressed; the deepest sym-
pathy is that which must remain hidden
for lack of words in which to clothe it
—thus does language sometimes fail
when it is wanted most, and silence
becomes more eloquent than speech.
We can but offer our heartfelt condol-
ence and that of the other members of
the staff, and trust that though the
poverty and weakness of our words
must shame our feelings, Mr. Brusher
in his day of sorrow will comprehend
and appreciate the thought and the in-
tention which lie beneath them.

Fifty Years of Christian Education.

Just half a century ago, in the year
1863, Saint Mary’s College was founded
in San Francisco, by the Most Rever-
end Archbishop Alemany, a man who
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recognized the value of Christian edu-
cation both to those of his arch-
diocese who might avail themselves of
the opportunity to obtain it and to the
Church whose worthy minister he was.

The first faculty was composed of
secular priests and laymen under the
direction of Fathers Harrington and
Grey. But feeling the need of the serv-
ices of a teaching order, Archbishop
Alemany soon made his first attempt
to obtain the Christian Brothers, whose
capabilities he well knew. However,
at this time there was a demand for
Brothers in various parts of the eastern
states, and this the Archbishop found
to be an obstacle to the attainment of
his desire. Not to be defeated in his
aim he went to Rome and petitioned the
Pope, Pius IX, to make a special re-
quest for Brothers in his behalf. This
the Pope did, with the result that short-
ly afterwards eight members of the
order, under the direction of the uni-
versally beloved Brother Justin, left
New York, traveled across Panama and
reached San Francisco to assume
charge of the college in the year 1868.
Under their direction the institution
grew and prospered.

As the years passed on there was
need of large accommodations, and it
was deemed desirable to locate the col-
lege in a milder climate. A site was
secured in one of the most healthful
and agreeable districts of Oakland,
where a new building was erected and
opened in August, 1889. Here the
quarters were more commodious and
the educational facilities more com-
plete. But the success in the new loca-
tion was soon marred by a sad event.
On September 23, 1894, a disastrous
fire broke out, the entire building was
gutted and much valuable apparatus de-
stroyed. This necessitated a return to
the old buildings in San Francisco,
while the work of rehabilitation was
being carried on. The damaged edifice
was soon restored and the Brothers re-
turned to Oakland. Again progress be-
gan, and again Saint Mary’s forged
ahead. In 1906, the even tenor of ad-
vance was again disturbed by the earth-
quake, which did considerable damage

to the college property. Again, how-
ever, the difficulties were cheerfully
faced and overcome.

Such is a brief history of the external
activities of the college. Of her more
essential work—of what she has done
for the many students who have en-
tered her doors, it would require vol-
umes to tell. In those volumes would
be contained that of which any college
might well be proud. On their pages
would be a history of success which
has been continued, and of achieve-
ments that have brought the well de-
served meed of honor and praise. There
would be found an account of ideals
which have never been prostituted, of
en. rgy which has never been lacking,
and of ardor which has never cooled.
There would be encountered the names
of men-who have given their lives to
the dual work of religion and education,
men who have patiently labored with
no hope of worldly rewards, men whose
names win reverence and respect from
thousands of honest admirers.

The old adage, which is none the
less true for its homliness, says, “The
proof of the pudding is in the eating.”
Deeds, not words, are the evidences of
sincerity and efficiency. A man is
judged by his actions, a system by its
results and a school by its graduates.
Nor need Saint Mary’s hesitate to face
the test. As she looks over her list of
graduates she may well feel satisfied.
They are numbered among the leaders
of every profession, found on the top-
most rung of the ladder in every line
of enterprise.

Saint Mary’s College is well entitled
to celebrate her fifty years of existence.
They have indeed been honorable and
useful ones, during which time she has
done much for the Church and for the
cause of Christian education. Of the
eight Brothers who were the first of
their order to come to California all
save one are dead. Yet their memory
lives in the busy halls and corridors of
the college which they built up with
their very lives and being, and the work
which it has done during the past half
century stands as a monument to the
labors of eight men who did not live
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in vain; the seed which they planted
has grown to a tree of maturity and
giveth forth fruit in abundance. Of
them and of the Archbishop who
brought them here there is but little
use to speak—our praise could be but
feeble words, their heavenly reward is
eternal. To Saint Mary’s, on this occa-
sion of her jubilee, with the legions of
her friends and graduates we would
say: ‘“‘Intende, prospere procede et
regna.”—Advance, proceed prosperous-
ly and reign!

Yellow Journalism and the Japanese
Question.

The Jingos are at it again! They
have resurrected their megaphones,
cleared their throats, and busy them-
selves in shouting their message from
the housetops, so that he who runs may
hear and he that is deaf may under-
stand. We are nearing another war!
The country is on the verge of inva-
sion, and helpless in the face of it!
The protection is insufficient and our
great and glorious nation is rapidly ap-
proaching its certain downfall! This
is the cheering news that we read each
morning, over our coffee and rolls; this
is the trend of the gladsome tidings
that are brought to us each day on the
front page of our daily journal of mis-
information.

The newspapers of this country—or
to be more just we should say a certain
class of them—did much to bring on
the Spanish-American war. With their
alarmist tendencies, and their demands
that we take up arms against phanto-
mistic indignities and insults which
were more often manufactured in their
press-rooms than through our relations
with Spain, they forced the government
into a declaration of war; a war which
did us but little good, put a white ele-
phant on our hands, and is now begin-
ning to be considered as a stain rather
than a star upon our record. But the
war made fine reading matter for the
subscribers. Murders, suicides and po-
lice scandals become tiresome after a
while, even under the magnificently
lavish treatment of the yellow journals,

yet they must have sensations—and
what can afford a better one than a
possible or impending conflict of inter-
national scope? The office force is set
to work, and within a short time the
American people are made to realize
that there is blood in the air and trouble
on the horizon.

Now these spreaders of scandal and
dissatisfaction tell us that we had best
beware of the Japanese. Why do they
not give us the truth of the matter?
How seldom they see fit to mention
the fact that California’s anti-alien land
law, which is the prime bone of conten-
tion, has its very prototype in the laws
of Japan. Why do they not say that
Japan is financially unable at the pres-
ent time to afford the luxury of a war?
Why do they find it superfluous to
dwell on the fact that over one-half of
the commerce of the Oriental nation
is with the United States, and that the
merchants of Japan will not consent to
any step which might endanger such a
source of income?

In these things may be found the
truth of the matter which has claimed
so much attention during the past few
months. It is to the interest both of
Janpan and the United States that the
cordial relations which have existed
ever since we taught Japan the value
of opening her doors to the world and
starting her along the road of progress
on which she is now traveling so speed-
ily, should be preserved intact as a
means of mutual profit and advantage.
Hamilton Wright Mabie, the noted
American scholar who has just re-
turned from a trip to the Orient, says:
“War talk is a product of the yellow
journals and yellow politicians. The
people of Japan are greatly attached to
and have the utmost confidence in
America and in the expressed good will
and good intentions of Americans.” And
this is the statement of a man who
knows whereof he speaks. Admiral
Togo expressed the opinion not long
ago that for Japan to enter a war with
the United States would be equivalent
to committing national hari kari. At
the present time that nation has no de-
sire to do any such thing.
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It is unfortunate that the words of
Kipling,

“The sins that ye do by two and two,
Ye shall pay for one by one.”

are not applicable to the transgressions
of the yellow journals. They may do
irreparable damage with an easy con-
science, for they have nothing to fear
save the libel laws, and these are easily
evaded. Our much boasted freedom of
the press has its attendant disadvan-
tages after all. Let the newspapers
whose tendencies are of the same hue
as a smalipox sign and equally as dan-
gerous, limit their activities. Let them
look after the murders and the pecula-
tions of the police and the nation’s
authorities will look after the nation’s
wars,

The Serpent’s Tongue.

When the state of California ex-
tended the suffrage to the members of
what we courteously call the fair sex,
we expected to see a gradual improve-
ment in the world of politics. Women
were going to exercise their softening
influence on the disagreeable features
of politics—and politics are full of dis-
agreeable features. The feminine pur-
ity squad was going to do yeoman serv-
ice in making California a state of Spot-
less Towns and Edens of political per-
fection.  The chastening nature of
woman was going to change politics
into a nice pleasant little game resem-
bling “Tag” or “Who's got the but-
ton?”

And the poor dazzled men gave the
women their latest toy—a vote. Of
course, the men had heard of the
“woman with the serpent’s tongue,”
and knew that her presence graces—or
disgraces—every town and village.
‘They knew that there was only one
more bitter thing on earth than
women’s participation in the politics of
feminine organizations, and that was
women's participation in municipal and
governmental politics. But these things
they forgot, and through these things
they now suffer. The purity squad has
begun to throw mud, the serpent’s

tongue keeps busy with its vitriolic vi-
brations, and politics have been forced
a step nearer to General Sherman’s
definition of war.

Our arraignment is not without a
point. We have no decided dislike for
the other sex—as long as our eyes are
kept open ; but we have a strong objec-
tion to the tactics of some of them.
This was increased during a recent
election in a near-by city when we re-
ceived notice of the widespread distri
bution of the following circular:

“Protect Our Public Schools!”

“Do you know that Mr. Bronner,
who is a candidate for School Di-
rector, is a  Roman Catholic and
sends his child to the parochial
school?

“On the other hand, Mrs. Harriet
E. Hawes, also candidate for School
Director, is a patriotic American cit-
izen and sends her children to our
public schools.

“A word to the wise is sufficient.”

Is this what we are to expect of the
women in politics? Is this the result
of their chastening influence? Must
we accustom ourselves to campaigns
full of such underhandedness??

It is safe to say that if any of the
wise, to whom the circular was ad-
dressed, wasted their time in reading
it, they certainly did not cast their
votes for Mrs. Hawes. Wisdom and
wisdom’s devotees are strangers to the
persons who would be connected with
the circulation or influenced by the
perusal of such a malicious form of
bigotry as that. It is sad, that in these
days of advancement some persons
should lag so far behind the pale of
enlightenment. It is lamentable that
in a country feunded for the purpose of
offering freedom of worship to all, re-
ligion should be made the impediment
to honest aspiration and ambition.
Such a thing might be expected in
Rome at the time of Nero, but not in
the United States during the twentieth
century.

We are sure that Mr. Bronner pays
taxes and helps to support the schools
of his country; we are not so certain in
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the case of Mrs. Hawes. We do not
doubt that he respects the constitution
of the nation; we would hesitate to say
the same of his opponent who attempts
to abrogate one of its fundamental prin-
ciples. We admire him {for giving to
his children that form of education
which he conscientiously believes to be
the best for them ; we would admire his
rival for office more if she would stay
at home and give hers the care which
they have a right to expect from a
mother, instead of spending her time in
making rules for the direction of the
children of other people. We believe
that as a School Director, his ideals
would be exalted and beneficial ; we see
that hers must be pernicious and dan-
gerous. Here is the serpent’s tongue
doing its deadly work. Here is the
mud-slinger busily engaged. But the
serpent is universally despised, and the
hand that throws mud must be stained
by it, although the mud may miss its
mark. Roman Catholic and patriotic
American citizen—when these two
names can no longer be linked together
then will we have cause to grieve
mightily, for then and then only will
the United States have become a nation
of bigotry and unbelief.

The Last Word.

In all mundane things conclusion is
inevitable. Sooner or later the end
must come, and whether that end bring
jov for the release or sorrow for the
loss, we must bow our heads in sub-
mission to the constant law of change.
Its mandate is stern at times as with
a deep seated feeling of regret we are
forced to relinquish something which
has been a source of pleasure, yet re-
volt is impossible and to seek for an
alternative is to waste time which
might well have been saved for better
things. Because of this, we approach
the editorial typewriter for the last time
and prepare to write the editorial last
word. We cannot do it without ex-
periencing a depression in feelings
which are naturally heightened by the
nearness of Commencement and the
cuccessful end of four years of collegi-
ate labors, for we have enjoyed our

term of office and the duties connected
with it. Yet do it we must, and do it
we shall, with the one consolation that
during the past year we have watched
THE CoLLEGIAN, which is now rapidly
growing out of the age of childhood
into a state of mature confidence and
stability, prosper and advance, and that
we may deliver it into the hands of our
successor unflinchingly, with the knowl-
edge that our stewardship has been a
just one and as capable as our modest
ability could make it.

In our verbal bow to the public, we
said that it would be our aim through-
out the year to keep THE COLLEGIAN
up to the high literary standard which
it has maintained unceasingly during
the past nine years and which we earn-
estly hope it will continue to maintain
during a long and successful existence.
This ambition has been before our eyes
at all times during the past months and
has led us in all our actions; if we have
succeeded and guided the paper
through a series of creditable issues, the
knowledge that we have done so must
be a lasting source of pride and gratifi-
cation to us, if we have failed we will
be upheld by the thought that as the
failure came in spite of our best efforts
it can only be an honorable one. But
though either failure or success may
have crowned our work, we can say
in all truth that we have enjoyed our
position and are reluctant to leave it.
The work has been lightened by a
capable and obliging staff of associates
and to them we extend the thanks and
the appreciation. which it is right that
they should claim. To our friends, who
did much to assist us, we can only say
that by these things have they proved
themselves friends indeed. To our
readers we bid an unwilling farewell,
sorry that we cannot longer extend our
cordial relations with them and trustful
that they will be as kind to our suc-
cessor as they have been to us.

And now the end has come. The
last editorial is almost finished, our
desk is cleared in anticipation of the
coming of another owner and to him
we are ready to turn over the reins
of government of THE COLLEGIAN's des-
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tinies. Perhaps they will be better
handled under his control, perhaps the
principles which we have striven to
build up this year will be ruthlessly
torn down by him during the next and,
although this may sting our pride, the
pain will be alleviated by the hope that
in this THE CoLLEGIAN will be brought
one step nearer to perfection and raised
to be more of a credit to the college
which fosters it.

Our work is finished, and we turn to
the students of Saint Mary’s, to the
loyal and interested alumni and to our
many other readers, who now have be-
come our friends, hoping that from
them we may hear those cheering
words of praise and of honorable dis-
missal from our task, “Well done, thou
good and faithful servant.”

—LEO A. MURASKY.

SENIORS’

FAREWELL

AREWELL, ye hallowed walls and spires,
Wherein our days of youth were spent;

Where bloomed the flow’r of fond desires
Perfumed with Wisdom’s fragrant scent.

With mournful brow, and wat'ry eye
We bid you now a last farewell;
The longing glance, the stifled sigh
Make friendly hearts with sorrow swell.

"Tis hard to part with comrades dear,
And bid good-bye to campus broad,

Where college spirit’s rousing cheer
Oft spurred our heroes o’er the sward.

"Tis hard to leave that Class of ours,
Where day by day we toiled so hard,
Where joy and grief each had their hours,
Where each obtained his due reward,

But cruel Fates decreed it so,
We must obey and enter life;
Be joy our lot, or be it woe,
We must at last begin our strife,

Farewell to hours of glee and joy,

Which made our college life so bright!
Farewell to sport and every toy!

We now must sing, “Lead, Kindly Light.”

—B. J. HARDIMAN.

“F ORWARD! Always forward!”
has been the constant watch-
word of the A. P. G. U. Liter-

ary Society. In its work it
has set up certain high ideals and the
goal of its ambition has been to attain
to those ideals. But despite this it is
not amiss in this Commencement num-
ber of Tue CoLLEGIAN to harken back
to the work accomplished during the
past scholastic year, to review briefly
the academic and semi-academic pur-

suits of the A. P. G. U.

Since the reorganization of three
years ago the society has flourished and
has been undergoing a constant devel-
opmentit Phistyear the 2Ac P G i
appears to have reached the zenith of
its growth, for we can state without
temerity that never before in the his-
tory of the college has the literary so-
ciety exercised such a tremendous influ-
ence upon student activities.

Saint Mary’s has always felt the lack
of an organized dramatic society. Often
such a society has been on the point of
being formed, but accidental circum-
stances have just as often worked
against any organization. The A. P.
G. U. for the past two years has tried
to the best of its ability to offset the
lack of the dramatic society. It began
its work two years ago with the annual
A. P. G. U. entertainment. The annual
show was begun as an experiment and
has now become an established custom.
The entertainment given this semester
both from the viewpoint of the attend-
ance and the excellence of the per-
formance broke all established records.
Two of the sketches presented during
the evening were works of two of the
members of the society and the third
playlet was written by the Moderator
of the A. P. G.'U. Besides giving this

performance, the A. P. G. U. has staged
shows in the college for the student
body and has also assisted various par-
ishes in their entertainments. The
names of Richard Curtis, Leo Murasky,
Gerald Brusher, Fred West, Thomas
Horan, Louis Le Fevre and Emmet
McNamara have been found quite fre-
quently upon programs of entertain-
ments given for charitable purposes in
the bay cities.

While credit must be given to the
members of the society the real cause
for the dramatic achievements is the
work of Brother LLeo, the Moderator of
the A. P. G. U. By encouraging and
fostering a spirit of self-reliance in the
members, the Moderator has succeeded
in giving the rising young thespians
confidence in themselves and an ambi-
tion for histrionic achievements. The
course of lectures on the drama has not
only broadened the view of the students
upon things theatrical, but it has also
supplemented their knowledge of the
technique of the play and of the play-
let. The success of the course is at-
tested by the work of the dramatists
of the society. “Thieves in the Night,”
“The Governor’s Gift,” two serious
playlets, and the farcial travesty, “The
Great Skinnem-Skinnem,” owe their ex-
istence to the lectures in the A. P. G.
U. “The Jester,” the romantic costume
drama ably presented during Jubilee
week by the students of the High
School Department, is the result of the
joint work of two of the A. P. G. U.
officers and the sketch offered by
the Banking Class at their Commence-
ment exercises, “The Government Con-
tract,” was written by Gerald Brusher,
who already has several successes to
his credit. All this speaks volumes for
the success of the lectures and for the
success of the A. P, G. U.




344 Ghe Collegian

The annual debate between the
Brownson Debating Society of Sacred
Heart College and the A. P. G. U. was
once more won by the team represent-
ing Saint Mary’s. Richard Hammond,
the veteran of the team, and Thomas
Lennon successfully defended the right
of the A. P. G. U. to the championship
cup. The Brownson Debating Society
was represented by Francis Ashe, who
was a member of last year’s team, and
Edward McGlade. The question of the
debate dealt with the agitation over the
Anti-Alien Land Bill, and read, “Re-
solved, That it is opposed to the best
interests of California that aliens in-
eligible to citizenship should be pro-
hibited from holding land.” The A. P.
G. U. upheld the affirmative side of the
argument, while the B. D. S. took it
upon themselves to defend the negative
view. The debate was decided by the
Judges upon three points, arguments,
literary worth and oratory. While the
arguments presented by both sides
were almostequal; the A. P.oG. ‘U.
representatives easily gained an advan-
tage over their rivals in the literary
quality of their speeches and in their
display of oratory. Thomas Lennon,
the first speaker for the Affirmative,
and the man who delivered the rebuttal,
won the distinction of being the best
speaker of the evening. His talk was
marked by a logical development of
points, a perfect enunciation and the
most welcome quality of all, reserve in
delivery. Richard Hammond, contrary
to general expectation, did not strive
for oratorical supremacy, but devoted
himself to a careful setting forth of
points in favor of his side and an equal-
ly careful refutation of his opponent’s
argument. We take this opportunity
of congratulating the victorious debat-
ers in the name of the A. P. G. U. and
in the name of THE COLLEGIAN.

The society has been particularly
fortunate in its officers. Richard Cur-
tis, the Dictator, came to us last year
with his achievements in the Azarias
Reading Club of Sacred Heart preced-
ing him. We expected much of him
and we were not dsappointed. Not
only has he given us a winning debat-

ing team, but he has also supplied many
pleasant and beneficial evenings of lit-
erary entertainments to the members.
As President for two successive years,
Leo Murasky is leaving his follower in
the office a society that is firmly estab-
lished and amenable to the rulings of
the chair. Comparisons are odious, but
we have seldom seen any gathering of
students presided over with the quiet
dignity and ease that are characteristic
of the President. As Vice-President,
Fred T. West has ably supported the
Dictator and the President and has al-
ways been ready to lend a helping hand
in all endeavors. Louis F. Le Fevre,
Past-Dictator, this year filled the posi-
tion of Treasurer. Gerald Brusher has
served as Secretary for two terms and
this jovial officer has fulfilled his duties
with the care that distinguishes all his
work. Besides acting as Secretary, he
has been the official Stage Director of
the'A. P. G..U.. Of his ability in this
position little need be said, for those
who have attended college functions
have seen the result of his work in the
finished theatrical productions.

Graduation is robbing the A. P. G. U.
of several of its active members and of
the majority of its officers. But this
has happened time and again, and de-
spite the decrease in membership the
society has always gained new adher-
ents and has gone on with increasing
fervor. Many of the present Kappa
Gamma men will be eligible for mem-
bership in the A. P. G. U. next semes-
ter. Last year our junior sister society
sent us two men in particular who have
materially added to the prestige of the
A . P. G. U.- Next year we have reason
to hope for more members of equal
ability.

To the friends of the society, to the
members of the faculty, to the students
who have aided us in our dramatic
undertakings, we wish to extend our
grateful appreciation. To the society
and to the incoming officers we wish,
in the name of the graduating members,
that the A. P. G. U. will continue to be
what it has always been, a success, and
a valuable student organization.

—LOUIS F. LE FEVRE.

I' the recent meeting of the
A Alumni Association held at the
college on June gth, the follow-
ing officers were elected:
Reverend Joseph A. McAuliffe, 'go,
President; John F. Brady, '06, Vice-
President; Frank J. Kierce, ‘82, Secre-
tary; E. R. Myrick, '8z, [Treasurer. The
new Board of Directors are: J. J. Mc-
Donald, ‘91, B. A. Smith, 91, Reverend
P. T. Collopy;, o4: Bil L iElood- @i,
T.  Shine o6, andiRE . ECULES 1
After the executive meeting the
alumni were tendered a dinner by the
President of the college in the college
dining room, at which the faculty and
students were present. Brother Fabri-
cian acted as toast-master. Thomas L.
Lennon, 15, spoke on “The Under-
graduate;” Raymond T. McGlynn, ’13,
replied to the toast “The Graduates of
St. Mary’s;” Brother Agnon repre-
sented “The Faculty,” and Honorable
F. J. Murasky eloquently voiced the
sentiments of “The Graduate Toward
His#Epllcbedd
Those graduates at the banquet
were: E. R. Myrick, ’81, C. M. My-
rick F8aieh U Kierce g 82 i on S
Murasky, '83, P. J. McCormick, ’88, J.
V. Sullivan, 88, E. F. Conlin, '89, C. T.
Hughes, 9o, Rev. J. A. McAuliffe, 9o,
J. J. McDonald, ’91, B. A. Smith; ‘g1,
Rev. Bl Collopyiod S8 Selc s s
Maher; “o4sf B attn et = o6 MEon SBE |-
Flood, /g7, Dt T.rM! Maguire, . q97. .
W. Solen, 97, Rev. T. J. Kennedy, ‘oI,
Dz IeMahet:"a2, ] ¥PMartin. o2 “[%
J. Trodden, ‘o4, T. W. Liundy, ’os, J.
F. ‘Brady oA - S hn esson =l P
O’Keefe; '08, C. W. Kelly, ‘o9, W. ¥.
Donnelly, ’10, S. N. Andriano, '11, W.
F. Burke, "1, T I  Callanan oz W BE
Dayvie, far; . s RiviDiaNilas 351 #0504

Hogan, '11, E. T. Martin, ’11, F. J.
McCarthy, 11, T. M. McCarthy, ’11,
J. F. McDonald, ’11, C. T. Moul, 11,
C. A. Russell, '11, G. H. Miller, '11, and
the entire Class of '13.

On May 18th, at the Apostolic Mis-
sion House in Washington, D. C., the
unveiling of a tablet erected to the
memory of the late Rev. A. P. Doyle,
&SSP ycittook place . The tablet’is
a memorial gift of the Catholic Con-
vert League of Washington, in appre-
ciation of Father Doyle’s kindly and
earnest labors in their behalf, he hav-
ing been the founder and spiritual di-
rector of the league.

Frank M. Silva, '98, was elected state
deputy of the Knights of Columbus last
month. He and Frank E. Michel, ‘oo,
will be delegates at the national con-
vention of K. C.’s, to be held east in
July.

John P. Doran, ‘09, recently received
his degree of LL.B. at the Hastings
College of Law. Congratulations,
John,

Reverend M. L. Ferry, ’06, is one of
the editors as also the business mana-
ger of “The Missionary,” a magazine
devoted to the conversion of America,
and published at the Catholic Univers-
ity, Washington, D. C.

The Commercial graduates of the
college have organized an alumni so-
ciety. They met at the college on May
3rd, and again on May 17th. The new
society will be known as “The Com-
mercial Alumni Association of St.
Mary’s College.” = The officers are:
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John F. Mullins, '97, President; Chas.
J. McCarthy, ‘06, Vice-President; Mor-
vin -A. Nevis, '11, Secretary; George
H. Barron, ’87, Treasurer. The Board
of Directors is made up of J. G. Mas-
térson =8, (J G Eoant '8z I 1 IHitoe
simmens, 2o aess EIREain = rys il P
Shields, '11. All graduates of the Bank-
ing Department are requested to com-
municate with the Secretary, Morvin
A. Nevis, St. Mary’s College.

News has reached us that Harry A.
Davie, ’o7, is the happy father of a
bouncing baby boy. Congrats, Harry.

Edward I. Barry, ‘o7, is to be mar-
ried in San Francisco to Miss Margaret
Armstrong on July 2d. All here send
felicitations to bride and groom.

John C. Freeman, Bank, ‘o5, entered
the ranks of the benedicts on June 3d.

Patrick J. Dooling, 83, brother of
Honorable M. T. Dooling, ’80, died at
Hollister on May 17th.

Mrs. Taaffe, mother of foseph L.
Taaffe, ‘96, died in San Francisco, May
oth.

Marcelino Herrerias, Bank, ‘03, died
in San Francisco, April 26th.

Tue CoLLEGIAN extends the sympa-
thies of faculty and students to the be-
reaved relatives and asks the prayers of
our readers for the repose of the souls
of the deceased.

—C. A. RUSSELL.

s

SUMMUM BONUM

SPRING poets may sing of the “sweet voung thing.”
In stanzas of gushy refrain:
Of the coyv charming Miss, a vision of bliss,
With an air of coquettish disdain;
Of the frivolous girl, with the Billie Burke curl,
The mischievous black-eved sinner;
But the queen of them all, be she long, lean or small,
Is the girl who can cook a good dinner.

You all know her well—the “charming young belle,
Who recently well entertained;”

But I fear, should we look at the food she might cook,
We'd become exceedingly pained.

There are millions of “bears,” with the bland baby stares,
Who dress nicely, look pretty and neat;

But the girl of my heart, till death do us part”,
Is the girl who can cook things to eat.

Yes! The girl who is able to care for the table,
And serve up the soup with a smile;

The girl who can bake a three-layer cake,
Or a tempting white “Floating Isle.”

The girl with a head full of plans to bake bread,
Is the girl of my heart, I repeat,

And when I can find her I'm going to mind her,
As long as she cooks things to eat.

—RICHARD H. HAMMOND.
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THE SONG OF THE AUTOMOBILE

[It is estimated that one person out of each twenty-four in California is the owner
of an automobile—News Note.]

F you want to be one who is in on the fun and gleans all the joy out of
I life,
Just save up vour cash, live on crackers and hash and join the fad that’s
run rife.
Keep vou nickels and dimes, cut out the good times, then soon you'll be
starting to feel
That your store of the “stuff” amounts to enough to buy you an automo-

bile.

=]

Stop paying your rent—you can live in a tent—hoard up all your money
instead ;
Don't buy that dress suit, let the idea take root that you'll spend all your
evenings in bed
And economy brave will lead you to save all your money to buy gasoline
\When vou've garnered the gold from the heirlooms you sold and purchased
vour favored machine.

=

Though poverty pinch—you know it’s no cinch—stick to it like heroes of old

Till you know how it feels to own pleasure on wheels, then you'll find all dis-
comforts consoled

As vou ride near and far in your own little car, with the joy that you've added
one more

\Who can justly acclaim that proudly his name stands foremost in some twenty-
tour.

=

Buy no hats for vour wife, be strict in your life, save money in all that you do;

Hang on to each cent, and you’ll never repent when you'v_c_e_sornered a thousand
or two

That you starved for a while, for some day you'll smile, as the buzz grows into
a roar,

When you sit at the wheel of your automobile—the envy of some twenty-four.

—LEO A. MURASKY.




AS OTHERS SEE US

OR three long years we have
watched over the destinies of
this department, and now we
find that we must leave the guid-

ance of the exchange desk to younger
and fresher hands. During the time
we have been incumbent in this office
we have made many friends, and, we
suppose,, a few enemies. It is our
‘earnest desire that the same fair treat-
ment that has been vouchsafed to us
will be the portion meted out to our
successor. Following our usual cus-
tom, we present below' a series of clip-
pings from our exchanges, showing
what others think of our efforts:

Tur CoLLEcian from Oakland, Cali-
fornia, again makes its appearance at
our exchange table and has its usual
amount of well written matter. “Ad-
dress to the Class of 1912” is excellent.
It contains an abundant quantity of

., good advice, which, if taken to heart
by those to whom it was addressed,
will, undoubtedly, be the mecans of
crowning them with joy and success
in their declining years. It is also a
perfect picture of a graduate’s love for
his Alma Mater. “The Barren Eigh-
teenth Century” is an interesting reflec-
tion on the literature of the eighteenth
century and affords matter for some
subtle thought. “William Hazlit Pain-
ter, Critic, Essayist,” shows that the
author has made a study of the char-
acter and works of this man. We ad-
mire the genius of the author of “The
Call of the Bleachers.” Tt appears to
us to be the best article of the issue
exclusive of the class address. This
may be because we belong to the class
of enthusiastic fans which he describes

but where is the American citizen that
does not. We are always forced to
compliment THE COLLEGIAN on the su-
perior quality of its poetry, and that
contained in the issue at hand is not
below the usual standard. Considering
Tue CoLLEGIAN as a whole we are led
to believe that the students of St.
Mary’s intend to make their paper even
superior to that of last year. They
have our best wishes for success.

—St. Mary’s Sentinel.

Many of our exchanges in the cur-
rent issue have accounts of various
Commencement Exercises and in not
a few of them we had fulsome words
of advice contained in addresses to the
class. ofiir2.

In none did we read words more
fraught with meaning and good counsel
than is the “Address” to the Class of
‘12 of St. Mary’s College, Oakland,
California, contained in THE COLLE-
cIaN. It was delivered by the first
graduate of that famous institution, and
we felt on reading it that of all others,
he had the greatest right to address
them as he did—sound without being a
sermon, practical without being too
worldly-wise. We intend to keep it
and to peruse it often, for it contains
the epitome of wholesome advice,
needed by the ambitious student, as he
leaves the college world and takes his
place in an entirely new atmosphere.

The rest of the publication contains
two very good essays and some choice
bits of verse. We also notice accounts
of a great many student activities.
Friend CoLLEGIAN, you are always wel-
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come, for your reading never fails to
leave a good taste.
—M¢t. St. Joseph’s Collegian.

Flexibility and naturalness, qualities
not often found in amateur productions,
are seldom wanting in THE COLLEGIAN
of St. Mary’s College, Oakland, Cali-
fornia. It would seem that some lit-
erary steam roller crushes all the stiff-
ness out of the youthful Scotts and
Thackerays before they are permitted
to make their bow in public. “Our
Peerless’ Orator’ and ‘“His Chance,”
are two stories youthful in tone, yet
easy and natural in their movement.
The success of the latter, which treats
a football incident, shows that the
strenuous game, no matter what the
critics say, has yet some slight possi-
bilities for the racanteur. A judicious
sprinkling of sprightly verse is another
merit of THE COLLEGIAN.

—The College Spokesman.

THE CoLLEGIAN from Oakland, Cal,,
always greets us with offerings of man-
ifold interest. The short story receives
special attention from the staff of this
journal and is evidently held at high
value in their circle of literary train-
ing. Not only is this conspicuous from
the fact that the magazine usually car-
ries two or more compositions of fiction
but from the fact that, no matter how
many in number, they generally reach
the standard of present-day collegiate
perfection in the art. Under this gen-
eralization come the two stories, “Our
Peerless Orator” and ‘“His Chance,” in
the November issue. ‘“Our Peerless

Orator” is especially good, being chiefly .

noteworthy through the well carried-
out plot and its vein of pleasing humor.
The article, “Image Breakers,” resolves
the tendency of literary degradation
into obvious causes, adroitly exposed
and carefully deduced. The license and
restrictions of the critic is plainly
brought out and ably applied to the use
and abuse of the office at the present
day. The editorial department is not-
ably replete with appropriate topics and
the treatment of the same is clearly
logical. St. Mary’s possesses some nat-

ural humorists, as the poems, “The
Heavenly Nose” and “The Elegy of
the Telephone,” evidence. Twug CoL-
LEGIAN ranks well in the list of college
journals coming to our sanctum.
—The Laurel.

Tur CoLLEGIAN comes all the way
from Oakland, California, and it is cer-
tainly a welcome visitor. There is a
completeness and a maturity about it
that commends it to every thoughtful
reader. The editors are to be congrat-
ulated, as they have struck the happy
medium between a whole magazine of
deep, philosophical essays, and one
composed entirely of fiction. We must
feel grateful to the editors for the in-
sertion of the “Address to the Class of
1913.7 It is a piece of sound, practical
advice to young men on the threshold
of the world. The address runs the
gamut from a eulogy of the Christian
Brothers and their work, on the one
hand, to a condemnation of cigarette
smoking, on the other. “The Call of
the Bleachers” shows a treatment .of
an eminently popular subject different
from many we have before seen. Itisa
serio-facetious description of Baseball.
“Twenty Years After” is a short story
with an unusual theme. The editorials,
written by an avowedly cautious editor-
in-chief, are on practical subjects like
Street-corner Socialism, Hatpins, and
Charity.

—Duquesne Monthly.

The Commencement number of THE
CoLLEGIAN from St. Mary’s College,
Oakland, is replete with some fine lit-
erary articles. ‘“American Paganism”
is an excellent essay on the evils of
our day. The author is gifted with a
clear and forcible style and always
brings forth his statements in a
straightforward manner.  Socialism,
Divorce, and Immorality, he avers, are
the vampires that are sucking the life-
blood of our nation. Paganism—the
idolatry of the Almighty Dollar—is the
cause of their existence; their only pos-
sible remedy—the Catholicc Church.
Another scholarly essay is “The Cath-
olic  Press.’” " Tt shows wus‘the ‘great
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necessity of upholding the Catholic
Press not only because men’s minds
are framed by what they read, but also
because the secular press is usually
bigoted and gives not the truth con-
cerning the Catholic Church. “The
Noiseless City” is a humorous bit of
poetry. “To Solitude,” a poem with a
softly flowing meter, is beautiful. The
editorials are well written.

—The Pacific Star.

The June edition of TaHE COLLEGIAN
is, as usual, up to the high standard of
its former editions. The essays “Amer-
ican Paganism,” “The Catholic Press,”
“The Great American Drama” and
“The College Man and the Age,” all of
which touch upon important questions
confronting us at the present, are as a
whole well handled. “Tales from a
Local Room” are creditably written,
and the humor contained in them off-
sets the heavy tone of the essays, and
gives a more interesting effect to the
edition. in general. “Looking Back-
ward,” a reflection on the past as seen
through the minds of great writers,
contains poems dear to every one’s
heart. The original poetry shows quite
some ability, and the short story is well
done,

—Abbey Student.

TrE CoLLEGIAN, our far western
friend, has once more returned, bring-
ing with it a fund of reading which
places it among our most valued ex-
changes. Every article is written in
a clear and concise manner, which lends
a vitality and briskness to the general
style. The “Address to the Class of
1912” is well fitted for a student body
and several well-placed anecdotes are
used to carry out certain points. “The
Barren Eighteenth Century” is a thor-
ough history of the development of lit-
erature during those times. Every
baseball fan should read “The Call of
the Bleachers.” This clever article
shows the influence of our national
sport upon the sane American citizen,
and points out the democracy of the
hard pine platform for the edification

of the discontented Socialist. Several
verses and other compositions join
with these to form an exceptionally fine
publication.

—The Patrician.

The St. Mary’s CoLLEGIAN for Octo-
ber has some very interesting matter
to offer and, as the initial number of
the year gives fair promise of many
good things to come. “The Barren
Eighteenth Century” is a treatise of
singular interest; it tells of the days of
the “Good Queen Anne” of England,
of the life and manners of the times
and discuss in particular have none but
words of praise for the “Valedictory.”
It is an excellent composition filled
with beautiful thoughts, both of which
no doubt gained strength when deliv-
ered by the author. On a whole the
issue made a favorable impression and
we have every reason to believe that
subsequent numbers will be equally
pleasing.

—St. Vincent’s College Journal.

“American Mental Efficiency,” in
Tur CoLLECIAN, is a sketch of Ameri-
can people, and the causes of their fail-
ure. The writer claims that Americans
are lazy, and are apt to let others think
for them. He warns us that not he that
is first in school succeeds, but he that
uses his ability. To become efficient,
he argues, concentration and memory
are of greatest importance; and he fur-
ther quotes Brother Azarias in urging
the use of such tools as Imagination,
Fancy and Reason.

—Manhattan Quarterly.

Tuae CoLLEGIAN gives a very inside
view of college life (if we may be al-
lowed the expression). In “Our Peer-
less Orator” the narrative itself is vivid
and decidedly entertaining, but we
were especially interested in the char-
acter development of the leaders. The
poets, evidently in a humorous strain
of mind, did credit to “Thalia” in the
comic rhymes “Elegy of the Tele-
phone,” and “The Heavenly Nose.”
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This magazine is, on the whole, thor-
oughly collegiate.
—Villa Sancta Scholastica.

An early visitor to our quarters was
our old friend, TuE CoLLEGIAN, from
St. Mary’s College, Oakland. Needless
to say, we perused it with pleasure.
This magazine is full of newsy, inter-
esting articles and certainly the motto
of its able editor, “to keep up to the
usual standard,” is being carefully
heeded. None of our exchanges con-
tain editorials that bespeak more care-
ful thought or more familiarity with
current social and political events. “Our
Peerless Orator” and “His Chance” are
two well plotted stories, and true to
nature. TuE COLLEGIAN is interesting
from cover to cover—it is an ideal col-
lege paper.

—Blue and White.

Tuag CoLLEGIAN, which hails from
Oakland, California, brings with it all
of the freshness of the great west.
“Lady Macbeth and Juliet” is an orig-
inal and unusual comparison. It brings
out, especially, the one point which
these two characters had in common,
their femininity.  Around this point
the author weaves the comparison.
“His Chance” is the proverbial story of
football and the football hero. Tt is
amateurish in construction and the
melodramatic element is prominent.
The verse gives the lighter touch to
the magazine. We read with delight
“The Heavenly Nose” and “The Elegy
of the Sophomore.” They are unique
and original in theme and worked out
with skill. We are glad to see that
amid the weightier things of college
life a sense of humor still remains and
bubbles forth through the vehicle of
verse.

—The Young Eagle.

The St. Mary’s CorLEcIAN for No-
vember comes clothed in its sombre
robes. It contains some timely and
well written articles. “The Conquest
and the Conqueror of Rome” is instruc-
tive and shows careful research. “Image
Breakers” is a commendable article and

while the principles underlying these
judicious and honest ideas remain a
unit in our history so long will our
present day literature remain on a low
plane.

“Frisco” and the “Commemoration
of the Goats” are worthy pleas for the
good old classical terms and they were
read with gratification.

—Nazareth Chimes.

Beneath the neat and attractive cover
of Tue CoLLEGIAN we find a wealth of
interest and knowledge. In dignity
and form this magazine ranks highly
and a happy mixture of the essay, poem
and short story gives it a literary tone
and balance. “The Governor’s Gift,”
a Christmas story in one act, is excel-
lently written and holds the reader to
the last. An essay, “The Short Story,”
is an article that must not be passed
unnoticed. Amongst the short stories
“A Little Child Shall Lead Them” and
“The Welching of Tom Carroll” ‘are
productions of more than ordinary
value.

“The Midnight Mass” is a poem
evincing deep, solemn thought con-
veyed in ttately measure, and reflects
no small credit on the aspiring poet.
“A  Christmas Day,” although in a
lighter strain, is nevertheless of an high
order. “Peace” and “The Toilers” de-
serve also special commendation. The
various departments are well credited,
and give the impression of a well man-
aged magazine.

—Gonzaga.

The December number of the St.
Mary’s CoLLEcIAN from Oakland, Cal.,
is very attractive. The plot of “The
Governor’s Gift,” a Christmas play in
one act, is exceedingly well thought
out: W'heessay on ‘the'“Short ‘Stopy’
may be read with.profit by most aspi-
rants for literary fame in college cir-
clesiii s AT Tiittle * Ghild* 'Shall} T ead
Them” and “The Welching of Tom
Carroll” are both praiseworthy. Of
the poetry “A Christmas Lay” is beau-
tiful and next to it comes “The Mid-
night Mass.”

—The Transylvanian.
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“Byron and Shelly, Romanticists,” is
a well-written comparison between
these two poets, who lived about the
same time and who had, as the author
assures us, many common traits. DBe-
sides this essay, “The Beta Sigma’s
Baby,” and “From Home to the Cam-
pus,” are the things orth mentioning in
the January issue of THE COLLEGIAN.
Mr. George Fitch, from the fact that he
was the first to write them, has always
seemed to us to have a sort of proprie-
tary right in those wild yarns of im-
aginary college life, and for this reason
we were rather prejudiced against “The
Beta Sigma’s Baby.” Aside, however,
from the consideration just mentioned,
the story is a good example of its kind,
beautifully impossible but very humor-
ous. “From Home to the Campus” is
written in much the same style—in fact,
we looked to see if they were by the
same author. The buoyant atmosphere
of California evidently has its effect
upon St. Mary's short-story writers.

—The Fordham Monthly.

We have read with much interest an
article entitled “Censorship and Litera-
ture” in the March number of TuE Cor-
LEGIAN. The writer thinks that no
check is necessary upon the publication
and sale of the mass of literature which
our printing houses yearly send forth.
He believes that “a man or woman of
mature age has no need for a guide to
point out what is proper reading matter
and what is not.” True, perhaps, but
what must be guarded against particu-
larly is the evil effect of bad literature
upon the plastic and impressionable
mind of youth. Our CoLLEGIAN friend
would suggest proper control of public
libraries as a safeguard against these
dangers, but the vast bulk of such
books issues not from our public libra-
ries. They are procured mainly from
the cheap bookstores. Censorship
should, we believe, be exerc’sed before
publication,—the remedy should strike
at the root of the evil. We do not re-
gard seriously the dictum that there
are books, which, although not fit read-
ing for youth, are quite proper for per-
sons of mature years. Unless a book

furnishes clean, wholesome enjoyment,
or teaches some moral truth, or exam-
plifies a good style, it should not be
read at all, by either old or young. It
the literary tastes of youth were cor-
rectly formed by a reading of the mas-
terpieces of our literature rather than
of the cheap novels, altogether too nu-
merous in this age, the pleasures of
reading would be greater, while the
intellectual and moral advantages
would be incalculable. In the poetical
department of THE CoLLEGIAN, “At
Night” and “An Irish Lullaby” are the

best productions. “Father Murphy’s
Friend” is a catchy bit of fiction.
—Xaverian.

TuEe CoLLEGIAN from St. Mary’s Col-
lege, Oakland, Cal.,, shows great im-
provement over previous numbers. The
cover is very attractive, but the interior
does not look neat with the double-
column page. If the size of the maga-
zine were made smaller, and if more
space were given to each article and
title, the magazine would be more ap-
preciated. “The Glorious Heavenly
Smile” is not as catchy as “The Heav-
enly Nose” of a previous issue. The
exchanges are well handled.

—The Southern Collegian.

Another one of our regular visitors,
TuE COLLEGIAN, attracts our special at-
tention this month. We have noticed,
throughout the entire scholastic year,
that Tue CoLLEcIAN has contained
some very excellent stories and this
issue is not unusual. The other matter
found in this magazine, as a rule, is
above par and it is always with interest
that we read THE CoLLEGIAN. The
March number of THE COLLEGIAN is,
as the editorial states, a product of the
A. P. G. U,, which, as we understand,
is a literary society. We are forced to
commend the society on their work, as
the number at hand is an excellent
specimen of college journalism. The
essay, “Reform and Reformers,” holds
first place, in our opinion, as it is evi-
dent that in order to reform a nation
we must begin with the child and con-
summate the reformation in the coming

Ghe Collegian 353

generation. “Censorship and Litera-
ture” is also an excellent article and
partakes somewhat of the nature of the
one mentioned above. “Father Mur-
phy’s Friend” is another one of those
excellent stories for which THE CoLLE-
cIaN .is-neted. It has a strong and
well-developed plot and the characters
are well drawn. It holds the reader’s
attention to the end and, as a whole,
it is up to the usual high standard of
the stories which are always to be
found in THE COLLEGIAN.
—The Sentinel.

Our old friend,, Tug CoLLEGIAN from
St. Mary’s College, Oakland, came into
the office, dressed in a neat holiday at-
tire, and bearing some good matter on
the inside. The opening poem is good,
but could have been cut down with
better results. The playlet, “The Gov-
ernor’s Gift,” is well written and comes
up to a skillful and unexpected climax.
The essay on “Horace Howard Fur-
ness” is timely and nicely written, but
should have been a bit longer. Several
stories, notably “The Welching of Tom
Carroll,” appealed to us, and taking
everything into consideration, the issue
at hand is a representative one.

—The Redwood.

Hailing from the Far West, comes
Tug CoLLEGIAN of St. Mary’s, Oakland,
California. The December number con-
tains many good things in prose and
verse, with the preponderance in favor
of poetry. “The Governor’s Gift,” a
Christmas story in one act, was espe-
cially good. The play tells of a Gov-
ernor who owes his high position to a
certain political boss, Phelan, On
Christmas night he is requested by a
former classmate, Father McElroy, to
pardon a man convicted of bribery. Al-
though threatened by the boss, and or-
dered to refuse the pardon, the Gov-
ernor finally grants the request of
Father McElroy and of “Billy,” the
convicted man’s little son, knowing that
in doing it he becomes, as Phelan
warns, a “dead one” in the political
world. An excellent article on Byron
and Shelley, Romanticists, giving a
concise account of their lives, and a
comparison of their works, is the fea-

ture of the January issue of the same
magazine. The article is well written
and the writer shows a thorough grasp
of his subject. The “Beta Sigma’s
Baby,” written in an easy and natural
style, also proved enjoyable reading.
The results of the Crusades and their
importance in the advance of European
civilization is the subject of an inter-
esting article entitled, “The Crusades
and Civilization.”
—St. Thomas Purple and Gray.

“The Beta Sigma’s Baby,” in the Jan-
uary issue of THE COLLEGIAN, has the
distinction of being the only short
story in this issue, but it is so amusing
and well written that it is able to sus-
tain the reputation of this number in
the fiction department. But our hearts
go out in sympathy to that poor abused
baby and that much-imposed-on-Jake.
The essay on “Byron and Shelley” is
well written in a clear concise style and
gives valuable information about these
two great authors. The “Character ol
Cicero” is a carefully written essay,
portraying with appreciative pen the
character of this much loved orator.
The poetry which is dispersed through-
out this issue is up to THE COLLEGIAN's
usual standard of excellence. “From
Home to Campus” is an amusing “tale
of woe.” The editor was most happy
in the selection of subjects for his edi-
torials as “Christianity,” “Modern So-
cialisms,” and the “Drama League of
America” are topics of universal in-
pertst,

—The Lorettine.

“Once a bonehead, always a bone-
head,” is the thesis ably defended by
the author of “Cupid and the Bone-
head,” in the April CorLLEcran. This
is a story of love and baseball—or vice
versa—told in a lively, popular style.
To invent an entirely original idea fer
a baseball story is perhaps too much
to ask, and the author of “Cupid and
the Bonehead” deserves credit not so
much for the tale as for the telling. He
knows how to portray the fan spirit and
to make language an effective medium
of mirth.

—The Spokesman.
—GERALD ]J. BRUSHER.




Phoenix, disbanded some two months

ago, the Independents, a team organ-

ized to keep alive the interest in col-

lege baseball and to furnish material
for next year’s varsity nine, has been much
in evidence, we regret that we cannot pub-
lish the results of all their achievements,
which have been most creditable.

BASEBALL.

Thanks to Mr. Davis, chief petty officer
U. S. N,, the newly organized “Independ-
ent” team went down to defeat at the hands
of the nine from Goat Island on April 2nd.
For perhaps once in his life Mr. Davis was
partial to a recruit. As umpire, the afore-
said officer was staunch in his loyalty to
the sailor boys.

Joe Oeschger and Gene Treacy alternated
on the mound for St. Mary’s, and both h;id
that proverbial “everything.” But three hits
were secured off their delivery, and these
did not figure in the scoring of runs. It is
not often that Saint Mary’s seeks to excuse
defeat, but this time all credit for winning
the game must be bestowed upon Mr. Davis,
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Batteries—Fox and Woodmansee; Oesch-
ger, Treacy and Moy. Umpire, Davis,

S INCE the varsity baseball team, the
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In the second game between Goat Island
and the Independents, Captain Roth’s boys
simply romped home with the victory. So
easily did they outclass the Jackies from
the naval reserve station that the game soon
developed into a one-sided uninteresting
contest. Oeschger and Treacy worked on
the mound for the Independents and had
the Goat Island boys wearing a path from
home-plate to the bench.

“Gunboat” Reed started in the box for
the sailor nine, but after a bombardment
that brought to the sailors memories of
target practice at Magdalina Bay, he was
derricked in favor of the diminutive star,
Fox. The collegians welcomed the star and
after giving “The Pride and Joy” of the
training station time to set his guns—opened
an attack that made the twirler wish he
were safely back on the bench. The runs
of the sailor boys were gifts, pure and sim-

ple.
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Batteries—Oeschger, Treacy and Moy;
Reed, Fox and Woodmansee.

The third game between the Goat Island
squad and the Independents saw the U. S.
N. boys returned victors by the score of 7
to 1. Joe Oeschger occupied the mound
for the collegians and allowed the visitors
four hits. But two errors, a base on balls,
two hits, one of which was a three-bagger,
netted the Islanders four runs. Fox, for the
training station squad, pitched masterly ball
throughout the entire game and, backed up
by his team mates, he managed to squeeze
out of several bad holes without runs being
chalked up against him. The official re-
sults:

Goat Island 7
Independents =X Lo
Batteries—Fox and Woodmansee; Oesch-
~er and Horan,

On April 2oth, the Independents defeated
the Mission Terrace team of San Francisco
by the score of 7 to 5. This visitors pre-
sented a strong line-up and made the colle-
gians hustle to win. Harold Roth tried a
come-back and, unlike those of pugilistic
fame, managed to shine as a rejuvenated
star. “Harry” had his famous spitter under
control. With this as his mainstay and with
an occasional curve he baffled the boys from
the Mission Terrace. It was pleasing news
to the many friends of “Harry” that he had
returned to form, for as a pitcher Roth was
always well liked. Another feature of the
game was the hitting of “Cy” Young. Cy
picked out three nice ones and aided mate-
rially in winning the game. The dope:
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Batteries—Roth, Moy and Smith; Gabriel
and Rowan.

Manager Russell and his band of Inde-
pendents journeyed to Modesto on April
27th, where they were defeated by the score
of 4 to 1. The umpires seem to share an
ancient and firmly established grudge
against the college boys, for Mr. Boone,
acting as arbiter, gave many decisions that
were away off color. But enough of Mr.
Boone. The game’s the thing. It was a
pitchers’ battle between Mobley and Oesch-
ger. Mobley won the game and is entitled
to every praise. “Joe” was wild, walking
seven men, four of these in one inning. He
struck out nine and allowed six hits. Mobley
walked three, struck out six, and allowed but
fcur hits.

Batteries—Mobley and Ryan; Oeschger
:m](]l Horan. Umpire, Boone. Scorer, Rus-
sell.
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On May g4th, the Independents suffered
another defeat. This time at the hands of
the Brown Brothers’ team of San Francis-
co. Score, 5 to 0. Treacy was on the firing
line for the Independents and pitched good
ball, with the exception of the seventh inn-
ing. In this frame the Brown Brothers got
to the “sorrel-topped one” for four hits and
cinched the game,
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Batteries—Treacy and Moy; Muheim and
Snow.

Brown Brothers
Independents

The Independents won from the Olson-
Mahoney Company team on May 11th.
Tommy Horan made his annual appearance
in the box, but it was soon evident that the
little player from Vallejo had nothing but
a smile and his glove. Tommy was unable
to conceal the too apparent fact from his
opponents and before he could stem the
tide five runs had tallied. Joe Oeschger was
hurried to Tommy's relief and pitched air-
tight ball. In the sixth, Claflin went into
pitch and succeeded in keeping the Olson-
Mahoney nine in check.
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Batteries—Horan, Oeschger, Claflin and

Moy; Martin and O’Niell.

Independents -.....
Olson-Mahoney Co

Independents 18, Oakland Tribunes 2.
Heavy and timely hitting, coupled with
some daring base-running, brought the
score to such large proportions. Such hit-
ting has not been seen on the campus for
many moons. Everybody hit and everybody
nit 'em hard. Claflin was on the mound and
pitched a masterly game. He allowed but
three hits and should have had a shut-out,
but for poor fielding of his team mates.
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Batteries—Claflin and Moy; Valereux and
Pizzola.

The Junior League.

The four teams of the Junior League of
the college finished the schedule of games
shortly before the jubilee festivities began.
Intense rivalry marked every contest, and
new talent has been discovered for next
year’s second and third teams. Santa Mon-
ica won the championship, with the Temes-
cal, Oakland and Seattle teams in the order
named. The teams were named from the
home towns of the four captains. The
Santa Monica team, winners of the league,
was made up of Atwill, captain and catcher;
Collins, pitcher; Diller, first base; Davie,
second base; Ryken, third base; Feneran,
shortstop; McInerney, left field; McInnis,
center field; Montgomery, right field.

TRACK.

A narrow margin of six points gave the
track athletes of St. Mary’s a victory over
the crack Pastime Club on April 6th. The
meet was held on the college oval and was
featured by intense rivalry and the closeness
of the score, the outcome being in doubt
until the last event of the meet,

Gisen and Vlught carried off the individual
honors for the college. Gisen, with first
place in both hurdle events and the pole
and a tie for the same honor in the high
jump along with third place in the shot an-
nexed twenty points. Vlught lived up to
his reputation and took first place in both
the mile and half mile. Bobby was not
pressed at any time and running easily out-
classed the rest of the field.

Lennon and Hoenisch furnished the most
interesting races of the day. In the Century
race the judges called the race a tie. But
in the 220-yard run, after one of the best
races ever seen on the college oval, Hoen-
isch won first honors by a small margin.

The relay decided the meet. In this event
coach Rittler entered his fastest quartet.
Roth led off and gained about a yard, Mey-
ers took up the burden on the second lap
and increased the lead. But in the third lap
the Pastimes overcame this lead and in the
last lap Lennon and Hoenisch started an
even break. The finish was a thriller, but
Lennon led the speedy German to the tape
by about three yards.

The results:

100 yards—Lennon (S. M.) and Hoenisch
(P. A. C) tied for first, Meyers (S. M.)
third. Time, 10 2-5 seconds.

220 yards—Won by Hoenisch (P. A. C.),
Lennon (S. M.) second, and West (5.M)
third. Time, 24.

440 yards—Won by Acton (P. A. C),
Lindstrom (P. A. C.) second, and Cotton
(S. M.) third. Time, 56 1-5 seconds.

880 yards—Won by Vlught (S M),
Greer (P. A, C.) second, and Lindstrom (P
BACYs thirdies Pifne ot hic

One mile run—Won by Vlught (S. M),
Philipson (P. A. C.) second, and Madison
(P. A. C) third. Time, 4:52.

Two miles—Won by Morton (P. A. 5t
Sickler (. A. C.) second, and Newberger (S.
M.) third. Time, 10:51:2-5.

120 yard Hurdles—Won by Gisen (S. M.),
Moody (P. A. C.) second, and Orr (B, A.
C.) third. Time, 17 seconds.

220 yard Hurdles—Won by Gisen (S. M.),
Magee (S. M.) second, and Moody (P. A.
() third. = Tinie " 28" 55’

High Jump—Gisen (S. M.) and Orr B
A. C.) tied for first, Lillie (S. M.) third.
Height, 5 feet 7 inches.

Pole Vault—Won by Gisen (3.M 39, ' Ofr
(P. A. C) and Young (S. M.) tied for sec-
ond. Height, 9 feet 7 inches.

Broad Jump—Won by Roth (So ML)
Hoenisch (P. A. C.) second, Noonan (P A,
C.) third. Distance, 20 feet 474 inches.

Shot Put—Won by Donovan (P. A. C.),
Wheaton (S. M.) second, and Gisen (S. M.)
third. Distance, 43 feet 214 inches.
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Hammer Throw—Won by Wheaton (S.
M.), McEachern (P. A. C.) second, Dono-
van (P. A. C.) third. Distance, 136 feet 3
inches.

Relay won by Saint Mary’s: Roth, Mey-
ers, West, Lennon.

On April 19th, the varsity track team sim-
ply toyed with the squad representing San
Jose High, and beat them easily by the score
of 9o 1-5 to 30 4-5.

Gisen as usual was the individual star of
the meet, capturing a total of 21 points. The
St. Helena lad captured first place in both
hurdle events, tied for first in high jump and
pole vault, and finished second in shot put.
Lennon also did some brilliant work and
took first places in the 100 and 220 sprints.
Vlught won, as usual. It would not be a
successful track meet if Bob did not annex
the distance honors. He never fails.

The results:

One mile run—Won by Vlught (S. M.),
Pook (S. J.) second, and Ford (S. J.) third.
Time, 4:40.

440 yard run—Won by Stolz (S. M.), Wal-
lace (S. M.) second, and Tailey (S. J.) third.
Time, :56.

100 yard dash—Won by Lennon (St. M.),
Meyers (S. M.) second, and West (S. M.)
third. Time, 10 2-5.

120 yard hurdles—Won by Gisen (S. M.),
Farthey (S. J.) second, and Townsend (S.
M.) third. Time, 18 seconds.

Two mile run—Won by Atwill (S. M.),
Friedel (S. M.) second, and Cullen (S. M.)
third. Time, 11:1I5.

220 yard dash—Won by Lennon (S. M.),
West (S. M.) second, and Ledderman (S.
J.) third. Time, 25 seconds.

880 yard run—Won by Pook (S. J.), Mc-
Bherson  (S:').). second,~and’ Eord+ (S.-F.)
thicd.  Time," 2:10.

Hammer Throw—Won by Wheaton (S.
M.), Hammer (S. J.) second, and Rustechler
(S: M.) third. Distance, 146 feet 3 inches.

Shot Put—Won by Wheaton (S. M.),
Gisen (S. M.) second, and Stolz (S. M.)
third. Distance, 40 feet 6 inches.

220 yard Hurdles—Won by Gisen (S. M.),
Horan (S. M.) second, and Hammer (S. J.)
third. Time, 28 1-5 seconds.

High Jump—Gisen (S. M.) and Lillie (S.
M.) tied for first, Roth (S. M.) and Mc-
Cauley (S. J.) tied for third. Height, 5 feet
7 inches.

Pole Vault—Gisen (S. M.) and Gall (S.
J.) tied for first, Young (S. M.) and Hast-
ings (S. J.) tied for third. Height, 11 feet
3 inches.

Broad Jump—Won by Roth (S. M),
Thomas (S. ]J.) second, and Lillie (S. M.)
third.

Relay race—Won by St. Mary’s team,
composed of Roth, Lennon, West and Ho-
ran. Time, 1:48.

Running under the colors of Cabrillo
Council, Y. M. 1, in the annual track meet
of the Young Men’s Institute, in the Park
Stadium, San Francisco, April 27th, Tommy

Lennon and Ernest Gisen were the shining
lights. These boys by their brilliant per-
formance brought victory to the Cabrillo
Council. Lennon won the 100 yard dash
and also the 220, and was instrumental in
annexing victory in the relay. Gisen was
the star of the day and captured the cup
hung up for the athlete registering the high-
est number of points. Gisen’s total was 27.

At the conference meet held on the Uni-
versity of California cinder path, Bobby
Vlught was the only one of our five entered
that made any points. Bobby made a total
of eight points. He won the mile in handy
fashion and in the two-mile took second
place after one of the most thrilling two-
mile runs ever seen at the University. But
for the fact that Vlught was forced to run
under disadvantages he would have captured
the first honors in the two-mile. Bob had
already run the mile, while Crabbe, the
winner of the event, was withdrawn from
the mile and ran only in the two-mile event,

The Examiner has the following to say of
Vlught: “Before leaving the subject of in-
dividual stars, Bobby Vlught has to be men-
tioned. The Saint Mary's boy and Harry
Wood of California were the only starters
in the mile race. Vlught took the lead at
the pistol-fire and set a fast pace, with
Wood at his heels. They ran within two
yvards of each other till the back stretch in
the last lap, when Vlught began to draw
ahead. Encouraged by the frantic cheering
of his fellow students, Wood struggled
gamely to get up to his rival, but when the
stretch came Vlught let out another kink
and romped home a winner by 12 yards.
The time of 4:25 is only 3-5 of a second
slower than the coast record of 4:24 2-35,
~ade by Walter McClure of the University
of Oregon a year ago.”

On May 3oth, at Shell Mound Park at
the Caledonia picnic and games our relay
team won the big cup for this event. The
five men whose names now adorn the trophy
are: Captain Stolz, Roth, Meyers, West and
Lennon.

The diamond medal given for the last
three years by Mr. P. J. Kelleher, at the
annual outing of the Knights of the Red
Branch, was won June 1st, for the third
consecutive time by Bobby Vlught. Bobby
was the only scratch man in the big event,
the two-mile race, but he easily overcame
one by one the several handicaps and fin-
ished an easy winner.

Incidentally we might here remark that
Bobby, who has won several trophies on
the track for the past four years, this year
captured the gold medal for speed, and ac-
curacy in rapid calculation in the Banking
department of the college.

Our relay team brought home from the
same meet a large loving cup, winning from
the Pastime Club. The team consisted of
Roth, Meyers, West and Lennon.

—THOMAS J. HORAN.
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PROVIDENCE
HOSPITAL

CONDUCTED BY THE SISTERS OF PROVIDENCE

For Medical and Surgical Cases

CHARGES

An able staff of Physicians and Surgeons

MODERATE

Broadway and 26th St.

Training School for Nurses in Connection with Hospital

OAKLAND

Dollar Shirt Shop

Ideal Shirts for general
wear or outings, made as
carefully as the best
custom garments and
shown in a variety of the
newest colorings

ANY SHIRT
IN SHOP M

LEVENE S

DOLLAR SHIRTS
ALL STYLED

1515 San Pablo Avenue

Opposite Kahn’s New Store
AL. LEVENE

Lou Schroeder
Athletic Goods Co.

INC.

Rawling’s
Athletic Goods
Pacific Leaguer

Baseball and
Football Shoes

Louisville
Slugger Bats

Sweaters, Jerseys
Boxing Gloves
Striking Bags, etc.

420 Market St.

Second Floor

SAN FRANCISCO

Drop in and see the new goods
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C. J. HEESEMAN

YOUNG MEN’S
CLOTHING

A “frosh” at St. Mary’s invested
In a suit which at Heeseman’s he tested.
He dazzled, alas, the entire Senior class,
And now they are all interested.

Washington and 13th Oakland

Kohler & Chase | . SIGWART & SONS
%) Watchmakers and Jewelers

@
EXPERT WATCH REPAIRING
521 TWELFTH STREET

Headquarters for all the

Popular Sheet Music

at reduced prices

T. MUSGRAVE & 0.

“also Violins, Guitars, Mandolins,

etc., at exceptional values WERRRD e
Manufacturing

Jewelers

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

473 Twelfth Street ‘

OAKLAND, CALIF. San Francisco

3272 Twenty-first Street

Gre Collegian Py <

Kelleher & Browne

> -
o \,c\“e Gy, <
SEpy P KoV Ohgp A [jRO""T‘

716 MarKet and 33 Geary Street

THE LARGEST AND MOST RELIABLE TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT IN
SAN FRANCISCO. EMPLOYING THREE FIRST CLASS CUTTERS.

WE MAINTAIN OUR OWN WORKSHOP. OUR TAILORS WORK EXCLU-
SIVELY FOR US.

THEY ARE PAID BY THE WEEK.

NO PIECE WORK. .

SUITS TO ORDER FROM $2500 TO $50.00.

COLLEGE CUT A SPECIALTY
Cottle Printing Co.

SCHOOL

AND

SOCIETY
If You Only Knew What \ PRINTING

MAYERLE’S GERMAN EYE WATER |
Does to your eyes you wouldn’t be \
without it a single day. At Druggists
soc. To be absolutely sure you get the

genuine, look for the above trade- 3256 TWENTY-SECOND ST.

mark Sent to you by mail for 65c.

‘ Bet. Valencia and Mission

ﬁeorge Mayer|e ‘ SAN FRANCISCO

German Expert Optician

060 MARKET STREET | P00
Mission 3218

SAN FRANCISCO Home M 3218
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H. S. CrocKer Co.

Cunningham,
Curtiss & Welch

Dealers in

BooKks and Stationery

Blue Bond Compositions
and Note Book

565 MarKet St.

San Francisco

FELLOWS

The Track and Baseball Season is now on.

FOR YOUR GENERAL
EQUIPMENT GO TO

MAXWELL’S HARDWARE CO.

WHERE YOU WILL FIND THE BEST
MATERIAL AT THE LOWEST PRICES.

Maxwell Hardware Co.

481 14th Street and
1324-26 Washington St.
OAKLAND, CAL.
Telephone Oakland 1740.

SURETY BONDS
MEMNEs

THE BONDMAN

AU
[LLINOIS SURETY COMPANY

C. T. HUGHES, General Agent.

FIRE, LIABILITY AUTO, ELE-

A Welcome Gift

Nothing that you could send your friend
in town or country would be more welcome
than THE MONITOR. $2.50 will ensure
a visit by this journal to your friend's home
every week for 12 months. Send us his or
her name and address.

Foreign postage 50 cents extra.

The Monitor Publishing Co.

1122 Mission St.

San Francisco

VATOR, HEALTH AND ACCL Oakland P1oneer

DENT. BOILER, BURGLARY

AND PLATE GLASS INSURANCE, |
' CHAMPAGNE CIDER

Phone Kearny 3969

920 Merchants Bank Building
FORMERLY
Metropolis Bank Building
SAN FRANCISCO

Soda Water Co.

GINGER ALE
SODA and DISTILLED WATER

I0th and Webster Sts.
OAKLAND
Phone Oakland 673
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1311-1317 Washington

M. J.

KELLER CO.

College Tailors

and

Haberdashers

Street Oakland, Cal.

ITIS
ENOUGH!

Years of experience

have given us
the ability

To make your
glasses—

To satisfy you.

Your satisfaction
is ours.

Glasses we make
Help your eyes—
Grace your face.

476 13th St., Oakland
120 Geary St., San Francisco

| Phone Piedmont 450

' California Sanitary
Laundry

o€

Ladies’ and Gents’
Fine Work a Specialty

&

| 1278 Sixty-First Street
\

| OAKLAND CALIFORNIA
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McDonald & Collett
Made To Order Colthes

Early Fall Suitings Now Ready

Blue and Black Broadwale
Cheviots and Serges--Popular Priced
Made in the New English Style, and the

POPULAR BOX BACK COAT

We Feature the Making of Clothes
for Young Men

McDonald & Collett

741 Market St. SAN FRANCISCO 2148 Mission St.

Wills & Wills

MODERN TAILORS TO MEN

Phone Oakland 6061

If you want a suit that's becoming, you want to becoming to us. Made to
fit your financial and physical figure,

~
£ ™ §
.4 \a -

Wills & Wills \83 2 £

1030 WASHINGTON STREET, near Eleventh
Oakland

Accmzz‘r"nuuu DCLLAR FOR DOLLAR AUTOMOBILE
A o EMPLOYERS LIABILITY
BONDS CASH — NO DISCOUNT PLATE GLASS

The Liverpool @ London @ Globe
Insurance Company, Ltd.
TOTAL ASSETS  : ¢ 3 $57,978,655
THE J. H. TRCY AGENCY

Oflfice, 483 Eleventh Street, between Broadway and Washington
OAKLAND, CAL.

GEORGE D. TROY, MANAGER PHoNE CAKLAND 7858

Home A 4844 Sunset Oakland 2322
Hogan
Lumber Co.

HOLTKAMP

Maker of College Clothes

First and Alice Streets

Oakland, Cal.
1174 WASHINGTON ST. b e W

NEAR 14TH STREET

OAKLAND CAL. Telephone Oakland 895

HUNT, HATCH & CO.

INCORPORATED

COMMISSION MERCHANTS

OAKLAND, CAL..
CONSIGNMENTS SOLICITED

MAIN OFFICE OAKLAND BERKELEY BRANCH
302 to 308 11th STREET 2583-2585 SHATTUCK AVENUE
Phone Oakland 65 Phone Berkeley 5179




