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WILLIAM P. CANNON, M. D.

Attending Surgeon to Students and Faculty of
St. Viator College
Office Hours:

2 to 4 p. m.
7 to 8 p. m.
Phone Phone
Office, Main 337 Home, Main 3073

302-303 Cobb Bldg.
KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

CLOTHIERS
252 SOUTH EAST AVE.
KANKAKEE ILLS.

where gﬂﬂﬂg Brand ‘Hluﬂ]vz are sold

Fine Office Stationery, Wedding Announcements, Cards
Folders, Etc.

THE FRANKLIN PRESS CO.
PRINTERS AND STATIONERS

264 East Merchant Street

Telephone 406 KANKAKEE, ILL.

Our Advertisers Are Houses of Quality
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ADVERTISEMENTS

MORRIS

Supreme

Foods bearing our Supreme Yel-
low and Black Label represent
highest quality. The more par-
ticular you are the better you’ll
like Supreme Foods.

MORRIS & COMPANY

Packers and Provisioners Chicago

Phone 922 Phone 922

OSCAR (Foxy) BYRON

5
TAXI
Rates to Kankakee: One passenger, 75c¢; three passengers, $1.00
Bourbonnais, Ill.

Phone Appointments as Early as Possible

LAFAYETTE CAFE Make the Home of
KANKAKEE’S MOST Legris Trust and Sav-
POPULAR RESTAURANT ings Bank
AND

COFFEE SHOP Your Banking Home

513 S Sehnvler Ave. 105 Court Street
174 East Merchant St. KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

It is a matter of justice and principle to support our advertisers.
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Groceries Confectionery

Amedee J. Lamarre
Bourbonnais, Ill.

Cigars Notions

THE CITY BANKS
Kankakee, Ill.

Welcome your banking business

Cor. Court St. and Schuyler Av.

Mrs. D. H. Kamman,
D. H. Kamman

D. H. Kamman & Co.

Manufacturers of
High Life Ginger Ale and Grape
and all Kinds of Soft Drinks

KANKAKEE, ILL.

Telephone Bell 237

C. RUHLE

Manufacturer of
Lime, Wholesale and Retail
Cement, Brick, Sewer Pipe,

Sand, Etc.

Office-Warehouse, 503 West
Avenue

KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

Trade At
Phillip T. Lambert’s

GOOD SERVICE HARDWARE

129 E. Court St., Kankakee

DRESSED COLLEGE
MEN

WELL

Buy Their Clothes and Furnish-
ings at

VANDERWATER’S
KANKAKEE, ILL.

CIGARS CANDY

A. L. BENOIT
GROCERY

Bourbonnais, I11.

DEMAND
ARSENEAU’S UNIFORM
BREAD

“Its Quality Satisfies”

(. Arseneau Bakery
Bourbonnais, Il1.

When in Kankakee Call on Our Advertisers
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Ideal Sweets Company

Manufacturers of

IDEAL

“THAT GOOD”
ICE CREAM

B L Gy Dy T p—

Wholesale Confectionery
and

Fountain Supplies

KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

Our Advertisers Are Houses of Quality
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Bell Telephone 407

Einbeck’s Photo Studio

143 North Schuyler Avenue
KANKAKEE, ILL.

Paris Royal Cleaners
270 E. Court Street

CLEAN, PRESS, REPAIR

Call and deliver daily
at Roy 218

Amedee T. Betourne
PHARMACY

Agent for Eastman Kodaks
Prompt Developing and Printing

119 Court St., Kankakee, Ill.

Always drink pasteurized milk.
Our wagons pass your door ev-
ery morning before you have
breakfast.
MILK-CREAM
Bulgarious Butter Milk

Kankakee Pure Milk
Co.

306 South Schuyler Ave.
Both ’Phones 45 Drink Milk

Kankakee
Book and Furniture
Store

Everything in Books and

Furniture

SAFETY FIRST

CALL /@ TAXI

Our Cabs Insured
For Your Protection

YELLOW CABS

Telephone Wabash 3875

CRERAR CLINCH COAL COMPANY

Miners and Shippers of

Majestic—COAL—McClintock

645 The Rookery

CHICAGO, ILL.

Help thea Men Who Help the “Viatorian”
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A 70,000 horsepower hydro-electric unit recently
installed at Niagara Falls utilizes the same
amount of 'water as seven former 5,000-horse-
power units, yet does the work of fourteen such
units. And it saves 700,000 tons of coal yearly
for the nation.

The General Electric Wherever electricity has blazed its trail—in
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The Elizabethan Spirit

E. M. Roy 27

One fine morning England awoke. She awoke and flung
back her head and laughed joyously, triumphantly! The
long, dark dreams had passed like clouds away, and it was
morning! Morning with its glimmering dews, its blue sky,
its celestial freshness, its flowers, its birds—with its whole,
shouting miracle of life. And as England stared with eager
eyes on it all, and felt her exultant youth singing in her veins,
she was intoxicated with the thought of her own glory in a
glorious world. O, she must robe herself in gold, to match
the golden beaming of the sun. She must dress herself in the
colors of sunset and dawn to proclaim her exalted kingship
with their beauty. She must deck herself with precious,
shining jewels to match the shining streams and moons, to
match the shining of her own radiant eyes, ay, to match the
shining victorious gladness of her own soul. She was a
Queen and everything was made for her. The world was her
playground. She sailed its seas, climbed its mountains,
searched out its far countries, strove to pierce the very mys-
tery of its stars. And words for this young goddess were
beautiful toys made for her delight. She juggled them in
the dazzling sun of her imagination and laughed to see them
glowing in a thousand different colored lights. She twisted
them into a million beautiful shapes. She made them obey
the deep magic of her soul’s dream. ‘“Ah,” she cried in the
exuberance of her joy, shaking her invincible locks—as an
eagle mewing her mighty youth and kindling her undazzled
eyes at the full midday beam, “how sweet, how madly wonder-
ful, it is to live!” And to keep her heart from breaking with
sheer joy at the wonder of it all she loosed her great, glad pas-
sion in a rush of song, song that has the divine lyric freshness
of a lark’s in the dawn, song that breathes the spirit of Eliza-
bethan England in the heights of its morning ecstacy—in all
its “first fine, careless rapture.” It is this superb love of liv-
ing, this vast, childish, eager delight in the mere wonder and
beauty of life that finds its voice in such songs as:

“Hey nonny no!

Men are fools that wish to die!

Is’t not fine to dance and sing

When the bells of death do ring?

Is’t not fine to swim in wine,

And turn upon the toe,

And sing hey, nonny no,

When the winds blow and the seas flow?
Hey nonny no!”
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or,
“Spring the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing
Cuckoo jug, jug, pu we, to witta woo.”

If ever the very soul of fresh, innocent gayety, the very
voice of the springtime with its melodious air of birds calls
and its elusive fragrance of budding blooms spoke through
the lines of a poet, it does in these of Nashe.

In such songs as these, we find the keynote of the glor-
ious Elizabethan spirit—that same spirit that sent Drake to
sail around the world, Raleigh to face peril, hunger and priva-
tion in the new world, Sidney to fling his life away in saving
the English Army in Flanders; that spirit of eager delight
which found its expression in an intense patriotism, in an ir-
repressible energy and in a determination to do, see, know
and enjoy to the full.

The poetry of Sidney, Raleigh and other such men seems
almost incidental to the poem of their heroic lives. And so,
too, the poetry of the whole English nation seems incidental
to the poetry of their lives. Imagine them in their gorgeous,
glowing dress, painting the streets with delight. How they
gleam beneath sparkling moons and stars, beneath the “yel-
low, waxen lights.” How the sun catches fire in them and
how the hearts of men kindle with joy at their beauty. It is
out of the joyous activity, the zestful happiness of their lives
that these songs grew. Not idly did the poet speak of “deck-
ing the night with mirth and music” for as one historian tells
us: “High and low, everyone loved to sing, everyone was ex-
pected to take part, even in difficult songs; and the very bar-
ber kept in his shop lute, cittern or virginal for the amuse-
ment of waiting customers. Music was everywhere and every-
where were songs.” England was in all truth a “nest of sing-
ing birds.” The multitudinous voice of the whole nation
could be heard singing in country and town.

What a gay, reckless holiday it all was. England was
drunk with the sound of her own merry laughter. In her glee
she shouts:

“Let’s now take our time
While we’re in our prime
And old, old age is afar off
For the evil, evil days
Will come on apace
Before we can be aware of.”

Fortune I} adore thee
Care, I despise thee
Death, I defy thee.”
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But it should not for a moment be imagined that such
songs arose out of merely empty, frivolous and pleasure mad
hearts. They were mad for pleasure, for delight of sense and
soul, but this desire arose not out of vanity and emptiness of
spirit but out of an overwhelming greatness of spirit—a spirit
that would seek out the graves of dead stars and the birth-
place of unknown suns. They thirsted after the abundance of
life. They wanted it in its greatest fullness—heavenly and
earthly. As Greene tells us in his history: “Sidney or Raleigh
lived not one but a dozen lives at once; the daring of the
adventurer, the philosophy of the scholar, the passion of the
lover, the fanaticism of the saint, towered into almost super-
human grandeur.” 1t is characteristic of them, in this regard,
that they should strive to kiss highest heaven with lips
stained red with the earthly wine of lusty passion and mirth.
Not that they succeeded. The perfect reconciliation of the
sensual with the spiritual world was a task too high even for
the mighty souled Elizabethan. And yet they failed, as they
did all things, splendidly. See what faith and gallant, un-
daunted heroism breathe from ‘“The Conclusion” of Raleigh.

“Even such is Time, that takes in trust
Our youth, our joys, our all we have,

And pays us but with earth and dust;
Who in the dark and silent grave,

When we have wandered all our ways,
Shuts up the story of our days;

But from this earth, this grave, this dust,
My God shall raise me up, I trust.”

And Sidney, the beloved, the “darling of court and camp,”
the man who wore life, like a flower on his coat, to be tossed
m?gnificently away for any lost cause, has the same story to
tell.

“Leave me, O love, which reachest but to dust,

And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things!

Grow rich in that which never taketh rust;

Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings.

Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might

To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be;

Which breaks the clouds and opens forth the light,

That doth both shine and give us sight to see.

O take fast hold! let that light be thy guide

In this small course which birth draws out to death,

And think how evil becometh him to slide

Who seeketh Heaven, and comes of heavenly breath.

Then farewell, world! thy uttermost I see:

Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me!”

Yes, it has been a fine holiday and Merry England had
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lived it merrily and gloriously with all the ardorous strength
of youth and May. But alas, “Youth’s a stuff will not en-
dure.”

“Golden lads and girls all must

As chimney sweepers come to dust.”

And no matter how gay the holiday may be, still deep
through the merry waking and festivity “the bells of death
do ring.” They are continually ringing in the ears of the
Elizabethan even in the midst of his most utter abandonment
to joy. Indeed it is just because he does give himself so en-
tirely to the delights of the world that the thought of death
impresses him so poignantly. The man who lives close to
this thought never hears those discordant bells sounding
through the quiet happiness of his life. It is he who lives in
the enchantment of his senses, who is enraptured with the
beauties and delights of this world, who hears them always
as a deep, low note of warning threat to his joy. “Delightful,
wonderful, as all this is, it will end, it will end,” they toll.
“But,” the bewildered Elizabethan crys out: “How, how can it
end?”’” How could it be possible that such a wondrous world,
that such triumphant, magnificent creatures as they could
ever come to an end? Yet, even while their veins are throb-
bing with the madness of the living, while their eyes are flash-
ing in delights, they realize in their inmost heart that:

“Strength stoops unto the grave
Worms feed on Hector brave
Swords may not fight with fate”
that,
“Beauty is but a flower
Which wrinkles will devour
Brightness falls from the air
Queens have died young and fair
Dust hath closed Helen’s eye.”

Thus reason and experience force them to accept what
seems to their wild, young, eager blood, an impossibility. But
this cannot daunt the greatness of their spirit. If death must
come, it must. The invincible armour of their valor is proof
against all its terrors. Nay

“Death be not proud, tho’ some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so.

One short sleep past, we wake eternally
And death shall be no more: Death thou shalt die!”

And on this high note I would close. For it is here I find
the true significance and the immortal splendors of the Eliza-
bethan Spirit. I mean their careless, exultant greatness of
soul, their high poised heroic attitude toward life and their
full, joyous godlike acceptance of it.



6 A - B C AR T - O i 8T S Y15

HUMPTY DUMPTY

Warren J. McCelland, ’28.

For the same reason that people in glass houses shouldn’t
throw stones, people who climb garden walls shouldn’t throw
their hearts down to those on the other side. A wall will, to
the sensible person, always bring to mind something that is
forbidden, something that is either too beautiful for the com-
mon eye or else to sordid for public inspection. I have in mind
just one particular wall which by the way did not hide from
view anything that was too sordid for exposition. This wall
was one constructed in those good old days when men were
cavaliers and women were winsome. It seemed to breathe a
whispered temptation for the trespassing feet of youth. It
seemed to call to the dormant spirit of daring and cause it to
rise in the vouthful bosom. At least it had been that way
with Philip. He had left the wicked envircens of the big city
in order to bury himself in his books and enjoy the beauty
of the great open spaces. All the sunshine that he had ever
known was of the sort that bounced against the pavement
stones of the boulevards and then back upon the faces of the
pedestrians making them uncomfortable and crabby. All the
fresh air that he had ever breathed was generally blown
through mechanical apparatuses in the picture shows of the
bustling metropolis.

The only real life that he had ever lived consisted of the
few hours in which he had poured over the pages of some
startling tale narrated by the authors of fiction. He worked
hard for the opportunity to get away from the ruck, he had
hated the city with all the noise from the day of his birth. It
had been his one desire to tear out his lungs in an effort to
drown out the noise and clamor of the steel mills next door
when he was a small boy, and ever since that time he had
raised his voice in a perpetual outcry against the hand of fate
which plagued him with existence in the city. He couldn’t
remember his mother or his father, both had died and left the
responsibility of his education upon the shoulders of relatives
who thought that if a boy went as far as grammar school,
that he should thank the Lord, and get to work. When he
was twenty-one he had refused to bring his entire pay check
home to his relatives and they had offered him consolation in
BWO commands, “Get out”, and “Stay out.” Philip decided to

o both.

Eden had no prettier nook than the one to which Philip
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became attached. Cleopatria, was one of the cosiest and homey
little towns in seven states. The population was composed of
the middle class, comfortably rich sort of people. Philip had
found a man who was willing to pay twenty-five dollars a
week for the privilege of staying home while a very competent
and likable young man tended to his business. This same
young man attracted the female trade from all over town to
the store. The court records of Cleopatria carry no evidence
which would lead to a belief that any of these young ladies
ever thought of reading before Philip came to town. In spite
of the evidence to the contrary the subscriptions for every
magazine in the store had been doubled when the first week
of Philip’s stay was up. And also, each subscriber when asked
if they wished their copy delivered had solemnly vowed that
it would be no trouble at all to call for it. Such was the sad
condition of Cleopatria in the summer of nineteen twenty-six.

Philip had always been a fellow who loved mystery and
it was around the ancient home of the Dalmerings that he
weaved his little romance of Cleopatria. He had heard the
whisperings of the wall and they informed him that a very
intelligent young lady resided within the bounds of the wall
of temptation. The real answer to his problem came when he
began to notice the books which were always ordered by the
mistress of the house. They spoke of youth and fire, of lone-
someness and long nights, of wishes and hopes: and above all
else they spoke of opportunity for Philip.

Philip was no fool, no one had ever accused him of being
a fool. The chief trouble with Philip was that he had succumb-
ed to the call of youthful love. He suddenly became fond of
all the books that he presumed the young lady read and hasten-
ed to acquaint himself with the theme of every story that en-
tered the mansion behind the wall. Summer brings madness
and love forces it to public show. At last the curiosity of the
Romeo came to a point where it must be satisfied, the night
was clear, the moon was resplendent and seemed to scatter
a hypnotic portion over all nature. The sleep of the young
man was displaced by the restless longing to stroll beneath
the glow of old Luna.

Philip walked whither he knew not, but at last he was
brought to the conclusion that his footsteps could go no
farther, for in front of him was the wall. A sudden tempta-
tion came to him to find out just what was on the other side.
With the vigorous movement of one accustomed to perform-
ing the impossible he swung himself to the top of the forbid-
ding parapet and perched in safety on the topmost slab. It
seemed to him as though the curtain of a thousand dreams
was suddenly withdrawn. The dainty paint-brush of the
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moon tinted a picture so pleasing and entrancing that he
longed with the heart of youth to embrace it. There reclining
in the garden longingly gazing into the enchanting heavens
sat a girl.

Philip became a part of the wall in more ways than one.
He longed forever to protect her from all the rest of the world,
and he also longed to be around her all of his days. He wanted
to speak but feared that any demonstration on his part would
only lesson his chances when the right time arrived. He
wondered what she would think if she knew that he was
watching her from the wall. It would probably be the last
time he would ever see her if she found out about the affair
of this evening. He resolved to have just one more minute
of bliss before leaving. That minute was almost past when
she started to sing. The wonderful strain of “Dream Daddy”
seemed to Philip to be far superior to anything that the lark,
thrush, or nightingale had ever warbled in their balmiest days.
Philip wished that she would sing forever.

Music or no music a man could not be expected to set all
cramped up in one position for an hour. He slowly began to
feel his way around to some more comfortable resting place.
The bricklayers who constructed the wall doubtlessly never
considered, or even dreamed of the importance that would one
day be placed upon the bricks of this particular section of the
wall. Philip had just turned facing the garden when the
brick beneath his feet suddenly crumbled, and he found him-
self pawing the air for support. Air was never meant to hold
the bodies of rogues, Romeos or wall climbers, and the young
gentleman picked himself up from the turf on the opposite
side of the wall. He was blushing even in the dark and hur-
riedly turned to find some place where he would be secure
from discovery.

Fate sometimes out-guesses the most wary suitor, at
least in this instance she deemed it necessary to intrude. The
young lady seemed to rise statue-like from the ground and
station herself by his side as if demanding an explanation.
Philip wasted no time in rising to his feet, but when it came
to an explanation he could only stammer unintelligible gut-
terals.

At last the silence was broken, the young lady took one
good look at Philip and spoke, “Pardon me, she asked, but
aren’t you the yvoung man who works in the book store.” The
only thing that Philip could do was reply, “Yes,” and then
again resume the Sphinx-like attitude of the spell-bound
prince. “Well,” she continued, “I have heard a great deal
about your accomplishments as a salesman but I certainly did
not expect to find that you also were accustomed to wall-climb-
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ing. Perhaps, it is your only means of obtaining exercise, if
that be so, I will give you permission to climb the wall at any
hour during the day that will meet with your approval. But
as far as I am concerned, I would rather that you would re-
frain from violating the privacy of this garden at night. 1
was merely enjoving a few quiet moments of dreaming and
vour interruption was wholly uncalled for. I don’t want to
seem rude or commanding, but I think that I am within my
rights as a woman in making this request. It may save you
a great number of falls, if I would suggest, that vou leave
flying to the birds, they are so much more accomplished in
the art of landing. I suppose you think that I am a cat for
talking this way, but I assure yvou that if a sufficient alibi is
produced I will listen to it. Have you any explanation to make
that will alter the circumstances of this aerial demonstration.”

Philip had never received a thorough whipping from any
one; he had never been rebuked for anything that he had ever
done or left undone. It would have been sufficient if she had
merely looked cross at him, but to have this idol of a few
minutes ago ridicule him about attempting to fly was more
than he could stand. With a hurried, “Good Night”, he de-
parted just as hurriedly, although more gracefully than he had
entered.

Two days passed in which the cash register never bal-
anced. The boss called him on both occasions for giving away
his merchandise. It could not be helped, Philip was the most
downcast creature, the most forlorn man that ever lived. He
had had an oportunity to make the acquaintance of the most
wonderful girl that he ever hoped to meet and had allowed it
to slip from his grasp. He had acted like a dolt, running
away as he had, when the only gentlemanly thing that he could
possibly have done would have been to offer an apology. Well,
he wouldn’t cry over spilt milk, he might just as well pack up
and leave. Cleopatria had lost its attraction, it became ter-
ribly droll and uninteresting as the hours of the second day
slowly passed by.

He tried to make up his mind to leave but it was impos-
sible to depart without clearing himself with the girl. If he
ever left without knowing her name how would he ever ex-
plain to her by writing. At last he resolved to approach her
and have the thing out, but days passed and he couldn’t bring
himself to fulfill his resolution.

The same number of magazines kept coming in to the
mansion behind the wall and always he read them with a feel-
ing of unutterable despair. One day she ordered a certain one
that he was certain she had never sent for before. He scanned
the pages in search of what she might want to read in the
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book. At last it dawned upon him, staring up at him from the
pages of the book was the title, “The Man Outside the Wall”
and the name Miss Iris Dalmering written beneath it. The
store might just as well have closed down for the rest of the
day. He read the story over and over and in the lines he
found that the incident of the night had been cleverly spun
into an amazing love tale. He felt better that evening and
went for his first walk since the night of that escapade which
had shattered all his hopes for the future. Underneath the
clear sky, with another bright moon beaming, the stars dis-
covered to him a means of telling her his troubles.

Two weeks passed in which Philip had been working and
Iris had been waiting. The magazines brought from the book
store contained a copy of the same issue that she had used to
convey her sentiments to Philip. She wondered what his idea
could have been in sending it with the others. At last she
found the reason, in turning the pages she came to the story,
“The Woman Inside the Wall” with the name ‘“Just Philip”
written below it. Clever fellow Philip, she had always dream-
ed of him since that night as being a lover of romance. Now
she was sure that they would learn to know each other better.
It seemed to her as if the medium employed to restore the
friendship, which with her had began the night of his descent,
might yet prove to be what it really was, a story.

Fate again lead Philip to the wall, but this time he came
by way of the gate. The moon was glowing in even greater
splendor than before. Philip walked slowly up the garden
walk and paused, the soft, sweet melody of her voice brought
to his ears the words of “Dream Daddy” and he answered
with “Sole Mio”. Iris heard and came forward to meet him
singing, “Please Tell Me I'm Forgiven”.

That was the begnining of a new and greater friendship
between Philip and Iris. She always called him Humpty-
Dumpty and he affirmed that all the king’s horses and all the
king’s men couldn’t put Humpty-Dumpty from the garden
again.

The last issue of the magazine, which had played such an
important part in their lives, carried in its pages the story of
“Over the Wall” which will serve to explain better than I can
the outcome of the little romance in which one man fell from
a wall into love.
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A CIKERETY

to

“CATHOLICISM IN MASSACHUSETTS”
Vincent J. Pfeffer, ’26.

An observant reader of the article in the Forum maga-
zine of October and November cannot but note one amazing
fault of the writer. She wrote a lengthy contribution, based
upon a supposedly impartial investigation of the Catholic
Church in state politics, but neglected to make the investiga-
tion. The first section of the article, which ran in two install-
ments, is entitled, “The Investigation.” Yet it contains no
mention of the alleged survey,—either as to how it was under-
taken, the time, or the territory covered. The second part is
captioned, “The Results.” Instead of discussing the findings
of the examination supposed to have been made, its burden
is principally the recitation of the details of a political scan-
dal in which a prominent Catholic layman was involved, and of
the much controverted school question. Both of these inci-
dents are several years old and any journalist, including Mrs.
Sargent, who lived in New England was naturally conversant
with their details. The Proposed Child Labor Amendment
agitation of last year is also brought into the argument, but
any facts disclosed by the lady inquisitor pertinent to this
subject give no hint of an exhaustive investigation. So con-
sidering the article as a whole, it is immediately evident, from
all the internal evidences of the discussion, that its contents
are not the result of an intensive survey, impartial or other-
wise.

During these days of restoration, unrest, and religious
animosities, excellent opportunities present themselves for
observing the ramifications of bigotry. Bigots fall into three
general classes. The first class is made up of the illiterate
and very ignorant, and to them are told the stories of church
basements crammed full of fire-arms, sinister influence of the
Jesuits, and the like. The second class of bigots is repleted
mostly from the middle-class people and their bait is the
alleged political scheming of the Pope, the bogus K. of C.
oath, and the little Red School House. The last class of
bigots is made up of those who object to Catholic philosophy,
doctrines or history. They are, as a rule, representatives of a
more cultured group of citizens. One would naturally ex-
pect that the writer of the Forum article would concern her-
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self with the objections held by those of the third rank, but
strangely enough, she has become fascinated by the lure of
the second rate bigots. Reference to just one phase of her
argument indicates her line of attack. We read:

“Any movement toward improvement in public educa-
tion hits the Church in three ways: it rein-forces that control
of education by civil authorities which is contrary to the
Catholic ideal;—it develops a liberal thought which in every
generation has proved a danger to the Church’s control over
its followers;—and by raising the standard of the public
schools, it constrains a like improvement in the parochial
schools.”

To the Protestant, who cannot understand the great
solicitude that the Church exercises over the education of her
children, we grant an excuse for confusing the Church’s in-
terest in school legislation. Experience has shown the
Church that she must be ever on the alert to fight laws that
would result in interference with the conduct of her own
private schools.

It is the second reason advanced by the writer, namely,
that the Church is opposed to liberal thought, that drags her
from the realm of liberalism down to the crass company of
the street lecturer and the handbill passer. Certainly Mrs.
Sargent did not uncover that statement in her impartial in-
vestigation. In these days of general education and enlight-
enment, the purveyor of such an accusation is deemed un-
worthy of refutation, though the constant repetition of these
threadbare charges becomes wearisome. That Mrs. Sargent
should fail to dlstmgulsh between liberal and licentious
thought is not so amazing as it is disappointing, especially
when one is expecting something original.

Thirdly, this writer states that any movement toward
improvement in public education, by raising the standard of
the public schools, constrains a like improvement in the paro-
chial schools. Now there is an inference in that declaration
that the Catholic schools are inferior, or at least, never more
than the equal of the public school, and also that Catholics
do not favor a high standard of education in their schools.
These thoughts are not expressly stated of course, but they
are the impressions left with any reader. This practice of
making remarks that carry a greater significance than is
actually expressed, is the chief stock-in-trade of those who
sizzle in little skillets. There is no justification for such con-
structions in an impartial survey, and hence there is an ad-
ditional indication of a biased state of mind on the part of
the correspondent. Certainly no writer has the temerity to
criticise the discipline in our parochial schools in the light of
the spectacle that is being enacted these days by boys and
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girls in public high schools. If anyone doubts the educational
quality of the Catholic schools, we simply refer him to the
records made by students of parochial schools in contests of
scholarship during the past year. These records do not of
course establish the superiority of the latter schools but they
do enhance their value as institutions of learning. However,
we remind the enthusiasts that the public schools have never
been proven superior to the parochial schools, so why should
the burden of proof rest with us?

After having outlined the reasons for the Church’s op-
position to educational legislation in the foregoing manner,
Myrs. Sargent continues as follows: “The non-Catholic citizen,
who judges proposed measures on their merits alone, is fre-
quently startled and astonished at the points where Roman
Catholic opposition breaks out.” Pray, what manner of man
is our friend, the non-Catholic neighbor! Was he not born
and reared in the same world as we were, does he not experi-
ence the same feelings of anger, joy, love, remorse and jeal-
ousy that we do? Where, therefore, did he acquire that rare
faculty of being able to judge proposed measures on their
merits alone? After some hesitation, we grant that such men
as Lincoln probably possessed that endowment, but the ordi-
nary individual lacks such a gift because he has not the in-
tellectual scope, and because he cannot cast off so completely
the influence of training and environment. By way of refer-
ence to a practical case, we might remind Mrs. Sargent that
the Supreme Court of the United States, within the past
year, found a school bill passed by the state of Oregon so un-
merited as to be unconstitutional. But perhaps, according to
the operations of Mrs. Sargent’s mind, any and all legislation
calculated to embarrass the parochial schools is of merit.

The part of the article dealing with the political situa-
tion in Boston abounds with half-truths. A typical instance
can be cited from the part of the argument which states that
Mayor Curley always received the solid Irish-Catholic vote
of Boston, even though, according to Mrs. Sargent, he was
known to be politically reprehensible. We read:

“For eight years now Boston has been getting Mayor
Curley good and hard. It has not, apparently, changed its
mind about what it wants, for when he ran for Governor last
fall he carried that city, although defeated in the state totals.”
Although Curley did carry Boston last fall, the Boston vote
was unanimously conceded to be the greatest blow in his
political career. The city is normally Democratic by about
70,000 votes. Yet last fall Curley carried it by 38,000, while
Walsh, of the same party, and running against Frederich H.
Gillett, the Republican candidate endorsed by President Cool-
idge, carried Boston by about 76,000 votes. That Curley re-
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ceived one half the majority in his own city that a man of
the same party running for a state office received from the
same town, would indicate a very evident change of mind to
anyone but an investigator such as Mrs. Sargent.

In Boston, which by the writers own statement, is three-
fifths Catholic in population, the protest is made that Cath-
olics are in most of the offices, and that the city is an Irish-
Catholic stronghold politically. We are absolutely unable to
see anything unusual in that state of affairs so long as the
principle of majority rule is the essence of our political sys-
tem. Perhaps the correspondent has, in the course of her sur-
vey, discovered some locality with a three-fifths Protestant
majority where Catholics hold more than half of the political
positions. Her article contains the statement that one can
live with a problem without realizing that it is a problem and
that the Massachusetts Yankee has lived so long with his that
he hardly sees it as such. Now, though it is not intended in
that way, a very subtle compliment is paid the Catholics of
Boston. There are communities in this country with a Prot-
estant majority wherein Catholics are made to feel their nu-
merical inferiority every day of their lives.

Granting the fact of the political strength of the Cath-
olics of Boston, we wonder, however, upon what grounds the
writer bases her claim that they rule the state of Massa-
chusetts. Certainly the one assumption does not follow the
other, especially when the state legislature is overwhelmingly
Protestant. Furthermore, this legislature places many re-
strictions upon the mayor of Boston. For instance, his ap-
pointments must be passed upon by a state civil service
board; he cannot succeed himself, and his conduct of the
state’s finance is subject to . .inspection by a state appointed
finance commission. In fact, there are very few large Amer-
ican cities with less autenomy than Boston. So if the Cath-
olic Church, whose Pope is held a prisoner in the Vatican,
and who has seen her priests banished from France, a country
with a Catholic majority, has decided to display its political
strength in Massachusetts with only the foregoing results,
it appears that Mrs. Sargent will not live to see a Papal inva-
sion of the White House.

Somewhere in her survey, possibly in the files of the
Forum, the correspondent discovered an issue of the Pilot
containing an article which condemned in no uncertain terms,
the Catholic who would be ‘nice.” It referred to the Catholic
who lacks the courage to express his religious convictions to
men who believe differently; the kind of a man who readily
compromises on points involving fundamental doctrines just
to be a good fellow ;—a spineless sort of creature who is des-
picable to his co-religionists and loathsome to those of oppo-
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site faith. Mrs. Sargent, however, construes the article as
an attack upon the Catholic who shows undue friendship to
his Protestant neighbors, or a Catholic whom she chooses to
term, ‘“the liberal Roman Churchman.” (How.that word
“liberal” does fascinate!) “Liberal” was never meant to be
applied to hypocrisy or moral timidity.

But we are not going to refute the charge that the Cath-
olic Church opposes friendly relations between Catholics and
Protestants. We only suggest that Mrs. Sargent visit the
leper colony in Louisiana that is taken care of by a Catholic
Sisterhood and seek the opinion of one of the -unfortunate
patients on that subject. If she fears the risk that the nuns
have taken, she might ask some patient in a Catholic hospital
if he thinks that the Church is building hospitals to discour-
age happy relationship between Catholics and Protestants.
Perhaps a visit to Marquette University’s campus where one-
half the students are non-Catholic and sixty-five per cent of
the instructors are Protestant might change her attitude,
but we doubt it very much because she has been too long ex-
posed to the sinister influence of second-class bigotry.

TO the DISBELIEVER in the IMMORTALITY of
the SOUL

And do you think, O Fool with tongue of dust

That our dear God who is both good and just
Would let great Plato with his wisdom lust

And music heart of Shelley lie and rust,

Whilst doltishly you strut across the earth

And make wise men regret your very birth?

And They with mouths forever stopped with earth
Who had a thousand million times your worth!

B MR 2T
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IN MEMORIAM

Shrine of the manly sports,

Wherein are knit as bands of steel

The fibers of the human frame—made perfect,
That there may dwell

A fertile mind within a body sound.
J. A. W,

On Wednesday morning, January sixth, the gymnasium,
which contained the kitchen, dining hall, auditorium, bowling
alleys, pool rooms and music rooms, was razed to the ground
by fire. The conflagration started at three o’clock in the
morning. It was first discovered by William Kelly and Mike
Delaney, two college students, who room in Roy Hall, just
south of the gymnasium. They were awakened by the red
glare and they quickly spread the alarm. The fire was shoot-
ing from one window, but by the time the students were
aroused, the entire front of the building was in flames.

A fire brigade was immediately formed by the Rev. T.
C. Harrison, and priests, brothers, students and firemen fought
shoulder to shoulder. We have them to thank for the saving
of the kitchen and many of the food supplies. Many students
stationed themselves on the roof of the science hall, which is
just east of the gymnasium, and also on the roof of St. Joseph
Hall, just north of it, so that they could give the alarm in
case those buildings caught fire. From three o’clock until
seven, the fire department from Bourbonnais, Bradley and
Kankakee, and the faculty and students fought most heroic-
ally to prevent the fire from spreading to the nearby buildings.

After the fire had abated somewhat, the doors of every
Bourbonnais home were thrown open, and faculty and students
were welcomed to share breakfast with the generous hearted
villagers. The Sisters of Notre Dame Convent generously
placed their dining hall and kitchen at the service of the col-
lege. For three days the good Sisters themselves prepared
the food and waited upon the students. In relays of fifty, the
boys marched to the Convent three times a day, and returned
each time with greater praise of the good “eats’” and the de-
licious cooking. The faculty were taken care of at the Church
Rectory.
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Meanwhile the college kitchen was being repaired and a
refectory was made in the basement of Roy Hall. The same
cafeteria system was installed, and although carrying the
food from the kitchen is slightly inconvenient, it nevertheless
works with marked success. This arrangement will remain
until a new building is erected, and before closing time in
June, we hope to be comfortably located in the new refectory.
The architects who visited the college the first week in
January proposed changing the course of the driveway and
constructing the buildings in an east and west direction, since
the college property extends farther east than south. This
met with the approval of the college officials and as a result
the dining hall will be built east of St. Joseph Hall.

A new gymnasium will be erected east of the dining hall,
and will contain a natatorium with room enough for five lanes
for swimming meets. There will also be a large balcony sur-
rounding the entire building which can be used for track
work. Besides this, there will be two basket-ball floors, club
rooms and pool rooms. The other details cannot be given out
yvet, but architects are working on the plans, and we hope that
by the second week in February some definite action will have
taken place.

By way of history, it might be mentioned that the
gymnasium was completed on October 21st., 1901. It’s
death at the age of twenty-five, we might say, is somewhat
premature. The building’s plans were drawn by the Rev.
Brother S. Boisvert, and its construction was under his im-
mediate supervision. It was pitiful to see the tear-dimmed
eyes of the old brother as he saw the work of his lifetime
devoured by flames. .

‘Emmet M. Walsh, ’28.

£ % k%

TO KEATS

I've come to you because my heart is sore

L'll list no more, no never never more

To any vexing voice of care or pain

U'll sit among the drooping, dropping leaves
That murmur as they fall your sweetest name.
No faery singing softly through the trees
Did ever even sigh the name of pain

And faery wise I’ll hide me in the mist
- Of rose leaf words so steeped in sweet perfume
Whilst all your dreams will softly round me drift

So dimly in the purple hearted gloom.
H.M:R. 27.
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A Student’s Impression of the

Gymnasium Fire
James A. Nolan, ’29.

A disconcerting rumble, a far-distant crackling, weird
murmurs, baffling whispers—now distinct shouts! What can
it be? Jumping from my bed, I leaped to the window amid
cries of bewilderment and exclamations of surprise which send
shivers of fear through my trembling body. The sky is lurid
with flames, reminding one of a scorching August sunset.
Quickly I gasp, turn my head to the right, allow and Indian
war-cry to escape my lips, and hurriedly drawing on my
clothes, half dressed, I rush down the stairs and out into the
cold January night.

The gymnasium, a massive stone structure, a colossal
fortress keeping watch over her sleeping colleagues through
the long, lonely hours of the night, is a strange intermixture
of showers of starry sparks, sheets of hungry flames and
driving clouds of murky smoke. Impulsively the flames start
toward the darkened heavens, but, with a mischievous dart,
downward they caper around their unwilling viectim. For the
fraction of a moment I stand aghast, I draw my hands over
my eyes lest I be the victim of a delusion. Hastily buttoning
the top of my coat, and recovering my senses, I run to the
other side of the conflagration which has now burst forth as
if to give vent to some irrepressible passion. Here are priests,
brothers and students carrying articles of furniture; there a
group of indiscernible figures dragging the fire hose; now
someone is throwing boxes out of a broken, illuminated win-
dow; again two students ascend the high stone steps toward
the entrance and direct torrents of water upon the hungry,
living, destructive tongues of fire within.

I plunge into the work, now laboring with one crowd, now
with another. Someone bemoans the fact that the fire depart-
ment has not yet arrived; another savagely demands why
there is no water pressure; yet a third hoarsely declares that
the entire group of buildings will be in the control of the fire
before the first pale streaks creep across the sky. The roof
precipitates into an abyss of raging flames, which someone
likens to hell fire, simultaneously crossing himself as if to ask
Heaven to save him from such tortures. The walls shrivel,
the floors yield to the overpowering weight, but as they crash
to the ground new energy and life seems to be supplied the
tireless workers.



20 TOHBES SiNEl AT O R T S

All through the long weary hours the labor continues, and
when dawn breaks, giving promise of a sanguine sunrise, only
stark windowless walls enclose the smouldering ruins; the
once sturdy beams made plastic by the terrific heat of a Vul-
canic fire are fantastically bent and twisted as though by some
Herculean force, the fallen tile walls mingle their once im-
maculate whiteness with the charred debris, blackened and
crumbled. What a scene of desolation it is! Bit by bit the
groups dissemble and when the majestic sun ascends his
throne in all his winter glory, only one band of dejected and
exhausted men remain to pay tribute to the work of their

conqueror.

The Reconstruction Plans ’

Scarcely had the smoke cleared away from the ruins of
the old gymnasium when the College faculty and the provin-
cial council of the Viatorian Order, were hard at work dis-
cussing the plans for reconstruction. The result of these de-
liberations has found expression in the architect’s plan for
two separate buildings, one a mess hall and the other a gym-
nasium. Both buildings will be absolutely fireproof and will
be built on an avenue running East and West and cutting the
present College drive at right angles where the old gymnasium
stood. By thus shifting the axis of the building plan the col-
lege will have ample room for all future buildings, as well as
adequate athletic fields, within the limits of the present
campus.

The contract for these two buildings has been let to the
Warner Construction Company of Chicago with the obliga-
tion of beginning building operations the first week in March
and turning over the buildings completed by the first of Sep-
tember. -

The gymnasium, built of brick and concrete, is a hundred
and eighty feet long by one hundred and forty feet wide. The
main floor will be ninety-two feet wide and one hundred and
six feet long. It will have two practice basket-ball floors
and one exhibition floor, full regulation size. All around this
hall on the four sides will be a Billiard and Pool-Hall, Bowling-
Alleys, Hand-Ball Court, Special Gymnastic-Room, Coaches
Assembly-Room, Varsity-Room, a full regulation Swimming-
Pool thil:ty by seventy-five feet, with shower-rooms and other
accessories.
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The mess hall, also built of brick and concrete, will be
between the new gymnasium and the Science Hall facing
South upon the athletic field. It will be a one-story building,
that will have kitchen and dining hall facilities for five-hun-
dred students.

A third building is absolutely necessary to meet the pres-
ent development of the College. During the past three years
the Viator Extension Club has been raising funds for a dormi-
tory building. The organizer of this club Reverend J. P.
O’Mahoney, Treasurer of the College, is now preparing a re-
port of these funds which will be soon sent to the members of
the Extension Club. There will be now a greater need than
ever for more room accommodations as the present building
program will offer more facilities and greater attraction for
college students. The Resolution passed at the meeting of the
officers of the Alumni Association and approved at the annual
meeting shows that the Alumni are alive to the situation of
St. Viator. The College Council and the Provincial Council of
the Order in accordance with the request of the Alumni have
appointed Father O’Mahoney, c. s. v., to conduct a campaign
to finance the work of reconstruction. The Viatorian feels
confident that the Alumni and friends of St. Viator will give
a hearty response to the appeal to be made to them.




22 THE: VI AT OR THAN

Annual Alumni Meeting

The Annual Meeting of the Alumni Association for the
yvear 1926, took place at the Palmer House, Chicago, Tuesday
evening, February 9th. The President, Frank G. Rainey, '09,
and the following officers were present: John E. Cox, 17,
Vice-president, Rev. F. F. Connor, ’11, Vice-President, J. Glen
Powers, '21, General Secretary, Rev. J. P. O’Mahoney, C. S. V.,
01, Resident-Secretary, Lowell A. Lawson, ’15, Treasurer,
Trustee Very Rev. T. J. Rice, C. S. V., 05, Rev. Louis M.
O’Connor, ’07, Rev. Patrick C. Conway, '84. About seventy-
five members were present. After the adoption of the min-
utes of the previous meeting, the Chair appointed a nomin-
ating committee, Rev. Louis M. O’Connor, Francis Hangster-
fer, and Joseph Bolger. A report of the meeting of the offi-
cers which took place at St. Viator College, January 11, 1926,
was made, and the following resolution which had been ad-
opted unanimously at the officers meeting was read and also
adopted unanimously at this annual meeting: “Resolved that
the officers of the Alumni Association, in behalf of the Alumni
pledge to secure the physical, official, and professorial cquip-
ment of St. Viator College to meet the requirements for stand-
ardization of the Catholic Educational Association and the
North Central Association. We further resolve in persuance
of this to convass the Alumni for contributions amounting to
$300,000.00. One hundred members should be solicited to give
interest bearing notes, each for $2,000.00 payable $200.00
annually for ten years. The balance should be raised in cash.
Be it further resolved that the Treasurer of St. Viator Col-
lege, Father O’Mahoney, aided by other members of the Com-
munity and members of the Alumni Association, make this
canvass within the next three months and report to the offi-
cers of the Alumni Association, April 12, 1926.”

The College outlook at St. Viator was the topic discussed
at this meeting. The Right Rev. G. M. Legris, D. D., the Very
Rev. T. J. Rice, C. S. V., Rev. P. C. Conway, Rev. J. McCarthy,
‘01, and Rev. J. W. R. Maguire, C. S. V., spoke on difflerent
aspects of this subject. All the speakers made an eloquent
plea for higher Catholic education and emphasized the need
that such institutions as St. Viator have, not only for the
moral but even for the financial support of all those who be-
lieve in the religious education of youth, and especially of the
alumni and friends of these institutions. Rev. J. P. O’'Ma-
honey, C. S. V., combined the Treasurer’s report with the re-
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port of the Viator Extension Club. This club now has five
hundred and fifty-five (555) members, 314 former students
of St. Viator and 241 other friends of the institution. The

funds collected in this way will be used in the reconstruction
which is now going on at the College.

The Committee on Nominations presented the following
list and asked for the reelection of the present officers of the
organization as a tribute to the good work which they have
done during the past year:

Honorary President, The Right Rev. Alexander J. Mec-
Gavick, ’85.

President, Frank G. Rainey, ’08, Chicago.

Vice Presidents, John E. Cox, ’17, Chicago; Edward T.
- O’Connor, ’16, Peoria, Rev. S. N. Moore, ’98, Bloomington, Rev.
F. F. Connor, '11, Rockford, Walter J. Nourie, '10, Kankakee,
Thomas J. O’Reilly, '12, Springfield.

General Secretary, J. Glen Powers, 21, Chicago.

Resident Secretary, Rev. J. P. O'Mahoney, C. S. V., ’01,
College.

Treasurer, Lowell A. Lawson, ’15, Chicago.

Trustees Ex-Officio, Very Rev. T. J. Rice, C. S. V., 05,
Frank G. Rainey, ’08.

Trustees, 1925-'27, Very Rev. James J. Shannon, ’83,
Peoria, Rev. Louis M. O’Connor, 07, Urbana.

Trustees, 1925-°29, Rev. Patrick C. Conway, ’84, Chicago,
Hon. James G. Condon, '91, Chicago.

Frank Burke moved that the entire list of officers be
elected as nominated by the committee. Rev. J. LaMarre sec-
onded the motion and it was carried unanimously.

As a tribute to the old students Florence E. McAuliffe of
the class of ’81, the oldest alumnus present, was called upon
to say a word for the good old times long long ago. He spoke
most feelingly of the students and faculty of his day and he
paid a beautiful tribute to the worth of Catholic college edu-
cation. The musical part of the program was under the direc-
tion of John Monahan and to the tune of many an old college
song, he transported his hearers back to the campus of old St.
Viator. At eleven o’clock it was moved and seconded that the
meeting adjourn to convene again at the call of the officers of
the association. The motion was carried unanimously.

John P. O’Mahoney, C. S. V., Resident Sec’y.
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"AVE ATOUE VALE

The death of Rev. P. L.
Leary,ce..8.. %, came jas. a
shock to his community and
many friends. His gentle
soul passed to its eternal
reward on Tuesday eve-
ning, February 9, 1926 at
Pottsville, Pennsylvania.
For a number of years
Father Leary suffered very
poor health and, after
spending several weeks re-
cently in the Alexian
Brothers Hospital, Chicago,
Illinois, he was given leave
of absence by his superiors,
to take a complete rest at
the home of relatives in
Pennsylvania. :

The obsequies were held
at Maternity Church, Bour-
bonnais, Illinois, on Monday morning, February 15, at 10:30
o’clock. The Solemn High Mass was sung by the Very Rev.
W. J. Surprenant, c. s. v., the provincial of the Clerics of St.
Viator. He was assisted by the Very Rev. T. J. Rice, c. s. v.,
president of St. Viator College as Deacon, and the Rev. F. E.
Munsch, c. s. v., director of St. Bernard Hall, as Sub-deacon.
A most touching and fitting eulogy was delivered by the Rev.
W. J. Bergin, c. s. v. The remains were then borne to Ma-
ternity Cemetery, where they were laid with those of his con-

freres who have preceded him in death.

Father Leary was born at Mahanoy Plane, Pennsylvania, on Novem-
ber 19, 1880. He entered the Cleries of St. Viator in 1898 and in the
following year he pronounced his vows. After his first vows, he was
stationed at the Holy Name School, Chicago, Illinois, for six years. He
then began his study of philosophy and theology at St. Viator College,
and was ordained to the priesthood July 13, 1911. He was made Master
of Novices and this position he filled with marked success and was for
his novices always a shining example of genuine piety and saintliness.
When his term of office expired, Father Leary was called to parish work
at St. Edward Church, Chicago, Ill., and while here he was also Chaplain
for the Municipal Tuberculosis Hospital. It was in this latter office
especially, that Father Leary endeared himself to all those with whom
and for whom he labored. The sick will never forget his kindly min-
istrations, his paternal love for them.

When Father Leary’s health broke he was returned to St. Viator
College with no assigned duties. He made a valiant effort to regain his
health but to little avail as his powers were well nigh exhausted. Those
who knew him best will remember him as a saintly and deeply spiritual
religious and priest. May he rest in peace.
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Shakespeare and Jonson as Spectat-

ors of the Elizabethan Scene
John J. Toohill, 27

From our position in the world we may observe with an
interest pregnant with curiosity the various activities which
lend color to our century. ‘Preo” football and the secrets of
the Charleston are matters which appear to hold more than
their full share of interest for our American people. Tomor-
row they will be memories. The affairs of “Tea Pot Dome”
no longer have the prominence that the people as a whole
gave them a short time ago. In the theatre, the attention of
the people likewise is changing with a continuity that knows
no bounds. Audiences have progressed from a state of incipi-
ent interest to one of a clamorous demand for the presenta-
tion on our modern stage of the society of yestercentury as
depicted by George Bernard Shaw and Ibsen. Should today’s
public, in its course of changing thought, with its varying
desire for knowledge of the life of the past ages, desire accu-
rate information regarding the life and society of an historic
and eventful period of English life—the Elizabethan day—it
would behoove them to demand the production of Shakes-
peare’s plays to be followed immediately by Jonson’s dramatic
productions. From the views of these two one could obtain
a rather complete picture of Elizabethan England.

Both Shakespeare and Jonson are almost identical in
some respects. The religious and political disturbances of
the era did not affect these men as seriously as did the so-
ciety of the day. By opposing the social structure, Jonson
presents some definite ideas which when taken in their en-
tirety cover broad areas in the field of politics and social
endeavor. On the other hand, Shakespeare appears to have
derived a keen edged pleasure from the social aspect of the
time. Both men dealt with the problems which confront the
men and women of today; love and hate, morals—all that
which has paved the road of man through the centuries. They
took but that portion of it that passed through Elizabethan
life, examined its methods of construction, and then each in
a different manner informed the world of their conclusions.
They have mutually agreed that those men and women, who
passed along this portion of the road, were ‘“strong individual
men and women moved by passions and interests that speak,
and act without veiling their thoughts; they are people of
words and deeds who enjoyed life to its full; scorn death,
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ardent, revengeful, remorseless.” Together they held the
" mirror up to society in such a way that very little failed to be
reflected. What one missed the other seemed to visualize.
When Shakespeare deprived his characters of the indulgence
of tobacco in any form, Jonson leaves us proof that many of
that period were quite adept in its use. But above all this ap-
parent unity, these men were radically different in their ideas
of the prevailing society. It is because of this that one should
see one of Jonson’s productions after enjoying one from
Shakespeare. In the contrast lies the knowledge.

In the beginning of one of Jonson’s plays the author has
the following lines:
“Deeds, and language, such as men do use
And persons, such as comedy would choose,
When she would show an image of the times,
And sport with human follies, not with crime.”

To “show an image of the times” is to all appearance
exactly what Jonson wished to do. He brings forth “per-
sons, such as comedy would choose,” but in his haste to in-
form the world of these “human follies” he overlooks his char-
acters and fails to humanize them. True, there is the “brag-
gart soldier, the clever servant, the avaricious and jealous
husband, the gay young man and even the gulls”’—all obvi-
ously suggested by the common types of the day. They all
speak, but merely as puppets who are predestined for no other
life than that of slaving in an effort to present to the world
Jonson’s “image of the times.”

Just as Conrad traveled over the turbulent waters of
many a forlorn sea in an ostensible effort to learn for him-
self the truth about the rage of the gale and the terrors of
shipwreck, so did Johnson go out upon the crowded streets of
busy London, ever tilting his mirror so that all details might
be reflected for his scrutiny. He traveled the most prominent
avenues ever peering to the right and left. Again his course
sent him down an unfrequented alley; all paths led to the
same thing. ‘Whenever Jonson came upon something new,
he detained it long enough to focus it in the field of his micro-
scope. "However the wells of his curiosity would not be filled,
hence Jonson remained the scientific observer of the condi-
tions of men and women to the end. The more data he ob-
tained, the greater became his observations. But Jonson
looked with the eyes of the historian and the scientific inves-
igator alone. In his examinations of human beings, he so
tore them apart that the appearances by which they were
usually recognized became obliterated; he so robbed men of
their natures that they became but mere foibles. When intro-
ducing them into the pages of his drama he employed his
imagination to such a small degree that his characters bore
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only the names of people. Their freedom of life might be
likened to a victrola record; a few turns—a few words, and
their purpose of existence has been fulfilled. Where Jonson,
the dramatist, failed, Jonson, the true and thorough histor-
ian, flourished. He was primarily interested in the condition
and not in the individual persons who created the events of
which he wrote. ‘

Jonson wastes little time in stripping from Elizabethan
society all the imaginative and sentimental finery with which
the chanting procession of centuries are wont to clothe it. In
a contemplative attitude of cold reasoning the man undeniably
joined the group of Elizabethan critics, whose object appears
to have been the dragging forth of truth from behind the
cloud of conventionalities which had been obscuring it. We
know that Jonson hated conventions, and in observing them
and writing of them he peers so far beyond the characters in
his attempt to describe them that men become pigmies. In
thus writing he avoids the common idiom and plunges into a
stiff, quaint and harsh phraseology, with many words bor-
rowed from the Latin. In his satire, of a deep-cutting nature,
he overlooks nothing. It can truly be said that the greater
portion of his several works deal not so much with the indi-
vidual character as upon some particular phase of the time,
which apparently becomes the sole object of his criticism.
The scientific, the humanitarian, the historical, the military
and the religious attitudes all receive their share of harping;
the vice and folly in each is so satirized as to make them ap-
pear at least contemptible to Jonson. In his “Alchemist’” he
creates the character Mammon, one who is the ‘“picture of
concupiscence, of sensuous appetite, generally sublimed by the
heat of imagination into something pathetic.” He belittles
everything from knighthood down to the then quite novel pro-
cedure of smoking a pipe. Yet, Jonson’s comedies are no cruel
reflection of English life; they are merely a moral—a satirical
effort to reform manners. The explanation of this lies in the
fact that Jonson stood and observed the time and its society
from the outside, never mingling with it or feeling warmth
thereof. Some critics say of him that “he mirrored what he
saw of men and manners with untiring fidelity, heightening
and coloring the picture with hearty and virile humor and
interpreting it with sound and censorious morality.” Sidney
said that as a dramatist he failed to distinguish the dramatic
fable from the narrative; that he did not mirror nature or
imitate life, he merely told impossible stories. Yet, upon
giving some of Jonson’s works a close examination, Sidney
should have admitted that the man has left some quite realis-
tic comedies, with servants, drunkards, constables, and clowns,
and the elbowing of the monarchs by humorous persons of
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low life. The picture is at least a complete one. Quite true,
some of his best contributions to dramatic literature are of the
romantic, and are, therefore, naturally less realistic than his
other works, but what is not romance has delighted us not
in “heroisms, villianies, and aspirations of romantic vision,
but in absurdity, frivolity, and grossness of the Elizabethan
day.” One critic uses many pages of manuscript harping on the
lack of ethical or aesthetic aims of the clowns and kings who
are made to mingle in the farce and action of the writer’s
tragedies. But then another immediately says that “Jonson
wrote of little fishes, without making them talk like whales.”
It is doubtful if many of Jonson’s characters in real life con-
fused “scholarship with pedantry and verse with theory” as
Jonson did when writing of them.

In speaking of Shakespeare Jonson himself said:

“He was not of an age, but for all times!” Truly enough
Shakespeare did not write of one century; he wrote of “all
time”’, but when writing of his own time he was at his best.
“He wrote the text of modern life; the text of matters; he
drew the men of England and Europe; the father of the man
in America; he drew the man and described the day and what
is done in it; he read the hearts of men and women; their
probity, and their secret thoughts and wiles; the wiles of
innocence, and the transitions by which virtues and vices
retrograde or advance into their contraries; he knew the laws
of repression which make the police of nature; and all the
sweets and all the terrors of humanity lay in his
mind as truly but as softly as a landscape on the eye.”
Before Shakespeare gained this knowledge he must needs
have learned it; he learned it from the teacher of the times—
from society, about which he loved to write. He puts this
society into the pages of his dramas, not like Jonson with his
satire, but through remarkable, though natural, characteriz-
ation of the individuals who divulge the secrets of their time.
Where Jonson denied imagination a place in the picture,
Shakespeare never wrote without it; with it he filled in the
scenes of his acts with living men and women. We see Dame
Ford sending out her washing to have it laundered instead
of having the servants attend to it in her own household. The
frequent quaffings of wine alone with the bets and duels have
an important place in the corners of every act; a man bets a
dish of stewed prunes that he can defeat a rival at fencing;
the same man also swears “by his gloves”. Love-letters, dis-
placed by the telegraph and telephone in our own time, were
things of deliberation in the Elizabethan day. In Shakespeare
there is a noticeable absence of any definite demarcation be-
tween nobility and gentry; the traditional distinction is ap-
parently removed. Jonson also points this out.
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Was it not Brandes who said; “No mortal man, from the
time of the Renaissance to our own day, has caused such up-
heavals and revivals in the literatures of different natious.
Intellectual revolutions have emanated from his outspoken
boldness and his eternal youth, and have been quelled by his
sanity, his moderation, and eternal wisdom ?”” In that sanity
lies Shakespeare’s power. Jonson was neglectful of those
restrictions necessary for sanity in writing. But in that in-
sanity of his writing, if it may be called that, like in the dis-
torted conversations of his characters, he reveals to us the
secrets of society. Shakespeare does not present characters
other than the most natural but his revelation of the times is
not a whit more shallow; it is deeper than that of Jonson. At
any rate that is the methods of Ben Jonson and William
Shakespeare in their endeavor to give us pictures of Eliza-
bethan society.

In the pages of Jonson’s plays there lies buried the teem-
ing life of Elizabethan England with its secrets and with its
pedantries, its short-lived hopes and frail desires, because in
comedy Jonson did not select from the mass of social material;
in truth absolute information about people and society was
his ideal. The result is that to after ages he makes no pro-
found human appeal. His characters speak not to men of
the present generation, for they never lived in the soul of
Jonson, to whom men and society were repungant. The
austere fastidiousness of the man shackled his genius from
creating characters that would walk down the avenues of all
generations speaking with a human voice and palpitating with
a human heart. The reader today marvels at the man’s
social information, whilst the mind of the reader and his emo-
tions remain unmoved. Shakespeare—the wizard—has as
much social information as Jonson, he was part and parcel of
his own London, but his artistic imagination and shaping
power stirred the vari-colored waters of London society, so
that sympathy was born in his soul for toiling man and jovial
clown. This sympathy became the basis whereby Shakespeare
toiled to leave us a picture of London society, that speaks to
all times and days a human language and produces a human
appeal. Shakespeare in comedy gives the life warmth and
the light on the Elizabethan day, whilst Jonson gives but
light.
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THE VERDICT

James Evans ’29

A very tired young woman was trudging wearily home-
ward from her day’s work. Mrs. Sandon was a maid for a
very wealthy family and this day’s work seemed to have been
the most trying that she had ever had. As she passed under
the glaring lights of Broadway, she appeared haggard and
worn. Her face, however, though it appeared wan and pallid,
retained traces of unusual beauty and strong character. Dark
eyes that had lost their lustre seemed to require conscious
effort to keep them from closing. Beneath her hat small dainty
curls of chestnut-colored hair were visible. Clothes that were
old were still worn with neatness and grace, while her small
trim feet slowly paced along the street, tired and unsteady.
It required all her strength to climb the rickety old stairs in
the dilapidated tenement house which she called home. Reach-
ing her apartment she sank exhausted upon a couch and fell
‘nto a fitful sleep. Had an observer been present, he would
have perceived that Mrs. Sandon had been a lady of excep-
tional beauty, and though yet a young woman, fortune had
been unkind to her and the world was using her cruelly.

In her uneasy sleep she dreamed that her son, Bobby, a
thin, pale, and sickly child, had been sent to the country, and
had grown strong and healthy. She dreamed that they pos-
sessed a cozy little home surrounded by beautiful gardens and
blessed with love and happiness. Her Bobby had grown up
strong and manly, and had become a great man of the world.

A startling cry dispelled these blissful visions. The
mother rushed to the other room where she found her tiny
son had fallen into a faint. She revived and soothed him and
after giving him some weak tea put him to sleep with a few
hours of story-telling. As he slept, she dropped to her knees
hoping against hope that her recent dream would come true.

Hours passed and there was no improvement in Bobby.
For weeks he had been slowly losing color, for weeks his weak
and white little body had been wasting away. Lately Mrs.
Sandon’s faith and hope had been wavering and weakening.
Heaven, she thought, was treating her coldly, allowing such
heartache and sorrow to fall to her lot. Night after night she
had been keeping vigil at the bedside of the only cne on earth
that she held dear. The agony of seeing her son sink further
and further had a deadening influence and now she ceased to
pour forth prayers as she dreamed of the happiness that seem-
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ed ever more remote. Week after week she had gone to work
tired and sullen, bearing a sad, pale and gloomy countenance.

Not the least of her worries was her inability to send
Bobby to school and to equip him for life’s stern battle. What
chance had her son without an education and without health ?
The doctor had told her that the air of the uplands would save
the boy. But how was she, now even worse than penniless, to
acquire sufficient money for this purpose? As the night
dragged wearily on Mrs. Sandon racked her mind to discover
some method by which she could obtain a sum of money. She
had already borrowed from friends who had been anxious to
help her, but she knew she could not impose upon them any
further. To extract any sizable amount of funds from her
weekly salary was impossible and so the light of dawn, in-
stead of hope, brought desperation into her soul. Hence, as
she busied herself in preparing a meager breakfast, she was
resolving to get money by the first means that presented it-
self, even though it would be necessary to stifle her conscience
in the act. After nervously gulping a few bites of food which
was all that constituted her morning meal, (due undoubtedly
to the rash resolve she had evidently made), she hurried to
the beautiful residence district where she worked. As the
distracted woman reached her destination and entered the
imposing structure of her mistress, her mind was occupied
with dangerous thoughts by which she was comparing her
own misery with the apparent wealth and happiness of others.
Immediately going to her own dressing room she donned her
servant’s attire and proceeded about her daily tasks which
carried her through most of the rooms in the palatial dwelling.
To the cheerful greetings of the other maids, she vouchsafed
no reply but continued mechanically with her duties. Such
unwonted behavior on the part of one who had until lately
been esteemed as a happy, generous and friendly woman
aroused no little discussion among the frivolous maids who
knew nothing of the anguish preying at the maternal heart
of Mrs. Sandon.

Miss Paxton, a chambermaid, had always been Mrs.
Sandon’s closest companion. The two had worked together for
many years and frequently visited at each other’s homes.
Miss Paxton had often helped Mrs. Sandon in her struggles
with poverty and was naturally very much interested in her
friend’s unusual mood. So at the first opportunity she ap-
proached her and with a friendly arm about her shoulder,
said,

“Good morning Dot! What seems to be the trouble,
dear ?” Mrs. Sandon looked at her through worried eyes and
with a futile attempt toward a smile, informed her of the sor-
row she was suffering, concluding with a sigh,
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“I do not know what to do, I am afraid I will lose all on
this earth that I have to live for,—my boy!”

“I have been unable to get any more money for you,”
her friend lamented after some thought, “but do you think
that you could last it out until our mistress returns from
Europe? She will help you I am certain.”

“O! if she only would,” explained Mrs. Sandon, in her
dilemma grasping at any straw, “but when will she be back ?”’

“In three weeks, we had a letter from her this morning.”

Three weeks! Were she to wait that long neither money
nor care would restore Bobby. If she were to save Bobby,
she must act now. The resolution must be carried out;—
she would suppress the voice of conscience.

Miss Paxton, seeing that she could be of no assistance to
her distressed companion, left the room, which happened to
be the mistress’s bedroom. Mrs. Sandon, in a distracted mood,
and duster in hand, moved over to the dressing table. She
paused a moment to survey herself in the mirror. The image
of a tired and worried woman was reflected. Her face had
begun to wrinkle and deep lines were already forming around
her eyes. Cringing before the reflection, she absent-mindedly
began arranging the things in the drawers. Suddenly she
came to a startled pause. A necklace of pearls was clinging
to her trembling fingers. What was making her so nervous?
Why was her feverish brow cold with perspiration? She had
gone through this selfsame task a thousand times before. Ah!
this was the occasion to satisfy her desperate resolution.
What was a piece of jewelry compared to the life of her son.
With one wild glance toward the mirror she left the room.
Fired with desperation, she dressed and hurriedly departed
from the house, ignoring eveéen Miss Paxton’s anxious call as
she rushed down the steps.

Waiting at the pawnbrokers, she displayed, even to an
inexperienced observer, a very perturbed state of mind. But
she was not thinking of herself; she was excited at the pros-
pect of seeing her child out of death’s shadow. The eyebrows
of the quaint old fellow behind the counter nearly disappeared
under the edge of his black skull-cap when the pearls were dis-
closed to his view. But he said nothing, however, and readily
handed over the price that was asked.

Mrs. Sandon was not contemplating apprehension and so
did not notice the tall, dark, muscularly built man of approx-
imately forty years of age, who was loitering about the shop.
A pair of shrewd dark eyes that caught every detail, shown
from his tan clean-shaven face. His well-dressed appearance
and manly carriage marked him as a gentleman. After Mrs.
Sandon had entered and closed the door of her dwelling this
same man could have been seen strolling leisurely by whistling
softly to himself.
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At 12:15 o’clock the next day a nervous lady and a sickly
boy were at the Grand Central Station waiting for a train that
would take them to Rowling, a small mountain resort. Mrs.
Sandon’s anxiety was caused not so much from fear of de-
tection, but rather by the possibilities that the change of sur-
roundings would hold for Bobby. As she was waitinrg her
thoughts turned to the dismay that her rich employer would
register when her pearls could not be located. Some discon-
certing reactions were about to envelope the unfortunate
woman but they were frustrated by a whimper from the sickly
lad who was the unwilling cause of the whole situation. The
train was called as he was quieted and the pair were lost to
view as they were swept up by the crowd leaving the station.
When the disturbance incident to train leaving had abated, a
tall dark man was talking in an interested manner to the man
at the window where Mrs. Sandon had purchased her tickets.

To all outward appearances health and happiness ruled
at the little cottage in the mountains where the fSandons were
domriciled. The balmy air and sunshine had almost worked
miracles for Bobby. Three weeks in the open had already
placed him well on the road to convalescence. Even Mrs.
Sandon had profited by the change. The ruddy glow in her
cheeks once more asserted itself. But withal, the change had
failed to bring her complete happiness. Now that her fear
for Bobby’s life was gone, the knowledge of her theft began
to gnaw at her conscience and gave birth to a thousand fears,
presentiments and dreads.

The fourth Saturday after her arrival at Rowling was a
day of uneasiness, filled with forebodings of the most varied
character. After having put Bobby to bed she picked up a
newspaper to divert her mind from the grim visions that were
haunting her soul. With a startled cry she suddenly threw
the paper from her, then snatched it up and read it intensely
for a few moments. The discovery had come at last! The
loss of the jewels was being broadcast over the country! The
whereabouts of a maid who had disappeared from her work
were being sought and her apprehension was hourly expected!

A paroxysm of fear and anxiety seized Mrs. Sandon. Her
face turned pale and her eyes lost their brilliancy in an agony
of fear. She was in frenzy of trepidation. The seriousness of
her crime began to dawn upon her in its true light. If caught,
she realized that punishment would be inevitable; she would
be doomed to prison. But worse yet, the comfort and happi-
ness that she had given her boy might at any moment be
taken from him.

The loud ringing of the door bell at this instant was
scarcely more than Mrs. Sandon expected. Nevertheless, she
was very unsteady as she arose, wiped the tears from her eyes,
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and went to the door. The tall dark man who entered politely
nodded and handed her his card. Consternation filled Mrs.
Sandon’s soul as she read:

MR. F. A. CONDOR
DALLERTON DETECTIVE AGENCY

Mr. Condor’s eyes covered every detail in the room and
even rested a moment or two on the sleeping form of the child,
visible through the door of the adjoining room. Then they
came back to Mrs. Sandon and he lost no time in beginning his
questioning. To his preliminary inquiries she replied directly
and frankly. Then he asked,

“Mrs. Sandon, do you know anything more about the
necklace theft than what you read in this evening’s paper?”

The woman started to reply but her lips trembled piti-
fully and weakly bowing her head, she remained silent.

Mr. Condor would ordinarily have followed the policy
that had been responsible for his reputation as a great detect-
ive, and fired questions and threats at his subject upon display
of such a weakness which would have resulted in a complete
confession. But he had a full understanding of Mrs. Sandon’s
life, due principally to the fact that she had made no effort to
avoid detection since her robbery. Now as she stood before
him defenseless and without any effort toward deceit, he was,
perhaps for the first time in his career, touched deeply with
pity. Certainly for the first time he found his vocation re-
pulsive. But he was a man of character and he knew his duty.
The huge reward offered in this case made his task appear
more cruel.

The next day Mrs. Sandon’s old neighbors were surprised
to see her and her small son return to their old apartment in
the tenement house. It was due to Mr. Condor’s influence
that they knew nothing of the crime that smirched her char-
acter. But further than that, Mr. Condor had promised
Mrs. Sandon that he would procure a bondsman for her
and that he would retain an attorney for her defense
at the trial. She did not know that these benevolent
acts had cost him far more than his salary and reward.
During the time intervening between the apprehension and
trial, Mr. Condor found occasion to call at the Sandon home a
number of times in the interest of the approaching event.
Mrs. Sandon of course could divulge nothing in regard to these
visits so that there was small wonder that the neighbors were
soon predicting a far more joyful occasion in the near future
than the one that brought Mrs. Sandon to court.

Now Mr. Condor was one of those men who had never
been in love and in this particular instance he was moved



i HE Rl OF R TE AN 35

solely by pity. He was too just a man to excuse crime, but
his heart was touched by the trials and unhappiness that had
been the fortune of Mrs. Sandon up until the time that she
had taken the pearls. Now since that incident he felt that in
an indirect way he was the cause of far greater trials beset-
ting her for the remainder of her life. Surely, he thought,
this woman was suffering far more than the penalty of one
crime should decree. It was with such a thought that he
secured the services of the best legal talent available in the
hopes that her sentence would be lightened.

* S * * * *

The snowstorms of five winters have swept across the
ranches of Colorado since the above event transpired. One
of these great areas is owned by a tall dark man who, though
characterized by his habitual silence of the past is always
called upon for his opinion in disputes that arise among the
cowboys because ‘of his strict sense of justice. With him
is a hardy lad of about ten years of age who seems to have the
freedom of the ranch. He is called Bobby but is beginning to
insist that he is just Bob. No one asks why or how he hap-
pens to be on that ranch for those questions are not asked in
that country ; but when he is twenty-one Mr. Condor will show
him two newspaper clippings. One will tell of the trial of
Mrs. Sandon with conviction and sentence of two years im-
prisonment for a theft of jewelry. It will also state that the
verdict was pronounced chiefly on the basis of testimony given
by Detective Condor.

The other article will mention the death of Mrs. Sandon
in prison just three weeks before her sentence would have
expired.
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Like all Gaul, the history of St. Viator College
THE NEW is divided into three parts. There is first the
ST. VIATOR period starting when the school was founded
by the good brothers who laboriously erected
the first structure from the natural supply of rock that lay at
hand. For thirty years this school continued to grow until
it consisted, as was the custom in those days, of one extens-
ive building that included the chapel, dormitories, classrooms,
refectory and recreation rooms. But one February night in
1906 a fire broke out during supper hour and the next morn-
ing, with only a partially constructed gymnasium for a begin-
ning, the Viatorians launched into the second era of the
College’s history.
This time a more modern system of building was observ-
ed and the separate buildings that we see today were put up.
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An atmosphere of virility permeated the campus and the col-
lege made even greater strides than during its first third of a
century of existence. The last few years it became impossible
to accommodate all the students who applied for entrance and
sites were being measured for new halls. But the three hours
fire that destroyed the gymnasium on the night of the sixth
of January also destroyed these plans.

The regretted conflagration of several weeks ago ended
these particular plans, it is true, but only to have far greater
ones of a vastly more extensive nature already substituted in
their place. As the Viator that sprung up from the debris of
1906 was greater than the original St. Viator College, so St.
Viator College five years hence will surpass the present. We
are making this assertion not so much because a new dining
hall and gymnasium will be standing on the campus within
ninety days and because the massive front of a third building
devoted exclusively to the college department will shadow the
main drive within a year or two, but because of approaching
changes to occur in the policies of the institution. Indications
unmistakably point to a complete separation of the high school
from the college department to be effected before most of the
students now in school have finished their courses, while re-
turning alumni in 1936 will very likely be visiting St. Viator
University where only college work will be offered. When we
consider that a course in Commerce leading to degrees, pre-
medics, and pre-engineering have been added to the curriculum
in the last decade we feel that St. Viator is really out-growing
the short-pants stage.

When we said that a new gymnasium was on the point of
being erected we were careless in the selection of terms, for
th structure that will face south toward the football field will
be a Field House, a building that represents the latest idea
in college branch of athletics. Anent this subject we might
interest the reader further by divulging the information that
the Athletic Department is at present seriously considering
the adoption of the Freshmen Rule. Perhaps such a regula-
tion is a little premature yet but eventually it will be put in
force.

A writer in our last issue, referred to the college as we
have known it as, ‘the new St. Viator,’—a term quite appro-
priate at that time. But on January the sixth the dawn of
another epoch in Viatorian history broke upon us, and while
trials and inconveniences will beset us, let us hope that no one
will allow discouragement to cloud his vision of The New
St. Viator.

Y. 20,
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On the editorial page of a well known news-
“MAKING THE paper, which, according to its own admis-
VIATORIAN” sion, is the world’s greatest, there is a

column of items furnished by interested
readers. Only contributions that are of special merit, such as
those with a satirical jab, a dash of humor, or a farcical in-
terpretation, are printed. Considerable interest has been
aroused by the conductor of the column and he is able to pub-
lish only a small percent of the daily contributions. The re-
sult is that a keen rivalry prevails among those submitting
material, so that when a contributor sees his matter in the
column he basks in self-satisfaction, for he can now number
himself among those who have ‘made the line’.

In contrast to this spirit of active interest and effort on
the part of the readers of the daily newspapers is the apathy
which college students manifest toward their school maga-
zines. Judging from comments in our exchanges, this paucity
of interest is almost a universal characteristic in communi-
ties wherein ungovernable trouser legs and vicious neckties
predominate. Why students can remain less impassioned to-
ward their college magazine than the ordinary citizens does
toward the public newspapers, can hardly be explained by any-
one who has faith in school spirit.

After having somehow assembled the material for three
issues of the Viatorian we are now in such a state, that, were
an upper classman to present an unsolicited contribution, the
shock would wreck the editorial chamber. Yet, there is as
much school spirit at Viator as any other college, so why this
scarcity of unsolicited support behind the Viatorian? We
believe it is due to failure to appreciate the satisfaction that
is experienced by a student when he sees the first piece of
writing, absolutely his own, appear in print. Having once
produced a paper that is worthy of publication, a fascinating
sphere looms before the individual and he becomes as interest-
ed in ‘making the Viatorian’, as the scrub does in making the
first squad.

The Viatorian, being a college organ published by stu-
dents, has its literary standard limited accordingly. But we
would not have anyone believe that all students produce writ-
ing that is acceptable to the Viatorian. By way of comparison
we can point out that from fourteen to sixteen men are award-
ed letters in football and earning a letter is regarded no mean
achievement. Yet there are not over a dozen students in the
entire college whose writing could be accepted regularly by
the Viatorian. So if a student can put an article in the Via-
torian he is in a more select group than those are who wear
the coveted “V”’. But since mental achievement is of a higher
order than physical accomplishment he is a luminary of a
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more elevated sphere than the athletic star. Of course the
latter receives the lion’s share of all that appeals to us as col-
legians and personally we confess that, just while we are in
school, we would rather make a touchdown than write a short
story.

However, in later years we may gain solace in recalling
that our name figured in the table of contents of the Viatorian
at least a time or two, and in that we have incontestable evi-
dence of at least average scholarship. So in making the foot-
ball team you make it for a few years at the most, but when
you make the Viatorian vou have achieved something that will
never slip from you. Y. P26,

* * %

After six weeks filled with many complex
WHAT DID and weary ordeals of slow and tedious cross-
MITCHELL DO? examination, a trial, said to be the most re-
markable of its kind in the annals of United
States History, ended in the formal conviction of the defend-
ant, Colonel Mitchell. Though the Colonel was found guilty
of violating Article of War 96, which proscribes actions “to
the prejudice of good order and military discipline”, his sen-
tence, as handed out by the jury, is supposed to have been one
of leniency. Because of his outstanding military record dur-
ing the recent World War, Mitchell was not ordered within
the restraining walls of a prison, nor was he outwardly given
a fine. Such measures as imprisonment or fines were not
cherished by the War Department. To wrest all military au-
thority from the Colonel was what that aggrieved body osten-
sibly desired most of all. In sentencing Mitchell “to be sus-
pended from rank, command, and duty, with forfeiture of all
pay and allowances for five years,” the judges did what
Secretary of War Weeks and his friends seemed to urge.
Mitchell, without his martial authority can no longer ‘“go
nosing about” into the affairs of the Army Air Department or
any other department of ‘“that body most removed of all
branches of the Government from the citizens,” as Senator
Capper so accurately stated when recently speaking of the
Army.
This expulsion of Mitchell from the Army is the result of
a year of exciting and heated arguments regarding the con-
duct of the United States Air Service. Upon his return from
Europe, after a career of service replete with incidents of ex-
traordinary bravery, and with the breast of his uniform hid-
den behind medals of war, Mitchell was appointed Assistant
Chief of the Army Air Service and awarded the rank of
Brigadier General by President Harding. In Europe he had
risen from a private to the Chief of the Army Air Service
participating in the St. Mihiel section, but had possessed only
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temporary rank as Brigadier General. For three years follow-
ing this appointment, there was apparently nothing but com-
patibility between the Assistant Air Chief and his superiors,
but it has since been learned that he continually irritated the
Army General Staff by attacking their pet ideas, and offering
those of his own as something superior. On the fourth and
final year in his office as Assistant Air Chief, the House of
Representatives staged their little air-craft party, and it was
here that Brigadier General Mitchell proceeded to impart the
information that the U. S. Air program was so inferior to that
of other countries that it amounted to nothing more than an
expensive joke on the American people. The result was that
when a few weeks later Mitchell’s term of office expired, Secre-
tary of War Weeks advised President Coolidge to appoint a
new Assistant Air Chief. As his reason for such action Weeks
sald: ‘““General Mitchell’s whole course has been so lawless,
so contrary to the building up of an efficient organization, so
lacking in team work, so indicative of a desire for publicity
at the expense of everyone with whom he is associated, that
his actions make him unfit for a high administrative position
such as he now holds. His record since the war has been such
that he has forfeited the good opinion of those who are fami-
liar with the facts and who desire to promote the best inter-
ests of national defense.” Mitchell then lost his Brigadier
Generalship and once more became a Colonel, and was station-
ed as air officer of the Eighth Army Corps at San Antonio.

At San Antonio Colonel Mitchell went about his duties in
quiet and efficient manner—until early in September when
the giant dirigible Shenandoah somersaulted from above the
clouds back to earth with a heavy loss of life and over a mil-
lion of the American tax-payer’s dollars. This disastrous and
tragic event gave the Colonel an opportunity to broadcast to
the world what he though was the real trouble with the air
department. ‘“These accidents”, he said, “are a direct result
of incompetence, criminal negligence, and almost treasonable
administration of the national defense by the War and Navy
Departments.” Then it was that he was summoned before a
court martial. The accusations directed against the Army
and Navy by Colonel Mitchell were questionable to the people
as a whole. Were all these charges empty hallucinations, or
could these statements stand the fire of investigation? As the
trial proceeded the more evident it became that the questioned
charges were only too true. “Colonel Mitchell demonstrated
the substantial accuracy of his charges that the Army air-
craft force has been mismanaged and neglected, if not deliber-
ately allowed to deteriorate. He produced conclusive evidence
of the inexcusable and criminal hazards to which American
Airmen are subjected because they are forced to use unfit
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machines. He proved beyond successful contradiction that
this country is so far behind other leading powers in the air
that its flying defense is practically a joke.”

When Mitchell was appointed assistant Chief of the Air
forces it must not have been expected of him that he exercise
any official authority for the betterment of the sorry condi-
tions in the air forces. From what little the man did do or
say the consequences have proved quite conclusively that it
would have been much more beneficial for him to have sat
still, observed nothing, and said nothing. Is that the manner
in which men are destined to act in fulfilling the offices for
the trusting public? The tax-payer must provide his living,
but everything regarding the progress or deterioration of their
departments is to be kept from him. Evidently, no one, not
even Congress was supposed to know that our air force was
in the least deficient.

Mitchell’s protests have aroused many of the leaders of
this country, and they are now inquiring more and more into
this shady question of aviation. Martin B. Madden, Republi-
can Congressman from Illinois, after a thorough study of the
case, states that there has been inexcusable waste by the
Army and Navy in the expenditure of appropriations for avia-
tion. He charges that both the Army and Navy have squan-
dered millions of dollars in purposeless, meaningless, experi-
mental orgy in technical aircraft development; that appropri-
ations made by Congress for support of Army and Navy air
services were greater during the current year than similar
appropriations made by England, France, and Japan. He de-
clared that “we are spending $86,000,000 a year for Army and
Navy aviation, for which we are receiving nothing.” No right
thinking man, such as Mitchell gives evidence of being, could
remain in connection with such a concern as the United States
Ailr Department and allow such conditions to continue with-
out at least attempting to point them out. What the United
States Government needs is more of such men as Colonel
Mitchell—not the men who are willing to sit back in their
swivel chairs, draw their commissions, and do nothing for the
country and people who place such trusts of importance in
their hands. No doubt there would be many such men if it
were not for the fact that as soon as they started to point out
abuses, they would be silenced like a radio concert, which when
it fails to please the listener is shut off and heard no more.

John Toohill, ’27.
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EXCHANGES

“Oh-h-h, I've got a headache,” said Myself.

“A headache on New Years morning is a proof of having
stayed out all night the night before.” I said, rather pleased
with my own wit.

“Well, that proves I haven’'t a headache”, answered My-
self with maddening composure.

“But it doesn’t prove you haven’t stayed out all the night
before.”

“Certainly it does. You said a headache was the proof.
I haven’t a headache. There is no proof.”

“But you just said you had a headache.”

“That hasn’t anything to do with what I'm saying now.
Try to attend to the thing on hand. Don’t let your brain
wander.”

“Well, a thing cannot both be and not be.”

“Not at the same time. I had a headache. You proved
to me that I had no headache, for which I am intensely grate-
ful. I assure you it is a great relief.”

“Oh, that’s all nonsense. Now, tell me what you think—"

“I will render my valuable opinion on nothing until I have
a cigarette.”

“Sometimes I think you’re the most conceited person in
the world”, I remarked as I handed him the camels, and then
under my breath muttered, from sheer force of habit, “Why
don’t you buy yourself a cigarette once in a while ?”

He took one with a thoughtful air and said: ‘“No, not
the most conceited. I hardly think I could claim that,” he
went on regretfully. ‘‘Besides George Moore might object.”
—“In answer to your last remark I would say that I always
considered you more capable of dealing with animals than
myself. I remember when you were young you wanted to be
an animal trainer, and now—you have a pack of camels.”

“That is certainly very poor wit. You don’t suppose I'm
ooing to put that in print?”

“It’s no worse than some of the things already in print.”

“What, for example?”’

“Never say, ‘what, for example’. It sounds learned and
you're not. You give people a wrong impression.”

“I didn’t know you were so careful about giving correct
Impressions.”

“I am. You notice I'm always careful to give people the
impression that I'm conceited, because I am. But you’re not
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conceited and never could be conceited, (you haven’t enough
brains) and yet you’re always trying to act conceited. It’s
extremely shallow of you to pretend to be what you aren’t.”

“Say, if you want to hear something really conceited
listen to this. He beats you all hollow.”

“Read away. Read away. My ear has never been deaf
to the voice of true worth.”

“Well, this is what some young critic with a Mencken com-
plex and an Edgar Guest brain writes about Tennyson’s
“Tears, Idle Tears”. You know,—

“Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean;

Tears from the depth of some divine despair’—

*Yas, yves:——

“Rise in the heart and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy Autumn fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.”

“A beautiful bit of verse though perhaps a trifle sen-
timental. Yet who has not known such tears?”

“Sentimental, I assure you it’s much more than that. It’s
unscientific!

“Unscientific! But good heavens—"

“Did you ever stop to think that tears cannot rise in the
heart?”

EBne v at—

“No, no, listen! I won’t subject you to the whole thing;
but there’s what he says about those tears:—

“‘Let me now call your attention to the phrase: “Tears
from the depth of some divine despair.” This is ridiculous,
to say the very least, for the very fact that tears rise from
anything, shows clearly that the thing is human. Who ever
heard of anything divine really weeping! KEven despair if it
were divine would never know the fall of tears. And even if
we were to admit that tears may actually have come what
could the poet mean by saying that the tears rise in the heart?
The heart pumps the blood for the arteries and its entire time

o) k)

18 consumed in so doing’.

A muffled cry broke from Myself at this last sentence:
“That’s too awful! Nobody really wrote that. You're making
it

“Indeed I didn’t.” I indignantly replied. “What do you
take me for? But listen;” ‘It has no time to give to tears, and
although it had the time, the tears have no possible way of
getting into the heart. The fact that a person’s eyes are us-
ually bloodshot when he is weeping might have led the poet
to believe that the tears really came from the heart and car-
ried blood along with them but the latest cardiac theories are
against this supposition.’
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Myself looked at me in a dazed fashion and then said:
“Is,—is that supposed to be—funny ?”’

“Well, one would hardly think so. It bears the dignified
title of ‘Literary Criticism’.”

“Literary crit—Oh, my—!", he broke off in feeble des-
pair.

“Who is the madman that wrote it?”

“He evidently doesn’t consider it safe to sign more than
his initials; ‘J. M.” ”.

“Don’t expect me to say anvthing about that. It’s too
absurd to merit the dignity of condemnation. I would much
rather talk about that really splendid article on Dante in the
New Rochelle College Quarterly, or that quite charming little
piece called “Blue Pearls” in The Fleur de Lis—"

“Wouldn't you like to talk about those studies of the
Elizabethan songsters in The Marywood College Bay Leaf?”
I broke in with malicious intent.

“I would not”, he said emphatically. “No development;
not the ghost of a relationship between paragraphs; not the
glimmer of a sustained or central point of view—"

I held up my hand to stop him.

“That’s enough. You've said all you're going to say in
this issue. The Editor wants to give the space to somebody
who’s got something to say.”

And I triumphantly walked out of the room with the
papers in my hand, in the proud consciousness of having for
once in my life scored one against Myself,
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THE PERISCOPE

There is a class of human beings ranging from the near-
greats down to the also-rans who, in their own fields, are the
bustle ereators. They are better known as the smaller fry,—
the ones who splatter the most grease. Noisy display, which
is after all nothing more than an insidious outcropping of
vanity, is beneath truly great men. It is satisfying to note
that at the convention of scientists held recently in Kansas
City the eminent delegates were especially characterized by
their unpretentious manner. An interesting erample is af-
forded in the person of I. Pupin, president of the American
Association for the Advancement of Science and professor of
Flectro-mechanics at Columbia, who has been described as a
man of consummate simplicity and kindly humor.

The Dayton trial was a subject of general interest during
the convention, being regarded as a conflict between the free-
dom of science and narrow Protestant Fundamentalism. That
the Catholic Church remained aloof from the Scopes agitation
was a faet that did not lesson the growing respect of scientists
for the Church, a phenomenon that was apparent at the con-
vention. Instead of reverting, for instance, to the so-called
dark ages for examples of superstition, striking incidents
were found in the more recent period of Puritan Witcheraft
and in the sixteenth century German Protestant intolerance.
It seems rather significant that the scientists should have dis-
covered these facts before most historians have become aware
of them.

* * *

A Chinese missionary describes a Christmas dinner in
the land of the cherry blossom as consisting of sea weed,
birds’ nest soup, shark fins, mushrooms, bamboo shoots, pigeon
eggs, lotus soup, crabs, more sea weed and rice wine. Until
we come to the last ingredient we thought that we were read-
ing the recipe of a luscious American college dish familiarly
known as soup. The American custom decrees that the spiri-
tous component be reserved until after the evening repast.

* * *

An advertisement of “The Coming Faith,” a book by
R. F. Foster, credits the author with the statement, “I have
not the slightest desire to go to Heaven.” We hasten to assure
the gentleman that there is no reason to be exercised over this
matter for we are sure that he will not be forced against his
wishes.
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The aforementioned author is internationally known as
an authority on bridge. The ad states that he is not a logi-
cian, then gives unwitting proof by quoting the writer to the
effect that he cannot believe in an omnipotent God because, he
says, if God were omnipotent from whom did He get the power
of omnipotence? That a person could be omnipotent and yet
depend upon some other source for that quality is a mental
teaser we admit, but it is also a good example of the mishaps
that befall the shoemaker when he leaves his last.

* #* *

An Italian philosopher, newly discovered, in the person
of Celestino Fabietti who has been custodian of the Ante-
Chamber of the Marriage Clerk in Rome’s City Hall for
twenty-three years, pronounces matrimony as the most diffi-
cult of all sciences and the finest of all arts. Now that mar-
riage has come to be regarded as a science and an art, the next
step will be to grant degrees to those who have gone through
four years without flunking out via the divorce route.

* * *

The VIDETTE in commenting upon the return of the
basket ball players during Christmas vacation remarks, “Each
one broke away from the joys and festivities of a New Year’s
celebration to prepare for the game, but alas—unknown to
(Coach) Karnes, the game had been cancelled by Shurtleff so
the hard floor artists put in the rest of their time on their
studies”. O, Polonius! How smart a lash that speech doth give
my conscience!

* * *

One of our most pleasant diversions during class periods
is to listen to the novel and varied excuses given by students
for tardiness. Professors will probably continue this form
of indoor sport indefinitely but the co-ed need never be ruffled
by necessity of a ready answer, for psychology has given her
a permanent excuse. At John Hopkins by a series of tests it
was shown that women were nearly 100 per cent in error in
estimating time, while men showed a deficiency of only 45
per cent. In a part of the experiment which required that the
woman sit still for a minute and a half, some of their estimates
ran up to ten minutes compared with three and a half min-
utes which was the greatest error for the men. So after this
when you walk up on her porch, trying to appear cool and
unconcerned, though you nearly broke a leg getting there be-
cause you were at least a half hour late, you will have to be-
lieve her when she gushes, “Why John, you’ll have to excuse
me a minute, I didn’t have any idea it was eight o’clock yet!”
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INTER ALIA

The first inter-collegiate debate of the year will
Debating take place on March 11 when the Viator debaters
Team will meet the St. Xaxier trio of Cincinnati, Ohio.

The Viator team is directed by Father Maguire,
and is composed of Laurence St. Amant, ’26, John Toohill, ’27,
and Julian Lambert, ’28. James Connors, ‘27, has been chosen
as an alternate.

A comparatively large number of students are intensely
interested and actively engaged in debating activities. Early
in the year a debating class was formed by Father Maguire
and since then a number of interesting debates have been
staged. Previous to the selecting of the members of the Col-
- lege team a series of preliminary contests were held to de-
termine those best fitted to represent St. Viator. The men
chosen give great promise of maintaining the traditional and
glorious record of Viator in this field of activity.

The second debate will be on April 7, with Wyoming Uni-
versity providing the opposition. Wyoming comes here with
the record of having been the only team in the United States
capable of conquering the University of Oxford’s debaters
when the latter group toured America last year. The subject
of discussion in both debates will center around the proposed
Twentieth Amendment. Father Maguire is attempting to
secure a third debate to be held on a foreign stage. The
Kankakee Knights of Columbus have been kind in offering the
use of their auditorium for the staging of these debates in the
absence of our gymnasium.

* £ *

For over a year the younger Brothers of St.

St. Bernard Viator Community, with Rev. F. E. Munsch,

Hall Completed C. S. V. as their director, have enjoyed the

peaceful seclusion of their own home in St.

Bernard’s Hall, the Scholasticate, which stands across the

street from the College. During this time Father Munsch

has worked patiently and steadily to make this home comfort-
ably and suitably equipped.

Father Munsch and the Brothers can now enjoy the com-

pletion of that work. The new addition has recently been
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finished. It contains twelve nicely finished, well lighted, airy
and cheerful rooms, which occupy two floors of the north
wing. KEach room opens on a wide corridor and is equipped
with hot and cold running water. This wing is connected with
the main building by the chapel which is a perfect gem. It is
artistically built with a rounded ceiling which is supported by
panelled pillisters against the side walls. An artistic mould-
ing extends around the upper part of the side walls just above
the long rounded windows, which open between the pillisters.
The Chapel, which is dedicated to the Immaculate Conception,
has a seating capacity of thirty members. A few details,
such as the new altar and fourteen artistic Stations of the
Cross are yet to be finished, but these will be installed in the
very near future.

The initial meeting of 1926 was held Janu-
Knights of Mary ary 12, when the Knights of Mary Immacu-
Immaculate late re-organized for the coming year.

Brother Koelzer is the director of the or-
ganization. He explained its purpose and then proceeded with
a program which he had previously arranged. William Cas-
sidy, president of the organization, read a chapter from St.
Mark’s Gospel, which was afterwards discussed and explain-
ed by Brother Koelzer. The meeting was closed with a short
lecture on “the Beauty and Power of the Blessed Virgin Mary”
by Rev. R. French, C. S. V.

When the loss of our gymnasium by the recent
Gastronomic fire destroyed all hopes of another meal in the
Remembrances old dining hall, the Sisters of Notre Dame

Convent kindly offered their aid in that neces-
sary department of good health. They offered the services of
their refectory to the entire student body as long as
the emergency required. For three days the students feasted
on the abundance of well prepared and daintily served food,
such as only the Good Sisters, with motherly art and care, can
prepare. In appreciation of this sincere kindness on the part
of the Sisters, the student body held a meeting at which it
was resolved to send the Sisters a little gift as a humble token
of gratitude for their unselfish assistance during our unfor-
tunate time of distress.
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Once more the Freshies are placed in that humiliat-
Green 1ing condition of subordination by the Sophomores.
Caps A custom instituted at Viator during the 1923-24

season by the class of 26 was revived last year and
again renewed this year. Every Freshman is required, by
laws laid down by the present Sophomore class, to wear a
green cap. Whether or not the Freshman desires to wear the
green cap is not a matter of his own personal discrimination.
The custom must be followed according to certain rules or the
offender will be brought to trial and punished by a student
Court of Justice composed of upper classmen. The following
iron clad rules must be obeyed:

1—Freshmen caps must be worn at all times and on all
occasions on the campus and in town.

2—Freshmen will have a special section at all athletic
events.

3—Freshmen must forfeit their seats to ladies and upper
classmen on the street cars.

4—Freshmen will be punished according to their misde-
meanors.

At a mass meeting of all the Academy students
Academy Feb. 15, a new organization to be known as the
Rooters’ Club Rooter’s Club was formed. The purpose of the

club is to concentrate organized support be-
hind the Academy teams and student activities, and to secure
fuller recognition of the merit of our high school athletes.
The meeting was called to order by Joseph Meitzler, the chair-
man and prime mover of the project. After briefly explain-
ing the aims of the proposed club he called upon the Very
Reverend President. Father Rice heartily approved of the pro-
posed club and urged the students to give it their full support.
After Father Rice, Mr. Francis Barton, Acad., ’26, outlined in
detail the plans of the organization in the line of entertain-
ments and other activities.

This is the first club of its kind in the history of the
Academy department and owes its existence to a committee
appointed by Thomas Ferris, President of the Fourth Year
Class and headed by Joseph Meitzler. That the project is
popular and promising is evidenced by the fact that within a
few hours after adjournment the entire membership of the
club was subscribed.
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ALUMNI

Dear Alumni:

The last time T wrote to you, on the occasion Father Marsaile’s
Jubilee, my letter was filled with as much joy and happiness as [ could
express. Little did I think, or little did any one of you think, that my
next letter would be the extreme opposite, but such is the case. 1 had
intended to tell you all about the fire, but as that is being treated of in
another article, I will refrain.

There is one thing, however, I don’t think will be mentioned in that
article, and that is the cause of the fire. Everybody suggests this, that
or something else, but they are all wrong. Personally, I believe it was
a “put up job”’ by the Alumni Assoclation, and I'll tell you why. You
know the Rev. F. C. Conway was down here on Tuesday night, January
the fifth, and early the next morning the gymnasium was burned down.
As the “Wave,” our popular high school weekly says, “Hardly had the
embers cooled and old sol showed his golden locks over the distant
horizon,” before Father Conway had sent us a check for 1,000
dollars. You see he wanted to start the ball rolling. Of course there
is a possibility of me being wrong, but don’t you admit that it looks
somewhat suspicious ?

Before I go any further with this letter, I want to thank you in
the name of the president, faculty and students, for the loyal support
yvou have thus far given us. As we stood watching the fire on the
morning of January sixth, we saw the labor of the early pionecers and
the money of generous Christians devoured in the flames. As we
looked into the faces of the officers of the:college, a blue future loomed
up before us in all hideousness. We suddenly became more thoughtful,
and we tried to imagine what the outcome would be. But later on in
the day, things began to represent themselves to us in a different light.
Letters containing financial aid began to come in; the letters of spirit-
ual assurance, and the letters of sympathy and encouragement spurred
us on, and now we won’t say “down.” Gratitude for this encourage-
ment, my dear Alumni, this spiritual and temporal assistance, as most
people say, cannot be expressed in words, but I believe it can—Your
charity is God-like.

I had intended to have all these cablegrams, telegrams and letters
reprinted in this letter, but space will not permit. However, I will copy
portions of some of them and you can see for yourselves this God-like
charity I was speaking about. But first of all let me announce the good-
ness of the Sisters of Notre Dame Convent, Bourbonnais, 1llinois. These
nuns ever ready to sacrifice, most gladly and generously fed our stu-
dents for several days while temporary preparations were being made
to accommodate them at the college.

The cablegram comes from the Very Rev. F. M. Roberge, c. s. v,
superior general of the Cleries of St. Viator, located at Jette, St. Pierre,
Belgium. It reads:

“The General-Direction profoundly regrets your catastrophe. We
present our affectionate sympathies.”
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Th Rev. J. Charlebois, c¢. s. v., director of the Grande Seminaire,
Joliette, P. Q., wires:

“I just heard that your gymmnasium has been entirely destroyed by
1;'1re ang {.?asten to offer my deepest sympathy. Thank God there was no
oss ot “life.”

An Alumnus of La Crosse, Wisconsin, sent a telegram as follows:
“I deeply regret your loss. Do not lose courage.”—Bishop A. J.
MecGavick.

A telegram from Rockford is an encouraging one indeed:
“Sincere sympathy from the Rockford Alumni. We are at your
service.”—Rev. M. J. Hoare.

An erstwhile Spanish professor wires us from Chicago:
“A sincere expression of deepest sympathy on such a trial.”—Fidel
V. Torres.

“Accept my sincere regrets. The old gym will always hold revered
memories. Am sure your loyal friends and Alumni will rally to the
colors of the Brigidier-General in his hour of need. Yours for a bigger
and better Viator.” “Spike” O’Connor.

One of the first letters to reach us was from Outremont, Quebec.

“Dear Fr. O’'Mahoney: :
The news brought by the telegram received this evening has deeply
affected us all. I heartily sympathize with you, and I offer you the
fraternal feelings of our Canadian province.—Rev. G. Dumas, c. s. v.,
Provincial.

The first letter to reach us, as I mentioned before, is from the Rev.
P. C. Conway of Chicago, Ill.
“Dear Fr. Rice and All:

‘That we may be proved so as by fire.’ I send the enclosed check
for one thousand dollars.”—Rev. P. C. Conway.

“My dear Fr. Rice:

To yourself and the Faculty I extend my sincere sympathy in the
loss which has come to my Alma Mater.

But I feel that something bigger and better will rise from the
ashes of the old building. Sometimes a thing which looks like an aflic-
tion is only a blessing in disguise.

I am sorry that I have not “some real money” on hand, but I am
doing the next best thing in sending you the enclosed bond which, I
know, is gilt-edge.

Take courage, and feel that the old boys will hold up your hands
in the reconstruction work.

With best wishes to yourself and Faculty, I am’—Rev. J. J. Mor-
rissey.”

“Dear Fr. O’Mahoney:

Sorry to read in the morning press of your misfortune. But re-
member the old saying, ‘The King is dead, long live the King.” So here
is for the first shovel for a fire-proof building.

Yours for a generous success.—Rev. W. J. Kensella.”
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“My dear Fr. Rice:

Athough this letter may seem a rather belated expression of sym-
pathy to you and your college in the great loss you recently sustained,
it is none the less sincere. As you know I am not an Alumnus of St.
Viator’s, but somehow, because of the kindly friendship that has always
existed between myself and all the executive officers of your College for
the past thirty-seven years and especially because of you and your
kindliness, I feel obligated to help you rebuild. I wish I could give
you a generous cheque, but I think you know I cannot afford it. I en-
close what I can afford at the present, my cheque for one hundred
dollars, ($100.00).

Sincerely yours,—Rev. J. M. Scanlan.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

I just read the brief statement of the heart-rending fire which,
destroying the gym, set the progressive Viatorians back so much. 1
am certainly soriy for you.

The enclosed mite, necessarily limited, will be augmented from
time to time to help drive away discouragement.

With sincere regrets that I am not in a position to be of more useful
help, I am—Rev. M. J. Heeney.”

“My dear Fr. Rice:

Sad indeed was I when I learned of your conflagation. So many
happy days and events in the old gym, never to be forgotten by me.
I can scarcely realize that it would be possible for that building to
burn. You and the dear old confreres have my genuine sympathy. No
doubt there will be some concerted action on raising a fund to help you
in this new trial. I am just above the water line myself, but am
happy to send the meagre sum which I enclose. It is very small I
know, but God knows it would be ten times the amount if I had it to
give. In any case perhaps the check will enable you to lift a few
bucketfuls of mortar to reconstruct the building which for all of us
upon so many occasions furnished never to be forgotten games and
plays. My sympathy to all.

Sincerely,—Rev. Francis Cleary.”

“My dear Fr. O’Mahoney:

Just this evening did I hear that you, dear friends, have suffered
another fire. I truly feel for you all and you surely have my heartfelt
sympathy.

I am told that it was the gym alone that burned, but I cannot see
how that can be, as Roy Hall was no near. I hope and pray that my
information is correct.

Would you send me any information you may have close at hand,
a newspaper or anything that might have the correct account? And
please pardon my asking it at this time when I know that you must be
so busy.

I have not millions but I can double my subscription. I have
longed to see you all in the old home and I ean hardly bare to think
the worse has happened. Accept my sympathy.

Yours,—Rev. V. U. Le Clair.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

Please accept my heartfelt sympathy in your hour of trial. Also
this small token as an expression of my good will.

Sincerely yours,—Rev. A. Mainville.”
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“My dear Fr. O’Mahoney:

A newspaper clipping from Kankakee has told me of your very
disastrous fire. I am very sorry. I can imagine how badly you feel,
and I wish it were in my power to replace the whole building.

I am enclosing a small check, I know it only a drop in the bucket,
but I hope it can convey to you my good will, and express, although
very inadequately, my sincere sympathy at this trying time.

Sincerely, Miss Mary Kennedy.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

Fr..O’Mahoney’s telegram came this morning. So shocking was the
news it conveyed, that we all sat spell-bound. Needless to say we
extend to you all our deepest sympathy. But Father, it is God’s will
and may His Holy Will be done. Though it is a bitter trial, it may be
a blessing in disguise.

Enclosed find our little mite. It will pay for one bag of mortar
for the new gymnasium which I hope will look out on a magnificent
stadium on a not-distant date.

Fraternally yours in Xto,—Rev. J. V. Rheams.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

You cannot know how saddened the Viator Alumni at Kenrick
were when we heard of the recent disaster which overtook the old
school. As a sign of appreciation to you, to my other teachers who
were at Viator during my time, as a sign of my appreciation for what
Viator has done for me, I enclose this little token, wishing it were
bigger, and hoping that it will, in some little way, show how I love my
second home,

Sincerely yours in Christ, Frank Casey.”

“Dear Fr. O’Mahoney:

To be sure it was with deepest sorrow that I learned of the fate
that had befallen my dear Alma Mater. I wish to extend to all of
the faculty at Viator my deepest sympathy. Yet, God’s ways are
wonderful. Though this has been a severe set back, yet I feel that it
will be a benefit to the dear old college. I have heard of many other
institutions that were completely demolished and they grew up again
with marvelous results. Just look at Viator twenty years ago and look
at her today. I feel quite confident that God has allowed this loss to
befall us that He might in such a manner win for us more sympathetic
hearts in the needs of Alma Mater. There is no doubt whatever that
Viator will be the winner now. Those that cannot help in the financial
way will feel so sympathetic that they will give generously of their
spiritual stores. Others may be able to help in both ways, while others
will come to the financial rescue with open hearts and purses. We
must not be discouraged now but keep a stiff upper lip and trust to
God. He is so good to us and tends to every need.

Education, and good sound education, the kind that can be found
only in our Catholic institutions, is the crying need of the day. Viator
has been doing her share for the past years and she will more than
redouble her efforts now.

Enclosed you will please find the widow’s mite. It is a bit toward
the beginning of the new building fund. Kindly accept it as my first
little share in the replacine of the old college walls. Would that I
might help more in the financial way. But students are never so much
at straits as when the call for money is issued. May this little portion
of my Christmas cheer help to cheer up my dear ones at Viator.

Sincerely in Xto,—Edward Manski.”
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“Dear Fr. Rice:

Allow me to tender you in the name of the City of Kankakee an
expression of deep sympathy for your terrible loss, which we feel is
also ours.

We are confident that Viator spirit and courage will triumph over
the present distress and gain for our college even greater heights of
strength and efficiency.

Yours very truly,—Louis B. Beckman, Mayor.”

“My dear Fr. Rice:

It is with deep regret that the Kankakee Chamber of Commerce
takes cognizance of the fact that the gymnasium and dining room of
St. Viater College were destroyed by fire. This organization expresses
the sentiment of its entire membership when it extends sympathy to
vou and the College.

St. Viator College is an important institution of the community of
Kankakee, and the fire has not only caused a loss to the College, but a
loss to the entire community. While this loss is to be regretted, it is
well to keep in mind that the law of compensation works all things out
for the best, and that the calamity may be the revelation of a brighter
day.

Yours very sincerely,—Shirley E. Moisant, President.”

“Very Reverend and dear Fr. Rice:

Father Heffels has just returned to report to us the great disaster
that has befallen you. At once I assure you that you have the pro-
found sympathy of the whole household, especially of the Fathers,
Brothers and professors here. If there are any services within our
power to render, which you would have of us, please command us. At
least, in every way possible to us we shall assist by prayer. I am
posting bulletins reporting your trouble all over the house—in the
Fathers’, Brothers’, and students’ recreation rooms, and particularly in
the vestibule of our Holy Ghost church. All in the house are asked
to send up earnest and re-iterated impetrations for your relief, and
for special manifestations too of the sure mercies of God while under
this very severe trial.

Yours in truest sympathy in Xto., Rev. Bruno Hagspiel, S. V. D,
Rector, St. Mary’s Mission House, Techny, Il

“Very Rev. and dear Fr. Rice:

You have all the sympathy of my heart in the distress which came
to you yesterday. All the Fathers here at Loyola join with me in this
sentiment. We are distressed in thoughts of not being able to open
our doors to give you temporary relief in the cramping which will be
necessary for the ensuing months, but if there is any other form of
help consistent with our distance from Kankakee which you feel we
could render, please let us know and we shall be glad to accord it.

Praying God our Lord to extend to you a very special providence
in these distressing days, I am

Very devoutedly yours in Christ,—Rev. W. H. Agnew, S. J., Pres.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

I wish to tender my sincere sympathy to you in the loss of your
gymnasium by fire.

Hoping, however, it will pave the way for an even greater St.
Viator’s, I remain,

Sincerely yours in Christ, Rev. J. J. Horsburgh, Director, The Con-
fraternity for the Propagation of the Faith.
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“Rev. and dear Father Rice:

It is with regret that I read of the disastrous fire at your institution
destroying your magnificent gymnasium and its accessories. I heartily
sympathize with you knowing how difficult it is to replace such losses,
and the finanical problem that must be faced in every KEducational
Institution such as yours and ours. 1 hope that you can see your way
clear to rebuild at once, and that the many friends and Alumni of St.
Viator will rally to your support.

Sincerely your in Christ,—Rev. C. J. Miller, O. S. B., Rector, St.
Bede College, Peru, Illinois.”

“Dear - Fr. Rice:

You have our prayers and sympathy in the great loss you and
your community have sustained in the recent fire at St. Viator. May
God grant you blessings that may soon compensate for your great
loss. The whole community of Holy Cross join me in these expressions.

Sincerely yours,—Sister M. Albertine.”

“The Viatorian Fathers:

I know that your time is all taken up these days so I will be brief.
Please accept my deepest regrets in your great loss—the destruction
of the gymnasium.

Although it was most unfortunate, yet I think you are most grate-
ful that it was not Marsile or Roy Hall as your lives would have been
endangered.

My little class of forty-five offered up their prayers that this mis-
fortune may truly be a benefit to S. V. C. in time to come.

Be assured you have been mentioned often in my prayers during
the day and days to follow.

Asking God’s blessing on all,

Sincerely,—Sister Frances Clare, O, S. D.”

“My dear Fr. O’Mahoney:

The news of your disastrous fire reached me through your secre-
try’s letter. Since my interest at the college is so great, words cannot
tell how grieved I am.

You must not get discouraged, because when God’s work meets
with opposition, it is the sign of Divine approval. Something good is
sure to follow. Hoping Divine Providence will bestow on you the choicest
blessings I am,

Your sincere friend —Sr. John of St. Maxima.”

“Dear Father O’Mahoney:

In a few moments I shall be leaving for the depot to start my
return trip to the seminary. I cannot but pause, though, to tell you
that I am truly sorry to learn about your disastrous fire. The incon-
venience will, no doubt, be great, but I trust that you will be able to
rebuild immediately.

Again assuring you and the other members of the Community of
my deep regret, I am

Yours very truly,—Francis Lawler.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

The hearts of all at the Cathedral are heavy over your great loss.
You will be assisted by our prayers for encouragement and fortitude.
Just as a greater Viator came forth from the ashes of 1906, I feel
confident the same result will happen again. Be brave, and if I can do
anything, please call on me.

Sincerely yours,—Rev. G. T. Bergan.
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“Dear Father Rice:

My expression of sympathy for you and your devoted confreres
is somewhat tardy but nevertheless sincere. I am busy at present
building and furnishing our new and costly church. I seldom read
more than the first page headlines of the daily press, and so this sad
news reached me only through the Kankakee papers.

Just now I am, perforce of building and furnishing our church,
the “takingest” pastor in Chicago, but when you start some movement
to retrieve your losses, I shall be among the giving ones.

As always,—Rev, J. G. Bennett.”

“My dear Father Rice:
You have my deepest sympathy. I cannot tell you what a shock

it was to me to read the news. I wanted to call up immediately, but
I realized that it was no time even to express sympathy.

This morning I could not help but feel for all of you, meeting the
emergency of feeding the troupes. I prayed a little that you would
make it. Have courage—it’s not easy, but I know you are all big enough.

Yours faithfully,—Rev. J. S. Finn.”

“My dear Fr. Rice:

Please accept my sincerest sympathy in the great calamity that
has visited your administration. I know it will require a great deal
of courage to face the situation, but I am confident of your faith and
strong heart. It is hard to see the bright side of the cloud now, but
God will provide through the generosity of the Alumni. Meanwhile
you have the courageous bond of loyal confreres to sustain you amid
the hardships occasioned by this mid-year disaster. I hope you will find
means to take care of the students.

The sisters here extend their sympathy to you and your brave
faculty, and their good prayers will help sustain you in the arduous
work of carrying on Catholic education amidst difficulties that only
faith in God can overcome. God help you.

Sincerely in sympathy,—Rev, G. P. Mulvaney.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

Of course there is nothing to say about your recent disaster except
that we were all extremely sorry to hear of it. The Alumni, I am sure
will come to the rescue. There is no time like trouble to bring the
family together you know.

Sincerely yours,—Rev. John Flanagan.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

I have learned of the fire losses at St. Viators last week, and I
wish to express by concern in such a misfortune. Although St. Via-
tors does not happen to be an Alma Mater to me, I am interested,
nevertheless in her activities and progress always.

Undoubtedly such a disaster will interfere with your work and add
a burden to an endeavor which is not an easy one at the best. I hope
that the ill effects of the disaster will be reduced to a minimum.

Sincerely,—Dan A. Gallagher.”
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“Dear Fr. Rice:

I was very sorry indeed to hear about your loss of the gym by
fire. I trust it will not prove such a great loss after all.

This week brought me the “Marsile Jubilee Number of the Viatorian,
and it surely was great reading for me. However, I could find the
names of only two fellows I knew during my time at St. Viator. Please
remember me to any of the old boys I might know.

Sincerely yours,—Charles Carney.”

“Dear Father O’Mahoney:

Allow me to offer my sympathy to you and your community in the
loss you have recently met with—your gymnasium and refectory. It
was only a few days ago that I heard about it and I hope you will
suffer no great loss except the inconvenience.

Yours sincerely in Christ,—Rev. M. J. Brennen.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

We were much surprised and keenly disappointed when the news of
your loss reached us today. It certainly is too bad that such a mis-
fortune should occur when everything was going so well and things
began to look bright after your many trials.

The best luck, Father, to you and all at the school, and despite
the bad luck, I hope the New Year will bring to you and to the College
the best of luck.

Sincerely your Confrere,—Brother E. J. Williams.”

“Dear Fr. O’'Mahoney:

I was very sorry to learn of the fire that destroyed the dear old
gym, and it surely must be distressing to see the building all in ruins.
If only the equipment could have been saved, it would not have been
so bad.

Sincerely yours,—Paul W. Meagher.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:

My heart goes out in sympathy to you and all the confreres who
had to stand and watch the gymnasium—that monument of the whole
past—fall into smouldering ruins at your feet. The loss is a severe
one indeed, but the same spirit which set at naught the destruction
of 1906, still glows in the hearts of your band, and already I see dreams
of a greater Viator.

Fraternally yours,—Brother J. P. Lynch.”

“Dear Fr. Rice:
Mr. Hinckle and I extend our deepest sympathy to you and to all
the priests, brothers and students of St. Viator in your recent loss.

Well we know the years of labor, sacrifices and self-denial you have
made in order to be able to have this addition to your school, and which
afforded so much real pleasure and happiness for the boys.

Assuring you of our sincere sorrow for you in your loss, we are

Sincerely your friends,—Mr. and Mrs. Nelson Hinkle.”
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“Dear Fr. Rice:
We all regretted very much to read about the loss suffered from
that terrible fire. It was so fortunate that no one was hurt.

Mr. McKenney and John join me in expiession of sympathy, and
also in extending kindest wishes for success and happiness.

Very sincerely,—Mrs. E. McKenney.”

These, my dear alumni, are some of the expressions of sympahty
that have been coming to us daily. It is such encouragement as this,
that makes us grateful to our many loyal friends and benefactors. It
is such financial aid as this which assures us that Catholic education
will continue, and it is these prayers that are bringing down the grace
of God upon our work, and already we see a greater St. Viator towering
above the ruins.

The Alumni Editor.

Well, well. You say you
don’t recognize this man?
Very peculiar indeed. T’ll bet
if you showed this picture to
any little kiddie in the United
States, he could tell you all
about the gentleman. There
you have it! Of course it is.
It’s Uncle Bob, and did you
know that he was an alumnus
of St. Viator College? Yes
sir, he used to go to school
down here in 1898 and 1899.

His real name is Walter
Schoeneck, but he assumed
the name of Walter Wilson
twenty vears ago when he
became a professional in the
music business, and now it is
“Uncle Bob”. Quite a sur-
prise isn’t it? When calling
on Walter, you will either find
him at K. Y. W. with the
kiddies or in Room 503, Loop End Building, 177 State Street,
Chicago, Illinois.




RS Ve AT O R IEATN 59

s

NS

o

e \\\\\\\‘
NN

=

O

LUX AETERNA LUCEAT EIS, DOMINE

The sweet and pious soul of the Rev. Ambrose
Rev. Ambrose Granger departed this life on Saturday morn-
F. Granger ing, January second. Father Granger was

born at St. George, Illinois in 1863, pursued
his studies at St. Viator College and was ordained to the priest-
hood in 1889. After having served for five years as vicar at
Notre Dame in Chicago, Father Granger was appointed pas-
tor of St Rose Church, Kankakee, Illinois in 1894. This posi-
tion he'faithfully fulﬁlled until the summer of 1924 when he
retired to St. Mary’s Hospital, of which he is the founder.

The Rev. William Granger, brother of the deceased, sang
the Solemn High Mass, at the Church of St. Rose on January
fifth. He was assisted by the Rev. P. T. Gelinas as Deacon and
the Rev. C. A. Poissant as Sub-deacon. The English sermon
was preached by the Rev. Z. P. Berard, and the French ser-
mon was given by the Rev. J. E. Levasseur. The absolution
was given by the Right Reverend E. F. Hoban, D. D., Auxiliary
Bishop of Chicago. The interment was made in Maternity
Cemetery, Bourbonnais, Illinois.

The president, faculty and student body extend their ex-
pressions of prayerful sympathy to Father William Granger
and the other near relatives of the deceased. May he rest in
peace.

PR

Although the death of Mr. Homer Dandurand
Mr. Homer of Kankakee, father of Richard, was expected
Dandurand for almost three years, yet it was a shock when

the news reached us. Mr. Dandurand died at
his home on December the twenty-fifth, 1925, after an illness
which was borne with truly Christian patience.

The obsequies were held at St. Rose Church on Decemlger
the twenty-eighth, and the interment was made in Maternity
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Cemetery, Bourbonnais, Illinois. At the Solemn High Mass,
the Rev. P. J. Dufault was the celebrant, the Rev. G. C. Picard
was the Deacon and the Rev. John Guisti was the Sub-deacon.

To the bereaved family, the president, faculty and stu-
dents extend their expressions of prayerful sympathy.

& * *

Our condolence is offered to the Very Rev. T. J.
Miss Ella Rice, president of the college, in the death of his
McCoy neice, and to the near relatives of Miss Ella Mec-
% Coy. Miss McCoy died at her home in Joliet on
Sunday, January 24th., after a long period of illness. The
obsequies were held from St. Raymund’s Church in Joliet on
January 27th., and the interment was made in Mt. Olivet Cem-
etery. The Solemn High Mass was sung by the Rev. F. E.
Munsch, c. s. v., with the Very Rev. T. J. Rice as Deacon and
the Rev. Fr. Barthusky, O. S. A. as Sub-deacon. The beautiful
and touching sermon was delivered by the Very Rev. T. J.
Rice. May she sweetly rest in peace.

* B *®

The prayerful sympathy of the president,
Mr. Bartholomew faculty and students, goes out to John and
Farrell William Farrell in the loss of their father,

Mr. Bartholomew Farrell. Mr. Farrell died
at his home in Chicago, Illinois on December 24th., 1925. The
obsequies were held on December 28th., at St. Mathews
Church, and the interment was made at Mt. Carmel Cemetery.
May he rest in peace. '

% * *

We were much grieved to hear of the death of
Mr. Bernard Mr. Bernard Coss, '11. “Bernie”, as he was
Coss known while at Viator, died at his home in

Mendota, Illinois, on January 12th., after a
heart attack. He will be remembered particularly as the first
Viator moundsman to defeat Notre Dame in base-ball. Coss’
career after he left his Alma Mater was a very colorful one in-
deed. He earned for himself the reputation of being one of
the most dangerous southpaws in this part of the country.

The funeral services were held for him on January 14th.,
at St. Mary’s Church in Mendota. To his widow and two chil-
dren we extend our deepest sympathy.
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It is most difficult to explain the basketball situation at
St. Viator. The sweeping victory over the Gary Owls gave
_every indication that St. Viator, though lacking the individual
stars of former years, would make a representative showing.
Haley at center gave promise of filling the gap caused by the
departure of “Mick” Donnelly, and Sam McAllister’s sterling
performance at guard with Mel Ross doing the floor work
convinced Coach Glaze that the defensive department would
be well taken care of. Bowe and Dalrymple at forwards
rounded out a seemingly well balanced organization capable
of carrying the standards of Alma Mater to victory. McGrath,
Neville, Herbert, O’Malley, Costigan and Meis, are men of ex-
ceptional talent, and were counted upon to relieve the regu-
lars in the hard campaign on which they were about to embark.

Hardly had the season been under way when Ross, Mec-
Grath and McAllister went out of action because of injuries,
and although these lads had made heroic efforts to play, their
defective limbs proved the undoing of the Viator defense.
Ross and McGrath each twisted an ankle, the latter being ren-
dered hors du combat for what seems likely to be the rest of
the season. In the mad scramble at Northwestern, McAllister
played on courage alone during the entire second half of the
game, his right knee becoming a swollen mass of pain. The
boys carried on through the schedule with the able support
of the remaining substitutes plus the fighting spirit of Dalry-
mple, Bowe and Haley, who fought bitterly and courageously
to stave off defeat. The box score gives only a one-sided and
unfair account of the remarkable showing the lads made in
every encounter.

* ¥ *
Indiana State Normal 32—Viator 26.
Opening with Indiana State at the State Armory in
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Kankakee, the Viator team started with a rush. Immediately
when the tapoff was made, the home club shocked the invad-
ers with three short lightning-like passes for the first score
of the game. Indiana was fresh from a game with Purdue
University, in which the latter only nosed out a victory after
trailing up to the last few minutes of play. The lead alter-
nated up to the close of the half when Cox began tossing field
goals from beyond the foul line, putting his team in the lead
at the half 19-14. Dalrymple came along with a rush in the
next half but was unable to outdistance Cox who tossed in six
field goals to five for the Viator captain.

Kalamazoo ¥ - BT P Viator P BT, P
Van Hom, 1. ........ 1 0 0 Dalrymple, £.-...ccosounvea ) 1 0
5 fepe SIS e M et - 6 0 Lo Bemey fo o s 2 0 0
Lammey, €. i ..o esmion 4 0 O Halew. s s 1 0 2
= T A ity e 2 1 2 MeAlbster ..o 0 0 1
Albright, g. ... SO 0 0 Y ¢ R R S S 1) 2 0 1
U T e A 0 1 R T R G e, 2 1 1
ARerauiet ... 2 0 Lo CRMa e et 0 0 1
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Millikin 30—St. Viator 21

The shooting of Art Long, forward for the Millikin Uni-
versity, practically spelled defeat for St. Viator. Seven field
goals and a free throw is an evening’s work for any individual.
The work of Long was the more keenly felt in that this marks-
man was at one time a student of St. Viator Academy, gradu-
ating with the class of '23. Ross broke into the scoring column
in this game and proved his superior ability as a forward than
as a floor guard. Long made some remarkable field shots,
leading with seven, while Ross turned in five and added a
couple of points on fouls. Bowe and McAllister played a re-
markably good offensive game, while within shooting distance
of the Viatorian basket. Costigan broke into the lineup to
relieve the much raced Haley, giving a very creditable account
of himself at center.

Millikin PG, + % B, Viator PG - EE P
B BRI i po Y § 1 £ S Dalvennle .o 0 2 1
L) A R SR 8 0 L R R o AR e 1 0 1
Wallay: 53 0 msrFouid 1 0 S Halay 2t s o o Gk 0 1 0
ARG s o s Eieiiia i | 0 4 MeAllister . .. ... ... 1 1 1
B T RN S el 5 | 1 RETE T R e R s Lo 5 2 0
L1 7h g § oL i S et 0 0 B Metzrath .o e 0 0 0
CROREN S e 1 0 't SR By T T e St L ] 0 0 0
DEPRIN e 0 0 O .-Nevltle -5 o == 0 0
R A S s LA 0 0 0
Bohowski ... . .. 0 0 0
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Kalamazoo 33—Viator 25

The trip into Michigan was indeed most distressing. Seven
points in the first contest with Kalamazoo and three points
from leadership in the second game was the scant margin
by which our lads were out-classed. In basketball, where the
scoring may suddenly burst into high numbers, such scores
as these best express how evenly matched the teams were.
In the Aggies’ game the announcer at their broadcasting sta-
tion paid a very excellent tribute to the fighting qualities of
both teams, ‘“particularly” these young lads from Illinois.
They are fighting like mad men, racing all over the court, and
may yet come out on top. Their sportsmanship and general
all around ability have been applauded time and again by the
crowd.”

Kalamazoo Normal F.G. F.T. P. Shir. Wilkiee Gy IR, IR
S e i 7 2 2o - aleymiples S S e 3 i 0
INFEShONE: et iiin . Siie = i | 2 0 OFBowe s s i n o Lot Rl 4 2 0
1 reyans ie s et ol TR 2 0 SE e lalley sl el S R 0 1 0
Johmsony =05 e e 2 0 BN TR O SS e A e B £ T i SR 2 it il
Bilievlie EE S 0 0 S MG AllTster s i 0 0 2
@Gornellissrr st e con o 0 2 O S Newille -t S 0 0 0
ARy T e e 5 e L 0 0 ) CORIEEm 1 0 0
IBIICES et b Rty s ey, 0 1 O Hiewbert o b st it 0 0 0
IEmdgusts sl L 0 il OF eV lic Grrartln e e s e o 0 0 1
@Fleilleny 0 il 0

Michigan Aggies F.G. F.T. P. St Viator |G R )
Efaeleatss S0 T e 4 1 R RO So e ol Y e 2 0 2
Colop-Bxe s 0 o 0 3 2 alyaple it 8 1 1
ORCONNOT- et B 0 0 SIS i Al e e B oo 3 2 3
Colvinigos e o 2 0 OF - MeGrath il 0 0 1
Drew et aher tes 2 % 0 WileAYiisines - i e 0 0 i
21001l e e S T TS 0 2 IRl oy e et B 1 0 3
iredenclest e 1 2 JisssNeilllote e el P m 1 0 4
Hierheris & e s 0 0 0

Handicapped by the loss of the gymnasium, a marked
breaking down of the team work was evidenced in the re-
maining games. The old dash and fighting spirit were there,
the boys worked as furiously and industriously as earlier in
the schedule, but the scoring formations did not seem to
function, nor did the five man defense, that seemed to have
been impenetrable in the first few games, get into action as
quickly as necessary. Captain Dalrymple rallied his men
time and again but the solution of the problem was beyond
them. Coach Glaze made various switches in the lineup but
to no avail.
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HIGH SCHOOL ATHLETICS|

De LaSalle, Joliet 21—Viator Academy 16 at Joliet

In the initial game of the season the Academy squad suf-
fered a defeat from the hands of the De LaSalle quintet at
Joliet. Captain Campbell, during the first half, could not make
his combination work and as a result the opponents secured a
lead, which the stellar work of our men in the second half
could not entirely overcome.

* * *

Spalding 18—Viator Academy 21 at Peoria

The Academy quintet of basket tossers took a fast game
from Spalding, the former Catholic Champs, on the Peoria
floor, Saturday February the sixth. Early in the game Eddie
Campbell’s men took the lead and maintained it throughout
the contest. The Peorians, however, kept our boys well aware
of the fact that they were playing a real fighting club. Several
times during the contest they threatened to overcome the
Viator lead. Ed Walkoviak, the Viator high point man, to-
gether with “Si” Daley formed a combination which penetrat-
ed the opponents offensive time and time again. Tom Ferris,
at the center position, played a remarkable game. Eddie
Campbell and Fat Carroll at guards by their baffling and fight-
ing defensive made victory impossible for the Peorians.

* * *

Spalding 16 Viator Academy 21 at Kankakee.

One of the most spectacular games of the season was
offered to the spectators at the Kankakee Armory, Saturday
February 13, when the Academy for the second time within
eight days wrested victory from Spalding’s strong and aggres-
sive team. The locals established a firm lead right after the
tip-off and the half ended 14-1 in their favor. During the first
half the defensive of Coach Barret’s men was the finest guard-
ing ever seen on the Armory floor.

In the second half Spalding staged remarkable come-back
tactics, scoring fifteen points and threatening to overcome the
Viator lead. The Academy defense, however, tightened and
the game ended 21-16 in favor of the Barret men. Walkoviak
was the stellar performer of the Viator squad while McCarthy

starred for Spalding. :
Richard Dandurand, Acad., ’26.
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HIGH SCHOOL BASKET BALL TEAM
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VIATORIANA -

If for no other reason than. Come with me my gentle
reader and journey down the labyrinths of the ages and take
a seat in the producing room where the first big fire scene of
history was staged and filmed before a capacity house.

Mrs. Feminine Gender is patiently pounding the morning
mush between two large stones. Mr. Masculine Gender is
squatted on his haunches perusing the latest edition of the
Stone Cutters Gazette. The peace of this typical home scene
was shattered, malformed, busted and abused by a certain un-
heard of calamity. Mrs. Fem had been dealing the Mush a
series of hefty punches when to her dismay a small spark flew
from the two stones and caused the dry tinder about the open
“air cottage to become ignited. This my dear was the first
fire of history and it had fatal results. The mixture of corn and
water on the stone became what we now term biscuits. They
represent the first offence of woman against the connubial
happiness of the home.

The result of one fire was not sufficient. The fates saw
fit to place in the hand of King Nero the makings of another
historic conflagration.

A youth standing on a street corner jibbed King Nero
about the length of his hair, calling him the Barbers-Revenge
and telling him to get a hair-cut or buy a violin. Now Nero
was very proud of his flowing locks, and therefore it behooved
him to purchase a fiddle. He placed the circumstances of the
case before the members of the Roman Senate and they re-
solved to furnish the aforesaid instrument. “It was at this
time that the memorable shoe-tax was enforced and the good
people of Rome went about the streets in their bare-feet in
order to furnish the National Guards with ammunition to
ward of the offensive sallies of a host of cats that chased Nero
every time he played.” Even this measure proved unsuccess-
ful and the King called on the conductor of the Royal Sym-
phony to ascertain the remedy for the trouble. The Con-
ductor told him that he needed atmosphere. The King thought
that he meant for him to take the air and was about to have
the good man beheaded. He finally persuaded the king that
he had meant no offense and detailed a plan whereby the exe-
cution of the king would be improved 100 per cent.

That night Nero walked right up into the business dis-
trict and pulling a match from his jeans lit a cigarette and
threw the match, still burning, into a pile of papyrus socks.
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The flames soon spread over the whole darn town. As the
blaze increased in fury the notes of Nero’s violin wafted mer-
rily along in the breeze and fell upon the ear of the statue of
Jupiter Pluvius who happened to be standing on the Rostrum.
Jupiter Pluvius started running around the streets and even
the city sewers couldn’t hold him. If it hadn't been for this
fact the barometer would no doubt have read, “Forecast for
Rome, Bare and Warmer,” as it was, the paper read, “Wet”.

Even in our modern day a fire destroyed the beautiful
gymnasium which was one of the landmarks of St. Viator
College and transformed the imposing monument to man’s
skill into a mere architectural clinker. If it had been sum-
mer and the lightning bugs about we would not have minded,
but in the winter time the only solution lies in the fact that
some outside agency lent a hand to create the less imposing
but far more grewsome spectacle.

One solution offered is the fact that a white mouse lives
in the Gym. It is believed by some that he had become in-
toxicated as a result of gnawing holes in the covering of the
training table, the cloth of which was saturated by Alco-Rub,
and then sallied forth to have a hot time. He whetted his
appetite on a box of matches and a “hot time was had by all.”

Other findings of special board proved that a cigarette
might have caused the fire. Scientists hold that a Camel will
fire more easily than a Lucky-Strike because strikes are
toasted and therefore deprived of energy for heat. We believe
it was a Camel for this reason; and because it crawled into
such an out-of-way place under such dry conditions. Blah,
Blah, Blah, etc. “Count Meout.”

* * *

Barnus said, “What is a circus without peanuts.”
Jake says, “What is an examination without ponies.”
* * *
“You remember that story about the stag that went down
to the river to drink.”
“lI know several Staggs who still do that sort of thing,
but not down at the river.”

* * *

Stude: “Don’t you think Mabel’'s a dear.”

Prude: “Yeh! Everytime I take her to a dance she flirts
with the STAGGS.”

* ES *

They have organized a basketball team at Joliet Pen. They
should be able to produce a couple of weaving forwards who
will be able to make a lot of baskets.
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I don’t give a rap,

For a Freshman Cap,

I care not for the crown of green,
Thus quote the Soph,

With a hearty lawf,

That sounded both joyous and mean.

I don’t give a darn,

For the green ball of yarn,

That covers the Freshman’s head,
And with Junior pride,

He quite nobly sighed,

I wish he had brains there instead.

I'll counsel you kid,

To keep on the lid,

Said, the Senior with wisdom amazing,
Just do as I say,

You'll find it will pay,

For removal means nothing but hazing.

I thisFparty ot iour,

The one nearest the door,

Was a Freshman all blue and dejected,
In utter despair,

He mumbled a prayer,

And murmured, “Just as I expected.”

* * *

After two years of dancing the Charleston, a young lady
from Kankakee killed herself by taking arsenic. A letter
found by the body stated that she no longer got any (kick)
out of life.

*k * *

They call him lamb. He’s stewed for meals.

#* * *

Stude: “Say, there’s mud in this milk.”
Waiter: “Naw, the glass is just dirty.”
Student: “Oh! That’s all right.”

B * %

Fr. Raymond: “Well Joe, Jim’s had his last smoke. Hasn’t
he ?7”

Joe Harrington: ‘“Jim who ?”

Fr. Raymond: “Gymnasium.”
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Bourbonnais is so dead that the car pulls out at 7:30.

* * *

He had hair like snow, but they shovelled it off.

* * £

“What kind of game is this”’, said Red Dee as he bit into
the chicken.

* ES *

One good thing about an Eskimo’s home is they always
have something on ice.

* £ *

Teacher: “Johnny, why don’t you wash your hands.”
Johnny: “Who do you think I am Oliver Twist.”
Teacher: “No Johnny, Your Oliver Mud.”

x® 3k *
Father: ‘“Son you’re one of the greatest sorrows of my

life.”
Son: “Why don’t you drown your sorrows.”

Mack: “They arrested Ben Turpin the other day.”
Buteh: “What for ?”
Mack: ‘“Just because he looked crooked.”

* & *

It has always been a source of wonder to me why men
take out marriage licenses to lead a dog’s life.

* * *

TWO NEGATIVES MAKE ONE AFFIRMATIVE.

Boy writing Home: “Dear Dad, I ain’t got no money.”

Father’s answer: “Therefore. you have some. Don’t
spend it foolishly.”

* * *

Mike: “I've an electric attachment on my typewriter that
cost me twenty-five bucks.”

Jake: “That’s nothing I know a fellow who had one put
on his car for five hundred dollars.”

* * *
Smaltz: “I would like to buy, one new house.”
Glutz: “Something in the fireproof line.”

Smaltz: “Say, what do you think I'm buying this house

for anyhow.”
® ES *

Bucket: A thing that is kicked.
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CHAS C. RIELY WALTER J. RICHERT
Telephone 995

RIELY & RICHERT

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTORS and DEALERS

Electric Washing Machines, Ironing Machines, Sewing Machines
Motors, Vacuum Cleaners, Fixtures, Appliances,

Lamps and Supplies

370 EAST COURT STREET

Electricians for St. Viator College

ELECTRIC WIRING ELECTRIC REPAIRING

Kankakee Shoe Repair Co.
HAT CLEANING -:- SHOE SHINING

Directly Opposite Majestic Theatre
SPECIAL RATE TO VIATOR STUDENTS

JOHN J. DRURY

HOT WATER HEATING
Vacuum and Low Pressure System Heating

Both Telephones 72 KANKAKEE, ILL. 154 S. Schuyler Ave.

When in Kankakee Call on Our Advertisers
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Compliments of

PHILIP HOUDE AND SONS

Excavation and Construction

KANKAKEE - - ILLINOIS

With Compliments

N. L. MARCOTTE - W. J. ARSENEAU
The Barber ' The Busy Bee

STAR CLEANERS SPEICHER BROS.

H. E. COVER L. BEAUVAIS
JEWELERS-OPTOMETRISTS

Work Called for and Delivered 127 So. Schuyler Ave.

167 No. Schuyler Main 283 - KANKAKEE, ILL.

Be a Supporter of Our Advertisers
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WILES DRUG STORE

STUDENTS DOWNTOWN HEADQUARTERS

106 MAIN CORNER COURT & SCHUYLER

Oberlin Furniture Co.
KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

D. J. OLOUGHLIN, M. D.

Practice Limited to

EYE, EAR, NOSE AND THROAT

Bell Telephone 253
602 City Nat’l Bank Bldg. KANKAKEE, ILLINOIS

B. L. FITZGERALD

Insurance Loans and Bonds

311 City National Bank Building

Be a Supporter of Our Advertisers
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Everybody Likes Candy

EAT BONITA BARS

F. O. Savoie Company

DISTRIBUTORS

Standard Hardware Co.
Both Phones 259

Use Our Hardware—It Stands
Hard Wear

Blue and White Enamel Ranges
Expert Furnace Men

Chas. Wertz Co.

Lumber, Cement, Brick, Lime,
Sand, Sewer Pipe, Hard-
ware Plaster, Glass,
and Coal

McBROOM BROS.

First Class Restaurant and Cafe

Kankakee, Illinois

Help the Men Who Help the “Viatorian”
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NOTRE DAME CONVENT

Accredited to Illinois University

A Select Boarding School for Girls and Young Ladies
This institution is conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame,
and offers every opportunity to young ladies for a thorough
Christian and secular education. Prices reasonable. For cata-
logue address

SISTER SUPERIOR, Notre Dame Convent
Bourbonnais, Illinois

America’s Largest Distributors
NO. 10 CANNED GOODS

For forty years specialists in supplying
quality food products to Chicago’s fore-
most Hotels, Restaurants and Clubs.

John Sexton & Co.

Wholesale Grocers :- Chicago
Phone Superior 1380

Dr. F. R. Jones

(Dentist)

Phone: Main 437 311-312-314 Cobb Building
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ADVERTISEMENTS

COME IN AND SEE US

We are glad to extend to you the conveniences of
our store. We expect you to buy only when you
want the goods and are satisfied of our values—
you are welcome at all times.

The Winner

Correct Apparel For Men

Bostonian Mallory
Shoes Hats

Plant-Kerger-Dandurand

“The Home of Kuppenheimer Clothes in Kankakee.”

ERZINGER’S

PURE FOOD
STORE

306-24 E. Court Street
KANKAKEE, ILL.

Our Advertisers Are Reliable
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